IN THIS ISSUE :

Serlals.

4 Enthrallmg 2 Magmficent
Complete Storles.

- Bassett’s
Corner.

Interesting
Articles, &c.-

A BRIGHT AND - UP TODATE PAPER FOR ALL" BRIT.SH BOYS AND YOUNG MEN.

i\fo. 191. Vor IV,]

EVERY SATURDAY—ONE PENNY

[Sarurpay, Janvuary 271H, 1906..

OM T

RTAR

OUR MAGNIFICENT STORY OF SCHOOL LIFE. :

f( The opening chapters, specially re-written,
-willbe found at the foot of the next page.)
’ " epirme

THE 10th CHAPTER.

.| Wooden Jerry Curious—The lce Carnlval—4

'Rather a Joily Tlme—An Interruption and
& Chase.

ek R what was in it,” said Tom, with a set

face. *‘That is going beyond a joke,

. and when' I 'meet Snacks I’ll give him

something to remember ma by, Have

‘you any iden, Mrs, Blake, how many letters were
“put in?’

' #1 always shuts my eyes and never looks at

what is being done, replied the widow. tear-

fully, “for 16 isn’t lawful;

the others Oh won't they be glad!” .'md they
X o
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but just for once I |
saw thab there were three letters put in by the |
tallest and purbxest young lady, and she says to |

did scem so pleased, and weht’ away laughing.

‘And ]ust to” thmk that a terrier l:ke Goggle-‘
1 eyes—-" ‘

‘“ Never mind, Mrs. Blake;” “said Tom,
don’t blame you;
Please don’t say- Aanythmg about it -

Tom had never been more exasperated in his

life, and yet there was sufficient of the ele--

ment of the ridiculojis in it to ‘mingle a smile
with' his frown. Sam’Smith’s

of ‘them, looked sour. Suddenly George Ham-
merton bursi out laughing.

Your faces are a study
‘ ‘“I. should Jaugh, I dare say,’

I were not the victim of the little joke. - But

we can’t stand that kind of shing. 'It-has to-be,

of ' the "offender,
s face was a sight, ; It was getting dark, and being now.
so rueful was it; and-Lawrence and: Johnny,:

‘knowing that the third letter must bhe for one:

' said Tom, o

stopped. Confound the beggar! I reckon he
doesn’t know the sort of fellows he is running

| against.”’
“we .
we will setble the ma.tter.

“Let us go and look for him,”

Smith.

. They went on to Bouncer’s place, to which:

access could only be gained by a high wooden
ga,te ‘and could neither hear nor see anything
.or ‘any of his aristocratic
‘brethren.
tired and rather eick of the outmg, they went
back home. ‘

‘There was a fire in the school-room; and they

| sat by it until the other boys came. m by twos
‘ Forgive me;’’ he- sald “but 1 can’t help it

and ‘threes. Pubsey- Wrasper was one of the

} 'ﬁrst to return, ‘and he brought news that was:

a ' slight. solace to “those who 'had been robbed; avenger:

he said,’

‘of their love-letters.
“Freezmg harder and ha.rder, %

said Sam’

“and one end of the pond is baving a.marquee
put up over it. It’s to be lighted up, and lots
of people are coming. There’s to be dancing
on skates, and a procession, with torches, Tound
the pond outside; and what do you t.hmk about
drerases 7

“ We shall have to wear something warm, of
course,” said Sam Smith.

He was still thinking of ‘‘that goggle- eyed
beast, Snacks,” and answered rather moodily.

“Warm ! said Pubsey; ‘ better than that.
Sir Clande has hired a lot of fancy drésses from
some costumler in London, just about the size,
or sizes,” for, us. Oh, it will be fun, I can tell
you! Perhaps they will be sent down here for
us to put on. I think I shall'-go asa jester.””

“And 1,” said Sam, ‘“will go as the secret
That beggar, Snacks:

(Continued on the next page.)

¢ 'JERRY’S GREAT FRIGHT ! {

Y ' Into the midst of the gay throng there dashed
2 z a wild-eyed, hatless man.
‘hearse!” he shrieked in horror-stricken tones.

“The hearse! the 2
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3 had sutfered to his erstwhile, friend, Abel|
Darrell, who had advised him to invest in a company:
whichi had gorie smash, The man’s name continually
oceurred in the wretched sm;¥"‘wllich’ ‘Mr. - Clare
toid his son, a story of heartless villainy, pootr
Pat’s- father -being the dupe.. The blow was: too'|
much, and. Mr. Olare’s-inind beécame unhinged.

