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A Thrilling Tale of Mystery and Adventure.
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Kerr to the Rescue,
GGINS stared. R
! “Cromwell wasn't killed,” he
hd;  “it was the Cavalier
ohnnies wha pegged out.”

johnnies, P i
es, of course " =aid Dolores
#0h, ". “The—the Cn\'aIi:;
What a_curious name for

b caliers!  Why did they eall
4 LR a

|‘_?:::;\N johnnies 7" ' g 4 :

Chey — they  dida't,” said
ns. 1 called ’‘em johnnies,

1« e 1 meant chaps.”

Tion, Tsce!  And where is the old

i

r\::g‘lw by the beeches.”

sghall we go?”

«0f course, 1f you'd like to sece it !

Figgins.

".‘.dl Ehgcm]d love to see it 17

«Come this way, Miss Pelham.”

wpot I am taking up so much of

cor time,” said Dolores.

“«(h, that’s nothing 1

are quite sure?”

re always glad to show our
sights  to  visitors,””  said

ns,  thus,  with immense

ipomacy, avoiding a direct amswer,

gshich Miss Pelham smiled.

“Then we will g0,” said Dolores

iy “You are so kind to

ws me about the place like this,

wl it is so pleasant to sce a really

geresting place with a guide who is

o thoughtful, 8o eareful, and so

stentive all the time.”

“I'm sure you flattes me,” said

Figgins, who was never known io

detect sarcasm, however thickly laid

.

“Not at all,”” said Dolores. T
dall always remember your kind-
Mr. Higgins.”
aid the
os—Tigrins !
They left the old tower. Figgins
had a private wish that the ancient
chapel of S(. Jim's—interesting relic
of past times as it was—would be
ewallowed up in the earth before he
ould reach it. That was not likely
to happen, but something just as
sool and a little Jess tremendous
weurred.  Kerr came racing over
the quadrangle 10 overtake them.
“Figging!| Fliggy I”
rr had already changed into his
ball things, and had a long coat
faco was pink  with

Junior.

ns turned round.

hat’s the row, Kerr 7"

Have you forgotien the match 2"
By Jove I said Figgins.

Rere almost glared.

You've forgotten it!"* he roarcd.
I if I bhado’t!”  said
gz

“Dear me!” said Dolores. “I
Mismbe: now.  You were playing a
fticket match this afternoon. ~ That
v& shat Ethel and I came over to

Ih"\ football match,” said Figgins,
4 e Kerr was silent. He knew
i‘h“‘“ that little mistake had been
}mﬂnhnn;nl on Miss Pelham’s part;
' Figging nover suspected a girl of
W2 eapuble of “spoofing.”

. Ye3; a football match!”

wird Dalores.  “ Has it begun?”
o said - Figgins, laughing.
Yoy seorny

"ul\\‘-m sce, that duffer’s our skipper,

;;.""' &'t play without him,” sai
A You must excuse him, Miss
Heg'™  Can I -see you to the

leg ) 4

,}u'“l,ﬁ house while Figgins gocs and

HartS?  There isn't o minute to

Iny,-. The School House chaps will

% us if we're lnte.”

“ “j’;rvs locked ot Kerr. .

y W"' of coursel” she said.

En h-“Umd of me to forget that

g Playing cricket—] mean

ol gt ‘h“_nflemoon g

o ball,” gnid Figgins,

'.‘Y"'J"h mean football.”

ins ;YIS ME, won't veu?”
Ioron 1ty . tlcth‘]"u idiotic 'of mo

B a »
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_ Ethel Cleveland is a new girl at

St. Freda's, and
Shicdi on her first day at
el lis attracted by the perzonality

< ll)olr;rcs Pelham,
1Tl of Spanish des O}

< efcent.  Iithel
:]\:\E;cqllgnm. Y saves Dolores from

disgrace, and th v

el frl(':ldq. d the two become
O\EI':‘]‘I‘l one afternoan takes Dolores
o o .\’r. Jim's College, where
;Chl hur D’ Arey, _her cousin, is at
school, and the Spanish girl is jn.

o high-spirited

troduced (o all Ethel's boy friends.

