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. THE 1st CHAPTER.
Quarrel—-The Captain Has His Way.
GROAN! A cry of dismay, broken by
) there. A ball taken from its resting-
place at the back of the net, whither it
ham Nomad forward. The sharp, shrill shriek
of a referee’s whistle. The match was over,
rapidly up from the surrounding fields, and
West Wappington Rangers retired a beaten
margin of four goals to nil. .
If the teader is an eager partisan of a foot-
tion that followed this defeat—the more severe
because West Wappington were now absolutely

-flashed, angry faces reddened as: rough
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at the bottoﬁl of-thé Léa;gue_ta.ble, ,aﬁd thelr |.

prospect of escaping relegationr to .the’Second

-Division was small. - :

Slowly, sadly the crowd passed out through the
gates, and the visitors who had come to see
the Nomads defeat Wappington réfrained .from
cheering, for many .of them knew.that the
Wappington club was fighting for its very
existence, and, as the Nomads had .been

through the mill themselves-in the past'a fellow-

feeling made them wondrous kind.
Four "goals to nil ! . ;
In the board-roon®he directors met together
in council after .the match, and. nngirry eyes
. unruly
words were. bandied here and there, ag is the

"case with men whenithey find their ‘good money

being thrown away, and their efforts ending-in
failure. g ¢ ’

Royal—rose to his feet.” A- bitter smile ourved
“his lips. ; :

‘a decent game.
fight we sha’m’t do any good at ‘all, and one

“to play, and if we can win them both we ‘can

.years. ‘‘ Why, man, both games are away from

S L e A e A e e
home, and ‘against Dark Moor Vale, who head
the League, and Preston. A do ’s chance. No!
Wo go'down to the Second Division. The club
is ruined. The -company will be wouid up
after the season closes, the. ground sold for
building purposes and there’s an end to first-
class football -in Wappington.” . 0
‘Ring! Ring! Ring! "

At last one of them—Stephen Haines, the son
of Mr. Haines, the proprietor of the Hotel

“Recrimination is useless, gentlemen,” he
said. “‘I think you’ll agree with me there. Tt
is the fault of no one here that the club has
done so badly. We have more talent in the'}
team even now than have Dark Moor Vale, who
look like winning the championship, but'the
men 'have so lost heart that they can’t turn out
However, if we quarrel and

The ‘telephone bell ran fiercely. ’

. “Wait!’ cried young Haines as he sprang
to the instrument. * There’s the result of the
matches between' Stockport and Middlés-
brough and ' Manchester and - Bury.”. He
listened intently for a few moments. - Then he
replaced the receiver and turned to the grovp.
Every face was dull and._uninterested. - Haines
was the only member of the directorate pre-
.gent who possessed the slightest faith in the
(Continued on the next page.) *

chance yet remains to us. We have two games

save the club, after all.” x )
“If1’ Jaughed the chairman,. Mr. Arthur

Reynolds, J.P., who had stood by the club for’

A Hopeless , Position —A Board-room

a discordant, derisive laugh here and

had been sent by the directing toe of a Notting-

only just in time, for a grey mist was sweeping

toam—hopelessly . beaten . by the convincing

ball club he will readily understand the dejec-
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time. He headed the ball, and the next moment
= it was seen to curlin under the bar of the Preston.
.. 'goal. BenJones had saved his side. ’ G

Ben sprang upwards. It was the leap of a -F_Iife-' o 5
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BY THE AUTHOR.

 WING to -2 sudden financial failure, Pat
G Clare’s father has been obliged to remove

that lad from . Blackdale School. Mr.
Clare attributed the disaster which he
had suffered to his erstwhile friend, Abel
Darrel], who had advised him to invest in 2 company
which had gone smash, The man’sname continually
occurred in the wretched story which Mr. Clare
told his son, a story of heartless villainy, poor
Pat’s father being the dupe. The blow was too
much, and Mr, Clare’s mind became unhinged.
Abel Darrell had a daughter, of whom Pat was
very fond. He did mnot know whether Darrell
was really a villain, and when he offered Pat a post
in his office, the boy began to think that what
had happened could not be his fault after all.
;I’erhaps he also had been misled,” thought the

oy. .

. 1;;111; began his new life with the determination

o be 0 :
cheerful and contented,

and to win his way upward by hard and steady
work. It was not a pleasant change after his life
at Blackdale. g :

With his new associates he was sdon on good
terms, as he usually was with' everybody—with
orie exception, That was Glyn Elmhurst, Mr.
Darrell’'s confidential secretary.

Bhnhurst seemed to take a dislike to Clare from
the first day of his coming to the mills ; and although
he made no-open show of hostility, Clare could
not fail to_be-aware of the feelings with which the
secretary regarded him. .

‘The fact was that Blmhurst looked on Pat as his
rival for the hand of Madge Darrell. Hence his
hatred of the bog. :

. The Blackfield Ramblers asked Pat to play for
them on an occasion soon after his change of lifel
He, of course, was only too willing to accede to the
request. He left the'mills and became a professional
footballer. N .

The last instalment showed how Elmhurst tried
o got Pat’s dismissal from the Blackfield Club, and
-| was not successiul.

A Leagie Match—Black Treachery.

AT was naturally somewhat excited that

" Saturday. That afternoon he was to

play in the first League match of his

. ' Iife, and the prospect gave him a thrill
whenever he thought of it. .

To play for his town in a match with the giants
of the football world! It was indeed.something
to have lived for! . s

He had been rather anxious during the week as
to whether he would be quite fit on the great day
when it arrived. He felt that Colonel Daxrell
was running a certain risk in playing him, and
he was intensely desivous of doing the United
manager credit. As a matter of fact, he was
fceling quite up to his usual form when the day
came. And, though the prospect was an excit-
ing one, he lost none of his nsual calmness; he
knew that he would want it all when the tussle
came. . ;

“7 can see you are feeling fit,”” Colonel Darrell
said, with a smile. “* You’ve quite got over last
Saturday’s mishap?’.

¢ think 'so, sir—quite.” :

«T won’t, tell you to do your best,” the colonel
continued, * because I know that you always do
that. But I may tell you that if you make your
mark in this mateh your future as a footballer
is assured. And my belief is that you will.”

“Thank you, sir!” Pat eaid' gratefully. I
should do my'very best, if only to repay you for
your kindness.”

“Tyt, tut! Do your best for Blackfield, my
boy, that's all I ask.” )

Pat was in a happy mood when he joined his
new comrades in the dressing-room. He was
even willing to be cordial to Glyn Elmhurst. He
wanted.-to be on good terms with all:Blackfield
United if he could.