Abel Darrell-had a daughter, of whom Pat waas | |
very . fond,  Heé did . not know whether Darrell|
was really a villain, 4nd 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

;Perhaps'h_e also had- been misled,” thought the

oy © - v 52 Gat w
-Pat joinéd the Blackfield Football Club as a
professipnal. In the same club were Philip‘N,ugent
(hi§ cousin) and Glyn Ilmhurst. Both of'these
latter had fallen in Iove with a girl whose heart Pat
had won, and Elmhurst was -continually egging
Nugen‘t on to make away with his. cousin, ~ -

Decoyed ] :

A %n‘mnd in’ the - afterncon . for ' practice,
[ ut he did' not find Nugent there:
.> Dick ' ‘Nesbitt - -informed - ~him. thab
Nugent had pleaded a hendache; and was’ not
coming: back-after Junch. Elmhurst wenb oh to
Nugent’s’ lodgings when he left the ground.
He found Philip there. ~ -~ -~ -« " &
‘“Have you come from the mills?” :gsked
Nugent, & : .
2. ““Noj -from ‘the football-ground. - .I+ have
. been there’ for practice. Why ditl. you' not
-.come this: afternoon? ' Hag -anything hap:
" pened?’ ¢ * g TE : Ly
‘I spoke to Clare this morning.”? -~ « i~
“ About ‘what I told you?’ said. Elmhurst,
frowning. e o SO | R
"~ *“Yes.” He as good as admitted it.” :
“You feol] You have put him on:his guard
-now !’ growled Elmhurst. *‘I supposs you
have had kigh words with him? - Now, how dre
you goingto get him -to- the haunted. mill?
‘Why did you stay away this afternocn?” '
..~ ‘ Bécause if*I-had:gone:there. I should have

o 1) b : i i %
betrayed myself,” said Nugent hoarsely. I sthie honour of his ¢club!” exclaimed the colonel

do not want a row between Clare and me ‘to
.precede what is to ‘happen to-morraw.” -
; ""I-t will not- happeén now ‘you have muffed

“Yes, it will. Clare will receive a note ‘to-
- martew from-Madge, asking him' to meét her
atthe haunted mill before the time- for appear-
ing at the football-ground. - He will' not find
. Madge there; but-—you understand?”’ .
There was amazement mingled with, the satis-
faction in Elmhurst’s look.. . .. ° 6h, 1}
T “Goed! I never thought of that. But cin
Jyou manage it?! . . o T B
“I-will do my part if you will do yours.”™
' Rely upon me,” said Elmhutst significantly.
.. He smiled sardonically as. he left Nugent's
. quatters, St 5 < wiy
“ Gad, there are the .makings. of & ver
. pretty villain in: that , fellow !’ - he . muttered.
1 wonder: what he.will say when he discovers
that he has been only my catspaw—that he hds
got tid of Clare only to throw Madge into. my
arms? Ha, ha!’ . = - Yoy hers TR
.. On Saturday ‘morning.Pat Clare. received a
note in Madge’s hand. He opened it eagerly;.
-and read the bti¢f message: . 7 . L
* . “Dear Pat,—Come to the old mill before you!
.go to the football-ground. - T must see you..
“:Burn this note, and keep it a secret. Do’ not!
fail me. | . . & i Mapag.”:
* There wals not the least suspicion of trickery’
in the yourg mean’s mind.. If there was any.
- slight unfamiliarity in Madge’s writing; he-‘gt-
tributed it to haste or agitation. Hé butned:
the note, took ‘the electrie-tram to the end. of'
the town, and walked across the modr to the.
old ‘mill by the Weare. et
1t 'was a dim, misty morning, and a ‘coppery
- sun glimmered faintly through the vapour that
. ‘hung ‘over the moor. Pat could not se¢ the
mill till ho was closo to'it and heard 'the
ripple of the water ‘against' the old, disused
wheel. - There was no one in sight outside the
mill, and he walked to the door. oo
. - He héard-a movement inside, and stopped
quickly in, T L 3
“T am hete, Madge.” e
The next instant there came a- crashing bloW, |
and"he reeled, with a thousand lights danoing
before his eyes. He caught: a - 7i'1hp:sé of a
+ face—a face he knew-—as he fell, and. thien
- darkness seemed to rush upon him,’ and he:
‘knew no miore. B A ) -0

Pat Missing—The Leicester Match,

“NU A JZHERE is Pat Clate? . ..
That " was. the. guestion ‘the
. United were asking each other as

.Y the time - drew hear for 'the
journey to. Leicester. £ e mm T A
. Where was Pat Clate? N
. He had net appeared at the club ground that.
morning, nor sent word. About -eleven “o’clock
_ Stevenson had walked over to the liouse whete
" he lodged, and Inquired for hini. - He was in-
formed"that Clare had gone out at aboyt half-
past eight, after reading a letter whick had.
Errived by the first post, and had not since been
ome. : ‘
That was all the information the . Unitéd. cap--
tain could’ glean to take back to. Colonel .
Darrell, 'who was fretfing and faming .af . the

. | THE FIRST CHAPTERS RE:WRITTEN

. WING t0' a sudden fingncial failure, . Pat |
Clate's father has been obliged to reiove | |

AN 2 that Iad "from' Blackdale ‘School, * Mr:|’] -

. Olare ' attributed the disaster which che| | .

A LMHURST tirned 'up. at the football; |-

has ‘not yet. returned.”

