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T FINE NEW FOOTBALL SERIAL,

By CHARLES HAMILTON.

I THE FIRST CHAPTERS RE-WRITTEN.

AT CLARE, the skipper of the Blackdale

School - ‘‘ footer ’ team, was in a
quandary. An important match was
coming off, and he wanted his cousin,
Phil Nugent, to have a place in the
dleven, not because he favoured him as a relation,
Wbt rather owing to the fact that he thought
fhat he was a good player. The committee
gpposed Nugent most strongly, but at last Pat
ﬁml way. When he told Nugent, that worthy
was not grateful. He was a lad who possessed
\a very bad temper, and it riled him very much
to think that it was necessary for so much dis-
L mssion to be gone through before he could be
it into the team to fight the Ramblers,
| Phil's feelings towards his cousin were rather
i and this was only natural in view of the
faot that Olare was the son of
i~ a very rich manufacturer;
[ and Nuﬁent was a dependant on his uncle, with
L yery different prospects to that possessed by
‘(lare. He was treated generously, and had
wothing to complain of, but at the same time,
the thought that he was a dependant on Clare’s
gﬁm was not at all palatable to him. Therefore,
e was not overwhelmed with good feelings
towards his cousin, although Pat was ths best
fellow in the world.
| When the great match was played it ended
| lna draw, owing to the fact that Nugent incurred
| 2] ty by fouling one of the opposing team

a most palpable manuner, at a moment when
¢ allowed his tempar to get the better of him.
another time. instead of playing
A an unseifish passing game,

fried to shoot a goal himself, with the result
‘fhat he missed, and threw away a splendid oppor=
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i .Atty.eO‘ the school team’s scoring.
) r the game was over, Pat spoke to Nugent
thou his bad play in the dressing-room.
' “You have dished us beautifully, Phil,”” he
iid bitterly. ‘‘ I've warned you before about
your temper——""
h, shut up !’ said Nugent savagely. * Of
, you want to throw the blame on me."
*Upon whom' should it be thrown, then ? '
nanded Clare warmly. * You deliberately
i that half, and the penalty kick was what
b U8, You threw away the game, and I'll
lake good care that you never have another
! to serve us like that,”
* * What do you mean ? " said Nugent, drawin
1 ME; hissing breath, while, his eyes glittere
u s dark brows.
mean that so long as I am captain of Black-
¢ you shall never play for the school again,”
laimed Clare sharply, and he turned away.
he next moment he was
reeling across the dressing-room.
t, beside himself with rage, had struck
.lavagely, full at the young captain’s face,
the blow, taking him unprepared, sent him
i & crash to the floor. ¢
upshot of it all was that a fight was waged -
en the two, the rest of the team seeing fair
llay,” Pat won, giving his opponent a thorough
ng, a licking which Nugent could not forgive.
sooner had the mill ended that Pat got a
age from the doctor saying that he wanted
m at once. Wondering what was the
iter, Pat hastened to the presence of the
i man, to find him very stermjooklng. :
a0 held a letter in his hand from Pat’s father
: ch stated that owing to a sudden financial
: he would be obliged
. remove Pat from the school.
asking that his son might be allowed to come
T and see him, Having informed Pat of the:
of affairs, the doctor bade him cycle into
ﬁn_eigh ring town of Blackfleld, and see
at was really wrong.
When Pat arrived at his home, the servant
ducted him to his father's presence, and there
a great surprise.- He hardly knew his.
ier, 80 changed was he since he last saw him.
forehead was lined with care, and his whole
Was pallid,

Soon as his eyes fell on Pat he stepped for-

4 with the word’;

at, my boy, can you ever forgive me ?
ruined—ruined | *° And breaking down

ither he sobbed like a little child,

!

frible Blow—Facing the World.
)V AT'S cyes
&m‘l;ror &ncy dismay.
Father—a begga
Daniel Clare cover
ggar, Pat)” : - X
oy sank into a chair. P
ews seemed too terrible to be true, and
glanco at his father’s haggard was
L to convinee him that it was s0.
like tho brave and generous lad that he
‘Was not of his own ruined prospects ths;t
bt at that moment, but of his father's

ere fixed on his father in |

| friend? Pat could not help thinking that it was
po;nulale I\;Iagge’s father! 2

Tt scemed too terrible. : S :

Mr, Clare had lat his head sink upon his arms

on the table. He seemed completely worn out.

ed his face with his {-

“Courage, father! Don't give way. I can’t
bear to see you like this,”’ he said, with a catch
in his voice. “ We will face it together, dad !”’