_ Somewhat ‘to his surprise, Elmhuret was civil.
Any good feeling between them was, of course,
out of the question, after what ‘had. happened.
But it ;was necessary to keep up appearances,
and Pab was relieved to see that Elmhurst under
gtood as much.’ ‘ SN

Stevenson, captain and centre-forward of the
United fifst team,  gave Pat a hearty welcome.
He made the youngest recruit feel at home at

once. . :

-~ “T'ye heard about your play with the reserves
last Saturday,” he said. ¢ But you didn’t bave
half a chance, when Nugent knocked you out in
the middle of the first half. We shall see you do
better to-day, I hope. Colonel Darrell is
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' ™A FINE NEW FOOTBALL SERIAL,

By CHARLES HAMILTON. '

enthusiastic about your play, and I have never
known him make a mistake. We shall have a
tussle to-day.”

«The Boltons are a strong lot?’ asked Pat.

“Rather! They d
match, and they are coming here to-day expect-
ing to do bettber still.”

Pat smiled. ’

- “'Then we will send them home disappointed.”’

“ That’s the idea,” said Stevenson, with a nod.
“We have got to lick them. As a matter of
fact, we can’t afford to throw away any points at
this time of day, if we are to keep- up our posi-
tion in the League. So buck up for Blackfield
for all you're worth!”

And that Clare had already resolved to. do.
He changed into his playing garb, eager for the
fray. As the time drew near for the kick-off he
heard the sounds of the rapidly filling enclosures.

ments of his comrades on the probable number
of people present. ©
“ Fifteen thousand, I reckon,” Elmhurst re.
marked.
¢ Or more than that,’’ said Stevenson. “ Well,
I like a good gate, for one. Not feeling nervous,
laddie?’ he added, with a laugh, glancing at/

lare. L :
-.%No,” seid Pat, shaking his head, “ not a _bif
nervous. But I was wondering what it wae like
to play before éo many people.”

-“ Just the same as playing before a fow,”
smiled the captain. ‘You've simply got to take
no notice of them. Forget they're there, if you

can.

“T1l try,” said Pat, laughing. ¢

Tt was gotting near time. The players in. the
dressing-room could hear the deep. buzz of talk
.from the crowded enclosures. Pat glanced out,

not be easy to “ forget that they were there.”
His throat felt dry. He was more excited than
he wished to be at that moment. He filled a
glass with water to drink a little. :
“Take a squeeze of lemon in if,”’ said Elm-
hurst, “)Here, ohuck over one of those lemons,

keeper. o

Elmhurst caught the lemon, gashed it, and
squeezed the juice into Claré’s glass; which the
lad held .cut to him. - =

“ Thank you!’ said Pat. ° '

He was surprised at Elmhurst taking any in-
terest in him, and a little grateful. " He reflected
that nobobdy is so black as he is painted.” No

follow-player was as strong in Elmhurst’s breast
lals int hisown. He did not yet know Glyn Elm-

urst.

““ Come on, laddies!”” said Stevenson suddenly.

Clare set down his glass, having drunk half the
contents of it. A strange glitter shot into Elm-
hurst’s eyes as_he followed Stevenson. He had
succeeded in his object more easily than he had
dared to hope. Nobody in the dressing-room
had the slightest suspicion that, under cover of
squeezing the lemon, he had let fall 2 tiny pill
into Pat Clare’s glass, which had instantly dis-
solved. ~ And the strong flavour of the lemon had

'| disguised any taste it imparted.. .. .. :

He would have been better pleased to see Clare
empty the glass, but he knew that enough had
been swallowed to make pretty sure of effecting
his purpose. . He could scarcely keep a grin of
exultation from his face. 'He had chosen a safer
method than Nugent, and he had succeeded
where Nugent had faled. :

As for what the tesult of his tréachery might
be to his side he never gave it a thought. His
hatred of Clare, and his desire to spoil his first
League match, ‘dominated every ot%‘:ar feeling.
If Blackfield United lost this match it might
easily mean the club taking & lower position on
the League table at the end of the season. But
the traitor did not care.

In fact, it added to his secret glee to think of
the feelings of Colonel Darrell if the match
should be lost by the. failure of ‘his. protege.

‘There was not much of the sportsman about

Glyn Elmhurst. } ~\
Bolton Rovers were already in the field. The

‘band had marched off, and the crowd in the en-

closures were looking eagerly for the United. A

rew with us in _the away{

He listened with a beating heart to the com-

and felt a throb at sight of the sea of white faces, -
In spite of Stevenson's excellent advice, it would:

Mu%'hy.’
“Catch’ said Murphy, the United goal:]

doubt “the feeling of comradeship towards a |

‘in their

burst of cheering greeted them as they ran
lightly in, and was repeated again and again. It
was €asy 1o see how enthusiastic Blackfield was
about its representatives in thé football field.

Tt was a ciear afternoon, very cold, with a keen
wind. The visitors won the toss, leaving Black-
field to kick off against the wintry breeze..

The whistle sounded, and the ball rolled .from
the foot of Stevenson. Play had commenced.

Sixteen thousand pairs of eyes were watching
the teams as the game began. Amorng them Pat
Clare had caught a glimpse of a fair face and a
bright glance from the grand stand, and he knew
that Madge was there to see his first League
match. . .

And he was feeling so fit! He felt - that
he was about to play the finest game of his life,
so far. He was on the watch for chances, and
they were not long in coming.

The Boltons brought the bell along in good
style, at first, and it was Pat Clare who robbed
}‘»_hem of it and took it away across the half-way

ine,
masterly manner, and gave Stevevnson a. pass.
when he was tackled, which the captain returned
with excellent judgment at the psychological
moment, enabling. Pat to send in a lightning shot
which took the goalie by surprise. - 4 5
“Goal 1” ‘ . e f T b
A goal in the first seven minutes, and scored by
the new recruit! > e, : b

Blackfield shouted itself hoarse. - Round the
rails men waved their hats and -stamped- and
cheéred, till the air seemed o shake: with the
roar. e & »

Colonel Darrell, jumping to his feet-in delight,
cheered with the loudest.. - . - .= o oo

“Soott ! You will be a- tough “handful, f
them !” Stevenson muttered to Pat as they went
back to the centre of the field. ‘Where .the
deuce have you been hidden all this time? You

are fit for a finall”’ g 5 o b
Praise from the United skipper was. praise in-
deed, and Clare smiled with pleasure. * The
storm of cheering, ooupled with his 6wn name,
brought the colour to his cheeks. - He felt in the

“mood for great things.

But as he lined up with his comrades a strange
dimness for a moment. p over his.eyes and
blurred hie vision, It wae gone.in a moment,
but it puzzied him. He was dimly conscious that
he was not feeling so fit as at first. What was
the matter with him?. - .

The Bolton skipper kicked off, and,  favoured
by the wind, the Boltons' came on with a rusch
that looked like being _irresistible. Their for-
wards had the ball, and were passing it one to
another, and in a twinkling, as it seemed, they
were Tight- up to the home goal? - But Wright,
at centre-half, skied the leather, and as it cams,
down Glyn Elmhurst drove it tight :across" to

. Clare. :

. Now was the time. for one of ‘the lightning
rushes for which Cfare had become famousin
Blackfield. To the amazement of the crowd,
and the stupefaction of his comrades, he fumbled
with the ball,’ and-before he could get away a
Bolton forward had robbed:him of i, and ‘was,
driving it. goalward ‘again. * He had lost only a
second, but it was niot safe to lose 4 second -with

- the lads. from. Bolton, as they speedily ‘proved,

for goalward they went, with & rush, this time’
breaking up the Blackfield backs, and the leather

- was in the net before Murphy knew that it was

coming: 3 )

Bolton had equalised. vEo

“You fool!” yelled Elmhurst, glaring at Pat.
* What's the matter with you?” . .° e

“ Hold your confounded forngué!’’ said Steven-
son angrily. *The lad’s done better than you’re
likely. to do, anyway. But, I say, Clarg, is there
anything wrong?’ he added, in a kindly. tone,
looking at the young winger rather anxiously.