‘ing the player who failed ,
reason short of death or disablement; . And.

ground. The old soldier heard him, and tigged
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‘By CHARLES HAMILTON.

gt
at his grey moustache, and-burst out into-a

torrent ‘of anger. / 5
“ How dare he fail us?  The unparalleled im-

pudence, when, he knows that I depend “upon |

him for the Leicester match! By.Jove; it’s the
last,_chancehe'shall have. of playing for Black-
field, T'vée had enough of him!” ~. = -
“I1 beg -your- pardon, sir,” . Stevenson. re
marked,,“but I 'don’t think' Clare would eut
the match if he:could possibly help. it. - Some-
thing must have happened to him.” = : -
‘“What ¢ah have happened to him?

' Peoplé

don't disappear in broad daylight, -1 suppose?:
“You say

e left home at half-past. eight. He
couldn’t have been ooming here so early as
that, as-.he livés only ten minutes from -the
ﬁround.“ ~He was going somewherc, else, and he

This seemed -unanswerable, and the Unitéd
captain' had nothing to ;say. : g

““ Hg has placed his own private affdirs before
angrily: ‘I .put him in after what happened
lagt Saturday, against a gréat deal’ of hostile
criticism, This i8 how he repays me. I shall
know’ how to depend upon him again.” !

But while he.fretted and growled, the:colonel
was in- eality hoping ‘against hiope 'that Pat

would turn up at the last moment, with some |
explanation, or “even with 'mno -explanation—

anything, so long as he came in fime'to accom-
pany the. team to Leicester. . ¥

But the precious moments. glided ‘by, and he
did not appear, . ) g [

What could have happened?

There -were . various -theories, more
favourable to Qlare, but:all agreed in eonidemn-
is .club, for any

what accident could have happened to Clare; in
daylight in Blackfield, without some news of it
reaching the anxiousinquirers into his where.
abouts? g, h T e £ B
Dick. Nesbitt,: the trainer, was the only one
whc;; obstinately held to'the theory of an acci-

ent. E .
“If Pab Clare were on his legs now, 'his legs

would bring him here,” said Dick, with-a con-

viction there was no shaking. . S
Glyn Elmhurst laughed. disagreeably. .

‘“1t’s plain enough to .me what's ha,ppened,”:f
he said. ‘“Clare knows well enough . that he's |
not, up to league form. ~He made an exhibition’

of "himgelf last Saturday, and spun a_yarn to
account for it. This time he simply dares not
fake it om’? -

FAndas

likely suppodition that the young player’s nerve

 had failed him at the last moment, and.that a

feeling akin' jo ' stage-fright” was 'keeping him
away from this duty. . F T
The- colonel could scarcely contain himself.
He was wild with angeri and yet there was a
secret uncasiness in his heart as to Clare’s fate.
His faith in the young footballer’s honour had
béen complets, ‘and’ Pat’s strange absence
alarmed alinost as much as it exasperated him.
But the time for the departure was close ‘at
hand, and it"was becoming dertain that, what-

over the cause of Pat’s failure to.appear, his
place ‘would have to be filled. - )

I suppose you will play Nugent, sir?”’ Elin-
hurst suggested, after listeriing to a tirade from
the angry manager. = ' &

“I was thinking .of him,” replied Darrell.

| “f But Nesbitt tells me that he was seedy yester:

day

very fit.” " . .
Nugent was, indeed, looking very fit. There
was, at moments, a peculiar-expression in. his

eyes, which only Elinhurst understood. But he.|
was. fit and well, in good condition for the fray. |

The colonel laoked’ him over, and was satisfied.

Nugent’s eyes sparkled- when the .colonel told
him that he was to play at Leicester, It was
the: chance of his.life, ;. He résolutely
sthe black thoughts that haunted him. )

‘Up.to the last moment: the colanel continued |

to hope, but Pat did not come. When the
United took the train to

. There ~were_ ten . thousand ' people "on the
ground tq see Blackfield United play Leicester.
The day was somewhat misty, but the sun came

v

-out brightly, as if on purpose, in time for the

shirts a yell of ‘encouragement, which, however,

goal, and the reférce, with 'his eyes on his

<. Colonel Darrell .watched the. commencement

.Play was very even for most of the first half,

‘missed a low fast shot which wenti right into,
1 went -for the ball resolutely from the westart.’

or 1ess

‘however, slipped on the turf and went down

-to captute:it, for a
"1.drove it up.the field..

g2k
‘wais-in mid-field agdin, “hnd the colonel: tiigged

" Pat- Clare.

‘Clare failéd to appear, Elmhurst's
opinion gained ‘ground. After all,. it seemed a|.

fully anticipated the victory of their favourites.
‘to win, it would not be without a hedrd struggle:

for the first time in the matoh, ‘was called upon

the ball went up-the field ‘again, ‘and Blaock-

between the Tieicesters, determined to advance,

“He is a;ll.right' té-da,y, I fancy. He 1661(5' ‘
TRl > : and the United, determined to keep them back.

banished .

smile'on the brave lads from Blackfield. Work-
fingfr.‘well together, they broke through the home
defence,

Leicester,. Philip
: :{-brouight the leather right up to the home goal:

Nugent went -as inside right.

kick-off. It had an inspiriting effect upon both
teams as.they took the, field. -