Daniel Clare groaned aloud.

Reproaches upon the lips of his son would not
have cut him more deeply than those words of
deep and generous affection.

“I don't caro for myself, Pat,” he said, in a
weak, broken veice. “I'm an old man, and it
does not matter much for me. But you, my
brave lad—you will lose everything; you will
have to begin the world at the bottom of the
ladder, I have thrown away your chances—I
have ruined you!”

““ Don’t speak of that, dad,” said Pat, in deep
distress. ““Tell me how it happened,” he went
on, hoping to draw his father’'s mind away from
the self-reproach which, it was clear, tortured
him more than all his osses.

Mr. Clare passed his hand over his brow.

‘It was Abel Darrell's doing!” he burst out,
bitterly and passionately. “1 was a trusting
fool, and he has ruined me!”

Pat started.

_The name of Darrell called a face to his mental
vision—a. sweet, laughing, girlish face—the face
of Madge Darrell, his playmate from childhood.

Her father was a manufacturer, of Blackfield,
and had always been the friend of Mr. Clare, and
the boy and girl had been great chums.

“‘Madge's father, dad !’

“ He has ruined me,”” Mr. Clare went on, not
heeding, probably not hearing, Pat's words. ** Tt
was through him that I came to invest in the
Sonora. Copper Mine, and when I was once in-
volved he found it easy to lead me on, always
ready with some specious explanation, and
now—"

“4T--1 never heard anything of this before,
dad,” faltered Pat. ;

1 always hoped for the best. It always
seemed that fortune was on the turn. Darrell
always promised me better things. But the good
time never dame. Instead—— You know what
has h?ppened. I have told you. It is all over

w 'l ’ ¥

“ But—but why?"’ stammered Pat.

Why had Daniel Clare, the richest manufac-
turer in Blackfield, entered into that miserable
speculation at all? That was what puzzled the
lad. In broken, faltering tones his father told
the wretched story—a tale of bad trade, financial
losses, a once flourishing and substantial business

radually undermined, though still presenting a
%a.ir front to the world, finally of rash specula-
tion, in the desperate hope of retrieving all
previous losses by a great coup, and the inevit-
able result. : e S

One name continually recurred in the wrete
story, that of Abel Darrell. It was he who had
been Daniel Clare's evil genius; h? who had
taken gdvagm.ge of the manufacturer’s credulity
and failing judgment; he who had reaped most
of the m&t.!w? thxs ergm. Ax;ld t:.t this Pat

C in, and turned very white. -

“But Mr. Darrell must hard hit also,

father.” A A S
r. Clare gave a dry, mirthless 4 :

Is“L[H‘acl;?'v,a tgken care to secure h:m:gi ; he will
not suffer, It is only I and th%_o'bher dupes who
will suffer. He hered his nest!™

Pat was silent, utterly dismayed.

He recalled the thin, nmo:vh {M;%j of f‘\abeé
arrell, the shifty grey e e n, T
lli)ps. Il:Ie had never liked the man, but he had
respected him as his father's friend. Was Daniel
Clare’s suspicion well founded? - ad Darrell

deliberately plundered the man he had called his

4 i<h excitement had kept him up hitherto,
ﬁieﬁeﬁis goge now, and the inevitable reaction

here tense silence in the r
th'gughmwﬁv:re déepl? ~ troubled.  Whether
Madge’s father was really so guilty as Mr. Clare
deemed him time would show. After all, that

as not a very imp it question now. To a_ ¢
m hurled to the 53 %m of an abyss it matters’|

him

room. Pat's|

that Mr. Clare had not the strength of mind to
face it. Pat’s heart was very heavy.

“ Father!”

The old man did not move.

Pk bent quickly towards him and touched
him'%n the shoulder.

M -Clare raised his head. His face was
quivering strangely, and his eyes had a dazed
expression. He looked at Pat as if bewildered.

*“¥ou here, Pat? What—— Ah, I remem-
ber! T sent for you,” he said confusedly, pressing
his hand to his brow.

“ Dad, you're not well. Let me—-"

“1 remember now,” his father went on, in the
same strange tone. ‘‘ There’s something wrong.

I wouldn’t send for you before, Pat. I didn’t
want to spoil your game. I knew how your heart
was set on beating the Ramblers.

The tears were running down the boy’s cheeks.