Pat shook his head. . - - . ... .
 “There’s nothing wrong: with me,”’ he said.’
“T don’t know how I came to mnff that. . 'Youn

needn’t reproach -me, Elmhurst. . I, feel bad

enough about it.”” L - o 48 T
“Don’t. worry,”. said . Stevenson. kindly..
¢« Take no notice of him. Play up, and do your:
best, lad, for all our sakes.” . B e s
There was no time for more.. The men were
places, and the referee had his whistle,

to his 1i

Tt was Pat Clare who beat the halves in a |

L .
you, and overrated your form as & player,” he E )
;

I\
‘took gne goal for Blackfield, wh,ich‘ you v,couldnft?: ; . I‘x
! |

|

’

ball over. Play recommenced, and it . was
watclied with keefv interest by “the crowd, and:
with tense anxiety by.the.colenel. . - . . :
Darrell was puzzled. What on.earth had made
Clare. muff -2 chance like that? Had he been
.mistaken in the lad, after all? ‘'Had he over- o
rated him? What a reflection,. when. he knew i
.only too well ‘how little Blackfield could afford
to give away points! If the home team lost
through his playing so young a recruit— But
- he would not follow the reflection; it was too [
painful. It will easily be understood with what i
k?ezines«s the- old soldier watched the resumption i
of play. @ Lo : !
Blackfield’s forwards were going in grand
style. They had the ball, and had it through the
visitor’s defence in next to no time. The Bolton
backs made a .desperate effort to stop them. !
Stevenson and Elmhurst drew the backs, and the b
ball went to Clare, who had a splendid chance. E
. Shoot—shoot I’ shouted the colonel, in his i
excitement. : - |
Pat miskicked! e ) ‘ :
A groan ' went round ‘the crowd ‘as the failure ° L
becamo apparent. There was no time for any- |
‘thing more, for the Bolton left back was on tho !
ball in a second, sending it whizzing out to the
forwards, ol : )
. They. buzzed away with it, "and the game M
went up the field, and affer that the home side P
L

had no chance of scoring before half-time. They
managed to defend their own goal, however, and
when the whistle went the score was still level.
Pat hing his head as he went off with his com-
rades. He could hardly keep the tears .baclg
from his eyes. What was the matter with him?
Twice he had failed to do what was required of
him. Why? What was the cause of that sudden
dizziness which Hhad spoiled his play at the
critical moment? Why was it that his decision
and judgment had seemed to leave him when he
needed them most? i
Tt was his first League match, and he desired
so intensely to do well, to do the colonel credit.
What was the colonel thinking of him? What
.did his comrades think? i i b :
“T say, Clare, ain’t you well?” said Steven-
son, .in the dressing-room. * What'’s .come over
you? You played up like an International to
begin with,  Is it the crowd that made you lose
your head?” h g . ’ .
““Noj; it isn’t that,’” said Pat heavily. . “T’'m
‘ashamed of myself, Stevenson. T ought to have
‘doné better. I've thrown away &' goal, if not |
two-,l L & e . = by = B 3 T
* And, in spite of himself, there was a suspicious b
glistening on his dark eyelashes. - i
f

<
W

fa~

“Don’t take it to heart s6,’”’ thé captain sdid, .
kindly enough. I suppose you are not so fit as
you thought you were.” . . g o

1. suppose not,” said Pat slowly. “Vet'l :
"$5lt as Tight as rain when Wwe first went. on. I o
can’t understand it. If you lose the match
through me I shall never forgive myself. But l
that sha’n’t be!” he cried, with a sudden flash in |

1.
g
1
i

his eyes. “ We will win!”"
“You feel up

i to ‘going on again?’ said the
skipper'doubtfully.” ¢~~~ " e g
““VYes. It's no good dénying that'I feél quéer.

- I don’t know what’s the matter,”” said Pat, pass- {

ing his hand over his brow. I dare say:it will i

pass off. ¢+ o o - i o )
Elmhurst laughed disagreeably. -~ . riy

have lost ug ‘

can shut you up !’ said Stevenson.
~ “Oh, keep your wool on! But you know ag
well as' I do that Clare oughtn’t to-have played. i
Either he’s unfit; or hé’s nervous, and he ought Is
to have givén us a chance to play a befter man.. l
‘Why, couldn’t he speak:out?  —.© . .°

fit when ‘we eta.rted,”]

| “Perhaps it 'will, by the time you :
the match I’ he’sneered:. K tﬁ
“You needn’t:rub it in,’’ said Pat quietly. &
*I’s bad enough for me.” .- " o sty
“Jf you éan’t shut up, Elmhurst, I’ll see if 1 ‘\’(

4T tell you I was quite
aid Pat; who saw in the faces round-him «hab:
‘most of the others agreed with Elmhurst, - - ;
‘The -amateur winger shrugged his shoulders. i
“Tif that case, there’s only one exp}anatio’n,‘y b
and that is that Colonel Darrell was degeived in! ‘

said. *“For-my part, I never could imagine that -
a kid.could be picked out of a mill office to téach
s old hands lessons.” TR R w5
. “That's endugh,” eaid Stevenson quietly.:
¢ At any rate, the ‘lad’s done ‘his best ; and he’

have taken in 2 hundred years.””

: N {
- The signal to re-enter the field stopped: the un-,

‘pleasant discussion. The players took their -

_places again, this time with the advantage of the

i

wind i favour of Blackfield.  The kick-off was! . "

followed by some lively passing,  the Blackfield-

forwards almost immedidtely getting away. . i
The crowd cheered 4s the scarlet shirts wers. -

| seen going ‘down the field. Clare seerned to b e

himeelf again now. - It was by sheer foreé of will'

that' he kept back ‘the' strange dizziness that L
.géemed to increase rather than diminish as - the -

halves, and joined in the-combined attack upon .

L
minutes fled by. He helped to beat the Rovers’ i
(i
the visitors’ goal. Stevenson in a_shot which ]

the goalie fisted hastily out, dropping the ball -

fairly- at, Pat’s feet:: Pat drove it in, but with a
slow, nncertain shot, and ‘the goalie grinned as
he lsioked it out to his'comrades, who $ent it up
the field. . L
Clare had Tost a‘chance again. After that He '
found himeelf left ut in the cold, to a great
extent, but he was not sorry, for he felt 1és§ and
jess able to do his side justice in the second hali
wore on. .. His. brain was no longer clear, and:he
played mechanically, and more than once he was

rolled over helplessly by a Rover’s charge.

ps. . o o .
-, “Pheep !’ it went, and Stevenson rolled.the
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two to one, -And,, struggle .as. they  would, +the |-

home side found that they could not: equalise.

