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QlynEimhurst Resigns -

. Mi-can h

.. And Gly

' malico in his hedrt, furnied and went.  His foot-’
" ball career 'in' Blackfield was over..

© The Burton Match—Pat's Triumph.

“"nothing that was required for him was'lag

' he was.convalescent.

-#hatt: cauised the -colonel bo mot Hhus,

_rid, of Elmhurst, but his-
i Yeamn, ha
““if ‘not a\brilliant one, and many who did not
- know the'facts were indlined to strongly -critizse
" the colonel’s action; for it was ha

3 _ood é,é)lay‘eg,_and 1 hoped that after—="
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HE next day Elmhurst turned up at.the
" football-ground for practice in ‘the after.
" 'moon. He found ‘the colonel there, and

. was called into the manager’s room.
He went with an outward show of boldness,
heart. - What {0 expeot-he knew
not; When he had first learned of Pat’s rescue
his heart hed stood still with tervor., The fact

. that he was not denounced ‘fo- the poli¢e had:|.
. led him to thops, however, that ‘Pat had :
kndwn him as his assailant. . He had tried to.

- s¢e Nugent, :but his. former confederate had:{ |

carefully ‘avoided him, and he had not been able
to get a word of explanation. He was in a

" painful state of doubt and mneasiness, which
~‘was’inereased when he was called in to

eak
in griva.‘te‘ with the manager of the-Blackfield
‘Club. - .. . - . i
- And the colonel’s look was mot reassuring.
‘When he saw the gleaming, angry oyes and the

mi:ghtly;dmwn‘hps, “Elmhursh' was prepared for |.’
Ly

at followed. ‘ .
*1.don’t want bo wasté words upoen you, Glyn.

" Elmhurst,” said the colonel, and his voice cut

like a knife. ¢ Your villainy is known, and I
want you to-resign from the.
Football Club, * That ds ail.” -
“Really, T don't understand.you, sir,” said
Elmhutgt,
The colonel looked daggers at him.,

“Pap Clars recognised you on. Saturday at-

the old mill,” he said ourtly.

In - epite of his effrontery; Elmhurst was:

ﬁtafg%eted. . AP B

- “To save scandal, he is willing to pardon
you,” said the colonel, “And I presume you
do not wish to drag the name of Blackfield
United in_the mud? If it were not for that,

. you should stand in’ the felon’s dock, by James,
Cir!

~ You ought to be sent to Porlland, you
cowa hound!”’ i ‘s )
“ Colonel Darrell!” s
“Don’t answer me!” roared the old eoldier.
Bk B ardly keep my hands off you as it is.
You'll send in your resignation at.once, and if
you ever show. your nose-here again I'll kick

; -yOH;th’ ”sir--do you hear?. Get ont!” -

“‘By*.)’aﬁies, i you don’t go; T'll myb on you-
powi!™ . .. i g Yk ex W g
Elmhurst, with hlack rage and

OR many days Pat Clarée was very ill.
All - that kindly -care could do for
liim was done by Colonel Darrell, ‘The
eolonel’s own doctor attended himi‘:gmd

ing.

It was net only his genuine regard for 'bheflag,d

“"He 'gaa
or

anxious to have Pat.back in the team.

. - while his illness lasted Blackfield had met with ;
. worse luck than ever, Two successive defeats,

following- that of Leicester, damped the: sprrits
of the team’s supporters, and Blackfield gener-

" ally regarded the outlook as gloomy.

Tthe colonel had had no alternative but to get
He had been a quick and Feliable plsoyer,

a gecret
that Elmhurst had resigned under prqsgure. And
Philip Nugent, who had filled, more or ‘less
efficiently, Clare’s place in"the Blackfield for-
ward line, had *followed Elmhurst’s example
and resigned. - :

“Tt was a weok before Pat loft his bed for |
. good, ~and then .the doctor declared
another .week must ‘elapse before he was fib for

that

practice.  The colonel came to see him almost
daily; and sometimes he received a message from
ige. Bub the girl herself did ' not  come.

Clare understood that Abel Datrell  had for-
bidden her to do so. . . !

Philip: Nugent did not.come to see Clare until
: When he came, Pat shook
hands ‘with "him cordjally enough, but  his
cousin’s; look was gonscious and downcast. -

“T am’leaving Blackfield,” he *said abruptly.
#1-have come to say good-bye.”” :
. FLeaving 'Blackfield!” echoed Pat. * What
about - United 7’ E d i
“1 have' resigned.”