He rang the bell violently.

“Jamgs,” he said rapidly, as the servant ap-
peared, © my father is 1ll. Help me to get him
to his room—quick !”’

The manufacturer, who appeared now only half-
conscious, went unresistingly to his room, and
Pat sat with him there while James went post-
haste for a doctor. Mr. Clare did not speak
again; he lay breathing hard, his eyes wide
open and staring at Pat, but evidently without
recognising him.

Pat sat dumb, stricken with a misery that had
never before come into his young life. The look
upon his father’s face terrified him. He felt that
he was face to face with a loss compared with
which the loss of fortune, the loss of worldly posi-
tion, counted as nothing. What if his father
were to die?

His heart was like ice at the thought. He
could have cried aloud as it forced itself into his
brain, He strove to drive it away, but it re-
turned ; it would not leave him. “What if he
were to lose his father?

“ Oh, dad, dad,”” he groaned aloud, ‘I could
bear everything—everything but that!”

Would the doctor never come?

It seemed an age to Pat, but it was really a
very short space, before wheels were heard on
ihe gravel, and the physician a%geared. Dr.
Manners shook hands with the boy, whom he
had known from childhood. His face was grave
as he turned to his patient.

He sent Pat downstairs. He did not seem to
sce the boy's pleading look. In the study below,
Pat flung himself into a chair and waited.

He watched the clock. The ticking of it was
the only sound in the silent room. The hand
seemed to crawl round the dial, the minutes
passed with leaden feet.

What if he were to lose his father?

How small, how trivial, everything else
appeared beside that!

He sprang from the chair, and began to pace
the room hurriedly, with irregular steps.  His
throat was strangely dry; his eyes seemed to be
burning. 4

“Pat, my boy!”’

He sprang to meet the doctor as he entered.

“ Doctor,” - breathed Pat, * he will not—you do
not think—""

“ (Courage, my boy!
seriously ill. I am going now to send him a
nurse. But we shall pull him through. But
vou, Pat, must have courage; you must not give
way, for your father's sake,”

“1 shall not give way,” said Pat. Oh, the
poor old dad! It's because of me that he feels it
so acutely, If I could only make him understand
how little I care for it—for the money, I mean,”
he said, with a sob.

The doctor nodaded. He understood the boy’s
feelings.

How he endured the misery of that night, and
ﬁ' the days that followed, Pat Clare hardly

new.

Hours of daylight and darkness, equally
fraught with anxiety and suffering, slowly ticked
away—slowly—slowly.

Your father will be

While Mr. Clare lay muttering and moaning
in the grip of brain-fever, and the occupants of
Holly f,od e moved abouf with light footfalls
and hushed voices, Pat waited in racking anxiety
to know the worst.

The boy hardly slept, hardly ate. The healthy
cheeks became wan; the bright, merry eyes dull
and haggard. Few would have recognised Pat
Clare as the splendid footballer who had led
Blackdale College against the Ramblers only a
few days before.

At last the time came when he was to know
the worst, and he listened dazedly to the words
of Dr. Manners. Mr. Clare would live—and the
hoy gave a great sob of relief at that—but—but
he must prepare himself for a shock, the doctor
said pityingly. The boy did not speak; his
damb inquiry was more pathetic than words as
he looked at the doctor. Mr, Clare lived, but
the light of reason was gone. He might recover
—he would recover, in time—but for the present
Pat must prepare himself—

Bt 1 e

And then the brave lad's long-tried endurance -

gave way, and Dr. Manners caught him as he fell
in a dead faint.

Mr. Darrell Makes an Offer to Pat.
L AT "7
It was a clear, cold morning, - Pat
was walking in the grounds of Holly
: Lodge, his hands deep in his pockets,
his eyes bent upon the path as his feet steadily
crunched the gravel, 3
He started and looked up at the sound of his
name.
* Madge!" he exclaimed, his face brightening
at the sight of the girl. 5
“(h, Pat, I'm so sorry!” she said softly,
as she gave him her hand. * You know, I have
been away from Blackfield, but as soon as
heard I came straight home.” ;i
“Thank you, Madge!” said Pat, feeling a
lump in his throat. ‘I—I suppose you know all
that has happened?”’
**Yeos, Pat; and I can't tell you how sorry L
am, and how sorry papa is, t00.”
Pat’s brow contracted a little. :
The mention of Mr. Darrell brought pal::khl‘:ns

father’s words to his mind—words whiel
almost slipped his memory in the stress of the
last few days, : ;

* Papa wishes to see you,” the %:rl went on,
little dreaming of the thoughts that were in
her companion’s mind. ‘‘He has written o
Philip at the school. Pat, I want you to drive
over with me, and let papa have a talk with
you. You must come, for I told him I would
bring you with me.”