‘They fought hard, arid harder, and if .Pat had: }*

been -anything like what he had .been.at the
beginning'the fight would not have been in vain.
But by this.time he was useless to his side, and
Blackfield was practically’ playing four forwards.
Grim; and disappeinted were the looks of the
crowd. * The game had begun so well, and it ‘was
finishing so rottenly.. - -And when the whistle
went, and the home team went off, beaten by
two goals to one, there was a grim silence, in
which a hiss or two became audible. ;

' Pat entered the dressing-room with the rest.
He had kept up, somehow, till now;.but, the
strain once over, he sank 'down upon a seat, feel-
ing as if his head ‘'was turning round.  'What was
the miatter with him? He felt as if he had been
‘drugged. . ¢ 4
. _The thought brought light with.it. - Drugged?
Yes, that was the explanation, the only possible
explanation. He started to his feet, with a cty.

Every eye ‘was turned upon him. ;

“ 1 have been drugged!” : :

He panted out the words. “And, as a murmur
of amazement vose from the rest, the Jad reeled
.in a dead faint, and Stevenson sprang, forward
and caught him as he fell.

Pat's Plain Talk. . e
l QHERE w#as a murmur of aemazement in
"Il the Blackfield dressing-room as Steven.
son caught Pat Clare’s falling form in

‘his strong arms. . i

" ““Drugged !
“Ympossible ! . : . .
Glyn Elmhurst broke into a sneering laugh..

* “He’s shamming!” he said. -

. ‘“He is. not shamming,” said Stevenson
‘quietly.. The. captain’s eyes were fixed
anxiously wupon the lad’s white, unconscious
face. ““This is real enough. Some of you

'

fetch ‘the doctor, and buck up.”’

‘The doctor was upon the scene in a couple of
minutes.
Jooks of tense interest as he examined .Clare.

- The ‘mews had .quickly reached .-Colonel

= ~Darrell, and he hurried to the dressing-room.

The colonel did not know: what to think.  That

“Pat ‘Clare had been drugged seemed beyond. the

‘limits of probability, and yet that ‘would ‘cer-

tainly  account, for the game he. had played,

which it was difficult to account for otherwise.
He waited edgerly for the doctor’s verdict,

tugging at his grey moustache. .

- “Well, doctor?”’ .

{_ “The lad certainly appears to be suffering

from ‘the effects of a drug,” -said the medical

man. ' ‘“‘ What it is I am not prepared to say at
present.’” - ’ e S e o
““Yet, when he went on the field, he appeared

to be in the best of condition,” said the colonel,.

-wrinkling 'hig brows in a puzzled. way..
. “Perhaps in the interval—" :

" Colonel Darrell shook his head decidedly.

““‘No, he went off colour before half-time.”
,. “Then I should say that he swallowed the
drug just before going on,”* said ‘the doctor,
i““and it had not had:time to work: till-he had

.'been playing ja little time: - Did any of you

‘noticg him drink anything?’ J2 5%
“He had a glass of water, with a squeeze of
lemon in it,”” said Stevenson. "y
“Is the lemon here?’ :
" “What did you do with it, Elmhurst?”’
“ Chucked it down there,”_ Elm
carelessly. ' *‘ There it is,’’ he added; pointing.

‘It was picked up‘and handed to the dooctor,
‘who - examined it “attentively; -y v RS

‘““There is nothing “wrong with this;”” he said,
f“yet I should certainly say that it looks as if
there was something harmful in that glass of
water Clare drank. "Of course, it may have, got

there by accident.” ' .

1“Of courge,” assented the colonel, with a
look of relief. *There were ino outsiders in
here then, or for some time previously, and it
is obviously out of the question.to suspect a
Blackfielder of 'such a' cowardly outrage as
drugging one of his own side,”’ .. iy
~ T should "say' so!” exclaimed Elmhurst
warmly. ‘“8till, the métter ought to be sirictly
inyestigated. It's .an joccurrence “which really
casts @ shadow of suspicioh upon us all until -it
is* cleared up.” . o R e ‘

Pat’s_unconsciousness was not of long dura-
tion. ‘But ‘when he cameé to himself, he, was
far, from well.. The colonel forbore. to question
him then," but” told him'to come,over to the

Bungalow on thge Monday if he felt -fit. .Pat
drove home ‘to his lodgings in a* hansom; feel-
ing. more thoroughly rotten- just then than he
had. ever felt before, .. - ~~" 0 e
. A good night’s .rest, however;. worked
wohders, and in the marmng he-found that'the
effects. of the drug had quite “worn ‘offf On
Monday he was as fit.as ever., P e Y W
" He was glad enough to pay the promised visit
to Chutney Bungalow. He knew that there
was a chance of meeting Madge there. .
* Colonel Darrell receivéd him cordially,. and
immediately began to speal upon the subject
of what had happened the day béfore.. His
i.;_ues;tlc‘ms"p‘_Laoed Clare in an embarrassing’ posi-
T Eon, ol e sy . N 2 .

- He'knew that he had been drugged, and thers
was only--one man_ he. could suspect. Glyn,
Elmhurst must have dropped something into the:
glass of water ab the .same time that he
squeezed -the lemon into. it. " His friendly act’
had surprised-Pat at the time, :but he knew the.
motive for it now. 0w

But to. bring: an -accusation against the:
amateur winger of ‘Blackfield United, without a’
particle of evidencq to ,.supFort_it, ‘was impos-:
sible. His repligs'to the colonel were' therefore
slow and somewhat hLesitititig. The old soldier
was
something of what he. was thinking.. . .

| PLEASE ‘GIVE YOUR CH

1

The footballers . stood round  with

.said . Elmhurst |

vite keen enough; thowever," to divine |

~“You- feel sure that
said abruptly, . = il e wt L “ 3
““Yes,” said Pat; “there is no.other way of
accounting for what happened.” . 4

 And you suspect who did:it?”’

“You must answer; me plainly, my boy.