“I

enough. -

am, sorry for that,” said Pat .sincorely
:%.The team cannot afford to -IoseHa.
e

uged.
Nugent nodded. ) e ,
“Yow're a decent fellow, Pat, and I know I
never -did you justice. But 1 coulda’t have
ptayed on. Now—now ithat I know. how matters
stand between you and Madge, I don’t care to
remain in'Blac
Darrell has dhown protty plainly that he prefers
my rodm-to my company. He has some idea
of—of the facts,”’ eaid Nugent, colouring, “end
tie is glad. for me to go. - I'don’t blame him.”
- Pat was.silent. Upon the whole, it ‘was wise
for Phil 46 go, ke had o admit. o

“ But where are you going?” he a.sked{ after
a ‘pause. ;* What are you going to do? o 5
¢ T've- had’ an offer” from a club,” ‘replied

* Nugent. ' “Tt's not much, but I am Qing,to

acoept it. I am going to stick to football,”
"“(Q:ood Juek to youg’ said Pat heartily. * I'm

- sorTYy y\:au?ra'gcvi‘ng'a,ll I’;}llil, but I'm jolly glad we

part friends after all.
‘And he held out his hand in his frank. way.

. Nugent gripped it, and took hie leave.

. ‘When' ithe colonel came again to se¢ Paf, he
fad: a.piece of news for him which interested
and pleased him a good deal, .

. ““When you rejoin the Uniled you'll find an

ot [

Blackfield United |

“What have I done to offend. you?" |

{ slapping him upon

. % Yes,” said Oakley, with a nod.

going was ‘s Joss 1o the |

kfield ;. and as for United, Colonel

| seem 4o mi : v
" going to beat the home team, and his men weére
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By CHARLES HAMILTON.

old friend in the ranks,” he said. “I’ve taken
a-new recruit from the Rambler.” b
“Qakley?”’ asked Pat. .

“Yes. He's been in trouble up at the mills,
and Mr.- Datrell discharged him, Elmhurst
having found some fault with him-=his ftiend-
ship with you more than ‘anything else,
imagine. My brother seems to listen véry
tamely to the advice of that secretary of his,”
the colonel went on, with a slight frown, “I
am ttying Oakley mow, and I think he will fill
Elmhurst’s place in the forward line better than

any of our present reserves.” .
1 think w9, too,” said Pat. ‘I believe he
will fl.o well, -quite as well as FElmhurst, at

least - e 3 L ;
It .was a happy day for Pat' when he was able
to go down to the ground again -for practice.:
Tt was on a Monday that he a.%feared fhere,
looking a good deal like his old self, and it was
protty certain. that 'he would be able to play
by the end of the week. His comrades gave
bim a hearty welcome.

¢ Jolly glad, to see

ou back,” said Stevenson,
rt%e shoulder. “ Here’s an
old chum -of yours, Clare.”” - £ ;
It was. Qakley. The former Rambler was
looking very fit, and in cheerful epirits. = ' The
change from mill-overseer. to professional foot-
baller seemed 'to agree with him. L
“Glad to see jyou. in‘the team,” said Patb-
heéartily. ‘f It was through me, I suppose, that
you left Blackfield Milla?”. g B g
““ Elmhurst

had his knife into me on_your account. He
twiets old Darrell round his finger, somechow,
and he got me the order of the boot. . He didn’t
foresee. that. 1 should step into his sHoes here.
‘He iftended to do me an ill turn, and he did
me a | one.” L 3 s

The United played Burslem away on Wednes-
day, and Pat Clare went with the teamiand saw
the match, but he was not- yet up to - playing,
and did not take part in it. Oakley played in
Glyn Elmhurst’s old place of inside-left, and
acquitted bimself well. But the game ended in
a draw of one to one—Stevenson taking the
equplising goal in the last five minutes of the

match, ¢

But. the tide of ill-fortune for Blackfield was |
almost on the turn. On Satirday Pat was to
take his old place. ' Blackfield was  to mest
Burton, 4t home, and the game was destined
to be one of the most brilliant ever played on
the United ground. S

Each day Pat had practised assiduously with
his: comrades, and when Saturday arfived he
was in.all his old. form. I was three weeks since
the. unlucky Teicester match, and. in the inter- |
val Blackfield had scored two defeats and a
draw. -The olub’s late, record had damped the
enthusiasm of its keenest backers, and the Bur-
tonians came to Blackfield with the full inten-
4ion of wiping up the ground with the' United.
“But there. was a surpriee in store for the visitors.

“Feeling fit?” spid the colonel to Pat, in. the
morning, looking at the young footballer some-

1. what anxiously.

Wit as a fiddle, sir.”” fEE :

“Let me see you play the game of your life
40-day,. Clare. - It needs something, 10’ put fresh
heart into the boys. Qur record for: the last few

weels has been simply siokening. We have got

16 win to-day.’” i

“ And we will win,” said Pat resolutely.