A train-load of loyal Blackfielders had fol-
lowed their team, and they gave the scarlet

was but a faint' pipe compared- with the roar
which greeted ‘the home team from. thousands of
thioats. Stevenson won the toss, and chose his

watch;- put- his whistle to his lips. The signal
went, and the ball was set rolling. i
of the game with anxious eyes.. Madge was not
with him. The news of Clare’s strange failure
to ‘appear had taken, from her all heart to see
the match, and she ‘had stayed at Blackfield.
Sho, at least, was firmly’ convinced that some-
thing’ serious must.have happened to Pa. ~ °

From the start the teams seemed to be pretty
evenly matched. Nugent at inside right was
doing very well, though lackihg the brilliance
the colonel would have expected of Pat Clare.

but towards half-time the Leicester crowd broke
into.a shont of enthusiasm as their favourites
wera soen’ basieging the visitors’ goal. 2
field’s .defence ‘was strong and determined, but
the Leicestet’ men were not to be .denied, and
Murphy, after several .marvellous saves, just
the net. .

“Goal!” yelled the crowd in delight. |

Flushed with their success, ,the Leicesters:

The 'scarlet shirts were seen -falling back, but
presently centre-half got the ball and drove i,

out. ‘to_ Stevenson. “The ~United skipper was.]*

charged off the ball by a Léicester man, who,

also, and at_the same instant Niigent had the
ball and rushed it away like lightning. |

The colonel’s eyes sparkled: as the ‘Blackfield
winger weny streaking through the horme halves.
But “the backs teckled him’ .in -éarnest, and
Nugent was stopped. . After ‘a brief tussle he
sent out the ball, but oufside-right had ifme’
Lei¢ester half rushed

- Nugent’s atteript had failed, and .th

his-' grey moustache in diSappointmeént.
. **They would not have got the ball away
from Clare like that,”” he muttered.  *“Nugent
is good, but he is not in the sathe street with,
‘There’s the whistle; - one to nil.’
What beastly luck!” = - g
The first” "half "had " ended”’
Leicester. .. . . -
The erowd were. in high good:humour. "Fhey

in’ favour of:

Leicester were not only one up, but they seemed
to be-ahead of the visiting team in'form. The
Blaglkfield contingent still hoped, but_they were

beginning to feel doubtfnl "
But it was soon seen that, if Leicester wére

When_play was resumed, the Blackfield men
were in a resoluté mood, and they befled all
Leicester’s - attempts’ to- get away. - And :pre-
sently -Stevenson led ‘a determined attack on
the enemy’s territory, and the home custodian,

to save. But he saved, amid loud ches¥s, and

field’s brief hope died away.

Then followed a lohg and determined tussle,

The Leicesters- came'on steadily, howeyer, and
at_last'a Blackfield back had to play the ball
beliind: the line:" The cornet-kicld was 'instantly
tlaimed and taken, and @ deafening shout from
the  spettators followed. “For the Leicester
skipper had received: the ball, and sent if right
in_with a shot Murphy could not save.” '~

Leicester were two up. .

And then fickle fortune for a while seemed to

and with -some brilliant passing,

Stevenson sent in a sure shot-into the corner of

Yl

Black- }*

{the -only ‘opening was from above.
}.cellar which existed under the ruined mill, and!

Then' it was the Blackfield _céntingep_ﬂ’é‘ turn:

their hopes. révived. §E et
‘But that success was as the last flicker of a!
candle. The Blackfield men put ih’some gdod
work, but they could not get past the Leicestérs.
There had not seemed, at first, a.pin to choose

There were still twenty-five minutes to go, and’

|- between the two teams, but Leicester had!

gradually pulled ahead. It 'was just the differ-
ence, a8 the colonel realised, on the Blackfield!
side, between an average player and a finst-
.class one, which gave them the disadvantage.
With Pat Clare in the forward line, they would
have beaten Leicester. ] '

. There, was no_question of beating them now.
‘Stevenson realised it, and, like a sensible
skipper, devoted himself to defending his goal!
instead of thinking 'of the unattainable. ‘For,
-the last quarter of an hour the ball was not;
once on the home side of the half-way line, budl
the Blackfield defence was grimly resolute, and: -
all the efforts of the Leicesters failed to:
materialise into a goal. The whistle went ‘ati
last, and the teams streamed off the field, the
-home players londly cheered for their victory,
by two to one. ) o P

When the train bore the Blackfielders home-
ward., they were in’ a somewhat disconsolate
mood. Nugent’s brow was black. He had not
had the success he had hoped for, and lie knew
that the team might have won had Pat beén
there .in his best form. Nugent was quite
sportsman enough to.feel keenly upon that
point. - The defeat of Blackfield was" a bitter:
blow to him. . e

The defeat of his team fully engrossed Colonel;’
Darrell’s thoughts during the. ‘homeward:
journey. If he thought of Pat Clare at all, it
wag with anger., But when they - errived in!
Blackfield, and learned that no news had yet|
beeén heard of Clare, it became clear to all that!
something must have happened to the young,;
footballér. And it was now with sinister fore.
bodings that they pondered over the question—:
‘where was Pat Clare? - - ‘

In Darkness and Despair. . Be
LOWLY, painfully, Pat Clare struggled

back to consciousness. [

There was a terrible aching ‘in his/

- head, and his.limbs were benumbed;

- with. cold. To his eyes, as he opened them,!
came not a gleam of light. Blackness. and the:

silence of the-tomb. surrounded him. B
"« He lay. for'some time in a state of dull, semi-|
unconscioushesy; bub at last he roused himself,:
_and strove to rise. ; |
There was a splashing sound as he moved..
_He was lying in two or three inches of water,,
and his clothing was soaked through. Thei
effort -to' rise cost him exquisite ‘pain,  but he:
persevered, and gained. his feet.