“1 do suspect, sir,” said Pat frankly.. “In
my -own mind I feel certain. 'But it would not
be fair to mention' 4 name when I have no
-shadow of evidence to adduce.”” .~ e«

“That can only mean that you suspect a
membér of the team?”’ . . . g

“Yes,” said Pat reluctantly.- - . 5

“T will ask you no more,” said the colonel,
with a. dark shade on his brow. “If there is,
as you say, no evideiws-in favour of your suspi-:
-cion, it is probably nothing more than a suspi-
cion. I hope that that. will, prove to be the
casc. It would: be a blow to me . to discoyer
that. Blackfield had a. traitor. in its ranks.”’: '

And the subject .dropped. The matter was
left in a very unsatisfactory state for 'both.
The colonel was deeply disturbed by - ‘the
thought of finding a traitor in the club; and
.Pat could not help thinking that, as Elmhurst
had escaped so easily this time, he might renew
his attempt at thé first opportunity. The ex-
ElanthLon of Pat’s failure in the Bolton match

ad- so fir satisficd the 'colonel that it was’
atrangéd that he should play again for Black-
field in the match with Leicester the next
Saturday. If hée should fail again then, from
whatever cause, would the colonel trust him
further—would he be able to do so ‘if he
wished? Pat thought very deeply about the
matter, anid the .outcome was a determination
to give Elmhurst some. plain speaking as soon
as_he met him again. ' T

Pat was disappointed in his hope of eeing
Madge at the bungalow. .She did not visit her
uncle that day, Pat saw the hand of Glyn
Elmhurst in that. He know that the secretary
was- again on an intimate footing at Fern
Houde, and he wandered more ‘than ever what
was his mysterious’ power over the mill-owner.
He wondered, too, if it was about that’ that
Madge wished to see him and ask his counsel.

Ho walked Lome from the colonel’s late in
the evening. It was a sharp, frosty.night, and
the sky was spangled with stars. As he strode
zlong, Pat was thinking of his intended inter.
view with Elmhurst; -and about’ten minutes
after leaving the bungalow he' caught sight of
the man who was at that momeént in his
thoughts standing by a stile' and talking' to-
another man whose back was turned to Pat.

Elmhurst’s companion left him just as Pat
recognised the former. - The seeretary rémdined.
-alone, lighting: a cigar in'a leisurely way. s, He
gave a slight start as Pat; quickening his pace,
;goined him. " T LR

you.were dfugged?”’ he;

3]

,

I-want to.speak a-few words to you, Mr..

‘Elmhurst,” said Clare quietly,” =
-‘:Fjlmhlu,rs,t stared-at-him. * '

Ll il

‘he said. uppose..you can speak then?’-

o ¥ Certainly, 'if you! wish it,” ‘'said Clare.
£ But.it-will be diffieutto speak there’ without
being overheard ‘by the others,’and what I have
10 say is sométhing I think you would prefer

should -not be.said in public.”

_}is-it, anyhow?’

¥ Really "’ said Elmhurst, with_an indifferent
shrug of the shoulders. But he stopped-all the
‘same, and-his eyes were glinting. "’“ Well, what

“I. want to warn.you...On ‘Saturday you
drugged me and spoiled my -play againet
-Bolton? - ok A W oo %

The accusation came like a blow straight from
.the shoulder, and in spite of his nerve Elm-
hurst - was - a little staggered.” He changed
colour, . : i . . v

“You are dreaming,” he said. thickly.

“ Dreaming or not, I want to warn you not
to let anything of the kind happen again,” Pat
said- coolly.: “ Golenel . Darrell. knows that I
:suspect a member of the team, ‘but I have, so
far; not mentioned your name to him. But I
tell you plainly that if there is another attempt
upon me, I shall speak out, and expose you
before all Blackfield. .:The affair of the bank-
notes is not forgotten: yet, and I do not think
that there is much doubt whoss ‘word will be
takén—yours or mine.” v

‘8o that's your game, is it I’ said Elmhurst.
“You intend to.malign me to Colonel Darreil
because. I have put a stop to your fortune-hunt-
ing projects—-—"" )

“VYou lio!” eaid Pat contemptuously;. *and
you know that you lie. I don’t want to bandy
words with you, however. = We can never be
friends, but so long as we both play for Black-
field T am willing to keep on outwardly civil
terms, and you will be wise to do the same.. But
I tell you plainly that any further treachery—-""

- 'Elmhurst came a step closer to him. His eyes
gléaming with hatred. ‘ .

“You have forced yourself into the Blackfield
team,” he said, between his teeth. - ‘‘ Well, I will
drive you out again. I will lower your colours in
football as I have lowered them in another way.”

Pat started. There was a significancd he could
not mistake in. Elmhurst’s manner. '

“What do you mean?” . g
“I mean that Madge Darrell -is, to be my
wife!” . | ’
Pat turned pale.

Th"ere was'a tone-of triumph,

chill to his heart. _ o JF . .
“1 do not believe it,”’ he said, but his voice
was unsteady. } o . )

_“You will scon have proof,” said Elmhurst
significantly. “ So ends your dream of fingering
Abel Darrell’s wealth !” . ;

. Pat’s fists clenched convulsively. The gleam
in his eyes made Elmhurst start back a pace. But
at that moment there was a swift step behind
. Pat, .and his arms-were seized from behind and
held fast, and a savage voice cried :: .

“T've got him fast, mate! Now, paste him!”’
It was the voice of the ruffian Belton. Elm-
hurst, with a savage. grin, sprang forward, and
dashed his clenched fists full at Pat Clarc’s facd?

Pat’'s Advice. e :
TPINAT was taken by surprise by the sudden
: ? " clutch from behind, but it 'was only for
' a moment. The presence. of ‘mind and
thé prompt decision learned on the fost-

; o P
ball field served him wellmow. ... %" .,
* - Even as Elmhurst sprang to gifack him he
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.- . 'The whistie went at last, and the teams streamed off the ficid, the home - |
p’_l_ayers Joudly cheered fmj their victory by two to one? (Sea next weel's instaiment.) |

HUM THE TIP that Mr. W. L Bassett, the famous
S everr week for THE REALM.

of exultation, in his enemy’s voice that sent a

‘especially towards night.

{'Idon’t what to do!’

flung himself violently backwards, with amn -im- v
pact that hurled Belton to the ground, Pat fall-,

'ing on top of him with a thud. The ruffian’s.

grip was of course torn away in his fall, and Pat
sprang instantly to his feet; with fists' cleriched
and eyes flashirg. - )
. Elmhurst was received with a fierce blow which

stopped him like a bullet, and Pat followed it up
with a “ postman’s knock ” on ‘the jaw, which
sent his assailant crashing into the hedge; dazed
and gasping. - i gy

Then like a flash Pat turned upon Belton, who
had jumped up, cursing savagély. The rough’s
defence availed him little before the young foot-
baller’s resolute attack. In a few seconds a right-
hander between the eyes sent him heavily to
earth. : g

‘You cowards!” said Pat - contemptuously.
“You cowards!” ; 5y

He turned.on his heel and strode away towards
Blackfield.” Neither of the men he had so
roughly handled made any motion to follow him.
They had had enough—more than enough—of
the young footballer’s quality at close quarters.

But Pat’s heart was very heavy as he walked:
home. He could not drive Elmhurst’s words’
from his mind. Was it possible that it was true
—that Madge Darrell was to be sacrificed to that
scoundre] ?

That she would ever marry him of her own
choice Pat knew was impossible. If what Elm.

 hurst had declared was true, it had been brought

about by the secretary’s mysterious influence
over the mill-owner;. he had demanded what
Abel Darrell had not dared to refuse: )

If Madge had consented t0 marry Elmhurst it
could only be the result of a direct command
from her father, and Pat’s blood boiled with in-
dignation at the thought. .