As the time for the kick-off drew near, the
enclosures filled rapidly. The Blackfielders, still
loyal in spite of the frowns of fortune, camie in-
their thousands to see their champions’play,
though with .many doubts about seeing them’
win. The band was discoursing sweet music 23
the ' turnstiles. clicked merrily, “and. the, crowds
surged .in. L Lo% . 5w ¥,

The appearance of the teams in ‘the field wag
the eignaf for a rousing cheer. Thero was an-
othér when it was seen that Blackfield had won
the toss, giving the visitors 'a stiffish. wind. to
play against.  But the Burton skipper did' not
nd.” He had decided that' he waa

of the same opinion. : AN

 The éxchanges were pretty even to begin
with. ' Soon, however, Burton broke atay, and,
came with .¢ rush for the home goal.- But a

' past the half-way line,

.they brought it zight up to the ‘visitors' goal.

| sparkled..

‘the game.-

"._ Burton were ‘in_a more subdued
“they lined up again, Tle-game ‘was not to be

IHapp]a.-use. 3 -

_only resource.

back sent out the ball and Oakley »hcad,ed' it

and the tussle was trans-
ferred to the visitors’ half:

After a skirmish the Blackfield forwards got
away in line. - Passing the ball one to another,

The backs.gave them:a .sharp tussle, but Clare
beat them, and shot for goal amid a ‘roar. of
cheering. The .roar was redoubled as it was
seen that the Burton custodian, in a desperate
attempt to stop the ball, had lost his bdlance,

‘and stumbled over, while the elusive leather |

lodged safely in the net. ] '

“Goal!”’ roared the Blackfielders, and their
hopes revived,  Clare’s name was shouted on
all sides, amid cheering. . The colonel’s eyes

“T knew that he had jt in-him, Madge,” he
.said to his neice, who sat at his side to see the
‘match, as usual. *He will save United from
coming:a oropper this seagon. He was born for
What pace! What keen judgment!
He’s the youngest of the team, but he’s the bést
man of ‘them .ail”” .

And Madge's eyes sparkled, too, with pleasure
as she ‘watohed Pat. In‘the excitement of the
gamte, watching the exploits of him slie loved,
she could forget the trouble and vexation which
shadowed . her young life. As she heard. Pat
Clare’s name ringing ot with wild cheers, she
could: forget .the evil face of Glyn Elmhurst.
mood when

the. walk-over they had fancied, but they meant
to make a strenuous fight for victory. And
‘Bght they did, hard’ and fast, and soon they
were besieging. the home goal.: " The crowd
swatched with breathless anxiety. Twice Murphy
was called upon to save, and did-it. Then the |
ball cameé fo Pat Clare from the foot of a home
half, and like a flash he was off with it. With
one of thosé wonderful rushes which were’ win-
-ning him a name.in the football world, he took
the ball down the field, going through- the
Burton halves like lightning, and sending in a
long ‘ehot . before the backs could tackle him.

For ‘a fraction .of a second sixteen thousand
people held their breath ; would the goalie save?
Far from that. The shot had taken him almost
by surprise, and his wild grab missed it by
inches. The ball tried te climb up the back
of the net, and the air shook with the shout of

The goalie elung the leather out rather
viciously. This was the second. time he had
been defeated by that youngster, as.he termed
Olare, and he swore inwardly that it should be
the last. L. J

Blackfield ‘were grinning with delight gs they
lined up again. Thirty minutes of the ‘first
forty-five had ticked away, and they were two
up; and the visitors had not had a look-ins Truly,
it -seemed.-as .if the:club’s long spéll of ill-luck
was’ broken at last. No one doubted now for,
an’instant that they would win, and that feel-.
ing alone was worth goals to them. )

. *“Forward " was the word for Blackfield, and
8 -minute after the kiok-off they were in. the
visitors’ ' half, préssing “them hard. * Burton
resisted finely, and .for some time the struggle
was obstinate. Several times the ball went nto
touch. . Once or twice Burton got it over the.
half-way line, but Blackfield speedily brought it
back again. A swift shot, eent in by Clare, ‘his
the post and came back into play, and the
spectators caught their breath. -Jt had been a.
close thing.” The Button backs tried to olear,
‘but they were driven ,, and et length one
of them sent the ball behind the Hlag as his

Stevenson instantly claimed the corner kick,
and it was taken by Oikley. With gleaming
eyes the players watched him, and thespectators
were hushed into mute ‘attention.  Colonel
Darrell’ was on his feet. i . ¢

A sudden movement—a rush—a shout! Qak-
ley has kicked, and the Button backs are on the
ball. No; before they can get it away, a Black-
field -forward has robbed theém of it, 'and in it
goes, with a low, rapid shot that beats the
'cu_eitodlan all hollow! ; ‘

“Qoall Goall” ; g

It is not g shout, it js a frenzied roar; and men:
are stamping, shouting, yelling, waving their
hats” or flinging them into the air. Pat Clare

has. doné the *“hat trick!” No wonder the

1 colours.