GLANCE OVER THJs,

!BE1ns escorts Dolores over the old
tower of St. Jim's: but his \-rni.;n
ol its history is a littlo mixed, as his
thoughta are all the time with Ethel,
who has gone to call on the head:
master's wife.

Dolorces's eyes gloam with misclijef
as she realises this.

‘It is very interesting to think
that we ore standing upon the very
£t where Cromwell was killed, ™
she remarks demurely.

(ot go on with the story.)

Il}{llm_-ca nodded with a smile.

I 1ggins raised his eap and raced
oft, ‘and Kerr walked with Miss
Pelham to the Head's house. :

There was very littla conversation
on the way. What little there was
was done by Kerr, Miss Pelham did
not _feel cordial towards the Seottish
junior, and it was not Dolores’s way
to pretend what she did not feel, and
somctimes she neglected the laws of
courtesy when she was angry.

And she was angry now.

Why, she could hardly have told;
but she was.

Kerr left her at the door of the
Head's house, after it was openad.
Dolores gave him the slightest of
nod‘s. aud went in without a glance
aci.

Mrs. 1Tolmes met her in the hall.

‘' You are Fthel's friend?” she
said, with her kind smile.

“Yes," said Dolores.

“Yes, this is Dolores,” said Fthel,
coming out of the drawing-room.
‘‘Dolares deer, this is my kind
friend, Mrs, Holmes.”

Dolores allowed Mra Tlolmes to
shalce hands with her.  Her manner
was polite in her stately Spanish way,
but it was not cordial.” Mrs. Iolmes
gave the 3panish girl a very curious
glance.  She was ooe of the very
many people who did not understand
Dolores. e

‘““Come into my room, dear,” said
Eihel.

And she led Dolores up to the
pretty littla room che occupied when
she was a visitor at St. Jim’s.

Mys. Iolmes glanced after them.
She was thinking what a charming
contrast there was between Dolares’s
dark beauty and the fair skin and
lovely blue eyes of the English girl.
She was thinking, too, that Lthel's
new friend probably had a trying
temper, and that Lthel mast need all
her sweetness of disposition toe keep
on terms of close friendship with her.
«

S Dolores.

She had noticed, of course,

a_ constraint _in thel’s
manner, but she seemed determined
to be in high spirits and see nothing.

She went to.the window as she
spolce. _ .

Outside the window rose the big
branches of an elm-tree, but beyond
that was a wide view of the old quad
and the playing ficlds.

Fellows could be_seen already
gathering on tho junior foolball
ground for the match.

“ Yes,” eaid Ethel. o

“\What a charming room !

“Yes " »
_ ¢ And you have it all fo yourself?

«Fxcept when Mrs. Ilolmes’s nicco
is here,”” said Ethel. **Sho is ".:l'"
girl, and o kind friend of mine.

Dolores’s

dusky face clouded.
“You have many friends, Ethel?™
* Yes.”

“You love this other very much?”

‘€ Very much. i
Dc‘;o;;'s compressed her lips. .
 And she is your chum, as you ca

About Figgina. i
O this is your room?” said

ltY"h 1 iled

mni .
’P‘:l();. ::o. not that! You see, the
{a pearly ten years older than I am—

rr:(rui:‘t:d;”wnmnn. Dut we arc great
The Spanish girl's face cleared, hut
the shadow on it, though only
momentary, had shown what a depth
of jealousy there might be in the
Dassianate heart.

L don't like you to hava other
lf‘rlcmls beside me, Ethel,” she said.

1 know it is =illy of me, but I shall
never have another chum.”

Ethel was silent.  She could not
help thinking that if Dolores valued

extraordinary. Figgins i ono of |ll'.'?
best and kindest boys in the school,
said Ethel, with a Jittle warmth.
Dolores gave her a sidelong glance.
“And n very particular [riend ©
yours, Ethel dear?” she asked.
**Not moro than the others.
® “Jlonour?" .
“Of course!"” said Ethel, ""”'}:":;
first appearanea of irritation ohrx”llk‘

shown. “How oddly you
Dolores! I dona't quite understand
you." .