But had she consented ? : «

‘He felt that he must know—that he must see
ber and learn the truth. '
_, As a professional footballer Pat had a good
deal more time at his disposal than when he was
employed in the office at Blackfield Mills. Morn-
ing and afternoon he had to put in a certain
amount of time for practice at the club grounds,
and he was_rather inclined to overdo it than
otherwise. He loved the game with his wholo
soul, and his natural ambition was to keep him-

self as fit as possible. ' Dick Nesbitt, the trainer,

noted his keenness, and appreciated it, and made
quite a pet of him. :

“Youll see Pat Clare the crack player’ of
Blackfield United before the end of the season,
you marl my words,” Dick Nesbittsaid to every--
body who would listen to_him, and the trainer’s
opinion was vetry gratifying to Colonel Darrell.
To do.thein. only  justice, most of the- team,

‘whether they coneurred in the trainer’s opinion’

or not, viewed Pat’s progress with cordial good
will, the only exceptions being Elmhurst and
Nugent. v JE

_On the Thursday following his meeting with
Elmhurst, Pat left the football ground at twelve
o’clocl, as usual, and walked home to his lodg-
ings. He found a note there awaiting him, and
ﬂm ‘heart gave a throb as he recognised- Madge's
‘hand. ; . e
- He opened it hastily. It was a brief note, hur-

| riedly written.

“ Dear Pat,—I must see you. I have'no oné
else. to counsel me.- Come to the old mill on the
Weare at half-past one.. I must see .you.—
MADGE.” o s g e

Pat’s face lighted up.. After a hagty lunch he ;
left Blackfield and made his way to'the old mill!
on the River Weare. sy

It was a lonely spot. The mill--was old, and
almost in ruins. ~Ten years before.the miller had

‘been found murdered there, and- a story had
+grown up in the neighbourhood that the place

was haunted. It was generally avoided,
! ‘ Pat guessed that
Madge had chosen so secluded a rendezvous from

fear of being watched.

)

He was early, and he waited some timé before B

the girl appeared. When she came" he  was.
startled by her looks. " Heér face was pale, her
eyes heavy, and her sweet mouth drooping.’ He
could see the traces of recent weeping. , -

“Madge!” he exclaimed, in-deep concern, as
he took hér hand. * Dear Madge, what is the -
matter?” f -

“Oh, Pat!” e drew her to a seat on-an old
bench near the door of the mill. She sank down
‘with a half-cob; “It .was good of you to come:

‘“‘What has happeneﬂ? -

“ Glyn Elmhurst has asked me fo 'mar;y him.”

Pat breathed hard for a'moment.

“You refused ?”’ )

“ Of course.  And then my father— %

She broke off. The hard-held tears were-wet
on her cheeks now. ’ ) e,

‘“ What did your father say?’ L B

‘“He. said that I must réconsider my answer,

v

_that he had promised Mr. Elmhurst a favourable

reply from me, and that he.could not allow me to
make him break his word.” T gyt

Clare gritted his teeth.- B
. ~“In plain.words, you are to be forced into a

‘marriage with that scoundrel,”. hev said, jn:,a lpw’

voice. ‘‘ Why” o L o
The girl’s hands were clasped, her fingers twin-
ing ‘and untwining restlessly. . . . | ve s
“1 don’t know, Pat. Ho has some power over
my father. What it is I cannot understand. T
said as. much when papa told me. that—that I
must marry Mr. Elmhurst. "He was angry, but

| it secmed to me, Pat, that he was frightened;
too. What can it-mean? How can that man

wield so great a power over him?’ . - . .,

Pat wagsilerit. To his mind there was but'one
explanation—that there was.a crime inthe mil-
owner’s past of which bis: secretary knew the

International, is writing
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secret. - But it was clear that this explanation
had not occurred yet to Madge.

“ Pat, can you advise me? I do not know what
to do. What can I do?” said the girl, in a low,
proken voice, full of misery.

“You must never marry Glyn Elmhurst. He
is a scoundrel—a blackmailing scoundrel!” said
Clare between his teeth. ‘ Let nothing force
rou to that.”

‘“ But—but my father has said that I shall;
t£at if I refuse he will no longer regard me as his
daughter !” the girl faltered. “ How can I dis-
obey him 7’

“You must be firm!” cried Pat. “Yet I am
the last person in the world to advise you now,”
he went on miserably. ‘I cannot help thinking
of myself!”

Madge looked at him, and a flood of colour
went over her face; her eyes drooped before his.

“ Madge,” said Pat, taking her hand, “I never
meant to speak to you yet, but now I must
speak. You know that I love you, Madge; you
must know it. ‘Madge, if you care for me a little

- bit you will be firm, for my sake as well as your
own, and refuse to marry that villain!”’

If she cared for him! Her heart had long been
his, and she knew it.

“1 know that my poverty is a bar between
us,”’ said Pat heavily. “ But you know that I
loved you before I was poor. Now I am—what
T am, and you are the richest heiress in Black-
field. But I cannot help loving you!”

“ And I love you, Pat,” she said simply. “I
tell you so now, and we must never speak of it
again, for my father would never consent.”

“1 know it,”” Pat said miserably. “I ought
not to have spoken. I should not have done so
but for that—"

“T understand. I am glad you spoke, dear
Pat ; you have helped me to resolve.”

“You have decided?”’

“Ves, I will never marry Glyn Elmhurst

“You are right, Madge. Even if I did not
love you I should say the same.” .

“T will obey my father in everything but that.
That he has no right to ask. I will never marry
Glyn Elmhurst I”’ B .

Little did they dream that, hidden in the old
mill, a man was listening, drinking in every
word they uttered. The hidden listener ground
his teeth as he caught Madge’s last words. =

“Never!” he muttered. ‘‘Never is a long
word! You shall marry me when Pat Clare no
longer stands in the way—when Pat Clare is

12

Thursday v.i,s." “Boys’ Heraid ” Day.

Trapped.. . -~ . : TR L SO el
AT CLARE ‘was somewhat late in turn-
Glyn Elmhurst was' later —still.
Nugent . noticed - that -his. cousin was
once guessed what was the reason of his tardi-
ness in arriving at the ground. He was, con-

ing up for practice that afternoon, but
preccupied, and, with jealous.instinet, he at
sequently, - more than usually. aloof in his

manner ; -but Pat did not remark it. . He was

thinking of Madge. 2

Although his thoughts sometimes wandered

to the meeting at the old mill, Pat played up
well in a six-aside match, and showed -himself
to be in splendid form. There was no doubt
that he would make his mark in the . away
match on Saturday, as Dick Nesbitt declared.
The trainer spoke with an open admiration that
made Philip Nugent grit his teeth as he
listened. Nugent was still in the reserves, with
very little chance of emerging into the first
team.  After .Clare’s failure in  the Bolton
match his hopes had risen, only to be' dashed
Lo the ground again by the announcemient that
Pat was to accompany the team to Leicester
for the away match there. If Pat should fail
again then there would be an opening. But
he would not fail. .