* Where was he? Y ) :

- He had not the faintest idea.’ He remem-j
Bered entering ‘the old mill, he remembered: the;
fearful blow upon the head -and the glimpse of}
a ' face. How many Liours had elapsed since.
then? Where was he now? : '
Dragging his feet through water and clinging
miud,” he felt his way through the darknesy with|
outgtretched hands, and his fingers touched ‘a.;
slimy wall. He felt his way along it, and in a!
few minutes -had made the circuit of: the four!
-walls that enclosed him: ' Nowhere did he find;
o trace of an opening. - - i

Then he understood.  He was in a cellar, and;
It ‘was al

e’ water: which flooded’ it. was' from the|
‘ddjacent river. He had beén flung down’ there!
after the blow which had stunned him, and the
intense .'darkness ‘showed' that the trapdoor
above wagy ‘closed.. As he stared upward,. only:
impenetrable blackness met his view. .

He. pressed his hands to his aching brow, and .
tried to think, . Elmhurst had laid that trap far
him; “it, was Elmhurst’s hand that had’ struck
him "down. What, .then, did Madge’s  letter
mean? Had 'she come to .the mill?. Like a!
flash of 'light the explanation came to him.|
The letter was, a forgery; it.was a part of thel
gl&n to entrap him... Madge knew nothing ofi

is, coming theré, ‘and no one but his eénemy:
possessed a clue-to his whereabouts. ..

" The- cold. was bitter, and his.limbs seemed:
f‘,r,?zen. He moved mechanically to keep him.-
selt warm, but with a slow and languid motion,
It was as much as he.gould do to keep himself;
from sinking down with weakness. |

It was not only physical pain and exhaustion -
that assailed him, there was the teirible
thought' that, he had, in all probability, looked
his last upon the light of day, -~ ~ .

1t was possible that he had been hurled there
simply to force him to miss the. Leicester
match, Bub. it was not likeély that- the malevo-
lence of ‘his enemy would stop there. He knew
who had attacked him, and if he were released,
Elmhurst had ‘everything to fear. Was'it pos-
sible that he intended to face that? Was it not -
certain, in fact, that Pat Clare had been hurled
into the flooded cellar to-die? ;
= Tt seemed only too certain, and the chilling
thought that he ‘was doomed to die there -in the
cold and darkness almost’ overcame the young
footballer. He felt over the slimy walls for any
projection that might eid him to climb, ‘but
found none:." He was a prisoner, and ¢scape was
impossible. - ‘ g

- Yet while this own fate seemed to be sealed, i
was 1ot wholly - of himself that he thought. .
His thoughts went to the Leicester match. ~ He
hed no notion of time; but -he knew that he,
must haye been a considerabls - time in’ bhei

the-net, :just . escaping the desperate.-olutch - of
the goalkeeper, .

cellar. His watich had stopped; either. ram
down or demaged in the fall. .He conld: not I
even {qj whether it was day or night, but he"

to yell, and they did it with right good will.:
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. could .not. -doubt that the Leicester matoh was
over long ago. . i
. How had Blackfield United fared without
Himn in the forward line? What did his com-
rades think of his absence? Had Nugent
played in his place? . .

That question” brought another in its frain.
-Had Nugent had a hand in this cowardly out-
rage? B

The ' younjs footballer moved restlessly about
thé cellar. - It-was horrible to wait there in the
darkness till weakness should overcome iim,
and ‘he should sink down again into the slime—
in an insensibility which could have but one
snding ! -

Yet what could he do? :

The haunted mill was a spot avoided in the
ncighbourhood, and if he shouted for help there
was little, or, rather, no chance that his voice
would be heard. Even in the daylight there
was little chance, and he had a feeling that it
was now past nightfall.

. Tt was better, however, than doing nothing,

and miany times he shouted, his voice filling the

vellar with strange, weird echoes. But the

offort added to his exhaustion, and after a time
. his shouts died away into silence.

He was weak—worn down with cold and
hunger, and pain. And presently he lurched
drunkenly, and fell, and could not rise. Then
slowly, with more than one effort to rouse him-
self, ‘he sank into oblivion. ‘

Silent and still, he lay in the dense darkness.

.And at last there came a sound in.the old
mill, of footsteps, of a voice calling. And still
he did not move.

A Late Repentance.

A HERE was Pat Clare? .
That question was soon puzzling
: . all Blackfield, after- the return of

the defcated team from Leicester.

It was a question which everyone asked and
_no one could answer.

But no one could doubt any longer that there
had been foul play, and the aid of the police
was called in to scek the missing footballer.