“You have not noticed that
Figgins—"" 4

Dolores paused. diseuss

FEthel

match.”

*“‘Well, wa don’t want to re¢ “}Iﬁ,
beginning,” said Dolores. I'F"f:'-
be a frightful bore, of course. o
ball matches always are.

“T don’t think =o." i

“Oh, you have such carious fastes,
Fthel!' ~ What is there to see in o
football match?” said Dolores lﬂ:li
patiently. ; ' But, nj'[ course, I
Figgins 1s playing—— =

E'i' v\ixhpi;({u would ?ot n’v'entmn
Figgins in that way, Dolores.
r]‘g“i'ory well., I n’;xppnsc you know
all the boys ?"’

“Yes, I think so.”

“Jlow lucky you arm to have =@

cousin like Arthur! What did you
Y 97" e
“\We shall hnv? to be quiclk, dear.
Dolores yawned,
‘“Oh, “c{y well! But T do love to
have you do my hair, Fthel! I.t
makes me feel calm and contonh::i.
and I am not always calm, am I?

Fithel smiled a little. "

“No, indeed you are not, Dolores.

“Put I am enjoying this after-
noon,” sad Dolores. ‘Tt is delight-
ful ! Figgins is a_curious fellow. I
can fee quite easily that he attaches
immense importance to his game of

football, and it seems very odd to
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{rl' jt his duty
. Ile_told :1:
Towser: an inr‘lmu‘ &
o h FHerries of th

harming

Thay went
round in
ﬁnppcn_ml,
ll(‘l‘;l(‘i ‘l‘.}“n
bhut il
r:.:"politn, and ha
talk ff_
nbout his
ibla subject
; h. j
!‘i‘)lc:;c:rcs Jistened with a ch
ile.
mn"\'un ought t
Ilerries, delightec

oo Dimm,"”
loto have lnundvao
d a listener. o1 !ll:rb)niu
sec him n!';‘r the match,

1 jss Pelham. . R
ol (()Tm I :l:lusuld love to!” . ;l-:\:c!
Dolnr;; « am so fond of spaniels >
Ilerries {umpx‘d.
::::J:-x:.mp lq);dn't you 8ay
id a bulldog,"

“Oh, a bulldog !, -

o ‘x{:s 2 said Herries; “a rcul-by;]
one, vou know, and bites like a vlcﬂ;
If you put your hand in his mon
he'dl have it right off in one enap. i

Dolores gave a little shriek, anc
Herries roared with )nugh(gr. I

Jack Blake gave him an inquiring
I0'-’}‘—1".“ just telling Miss Pelham
about Towser,” chuckled li't'-rnes_
“Miss Pelhamn is fond of dogs.

“Yes, indeed I nm_."nsaldul_)olgr'-es
ightly; *‘and especially collies .
br]F’?oa‘ner . is a bulldog, Miss
Pelham.” e
“*I mean bulldogs, of course,”” sard
Miss Pelham, with a charming emile:
Ilerries looked a little puzzled.
they had reached the ground
and tha subject of dogs had to

he was o

1 be dropped.

,
=

\\\\\“ﬂ% \\‘Juluﬂ ;" i’
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/| position had

“Ycs, | am very fond of dogs,” sald Dolores brightl wg,
ppd . “Bpaniels! | sald Towser '\:;n n‘l?:ﬁ':gg

" Herries |
Miss Pclham.”
her so much, she might have acted in
a different manner that afternoon.
But Dolores was resolved not to see
that anything was the matter,
Dolores was in one of her mast wilful
moods that day. i
“What a charming old place this
is, Ethel!” she exclaimed.  *‘And
the boys are very nice! Will you
help me with my hair, love? That

]

dash in the trap has made it quite

What a dear ln'llnw your

untidy. 0
cousin is to let me drive!"

“ Arthur is always kind."