Blackfielders shouted themselves hoarse,

“Goal! Hurrah, burrah!” - . ;

The whistle went for half-time a few minutes
later, and the players went off for a well-earned
respite, Clare was overwhelmed with congratu-
Jations'by his comrades. It is safe to say that’
he was the most popular fellow in the team at
that moment. lEIo thought of . jealousy was
there; the gallant fellows were proud of the’
.comrade who had brought honour tq the club
‘ Blackfield were three goals up, to nf\.
The tide had turned with a vengeance; P.
Clare’s return had' brought good fortune.

When the teams reappeared in the field, Pat
was wildly cheered. He saw a white handker-
chief wave where Madge sat, and his heart beat.

The change of ends brought Blackfield facing.
the wind, but they cared little, .They were
in a mood to face anything now. Burton were
looking very dogged when the game was re-
started. They knew they bad very little chance
of winning, but like true Britons they meant
to do their level best. o«

From the restert the play was sensational.
In spite of the wind and of the men from Bur-
ton town, Blackfield soon got away with the
ball, anid the scarlet shirts were seen ieging
the visitors’ goal. A shot from Stevenson.re-
bounded from a post, and after that the Burton
custodian twice saved with great difficulty. But
Blackfield were raining in shots, and presently
one from Stevenson found the net. - '

Four up for Blackfield! = After that the
Burton men played an almost purely defensive
.game,  They had not the slightest hope” of
equalising, and only aimed to keep down the
number of goals they were beaten by. Th‘ey
played steadily and ran no risks, and for a time
the Blackfield attack was bafled. The specta-’
iors, who wanted sensational football all.the
time, after the manner of spectators, began to
growl audibly. But presently the game woke to
new life. v ] '

An irresistible attack of the Blackfielders broke
through the visitors’ defence, and Pat Clare had
‘the ball at his foot. -Right into the net he
slammed 1it, and a hurricane of cheering ‘made
the very atmosphere rock.

After that the Burtohians visibly lost heart,'
and another goal was taken almost easily by
Oskley.. Only the whistle sounding for time
saved the visitors from a still more crushing
defeat; but the total, six to nil, was sufficiently
gratifying to the Blackfielders. ‘And when the
whistle buzzed out, and play ceased, Pat’s com-
‘rades made a rush for him, ‘and in epite of his
effort to® escape, he was seized by Stevenson
and Oakley, and ‘borne shoulder-high- off rthe
ground in the midst of his friends, through a
lane of, excited faces and waving hats, amid
frantic hurrahing. ) d B

—

Madge Darrell’s face was pale, but
the ‘room.

The Last Chance, i
o OU sent for me, papa.
:i * resolved. as she entered y
Mr: Darrell sat at the table, his head

resting upon his hands. His whole attitude was -
that of a man crushed down by some mental
burden. As he raised his head to look at hiy
daughter, Madgo made a quick step forward,
with a little cry of alarm. / S

“ Papa, what is the matter?’ E ;

Mr. Darrell’s face.was white and lined, its
expresgion almost haggard. He looked at the
girl coldly. A L : 5 e

“You know what is the matter, Madge,’’ he :
said. “You have disobeyed my commands.
You have acted in direct opposition to my
wishes.” Mr. Elmhurst bas told me that you

have refused him.” g )
‘““Why should that concern you so much,
papa? Why do you want me to marty Mr.
Elmhurst?? the girl cried, almost in tears. “1I-
have told you I cannot. Y. dislike him, 'and
despise him. You know he is not a good man.”

““Then my wishes are nothing to you?”’ t

“T have never disobeyed you before.. But in
this, papa, I cannot obey you' Lo

“T will speak plainly fo you, Madge.” Abel.
Darrell’s voice had become low and hoarse, and
his lips, were twitching. ‘“You have guessed
that I am in Glyn Elmhurst’s power.  Well, it
is true. He can ruin me if he chooses.” =

The girl’s eyes grew wider, but she did not
speak. 4 oL

“You know the price of his silence. Will
-you pay it? My fate depends upon you. Will
you marry Elmhurst and save me, or will you
refuse him and ruin-me?” . 25

There was no doubting his earnesthess.” He
was a man face to face with ruin, and willing
to sacrifice anything' or anybody, to save him-

“self. At that moment Madge did not think of

his baseness, hig cowardice. For a. moment, ‘in
spite of herself, her resolution wavered, Mr.
Darrell saw the signs of yielding in her face,
and hig eyes gleamed with hope. But it.was
only for a moment. ' .
‘“Papa, I cannot.” .
“ You, prefer to ruin me?”’ ¥
%It cannot be o bad as that. You could not .
be so greatly in that wicked man’s power unless
you had committed some crime.”’ :
Mr. Darrell, with a groan, allowed his head
to sink upon his hands again. The girl watched
him, her heart aching with a strange, vague
éar, . .. - : ‘
There was a short silence in the room,
When the mill-owner raised his head again,
his face was not angry, but white and weary.
“Very well, Madge,’’ he said, in a strangely
entle voice, “I will not ask you again. . Per.
aps there may be another way out of the diffi-
oulty. ve me now. No, no, say no more;
Tam not angry with you; ‘buf leave me.”
The. girl passed quietly from the room. Mr.
Darrell sat still, staring into the fire,  His
pallid face wore a strange expression. But he
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lWa,sllefi; alone fo¥ only a few minutes. The
‘doot reopened, and -Glyn Elmhurst came in.