High and low _through Blackfield they sou%’llﬂ'.
. for 'a trace of Pat Clare, withoub success. He
had disappeared as completely as i€ he had
vanished into thin air.: :

Colonel Darrell was deeply disquieted, and all
the Blackfield team were anxious—with- the

~exceptions, of course, of Glyn Elmhurst and
Philip Nugent. They knew only too well what
“had: become of the missing lad, but they kept
their own counsel.. Elmhurst could hardly hide
his secret satisfaction under a mask of concern.
In his callous soul was no trace of remorse.
But the case was different with Nugent.

He had not gained the distinetion he had
_hoped to gain by playing in his_cousin’s . place.
His action had cost his side a victory, and not
all his self-love could blind him to.that fact.. If
. Pat Clare had played in the Blackfield forward
line, the .team would have come home vic-
torious, and Philip Nugent knew: it. )

"His. bitter disappointment, and that un-
looked-for result of his wickedness,  quite’

_sufficed to destroy. whatever satisfaction he had:
felt at. the success of the plot. And now that
he had time for calm reflection; remorse woke
in his breast. Nugent was not a bad fellow in
the main, though uncontrolled jealousy and evil-

I have come to speak of Pat.”. L )
“1t is a very mysterious affair,” said Nugent,
avoiding 'her eyes. : -

and he couldnot meet her clear, steady glance.

% (Can you throw any light upon it?”
his face.

¢“T_Y'don’t understand you, Madge.> - -

“Do you know anything about” Pat *Clare’s
dieappearance?”’ } =

“ Madge!” . .

Bhe remained standing, one hand resting.upon
the table. Her gaze never faltered for-.an in-
stant, and, try as he would, Nugent could not
raise his eyes to meet it. There was a short
silence. i
y ‘;You have not answered me,’” she said at
ast.

“The question is an insult!” he said.

“Listen! You have always hated Pat, . you
have always been jealous of him. .Lately you
have been the associate of Glyn Elmhurst, his
bitterest enemy. If harm hae come to Pat,
Glyn Elmhurst has had a hand in it. . Of that I
am certain.” . :

:: : ossibly, }l:ult IT;

I cannot_help thinking. th -
thing of it. Youphnve Bl
always regarded Pas
as yourrival, A fort-
night ago I saw you
foul him in a football
match, at the risk of
losing the game. Then
I knew that you would
stop at little to rid
yourself of him. To-
day you played in his |
place,. a8 he .was £
absent, and. that is
what you have been
aiming at. -Now, I I
ask you, what do you - [T
know of hisdisappear- |
ance?” H

Eer . voice was
relentless, and she was
still watching his face.
she saw the change of
emotions in it, and
felt sure that she was
right.

“You are surprised to see-me. here, naturally. j.

There was something in her look-he . could:
not . quite understand—something ~'that seemed.|.
to hint that she saw through him, and read the.
seoret of his heart. ' The. thought troubled. him,”

He started violently, and the oolourruéhédto .

. %1 T did not know!’’ he stammered. ‘‘ Why
should Mr. Darrell command you—""
© “He has done &o,” .said Madge. g
_told-him': that .I cannot. obey. But—but if Pab
.18 lost to ime——"" g e | R

The gitl’s, firmness. gave -way for. a moment,
and her eyes filled  with tears. = )

“T see,”” Nugent said between:his- teath, L &
have been his catspaw. My eyes are opened
-now.* Oh, blind fool that I have been!’’
Madge came a step towards' him.

“Where is Pat?” Q7 . )

“J can find him1 " I will save him—"

He paused, struck ‘by a. terrible thought.
“What if it were too late? . :

“ What—what are;you thinking of?’? cried
Madge, in terror, ‘“He is not dead! You do
not dare to.say that he is dgad!”

“No,” cried ‘Nugent- hastily—“no! Heaven
forbid !’ ‘

‘ Where 1s he?’’

He did not reply to the question. .

“(Go home, Madge, and say nothing. You
may rely upon me.”

Tho next moment he was gone.  Madge, like
one dazed, heard: the street door clode behind
him. He was,gone, to save Pat Clare!

She left the house, and a cab bore her back
to her home. There she waited,. in burning,

feverish anxiety, for news of Pat Clare. Was
‘he living or dead?

-
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influence had made him a party to a crime.
Now that the black deed was done, now thab:
there was & stain upon his soul which :
nothing could efface, he began to regret. He
saw into what depths 'of baseness his un-
zoverned temper had led bim, and he-
shuddered as he saw.