Pat did not know how to refuse.

With his father's words ringing in his ears,
he felt that he could not meet Abel Darrell
without shrinking from him. How could he
touch the hand that had dealt Daniel Clare this
crushing blow ? : $

His silence puzzled and pained the girl. Her
clear eyes were looking at him with a glance
he found it difficult to meet.

 Pat,” she said, in a low, firm fone, “T don’t
understand you. Has anything occurred fto
make you doubt papa’s friendship or mine?"”

Pat ‘writhed inwardly. It had been his first
thought to hide the truth from Madge, and

here he was betraying it already. ;
“What nonsense, Madge!” bhe said, as
lightly as he could. *As if anything could
make me doubt your friendship.” :
“;I'hen you will come to” Fern House with
me 1" » :
There was no help for it. . Besides, Pat

realised that sooner or later he must meet Mr.
Darrell again. It was as well to get it over,
much as he shrank from it. But as for accept-

ing help from the man who had wronged his:

father, not even his regard for Madge could
make him do that. >

(Continued on the next page.)
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It was a short drive to Fern House. It was
the first time Pat had passed the gates of Holly
Lodge since he had been called home from
Blackdale Collége, and the brisk morning air
and Madge's companionship somewhat revived

his drooping spirits.
adge was glad to see the change in him,
and to see something of his old self creeping

*  back into his looks and tones.

But at Fern House depression seemed to
settle upon Pat again, especially when he found
himself alone with Mr. Darrell in his study.
Mr. Darrell’s greeting had been kind, and his
manner unusually gentle. But Pat had never
liked him, though for Madge's sake he had
tried to. And now the thin, narrow face
seemed to him more vulpine than ever, the
grey eyes more shifty. Had that man wronged
his father? He believed so, and it was hard—
very hard—to conceal his thought.

To his amazement, as soon as they were alone
Mr. Daxrell referred to the subject that was
uppermost in his mind:

“I need not tell you, Pat,”” he said, ‘‘how
sorry I am that this terrible affliction has over-
taken my old friend. But the most painful

art of the matter to me is, that it should have
ed Mr. Clare to look with distrust upon one
who has always wished him well, and who has
served him to the best of his ability.

““What poor Clare has told you I can guess
from what he said to me in a last interview -
words which I would never have forgiven, Pat,
if what has happened since did not fully show
.that he was not accountable for what he said.
#Both of us invested deeply in the Sonora

- Copper Mine, but Mr. Clare plunged more

deeply than I ever dreamed of doing. I be-

e lieved it was a sound concern, but my natural

caution prevented me from going in too deep.

~ Clare, unfortunately, was not in a mood to be

;o cautious. The result is, that while I have lost

heavily by the smash, your father has been
utterly ruined.”

Mr. Darrell’s manner was sincere, and Pat
could not ‘conceive any motive that the mill-
owner could have for deceiving him.  Why

* should the rich manufacturer take the trouble
to mislead a penniless boy?

Pat could not wholly banish his distrust. - But
he felt that it was unfair to believe anyone

- guilty of base treachery, with no proof but
some hasty words uttered by a man on_the
verge of brain fever. 1
~ In the boy’s frank face his thoughts were very
clearly shown, and Mr. Darrell had no difficulty

~tinued :
- _“Bat I chiefly wanted to see you to talk
~ about the fature. What are you going to do?

Mr. Clare will be a helpless invalid for many
. years to come, however much we may wish for
2 va;lpeedyl recovery. He must be taken care of.
‘Listen! / I have influence which will obtain for
~him admission to a convalescent home on the
_ South Coast, where he will have every atten-
- tion and care, where his chance of ultimate
recovery will be greatly increased, Unless you
have a better plan to propose, I shall see to the
- arrangements at once.”
~ Poor Pat! He had no better plan to pro-
pose; he had no plan at all. He %ould only
‘stammer out incoherent thanks.