“Very different from the tall per-
son,” said Dolorvs, with a yawn, as
Ethel unbound her lhwlc masses of
hair—* the—the Wiggins, I think his

aAm 18
oA Figgins,” said Ethel.

- Figgins. What an extra-

i v name !"' .5
orﬂli“hn\'a never moticed that.it is

COUSIN ETERI?

me.  Well, il you really thj v
ouﬁnt to hurry, I suppose I mu‘s‘k"“’e
1 wish you would, dear, They
will think we do not care if we miss
the kick-off, and after Arthur has
:lnkﬂ_l: th’?l tlroukb]e to drive over for
3, it will look ungraci Y
you think so?" Ll DO“E
i‘ Tossilily
Jolores’s tone implicd th, i
not care very much how ll.t' T‘o‘:k?-ldd
Sho had said she would hurry, but
she ellowed hersell ample time. %l‘\‘
looked at the reflection of her ;;lnnlk\-e
beautiful Tace carefully jn the glasa,
:nd lgaro llxer hair and dress g Bnal
ouch or two to k
’.']'-ﬁnn. make them Per-
Ethel watched thesn ion
with ill-concealnd imput,::g:mh:r
was beginning dimly 1o realisa lth 't
thero was likely tg be -

between her naturo ang l.)ol‘tl:r’::':l
H

Camp-chairs in an advantageoas
iti been arranged for the
two girls when it was pleasing to
them to sit down, but for the present
they stood to watch.

The two tcams turned out into the
field. Ethel's eyes ran over all her

old friends. She gave them mnods
and bright smiles. >
There were Figging, Kerr, and

Wynn on the New Ifouse side, pro-
minent among the rest of the team.
On the School ITouse side Tom Merry
wes captain, and D’Arey and Digbs.
Bluke and Ilerries, Lowther and
Manners, Reilly and Noble, Glyn and
Dane backed Lim up. They were
two fine teams, and towering over
them was Lefevre, of the Fifth, who
was referee, in Norfolk jacket and
whistle complete.

The kickoff fell to the Schoal
House, and the ball rolled, and ihe
two teams dashed into the game with
gr]c:t vigour. ‘

was junior football, with plent
of rush and Lick, but it was ﬁm[ footy-
ball all the samec. Ilouse matches
were very keenly contested at St.

‘[].‘i‘"‘ls‘. and bofh' Tom Merry and
oargn;i‘ms had their men in splendid
Dolores glanced at the & h
House junior captai; i 5o
fheaze h.‘r‘_ ‘t':cr;lnm with a new

«*Who is that, Ethel?™ «he ask

“Tom Merry,” said i-:xh:»}l‘.‘ s

"()_h, that is Tom M :
Yes. i

€ . =

DO]G‘!":S.“ very good-looking,” sajd
And once more Ethel wa i

d o s co s

ﬁf aJar. Tt had never occu :‘r’:&o‘l‘o

er to think whether Tom Merry

was good-l_‘wkln[g nrbnnt Why did

of ings—aboy,

nlll.‘kil:elnh A ““_m;uc things—ahoye

“thel did not reply to the r
She k her eyes intently ﬁgrl:l"l:

A ept
the Kame, which was Erowing faet

and furious.
—_—

School Ho'ne versus New House,

o OAL Y
' Hurral ™

Dolores had 1
to watch the ﬂi';gil::n:;] .‘:i:{l
3 3
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(Conzinunt.)
Ie had made a wild clutch to save,
but the Teather had evaded  Lis
finger-tips, and tho ball was in the
net. The  School . House  players
were  grinning with  delight; “thoe
School | crowd round the ropes
were rouring applause.
“Goall”
**Bravo, Tom Merry I"
“What is 3t 1" asked Dolores,
“A gonl,” raid Ethel,
“Who hLas taken it 1™

“Tom Merry—lor the School
House.””

“Oh!  And is the game finisled
now 1"

Cousin Ethel laughed.

“Ob, no! They play for an liour
and n half, and (Le greater number
cf goals wins the match, dear.”