But it ‘was too late now for retreat. - The
die 'was cash, and he could not go back.
He must face the future with what heart he -
zould. ! :

Glyn Elmhiirst kept akeen eysupon hiscon- ; .
federate, and he was not wholly.easy in his
mind as be saw Nugent's looks. - He had 8 talk:
with him before Nugent went home. ;

“Y advise you to take care that
does not betray you,” he remarked.
exactly how you feel,
to get out now. A
assault are sericus matbters,
afford to give yourself away.” - : J

«] know that as well as you do,” said
‘Nugent,. with a, haggard look. X shall take
cars that nothing is-suspected, so far as T am ¢
concerned. But 1 am not made of iron, as‘you-
seem to be, and I cannot help thinking~+—"" -

He broke off abruptly. :

o)

= 1
your face .
“1 know ;

forgery and_ e murderous
and you cannot

“ Better not,” said Bimhurst coolly, - “My |~

advice o you is to go away for a {ew,dqys, and:
find - something .to occupy your: mind. " Good-
night ! : . g

%‘hi.li“p;iN ugent walked .about : restlessly for
some: time before. returning to ' bis Jlodgings.
When ho arrived -there, Mrs. Jebbs informed
‘him that a young lady had called “to -see him,
and-was still- waiting in her little parlour. 3
“The thought' of Madge at:once came info
Nugent's m%n_d. Wag it-possible’ that .the girl
‘had come 'to speak .to.him about Pat's dis..
appearance? - He trembled at the thought, and
for a moment was inclined to.go away.again,
without- seeing her. But; he_'reﬂ,ectec_l .that she;
must have heard him come in, and after some
minutes of painful hesitation he entered - Mass.
Jebbs’s little pariour. s :
- Tt was Madge who rose. to meet him. - He
was. startled by the sight of her face. It 'was
oxtremely -pale, and.the eyes showed: traces-of
recent tears. Had she been weeping for Clare?
Nugent asked himself, and his teeth set hard.

“T am 'sorry you have had to wait,” he said.
* 1 had no idea—-"

but you are in too deep .
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1. . Standing in the glimmering water, Nugent-flashed the lamp round in search " 5
“of Pat. A dark, inanimate form lay -almost at his feet. . With an inarticulate | | .
i ejatulation he bent and turned the:light -upon the deathly face:.; ¢ el

the carpet.
like this. That Madge might suspect, that she
would question him, had never even crossed his
mind. . Y

What had
strangely keen? Her dove for Pat Clare; there
.was no other explanation. She loved Pat. And

1 he—what had he:gained by .his villainy? Her

scorn, her contempt—nothing but that. ;= - -
' The misery .in his heart was visible.in hig pale
face. Madge’s face was kinder as.she went om:
“Phil, if you have allowed that .wicked man
to lead you away, in spite.of your better nature, itis

“¥Ves,” said Nugent; bitterly, *“I hate’ him,

becanse you love him, Madge!"” . T
The:colour flushed over the girlis face. .

3

him. ‘And cannot you see that youare playing

that it was only the thought of Pat that ‘made
me firm to. resist.” o

" Nugent started as if stung. - He had thought
that; with Pat out of the way, ‘he would. have a
fair chance, and he had thought with contempt

liked . her father’s secretary.

idea of the secret card Elmhurst had to play.

He did not speak, and his eyes were stiﬂ ron'
He had never .dreamed of anything:

rendered her perceptions s0-

not yet too late to do right." If you hate Pat——""

for the same reason that Elmhurst ha.tes-‘vhime'

“That is no reason .why you should injure’

into . Glyn Elmhurst's: -hands? ‘Do you. know |
‘that Pat’is the only obstacle.to the accomplish-:
.ment of his désigns?, ¥ou.do not, know: that he'
possesses “an. unbounded influence over -my |
father.. ;You:do not :know: that my. father-has
commanded .me ‘to- accept. Glyn Elmhurst, - and |

of Elmhurst’s rivalry, knowing how "Madge dis-
He had :had mno |

;The,Rescue—Elh@hhrst ‘Iyleéi'g'ns.' . o
RSN AT ! B S
: ]:P Strangely,. eerily, : the .echoes of:the;

) old’ mill answered the . tremulous)
T ery F e @ :
“Pat!”: s § e e
.. Philip Nugent- was kneeling' by ‘the open trap-
/door.-: The'rays of a lantern glimmered through
the. gloom, . but. hardly. seemed . to penetrate. the

| Blackness beneath, -as” he turned them down-

ward, .

“'Pat, if you- ate. alive, for 'mercy’s sake

answer me!”’ - -~ T

.- But.no_sound came from -the:gloomy  depths.

A shudder shook Nugent. from-head to- foot:

Was he too late? - "~ " . - e .
Hehad:left: Madge hastily ;- he. had rushed out

| of Blackfield -with hardly a second thought.. He’

:wae 'determined to ‘save Pat Claré, ‘be the conse-
quences' what they might.. The resolution once

hi'mlsélf that it was yet possible to-undo:his evil
WOrK. 5 e owe !
He had stopped only to obtajn a ‘rope and a
lantern at a' shop he passed, and-:then he sped
over. the :moor under- the damp mists of - the
winter night. : E % :

The silence and ‘loneliness of -it struck a chill
to his heart. He had torn up the trap, and
called again and again to" Pat. - But only the
echo of his own’ voice answered Him.

: Was he too'late? - » -~ -~

With hands that shook and trembled he

fastened the end of the rope to a beam, and let

the coil drop into- the cellar.‘ _Wi‘ththe lantern

“I have |

- | thought myself.”