“Very good. That may be considered
settled then. Now about yourself. You have
o begin at the bottom of the ladder, but

you employment in my office up at the works,
tho%iit will be nothing dazzling, it will
e a beginning, and there is no reason why you
rise, if you choose to be painstakin
You write a decent hand, an
you will soon pick up; and I can give
a week to start with. You will
on that, with the consciousness
‘earning your living, do

uId at say?
all right,” said the mill-owner.
said, 1 do not blame ¥

y office, and, I hope, will r
p an eye upon you bo
promotion you will

~in reading them. He smiled slightly as he con-

qin"gi‘!e, you a lift. I shall be able to give"

oy i the bank.
H‘mlﬁrthe offer and falter out nt u
d ask Mr. Darrell’s pardon for | b

same oﬁer:—tl{:t’i'hnﬁe» to
cousin.  You will start | halse

Elmhurst Gives Clare Some of His Mind.

T was Philip Nugent’s last day at Black-
a sad glance, his heart very heavya

He, like Pat, had accept:od- Mr.
nothing else to be done. He had beens ntirely
dependent upon Daniel Clare, and now, like
sources. Life in the mill office at a pbund a
week seemed but a dreary prospect, compared
not fortune played him so scurvy a trick. And
there was something like resentment in his
speculations had ruined himself and others.
Yet, to do him justice, he strove to drive away
boyhood, when he had been left an orﬂﬁun, 1t
was only his uncle’s kindness that stood between

He looked round the study, his ey:'s dwelling
upon the old familiar objects he was not to see
less pleasant places. He had packed his box,
and the trap would soon be ready to drive him
the thought of leaving the old school.

Tap !

Since the Ramblers’ match and the fight at
the football-ground there had naturally been
look was rather grim as he fixed his eyes upon
Pat.
hand.

“IP've come over to take a last look at the
fellows,” he said. ‘If’s the last day at Black-
dale for both of us. We are going to begin a
here, but that is all over now. I want to bury
any little differences we have had, and start
What do you say?”

Philip Nugent, with all his faults, was not
Clare’s hand, and gave him a warm grip.

“You're right, Clare. I’'m more than will-
schooldays.: We have got a rough time coming,
and we may need to stand by one another.
last time at Blackdale.”

Clare’s fineeyes glistened, and his whole face
reception. He had had his doubts as he came
to the study.
unaccustomed friendliness, until all too soon the
time came to go

dale, and he looked round his study with
Darrell’s offer with gratitude. Theys was
his cousin, he was thrown upon his oFn re-
with the career that would have been his had
heart towards the unhappy man whose rash
that feeling, remembering that in his early
him and destitution.
again. Henceforth his lines would be cast in
over to Blackfield. His brow was clouded at
Pat Clare came into the study.
bad blood between the cousins, and Philip’s
Clare met his eyes frankly, and held out his
school, Phil, and to say good-bye to the
new life to-morrow. We have had our rubs
fresh on a friendly footing, if you are willing.
proof agsinst an appeal like this. He took
ing. We'll leave our quarrels behind with our
Now, sit down,' and let’s have a chat for the
showed how pleased he was by his cousin’s
The cousins had a long talk in a strain of
Their friends had collected to see them off.

Even Nugent’s play in the Ramblers’ match
was forgotten now that he was leaving Black-
dale, and every face was friendly.

“It's rotten for you to be leaving us like
this, Pat!’ said Lovell, as he gripped his
chum’s hand.®* “I don’t know what we shall
do without you, and the footer team will go to
pieces.””

“No, it won’t, Arthur,” said Clare, with a
faint smile. ‘‘There are plenty here to take
my place, and help to win football honours for
the old school. Good-bye, old chap, for the
last time !”

And the trap bowled away, and the boys of
Blackdale sent a ringing cheer after the cap-
tain who had been popular there with all from
the Sixth Form down to the youngest fag.:

And the next day the new life began.

Pat' began it with the determination to be

‘cheerful and contented, and to win his way

upward by hard and steady work. That was
the right spirit in which to tackle his task, and
he found it ‘answer. It was not a pleasant
change after the life at Blackdale, but Pat
Clare was given to making the best of things.
In honest work well done there is always a
satisfaction for a healthy mind, and Pat found
SP s DR s
Ho &aLodge }md. been sold, with the rest of
Mr. re’s property. All claims upon the
ruined mill-owner had been met, but, as Mr.
Darrell « had foretold, there was absolutely
nothmg left. Pat had his clothes, his books,
and a few 'yis};s '

possessions, and a few pounds
r the bread he 5

aﬁv;-'" he was

otten you. The
ing for men who
must make a be

good deal better, |
ld, and vuithm'ing

it

 The talk of the people around him so
his attention. '%éy wlgrﬁ‘ﬂpea%ibim”o &

‘bike, and broke his collar-bone.
able to play against the Nomads, for certain |’
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He had never, to his knowledge, done any-
thing to offend the man, and he wondered why
Elmhurst should feel an apparently causeless
antipathy.  The explanation came suddenly
one evening.