“What do you think of him?” asked Elm-
hurst, joining Nugent as he left the elub
ground soon- after four o’clock, when practice
for the day was over. :

“Him? Whom?”’ '

“You know whom I mean! Clare is going
with us to Leicester on Saturday. Everybody
says that he will distinguish himself there, and
it looks like it. Colonel Darrell stems to be
wrapped up in him. No chance for a reserv
in the right wing while Clare is fit.” .

“You needn’t tell me that!” growled
Nugent. ““It looks as if I sha’n’t have a
chance of playing in a League match at all this
season !’ ; 0.

“You would have an excellent -chance—or,
rather, a certainty—if Clare  disappointed us
again on Saturday. After another experience
like that Bolton affair Colonel Darrell would
not be able to put him in again.- Everybody
would be against it.”> . - .

“You had better drug him again, then!”
said Nugent roughly.” =~~~ -~ - .

‘“That is a . game- - which cannot be played
twice. But there are other means. If Clare
failed to turn up you would. be played, -that is
certain. If you made your mark you could not

be'set aside;again,: even if-Clare re-entered.
You see that?”’ - ’ X .

“Yes; but Cldre won't- fail !’ said Nugent
impatiently. a :

“He may be made to. Are you game?”

“] am game. for anything to. spoil ~his
chances,” said Nugent recklessly. e ©

“Very well. You know the-old mill on the
Weare. : I happened to be there to-day, and
happened to sée a lovers’ mecting. I need not
tell you who the lovers were.” .

Nugent went white.

. “That was why Clare was late!
it 1’

“You guessed right. But what'I was going
to say is this. There is.a cellar underneath the
mill, from which it would be impossible for
anyone to escape if he were once shoved into
it. If Clire could be decoyed to:the ‘mill on
Friday night, I and someone else would be
waiting for him there, and-—you understand?”

Nugent’s eyes gleamed. He was, as he had
said, ready for anything.

“ But how is it to be done?”’ he asked.

“That i5 where you come in. You haven’t
been very good friends lately, but Clare is the
most unsuspicious fellow I have ever known,
and it will be the éasiest thing in the world to
deceive him. Get him to the mill with some
yarn—-"" tow |

“But afterwards?’ said Nugent uncasily.
“That would see us over Saturday. But he
would have to be released some time, and then
he would accuse me. I should be kicked out
of Blackfield United. I don’t mind taking a
risk; but that isn’t a risk, it’s a certainty. It’s
not good enough, Elmhurst.”’

‘““Suppose he never turned up again?”’ said
Elmhurst, lowering his voice.

Nugent gave a violent start.

“You—you don’t mean——"" he faltered.

“ Never mind what I"mean. I don’t ask you
to have a hand in it. You decoy him to the
mill, and leave the rest to others.”

“I-T can’t!”

“You .prefer to let him triumph over you
all along the line?’ sneered Elmhurst. ‘ You
prefer to pass the whole season in the. reserves,
while Pat Clare is-kicking goals for Blackfield,
and making.a name in the football world?
You prefer to submit while he makes his way
upward by football fortune, when Madge Dar-
rell will fulfil the promisé I heard her give him
to-day at the old mill—-"’

“ Enough !’ said Nugent, in a gasping voice.

I bguesscd

‘ LTV L
“T must-taink!m i’ give you my enswer io-
morrow !’ it ’

“ Better decide now. You hate him as much
as I do. He stands in your way. He has
always stcod in your way. Why should you
spare him: There’s no time to lose, either.”

“To-morrow!"” - repeated Nugent thickly.
And without another word he abruptly quitted
the tempter. ~ % L v

The next day wis Friday. Pat arrived on
the football-ground &t ten o’clock,” and met
Nugent as he went in. Nugent was pale and
disturbed; so much so that-Pat noticed it at
once. ) .

“Don’t you feel well, Phil?” he asked.

“I am well enough,” said Nugent sullenly.
Then, as Pat, rebuffed by his manner, turned
away, he added: ‘“Come into the gym. for a
few minutes. There’s no one there, and I want
to speak to you.” w

Pat followed him wonderingly into the gym-
nasium. Nugent stopped abruptly, locking his
cousin full in the face.

“Did you meet Madge Darrell at the old
mill yesterday?”’ :

The question startled Clare. He had not the
faintest idea that his meeting with Madge was
known to anybody. . His face flushed with
anger and his lip curled.

*“You have been spying again!” he said con-
temptucusly.

Nugent turned livid. .

. “I have not been spying. I was told so. Is
it true?”’

“You have no right to question me, and 1

shall not answer.”
And Pat turned upon his heel and left him.
Nugent stood quivering with passionate rage.
“Bo it is true!” he muttered. ‘‘ Elmhurst
was not deceiving me! She loves him:. He
has ousted me there, as in everything else.
Curse him !” S
His last scruple was gone. From tha
moment remorse was banished, and he was in
Glyn Elmhurst’s hands as clay in the hands of
the potter. h

(This magnificent story of football lifa
will be continued on Saturday next. Your
Editor has much pleasure in announcing that

a new football serial, by Mr. A. S. Hardy,
will start shortly. )

o READ m TRUTH.

‘We give you a Nickel Silver WATCH, or a Real
silver-mounted Uinbrella, suitable for Iady or
Gent, or other present as per list, for selling
SEVENTY.TWO Up-to-Date Penny Posteards
(Assorted} in ten beautiful colours (Works of Art.) We
allow five weeks for selling. Send name and addres:

—posteard will do, z

86, Rozebery Avenue, London, E.C.

dE

"EPENYOU WANT

' The “Reliable”

FOUNTAIN
PEN.

IT IS PERFECTION.

! F""_:ed‘ ‘5‘\ Cohvenieni at home,
with A ossential  for busi.
Iridiumi= ness. lts priceis as
< remarkable as its
pomted excellence.

14 PRICE ONLY
Carat \\ 2F
GOLD

NIB POST FREE.

with special T't‘ﬁe";;‘n =
twin feed. with the
Made of the 4
finest Vulecan- -
ite, beautifully Carat
chased, Sent

Gold
Nib.

complete in. box
with ' glass and
rubber  filler and
full instructions
for use. :

Write at ence, enclosing postal order
’ © for 2/6, to

THE BOYS’ REALM NOVELTY

DEPARTMENT, 12- & 13, Broad-

way, Ludgate Hill, London, B.C.,

with your name and address clearly
8 written.

GIVE

AS

1s. 6d. each,

#  This Gold-cased Lever
Watch, guaranteed correct
timekeeper, free for selling
FIVE articles, -

absolutely: free

‘Rings, &o.; &ec,

Timekeepers,
Three Years.

YOU FREE

n.huﬁe adveitisemént your choice of
- either of .these handsome presents for
eelling FIVE useful articles of jewellery at

NO MONEY REQUIRED.

Juss-send.a posteard with your Full Name
-and Address, promising to
Jewellery within. four weeks if you do not
sell it. On receipt of your postcard we will
at; once.send .the FIVE articles, which: you
.can sell-in a few minutes gmong your friends.
When gsold. you: will send us the 7s. 6d, re~
ceived for same,and we will at onced

THE PRESENT YOU CHOOSE.