‘| This will have to be kept dark.’”

taken, he was,;eager to carry it out,.to assute]:

in his hand he swung himself down the rope;
.and his feet splashed into the ooze below.
Standing in the glimmering water, "he flashed
the lantern ‘round in search of Pat. A dark,
inanimate form lay almost af his feet. With an
.inarticulate ejaculation he bent and turned the
light upon the deathly face. ° A
The eyes were closed, the whole face seemed
-to -bear the seal of death. With a trembling
hand Nugent felt the heart to see if it still beat.

found that it was beating. i

Pat Clare lived, but he was sunk deep in an
unconsciousness that could only end in death it
he were not speedily restored. Nugent lost no
time. He fastened the end of the rope round
his cousin, undet the armpits,'and then with
some. difficulty climbed again through the trap-
door, taking the lantern with him.

Then, exerting all his sirength, he drew Pat
up, passing the rope round a beam, and fasten-
ing it as soon as the young footballer’s shoulders
were. on & level with the floor.: Then it was
easy for him to seize Pat and pullhim out. -

And then he strove to restore him, and hie
heart beat hard when he heard a fajnt moan
from the pale lips. Pat’s eyes opened, and
- blinked in the lantern light. C

It was some time before he realised what had
’happened. Nugent had wrung.the ‘water out of
his 1:310t:hes, and wrapped him warmiy in his own
-coat. .

“You have saved my life!” said Pat.

“1 placed it in danger,” answered Nugent.

:i %ou "l’lelped Elmhurst to entrap me?”

o6 :

‘:Why have you saved mé, then?’?
“PBecause I am not so great a villain as 1

There was a long silence. Pa$ was still weak
and faint, - but .the consciousness of life and

| safety re-animated him, and he felt something

of his strength returning. )
“ Do you think you can walk?” said Nugent

presently.

“7T think so, if you help me.”
“I can go and. fetch help, if
waiting here alone.”

“I can manage, I think, with

you dor’t mind
1 . 4
your help.

Nugent's heart gave a painful throb. . =
“You mean that you will keep the secret?’
“Of course. I suppose 1 cannot betray you

after you have saved me,” said Pat simply.

*“Come, I think I can walk now.” o
Leaning heavily upon his cousin’s -shoulder,

-he passed with slow and fecble steps from the

old mill, where he had . so nearly found his
ave.

- Neither spoke a word more as they made their

way into Blackfield,

O L] - -
" The question which had agitated Blackfield
the previous evening was answered in the morn-
.ing. Pat Clare had been found, and was lying
ill at his lodgings, and the police were-seeking
certain  persons unknown’ who had attacked
him and left him senseless in ithe haunted mill.
Madge had learned the truth overnight, by a
wire from Nugent. But Colonel Darrell did not
know until Sunda, morning that Pat had re-
turned to Blackfield. Te at once drove over
to. the -young.footballer's lodgings to ascertain
‘what was true among the conflicting rumours
“that ‘were circulated. ¥ o s S
.. ‘Pat was.ill, and had not risen, bnt the doctor

| ‘allowed Coloneél -Darrell to see thim. The lad’s

.worn and haggard face att once touched tha old

" .1 poldier’s heart. | . .- ;

*How did you come to miss-the match yes:

;now that it was not your fault.”

. ‘It was nof, sir,” said Pat eagerly.. *“Buk
#he true story must be kept a secret. .. I -shall
tell you. what I have mot told the. police, and
‘when ' you know all Lithink you will agree with

-] me. to 'keep the secret.for the honour of Black-

field United.” .0 . . g

:. The colonel’s face changed a little, -

I don’t understand you, Clare.” - J
“Tt was Glyn Elmhurst who struck me dows-

}.in the,old mill.” i

“You are sure?’” S

S Tosaw his face; but I ehould have known i

if-I had not. seen’ him.” . : :

"¢ Why should he do it?” : :

"¢ For the same reason that he accused me of

a ‘robbery—for the same Teason that he drugged

me.on the eve of a football match.” -
‘“Jt was Elmhurst?”’ '

not speak without proof... This time there is:no
lack of proof. I saw his face. He stunned me,
and shut me up in a cellar under the old mill—
to diel?: : '
“To diel”’ . L . :
“There is'nio doubt of his intention, though
he lacked the courage.to finish the. work with
' his own hand. I should have died if Phil
.Nugent had not saved me.” -
“How did’ Nugent know
there?”” N ’ . b
Pat was.silent: - s
“J will not gnestion. you,” said Colénel Dar:
rell. “If you are willing to keep silent.for:the
honour of the club, be it so. -Blackfield:United

that you were

like this would drag them through’the mire.
As for that scoundrel, T will see that: he does:
not escape scot free. Buck up, Clare, and get
well z}‘s soon as you can; we-want you in the
am.”” 0 : T
And, shaking Clare’s hand, the colonel took
his leave. ] ‘ ’

&

(This fine story wlil be concludad: shortly. Look- out

for A S« Hardy's fine new football 'yarn, “The Blue
Crusaders,”) ) y ‘.

He breathed a prayer of thankfulness ‘as he -

erday; Pat?’ hegaid, gently enough. “I know’

“{ was certain of it at ¢he time, bus I.'co'u:ld‘

has never disgraced its colours yet, but -a story-
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