Work was finished at the mills, and the
hundreds of hands, released from toil, were
streaming out of the great gateway. Clare's
work was done, and he had put on his hat, when
he felt a tap on the arm, and turned to see
Elmhurst.

The secretary was a somewhat slim but well-
built man, with a black moustache, and black
eyes that had a ratty gleam in them.

“TI’'m just going, Clare,” he said, in an off-
hand way. ‘‘Wait for me a minute or two,
and I'll walk into Blackfield with you.”

Clare wondered why Elmhurst should seek
his company, but he nodded assent, and they
left the works together.

They proceeded some little way in silence;
and then Elmhurst, glancing at Clare out of
the corner of his eye, said abruptly:

“You were at Fern House yesterday even-
ing, Mr. Clare ?”’

“I was there,” answered Pat, in astonish-
ment, wondering what on earth that had to do
with Mr. Darrell’s secretary.

There was a significance in Mr. Elmhurst’s
look as he said this that made Clare colour with
anger.

‘I don’t see how that can interest you, Mr.
Elmhurst,” he said coldly.

“PBut it does interest me,”” said the other,

’

with a glitter in his eyes. I am no fool,
Patrick Clare! I can see what your little game
is »

“T don’t understand you.”

“Don’t you?’ said Elmhurst, with a sneer.
They had stopped, and were looking at each
other. - *‘ Understand this, then—that I have
but to say the word to have you thrown neck-
and-crop out of the mills.”

Clare flushed scarlet.

“You are insulting!” he exclaimed. *If
that is all you have to say, we may as well

part here.”’ :
“ Let us part here by all means,” said Elm-
hurst.  ““I have said all that I wanted to say,

and you are a fool if you don’t take warning !
The heiress of Blackfield Mills is not for you,
Pat Clare, and you may as well understand it
first as last. A word to the wise is sufficient:

Good-night !

He strode away before Clare had a chance of
mglying.

Pat walked hameward swiftly, disturbed in

his mind. The secretary’s plain speaking had
shown him two things - that Elmhurst believed
he intended to take advantage of Madge’s
girlish affection for him to make a bid for the
mill-owner’s money, and that it was Elmhurst’s
intention to do that very thing himself.

“The cad !’ muttered Pat wrathfully. ‘“ The
rotten bounder !”

And he half regretted that he had not replied
to the secretary’s warning with a right-handet
full upon the taunting, sneering mouth. .

On the Feootball Field.

HE next day was Saturday. Afte:& the,
“ hooter”” had given the signal® for
knocking off, most of the hands hurried
home for a “clean-up,” and then
streamed off towards the Blackfield Athletic
Grounds, where the Blackfield Raniblers were to
meet a visiting team in the afternoon. Some of
the Ramblers were in Mr. Darrell’s employ,
and Pat Clare naturally gravitated to the foot-
]lgabl;;%roundu soon as he found himself at
iberty.. ) )
A keen player himself, he liked to look on at
a well-contested game, and he knew by old ex-

perience that the Ramblers were hot stuff.
The mere sight of the level stretch of green
made Clare’s eyes glisten. He longed to be in
the old school colours, and fighting a stiff battle

for Blackdale. He recalled the last match on |

the school ground, and his heart beat quicker
at the recollection. 1 £ S

dent ‘;:batb,a.d just been rumoured through
crowd. B

“It’s Dixon, our inside-right,”” said ‘& mill-
hand whom Clare knew by sight, in answer to
his inquiring look. ““He’s had a skid on bis
He won’t be

sure. It looks like a licking for us.”’ y
. But Oakley can play a reserve?”’
‘ No one who’s a patch on

bt it t f"l)i’xogx,” the;ifyn'ﬂl;
ought to-have seefs Dixon?” ¥,

“1 have,” said Clare, smiling. “I've played
*“ Have you? Then you know what he’s like
Hallo, what dots that chap want? Why, he's

i é‘%?jexbu,' sir

7 m;"ea!dm lfy‘:‘mthe:‘v‘# %1'
A man was puching his way towards them

and as k@’m’@é}i&i’a‘iﬂ’f q’y;gﬁ?mll,dd out:

R with me, ;

ill you come w
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th h'h: £

look, of
b received told |

e
asked Pat, though he began o
was(goming,d * gan to guess noy what
““ Qur inside-right—Dixon— g 3 4
bike like a howling ass, and E!z":ksel;: h hie §
collar-bone,” said Oakley. “(f % .l,y
rough on him, but it’s rougher on u:l‘sfe, s -
are left without one of our strongest’ f;r bk
and we have to meet a very strong si(? yers,
have got to play somebody in his phcz' We
had only one man who was anything |k S
form, and he, never thinking he WUulg his b |
wanted, has buzzed off like a giddy lunati b {
v;latoﬁaa. {;lea,guf n}:a,hch] But if you'l] phyc[‘g 4
the mblers I shall be glad insf E |
that he’s gone.” o tead of sorry S
“Play for the Ramblers?”
eyes dancil}llg. 5
‘“Yes; there’s a good chap. T hay i
play, and I know your quality. I kenﬁnw{]‘;‘: e
you are like on the footer-field from bitter ex: l
perienc}f._," sa}i)d Oall;‘ley, llﬁ,uﬁghing. “We've got “ii
some things here that will fit you like th -
on the wall, and——" : © Paper
“T'm a bit off my form——" z
“ Never mind. I know you. Will you play?” |
“If you feel sure I should be useful to you, 4
Qakley.” A
Oakley grinned.
“I've an idea that you will be more useful |
to us than any other chap on the field, not ex:
cepting myself,” he said.  ““There’s, modesty
for you! But it’s a fact. After that you can't |
refuse !’ o
“ All right!” laughed Pat. *I’'m your man?’ W
“There’s your dressing-room, then. Bundle |
into your rags,” said Oakley. “The kick-off’s
at three!” i
And in a very short space of time Pat Clare
was arrayed in the colours of the Blackfield %
Ramblers, and a fine figure he looked as ke
rejoined Oakley. 1
The Rambler captain looked him over with
an approving eye. ;
“You look as fit as a fiddle,” he said. “I
may tell you that we have got a stiff fight in *
front of us, and we shall have a tussle for it.”
‘“Who are the visitors? I haven’t heard.”
“ Barkley Nomads. They are a bit rough; |
but decent fellows in the main, and jolly good
at footer. They licked' us last time we met
them, and we are all anxious to level up this ¢
time. When I found that Dixon couldn’t play
I felt like tearing my hair; but now we've got
you, I reckon it will be all right.”
““Spare my blushes!” laughed Pat. “T will
do my best.” ‘
£ Tiat’e all T ask. As a matter of fact, the
Nomads are rather a big order for us. Belton, -
their captain, has been a professional, and he !
plays quite up to his old form., Hallo, it'e
time we showed up!” ¥,
‘The Nomads were already in the field, taking
shots at goal with a practice-ball. e
The Ramblers streamed in, Clare with- them,
his eyes sparkling, his face bright with the
pleasure of once more finding himself in harness.

dded on
is beast

repeated Pat, hig A

He ran his eye over the opposing team, and Sl
had to admit that Oakley was right in eayl:]s i
that they were a strong lot, and that Blackfield

would have all its work cut cut to win.
Belton, who had played in League :
and who was now employed at the Barkley
Ironworks, as were many of his men, was a fine
athlete, with a somewhat bulldog-like expres-
sion. It was clear that he meant to win, and
Clare guessed that if he found the game
against him he would not err on the
gentleness. 7 Ak
The two captains tossed for choice of goals,
and the visitors won. There was a bris Wﬂﬁ
which the home team had to face. ~My.h¢ d
off, and immediately the Nomads swooped on to
the ball, and brought it into home fertitory. e
The Nomads’ attack was p and brisk,
they worked their way right up the
spite of a good defence by the Ramblers.
up_to the home goal came the rush

% i

leather could be st
d sent 1t

i

r was on

Pat was his old self now. The rush
citement of the game were like
His cheeks flushed and his eyes

played up bravely for the Rambl
d:gs he played up &m
a. Yoy

He was on the ball .a,p'd;iva ;
lightning and like lightning he
the Nomad .  The

lves. e | A
vhole field 1
ot

tackle him, while the
;x;‘dpa_namt; but. Pat did not
judgment . for a mom