“Well?” he said abruptly, fixing an inquiring
gaze upon the mill-owner. - .

Y “It is useless,” said Mr. Dam‘e{ll quietly.

The secretary made a fierce gesture.

_*““You know what to expect, then.” - o

“Don’t be a fool, Elmhurst. If you carry:
out your- threat, you will lose almost as much
as.fdo.” .

. 1T care nothing for that. If Madge does not
give me her word, I will ruin you. If she knew
-that'T could send you to prison she would not
refuse. You'have not told her that?”’ !
“““How could 1?7’ groaned the mill-owner.

‘“ Ah, T thought not. - Well, do so; it is your
last chance. -I tell you that nothing you can say
will ‘alter my détermination. Either Madge be-
comes:my wife, or you are lost. I will give you
one ‘week more. On next Monday I must bave
Madgé’s promise, or I will show you no merey.
Remember !’ 7

And the secretary, gritting his tdeth, quitted
the rcom. Had he seen the look the mill-
owner cast after him - he would have been
startled, -and he ' might have taken warning.
-But his employer had been so long under his
thumb that it did- not occur to him that the
worm ‘might turn at last. - . ‘

:_he Burnley Match — Blackfield Mills On
e - J @ $
OQRTUNE had indeed ceased to frown
upon the Blackfield United Football
Club. The long series of defeats and
. drawn games had ended on the day of
the Burton match, when Pat Clare performed
the “ hat trick,”” and helped his side to beat the
visitors by a sensational total. Several weeks
had clapsed since that match, and Blackfield
had met four clubs; with the result of three\
victories and one draw. No wonder the Black-
fielders were jubilant, and no wonder Pat be-
pame popular with his comrades. For everyone
- knéw ‘well that .the team’s success was largely |
:due.to the brilliant young forward.
That Pit was gratified by his success, and by
‘ the encomiums he received on. all sides, goes
- "without saying.  Yet at:this time he was far
from being happy. When he was playing the
game, he thought of the gameé and nothing else,
. agin duty bound. But in leisure moments his
.thoughts were always  with Madge. He could
.not help thinking of the trouble that had come*
into the life of the girl he loved, and he chafed
at his own powerlessness to help her.- ’
. .He mever saw Madge now, except on match
days, when she never failed to sée the Black-
field team. play, whether at home or away. And
_on such occasions Clare could never snatch more
" than a word or two before she drove Home. He
‘knew that she was still firm, but he knew, too,
what the struggle cost her, and his heart ached
at the thought of it. }
. It was fortunate for his peace of mind that
he knew nothing ¢f:Glyn Elimhurst’s ultimatum |
to Mr. Darrell. - On the Saturday. preceding the ;
‘Monday which  was: the limit of "the. mill-
owner’s period of grace, Blackfield United were
to be visited by Burnley. The day turned out
‘s sharp and frosty one, very cold, but quité
dry, and there was a record ettendance at the
club ground. While the strains of the bawed
rang out merrily, thec loyal Blackfielders
crowded in, and the. enclosures were full up
long before the time assigned for the kick-off.
Loud shouts greeted the ‘teams when they
came scampering into the field. Burnley were
said ‘to be in fine ifettle, but Blackfield had no
‘dotibts about its champions winning. They had
already grown accustomed: to conguest. And

q
the team looked quite fit to fulfil Blackfield's

hopes. - i ¥
(golonel Darrell glanced over his men with an
aye of pride-as.they lined -up, the scarlet of
Blackfield fronting the green and white , of
Burnley. The referee put his whistle to his
{ips. The visitors had won the toss, and Black-
field were facing the wind. The ball rolled
from. Stevenson’s foot, and some rapid, exciting

play immediately. followed. . )

. . Blackfield were soon swarming over the
enémy’s territory, making a determined attack,
which the Burnley lads found it hard o resist.
They played up- gallantly, -however, and for |
some time kept tﬁeir goal intact. -Blackfield
were not to be denied, and the attack was
pressed well home, till at last Stevenson, re-
ceiving' @ pass from Clare, shot for goal. Out
came the ball from the Burnley custodian’s fist,
and a Burnley back was upon it in a moment.
But before he could clear, Pat Clare rushed i