Together. with the Jewellery will be sent a
Oatalogue of other presents which you may
choose . ftom,. including Gramophones,
Musical - Chests,
Watches, Real Gold and Diamond
And ‘even though you
only séllitwo- of the articles we will present
.you with onte of our Renowned ‘Qlobe’

Guaranteed for
Y, We want you to see our
jewellery, and jiidge as to the value yourself.

Youwill receive the goods to-morrow if you
send a posteard to-day, © Address as f2llown ¢

return ' the

Thisstrong Melodeon, double §
bellows, two sets reeds, freoe
e for selling- FIVE articles.

.Real Sliver

i ca-out Drowtre. | SUDTTISH JEUELLERY EJIPORIUI,

‘ - DEPT. (8D, 2
205, BUGHANAN STREET, GLASGOW.

'WORK FOR ALL.

{ room Clock free for selling
§l FiVEarticles, -

EE

'DONT8E GULLED!
| THERE ARE NO = :
BOOT PROTECTORS |

“JUusST AS GOOD AS" -

_WHY. PAY BIQ PRICES
to shopkeepers when you can buy ‘direct a8
Half Price, Thissplendid Phonograph,which
will reproduce Band; bong, or Speech, withh
Record complete in Oase, wiil bé sent to
any address on receiptof g !
; ds DEPOSIT,
and upon the pay~
ment of the
lagt of 15
'weekly ine-
stalinents .

XAn extra special Record is given Free,
with vrder price 18 only T/=, send at once i .
J. & T. WILSON, Dept.f g5 ) 17, Oswald 8t., tgla:llp'.

BLUSHING

FRE E to all sufferers, particulars of a proved homé treats
» ment that gquickly removes all embarrassment, and

gerr:lmréentlydcureslblus?mﬁ and ﬂuslgng of the face and .meck,

Send stamped envelope to Mr. ¥. C, TEMPLE (Specinlist)

Place, Golden Square, London, W, . p inllst)y 9y Pugh

]

. Gent's 18-ct. 'Gold-case_d Chronograph Stop
- Watch, Jewelled Movemcht, Perfect. Time-

Note ous eath

_or balauce in 7 days.

Packet containing }-doxen
each Knives, Forks, .and
Spoons free for selling FIVE
articles.

We give a  Nickel.8ilver: Timekeeper and
Mexzican Silverine Watch Chain, with
guarantee to _Xeep correct time for three
Jyears, or & Lady's or Geuts Rolled-Gold
Ring, free ‘to auy person selling 48 Penny
Piatorial Posteards within 21 days. Yom
ean soll ‘them i an honr. Bend name
and addrme (Postcard will de).

BRITISI# FINE ART €O0.s 115. STRAND. l.ONIJON..',.ﬂ.
ALL . POST y
DIFFERENT |36 FREE 4D-

Genuine Foreign® Stamps, including Jamaica~ (Waterfall), Tunis,
Mexico, French Levant, Finland, Chili, Belgian (Postage due), Cuba,
Egypt, Turkey, Victoria, New Zealand, Spanish (Wur tax), India,
New' South Wales, 3 Argentine, 5 Canada, 8 U.8.A., including
War 8hip and Celebration, 6 Russia, 56 Japan, &c., &c.

Every purchaser of this Packet also purchasing
Approval Sheets is presented Gratis with o Set of 4
Only one Packet to each applicant.

Large illustrated Catalogue and Guids- gratis and post free.

CAPE & CO., 8tamp Importers, BRISTOL.

from our
uritius.

Lady’s or Gent's Watches.

eda.

SENT ON
RECEIPT .OF

keepor, wiarranted, -or Lady's size, with
protty opal dial. Sent on receipt.of 6d. .
and four stamps for postage. When
recelved, if satisfactory you send 1/- more
and '1/- weekly until 12/6 is paid up.
FREE GIFT.

A -Handsome Silver-mounted Briar Pipe
in - cose, ‘or.exquisitely ‘pretty Brooch, is
given to all sending full cash. with order,

McCarthy & Co. {Dopt. 48),
44, Archway Road, London,N.

STATION ERS’ AND NEWSAGENTS”

i~ GREAT SALE OF BANKRUPT STOCK.

16/« MELODEONS FOR 7/6,
T — We send this Melodeon, to
any address on receipt of

60. DEPOSIT:

and upon payment of the
last of 16 weekly instal-
ments of 6d.each, making
a total of 8/6in all. A
Book of Musio Is given
Free. Note,our cash with,
order price is only 7/6.
These Melodeons have
Organ & Celestial Stops,
Double Bellows with
metal corners, and are
= = strongly and beautifully
finished. Send at once-if

) you' wish to.secure one.
THE BRITISH MUSIC EMPORIUM

Dopt.( 7217, OSWALD STREET, GLASQOW.

AN ABSOLUTE FREE GIFT OF A
WATCH! '

To advertise our cards we give a Free Gift of a
Nickel Silver WATCH, Lady’s or Gent's {not
clock), Pair of superior Carvers, Case of Spoons,
Posteard or Photo Albwm, Alarum Clock, or any,
other present named on our list, to everyone who
within four weeks sells 72of our Besutiful Pictoria)
Posteards at 1d, each These are of excellens
quality, and can be sold in o few hours, We give
an extra: present of a Lady or Gent's WatcH
Guaxrd to all who return money in 14 days.' Apply
at once—posteard will do. &

RD Co., 31, Parade, BIRMINGHAM.

IF YOU WANT GOLD,

It you want Gold Comti&xg other rare Stamps catalogued at over 4/- -

write at once to STA sy GRANVILLE RoaD, BARNET, - Thig
packet contains & different, including Gold Coast, Newfoundland,

Persia, 2 China Cuba, Shanghai, Costa Rica, &c, Post free, Zid,.
5,000 7/6 Sterling

ASTON lSH ING VALUE » Silver Mounted sweet

smoking BRIAR PIPES, each in velvet lined case. Sent
on rece}ﬁ)b of 18 stampse (to introduce our- list).—
McCARTHY & Co.(Dept C.), 44, ARCHWAY Rb., Lonbox, N

MOUSTACHES.
This engraving shows you clearly how,
by using Mr. DALMET'S' POMADE,
you may obtain magnificent Moustachea
abany age, evenat 15. Latest acientifia
discovery! Contains Asintiec herbs,
Gives Moustaches to alll Agenoobject)
No more boya! No more smooth lips
2t 80 years of agei All smart! Send at
W~ once 6d. in ld. stamps to Mr. B 8,

&) DALMET, 42, Gray's Inn Road, 42;
London, W.C., for a box, plain cover.
. .Bend at once, as Mr. Dalmet could die
with hils secret. Tried. Approved,

Recommended to all, Semd 6d.

LITTLE WORKS OF ART

WRENCH

. PICTURE
POSTCARDS.

On Sale at all High-Class
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