Dolores stifled a yawn.

““An hour and a hall?" she taid.
“Yen'

“And  they have played ten
minutes so far,” said Dolores, look-
ing at her little gold watch,

**Yes, about.”
“Oh!™
Cousin  Ethel looked at ler.

Fatty Wynn had fisted out the ball
a little crossly, and the players were
reliring to the centre of (ho field
for the restart.
““Are you
Cousin Tthel.
“Oh, no!” .
“Will you sit down "
“1 may as well,”
Dolores sat down
camp chairs. Cousin BEthel saf down
beside her. Ethel fclt more out of
harmony than ever with her friend.
Why had Dolores come to the match
if she were tired of it in ten minutes ?
The answer, of course, was obvions.
Dolores had come for the excursion,
not for the football match; watching
it was the price she was willing—
or unwilling—to pay for the outing.
It was not an uncommon case, of

tired, dear?' acked

in one of the

, Al a2
% the

“Yah! This nin't Noggar 1"

The referee's whistle Tang oot

U'ratt was penalised, nnd Consin
Lthel went on (o explain the nntter
to Dolares; but sho soon found that
the Spanish girl was nof listening.
The play was growing hotter and
botter, and Ethel wae keonly in-
terested, and sho soon 1eft Doloros to
hersell, and watched the game,

It seemed ages to Dolores hefore
the whistle rang for the inte rval.

Az the play ceased, and  (he
l»lnyrrs trooped  off the field or
ounged abont it, resting, Dalores

turned cagerly to Ethel,
*Is it over, Ethel?™
“The first half."
“On!"

“There will be
minutes, ™

“And then—""

. ;I‘Eon the second half."

“Qh 1

an interval of five

A group of players came over fo-
wards the edge of the field whero the
two girls were. Figgins beamed at
Cousin Ethel.

“It's a  warm game,
Lithel.”

“Yes, indeed,
it.” said Lthel.

““We haven't scored yet,” Figgins
remarked. * Sun against us, you
know,"”

Cousin Tithel siniled.

“Yes, T know,"” she said,

“It will be a bit different in {he
second half, of course.”

“Wathah  not!" said D'Arcy.
“The sun hasn't anythin’ to do with
it, deah boy. We're not beatin’ you
in the sun—we're beatin' you in the
carth,”

“Beating  us!”  said Figgins.
“Look here, if you aro going to ba
humorous—""

“Weally, Figgins

“Daon’t crow too soon, Gussy !
said Tom Merry, slapping tha swell
of St. Jim's upon the back. “Many
a slip "twixt the ball and (he goal,
you know."”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy

“I wasn’t quite ready for that
goal, cither,” said TFatty Wynn.

“You won't be weady for the
next, deah boy.™ v

“ Rats !" s

“ 14 u say wals to me, Fatty

Cousin

and T'm enjoying

”

”»

course.  “*Ethel remembered the en-
closure at Lord's during a public
school cricket match—sisters and
cousins and aunts waiting or walking
about liztlessly while the cricketers
played, wondering all the time what
the fellows could sce in the game,
and how long they would be, and
why (hey should prefer bowling a
leather ball at three sticks in the
ground instead of coming to lave
a cosy tea and chat.

To a girl who did not understand
the game, after oll, it was bound to
be a bore; and a fellow who took a
girl to sce one, without acquainting
her with how it was played, de-
served to suffer the result. But with
Dolores it was not only ignorance
of the game—it was complete in-
diffierence, Ethel tried (o explain to
her, but the Spanish girl was hardly
Jistening, )

“You see Blake now,” explained
Ethel. “He is taking the ball along
the touch-line. He is outside-right.
He is trying to beat Kerr—outside-
left on ‘the New Houso side, I
don't think he'll beat Kerr—he is too
starp for him. There, sce, Kerr has
sent the ball (o his inside.”

“Why didn’t Blake pick it up?'”
asked Dolores earclessly.

, Counin Fthel could not lielp laugh-
ing.