" and sent the ball past the goalie with a light-

 ning-like shot. It was an unexpected shot; and
-the custodian did not know it was coming until
it was there, and ‘then it was too late. He
smiled in a sickly way as he tossed out the ball.
"The crowd shouted with delight. Pat was
cheered to the echo. His name was shouted
roupd the field with enthusiastic hurrahs. .
The -game was. hardly ten minutes old. The
spectators confidently anticipated a goal or two
* more Before half time.. In this, however, they
were disappointed. Burnley played a cautious
game, losing no'chances, and opposing a stub-
born resistance to the Blackfield advance. The
ball "went frequently into touch. Play " was
pretty level and not especially interesting, and

.87 ONE PENNY. :
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followed hisglance. .

‘closed at bne o’clock,

the crowd showered advice and adjurations-
upon the players. : T

- ““Now, then, Burnley, play the game
““Buck - up, Blackfield!” .

But the players, like sensible men, took .no
notice of the remarks that showered upon them.

They. had something better to think about.

The game wore on to half-timo. without any
further scoring. The first half. ended - with
Blackfield one up. ’ gy

But when the second half opencd the most
exacting of the spectators.felt that he was get-
ting  his full money’s worth. In ‘the first five
minutes Stevenson scored from a pass by Clare,
and ten minutes later Pat took a goal. .

Then Burnley.made a determined effort, and
by luck and pluck drove might- through  the
home-defence and put the ball in the net.

This gleam of success seemed to greatly en-

[LEE

"courage the visitors, for from the restart: thqul

- played

up ‘wonderfully, and Blackfield had a
themn. work cut out to hold their own.
when Burnley scored a second
ment grew to fever theat. There were still
twenty minutes to play, -and Burnley seemed
fully determiined to ma,ie-gup their, leeway. . -

In the intense interest excited by the game,
no one noticed for some time the change that
was coming over the sky. A drift- of smoke
from the west was shadowing the football-

_ground, and at last not éven the most rapt of
the. spectators could. ignore the acrid smell of |

it.  Colonel Darrell
looked up anxiously N
at the clouded sky. ‘
¢ A big fire some-
where in Blackfield,
Madge,” he re-
marked.,

‘“The smoke
coming  from
direction of the
‘mills, ' uncle,” the
girl replied, as she

‘is '
the

*“Oh, it can't be-
there ; the mills are-

you know, so no-
thing could have
happened,” said the
colonel carelessly. " -
. It was certain that
‘there was a big fire §
somewhere, but the. -
interest of the hard- §
fought game was too
keen - for ‘much
‘thoughb to ‘be’ given
* Bnly o thoughtial ¥
nly athought !

look remained upon / i
Madge’s face.. She 4
knew that her father ' Fz..
had stayed late that
afternoon - at~ the
mills, and the smoke -
was . certainly
coming from that .
direction. ’

A fresh roar from .
the - crowd broke
upon.her thonghts, . -

“Goal!  Hurrah!.
Pat Clare forever!”
- Pat_certainly had
his shooting - boots .
on that  afternoon,
It was the hat trick
again, and "the
Blackfielders were -
wild with delight. - -
-+ Blaé¢kfield bad -
proved  their . su-
periority now
incontestably, bus
the  Burnley lads
were playing bravely

"in the forefront of the throng that was watch-

Andf
oal the excite- .|

of the fire, but Pat and OQakley hadsworked their:
. way through ‘hostile teams on the foothall-field
Jtoo often:-to be stopped by a crowd. -"And as
they were ‘tecognised, people were mostly” will-
ing ‘to makeé .way -for them.~ They were soon
ing the operations of the firemen. 5 g
At a_ glaice Pat saw that  the 'mills were
_doomed. . The firemen were doing ‘their best,
but' the ‘conflagpation- ‘had too tight-a hold.
Flames and smoke socared skyward, and the jets
of ‘water fell hissing into ‘the fire without per-
_ceptible effect. ~ : P
*“ The ‘'old place is done for, Pat,”” Qakley re-
marked, with a shake. of .the head. . ‘‘Lucky"
‘there was no one inside.”” . " = . 3
" Pat did net. reply. He was not. listening to
Oakley, but to another voice that was speaking
close by him. "y " e -

-

To Save His Foe! . :
" HE. mills are* doomed, I am afraid,
: Abel!” - ;
Colonel Darrell glamced: sympatheti-'
i - cally - at his brother as the spoke,
Mr.. Daxrell: nodded, but did not speak. =~ His
face was-white and his lips twitching.
_He had beeri on his way homeward when the.
alarm of fire at the mills had overtaken him,.
and he had hurriedly returned. ‘When tht dog-
cart dashed up with the colonel and Madge,"
they found the mill-owner there, anxiously

b
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right up “to the
ﬁl;nsh. ?[eﬂ.nwhile,’
fm?i #;:;\;nc’fbl;?lg;? _upon his shoulder. .

There was a roar from.the crowd as the young foctballer | -
‘appeared with the senseless form of Glyn Elmhurst borne

and strange whispers I :
went about among the crowd; some of whom left

the ground without waiting for the end of the’

maftch. At last the news reached the ‘ears of the

girl by the colonel’s side. e

“ Blackfield Mills are on firel” ' :

The girl turned a tefrified face towards heér

uncle, : '
‘“Uncle! Papa -is at the mills!”
‘“Are you sure, Madge?’"
* Yes.
with Mr. Elmhurst.”

“Calm yourself, my dear girl. Thers is no
reason to suppose that anything has happened
to him. Ah, there goes the whistle!”’

" The colonel was glad to hear it. Madge was
already on her feet,.but the colonel wounld have
found it hard to.tear himself away before the
finish. However, he-was.free to go.now, and
he hurried away with this niece. Now that the
game was played out, everything else could wait
till ’h.e‘ li-new' that his brother was safe. 4
. The home team had won -by four goals-to
two, "after -a stiff fight. The Blackficld men
were .in high spirits -as they trooped -into the
_dressing-room. There for the first time . they:
Jearned of the cause of the murk of smoke that
shadowed the foothall-ground. = = .
© “Blackfield Mills are on fire!” 2 :

Pat Clare  was the first to change his clothes

and to leave the ground. . The. crowd was all

surging towards ithe mills, and Pat naturally\

hurried there ito see if he could -be .of any wee.’

Qalley joined him,:and -they.ran .on together.-
All Blackfield seemed to be pouring towards

the mills, The throng was dense in the vicinity

He was staying to go over some books

.watching the efforts of the firemen to.subdue
the flames. Madge .gave ‘a. little sob of relief
at the sight of her father safe and sound, and:
passed .her afm timidly. through. his,. but he
‘scarcely looked at her. ~All his faculties seemed
to be absorbed in watching the burning build-
ings. ’ . . ’ *
“How did it happen?” continued the colonel,
‘somewhat puzzled-by -his brother’s. expression,”
for he knew that the mills were “insured. -
‘“Madge told me- you were still- here, and I was |
anxious about you.” - ; @, :
“I ‘havent, the faintest idea,’”” . said Mr.
Darrell mechanically.. - ““I:-had left ‘the mills,
and. was nearly-at Fern House when ‘I learned
that the placé.was on fire. 1 came back at
once. How the fire can have originated I can-
not guess. The caretaker appears not to have
been on the-premises. He will have to ex-
plain his. neglect: - But’ the mills-are- doomed,
and they are insured for less: than half . their
Jvalue,” g ot T
“That is hard.lines, of course, but. 1t ds.for-
tunate that no lives will-be lost. - - There was
‘nobody .in the mill, then?” ¥
“ Not-that'I am aware of.” g
“Did Mr. Elmhurst leave with you, papa?”’
ask Madge. i 7
““No; he stayed to put away some papers;”’
said her father. ‘“That did not detain him,
however, niore than-a few minutes probably.”
“I suppose it’s certain that he’s not in there?)’
suggested the colonel.” “ The .fire -appears to

1 into the flaming building. .

1 minute, two minutes elapsed!

|- “He was scorched and blistered, -and had
* 1 sound from the building. .

{ 2 cracked  voice, 6 b
1 wonder? - Pat Clare, where are you. going !

] _mined - Jook.

».
- going.

1. Pat fought

be fiercest where the offices are, which looks as

if it started there. If— .

.will be taken by ¢ The Blue Crus
A8 Hardy.). R

«

“1f Wlmhurst had ~been:there 'when the fire
started;:Istippose he would not stay to ‘he burnt.
Of course he‘is-not there.”™ - .~ - /%
Pat. Clare was, standing close’ to- the mill-
owner, ahd as Mr. Darrell spoke thesé words
the lad glanced at his face.” Mr. Darrell caught
his look, and immediately avertéd ‘his eyes.
Clare turned suddenly pale. A terrible sug-
.picion shet -into his mind: T
It was so terrible that for a minute or two

‘ Nonsense [’ broke'-in 'Mr: Darrell n'ntablﬁ

he’ strove to dismiss .it, but it would not-leavo .

him.” .He knew, -only- too well, how the. mill-
owner had writhed ‘under the ‘thumb 'of the
blackmiailer, -he .more than suspected that Abel

Darrell:- hated the : secretary yith'.a ~bitter

‘hatred; hated him as much as hé feared him.. :
. 'Wag it possible? . =+ @ . L oL gk,
‘‘ What’s the matter with you, Clare?” asked:

-Oakley, who was watching the changes in his;

chum’s -face ‘with . amazement.  ‘‘You don't

At this moment a strange and fearful ory rang:

from ‘the burning building. - - . ' - -
It. froze the blood of all who heard it. . -+
‘“ Heavens!” ' criéd ‘the colonel: éxci’ce&ly..

.““There is someone - in there! )
Mzr.. Darvell’s pale: face became paler, and he’

‘think that Elmhurst -is'in there, do you?’ . .¢ -

Someone alive ! .

staggered, ‘and would bave.-fallen but for the;

strong grasp of his. brother. 25 :
“Buck up, old fellow!” cried the ‘colopel.
“ Whoever he is, the firemen will ‘save lim.”
Ome of the brave fellows was already rushing
The  hose played
upon him as he went, and the: jets.of water fol~
lowed him as he vanished into the smoke. .. A
i ‘Then a-figu?

came staggering out. It was the fireman, and

he’ came alone. He fell fainting.: -~ i~ .-

‘% I¥'s no good!” he gasped. ‘‘Itican’t be;

donel I did my -best!” & - 5, @l

evi-]

There had been no other!
id Mr. . Darrell;’

n,

dently- done’ his best.

*“Jt tnust be all over?” in

“ Who could it havé b

For Pat. had stépped forwardwith: a defer--
The lad’s .eyes 'met . the mill:’

owner's steadily as he replied: o 2

“T am going to save Elmhurst!™

% Nonsense! He must be dead, or he
have cried out again.”’ 5

““There is a- ce.” . -

“You will throw. away your life. -I: forbid
you to try!” cried Mr. Darrell excitedly. *‘ Are
you mad? The man was your enemy.” = -

“ That makes no difference now.” ' o
. Pat gave Madge one glance.; The girl was;
pale -as death, but she did not say a word to
stop him: - Mr. Darrell:grasped him by ths arm,
but Pat shook him- off. - .. &0 7 L

“ Stop: him ! .cried-the mill-owner. *“He. is:
going to certain death!” - . ; e
. The firemen seemed ‘inclined to. ocbey hlm.!
But Pat was resolute. - P

47 know - the -interior. of , the .building;

would

ithorouighly,”’ he said. _*“I have a better chance;

than any of you .of ﬁndiq‘g him. T am)

And’ without ‘wasting another - moment, "he
ook ‘the jackef, Oakley batided him, wound it
about his head and face, 'and ran into the smoke.
And the firemen drenched him with water as
e wemnt, to protect him from the flames as much;
as possible, and. the jets followed :him with'
ceaseless splashing and hissing, .. - .

Madge leaned heavily . on her uncle’s arm.
She was almost fainting with féar for Pat.-The
.coloriel :pressed her-hand, but. his own bronzed
face: was pale.. Would the_gaMant young foot-
baller ever emerge alive? It seemed “doubtful.
his way: through 'the blinding

smoke. Tongues of flame licked and scorched

1 him, bnt he plunged oni - A ~peculiar smell

which was perceptible amid the acrid fumes of
the smoke. .told him, if he had not guessed it

| before, that the fire had not been an accident.
‘| Some. kind-of inflammable oil had been scattered

t}lere. &y <. . ‘. 5 . : . "

Heo knew his way with his eyes shut in;this
part of the -building, and he knew. which room
to aim for, if his suspicion was well founded,
and he had now no doubt.of it. He  reached
the door of the mill-owner’s private office. . It
refused to open. It was locked, and ‘the key
was ‘gone. Pat groped for one of the office
stéols, and with a tremhendous crash-.sent the
door flying in. He rushed into the inner room;
and stumbled over a form. that was stretched
upon the floor. P
~He bent down, gripped the insensible man in
his strong arms, and threw him. over 'his
shoulder, " He was half suffocated by the smoke,
and burnt.in a dozen places. ~Reeling with éx-
hanstion, he. plunged desperately "towards the
open air. - B I P S e e

There ' was a Toar from the crowd. as .the
young - footballer appeared with ,the senseless

form of Glyn Elmhurst borne upon his shoulder,

Ready hands relieved him of his burden, -and
the colonel éaught:him' ag he was staggering.
The fresh, cool air revived him; in 4 few min
utes he was himself again, though in great pain.
But matters were more serious with the mar
he had rescued. ... .. . :

Elmhurst had evidently- been overcoms. .by
the -smoke after nttering that one ery. Ther¢
wag a terrible bruise on his head, which, it wiy
assumed, he had .made in’ falling: down. -Hg
appeared like a dead man as a dogctor,- who :was

fortunately in t}xe crowd, bent-over him.
’ x x

13 he dead? : F . il
Mr. Darrell asked the question in’a.cracky

{and broken voice. -

_{This mdgnifieent story _of football
be concluded on Saturday next, and:
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