“This is  Association,” sho ex-
plained.  “Ilands are not allowed.
It is in Rughby that the ball is passed
by hand.”

“Oh, indeed ! Are there two kinds
of foothall, then?"

In the face of a question like that,
Ethel hardly knew what to say.

“Yes, dear,” shio replied at last.

“DBut T saw the plump boy—what
do you cail him—"

“Wynu—the goalkeeper.”

“Yes. Well, T saw him pick up
tle ball i1 his hands.”

“* Yes, the goalkeeper is allowed (o
handle the ball, within bis own area,
you fee”’

“O0h, T spe!™” -

**Ah! There! Listen!

Tho ~Bchool -
rearing.

“ Handa

“Yah!"

“Play the gama!"

Pratt, of the New House, at half,
had handed fhe ball down, quite un-
intentionally, in the axcitement of
the moment.  Bat the crowd were
vigilant. The roar rang like n
storm over the footer fiold.

IIands!"
House crowd was

Hands I

“Iands !
“Where's the refereo?”

EMPIRE.—No. &
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‘saved,

Wynn—+

‘“And many of 'em!”
Wynn emphatically.
* Weally, Wynn
“Don't crow, Cussy

soid Fatty

Sti\!‘ " Anl:\‘:‘r:gletﬁ 1 El“pire‘”

——

Dumderous cheers from the Now
Ilonse supporters. :

Ethel clapped her little Tiands,

“

1" sho eried.

ravo .
Dolores lonked al her.
“What is  it?" <o asked.

* Another gonl?" .

“No; Wynn is saving splendidly.
There were two that looked cerinin,
and he has stopped them both!

“OR!"™ said Dolores carelessly.

“It is yery interesting, Dolores,
il you would only fake a little in-
tevest in " enid Ethel, with a
touch of reproach in her voice.

Dolores Juughel.

Iarder and harder the School
House pressed their attack, but
Fatty Wynn was too good for them.
As fast o3 the leather was whizzed
in, & Welsh fist or a Welsh foot was
ready for it, and it came out again.

And at last the backs cleared, and
the fight went swaying oway to mid-
field. " The School House railied, and
stroye to press lome the attack
again, but the New ITousc held their
ground.

The Scliool ITouse had shot their

bolt, for the present, at least. The
New Ilouse advanced, and Tom
Mcrry  realised thet defence was

needed now.
ITe brought hLis nen together {o
defend the goal, and a tussle waged

in the School ITouse half, Tom
Merry & Co. striving in vain tfo
clear.

And now Kerr, out on the wing,
captured the ball, and ran in well,
and, heaten by ITerries al. back,
passed in fo Figgins. Figgins cap-
tured the ball, beat Clyn ensily, and
slamined it in. And Dane in goal
hed no chance,

There was a roar from the New
ITouse crowd.

“Goal!”

“lurrah, Figgins!"

“Goal! Goul!

Tt was the fir
IHouse.

score for the New
And as Figging's namo rang

out in a wild yell of applauee,
Dolores showed o little gleam  of
interest,

Y Thad was Figgins?" she asked.

Cousin Etleel did not reply.  Sho
was on her fect, clapping her hands,
and her ey»s were dancing.

Dolores smiled strangely.

Cousin Lthel sat down azain as the
teams lined-up for the restart, and
then Dolores repeated her question.

*That was Figgins ¥

s
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Your Chum about Cousin Ethel.

LTl

b Gt s

“Weally, Blake, if you hint that
I am ewowin'™—"
ip! - .
“Hallo! There's the whisile!”
“You are intewwuptih’ me, Tom
Mewwy,”
“ There's the whistle, ass!™
“I weluse to” Le called an aes.
And you are intewwuptin” 1
**Oh, come on!" said Blake, grasp-
ing his chum by the arm, and rush-
ing him off towards the centre of
the field. and D’Arcy’s voice died
away in vain expostulation, :
“They are beginning again%”
asked Dorlores. '
‘Yes."

“ Another  three-quarters of an
hour? % =
“Yes. I am_sorry you are so
bored, Dolores. If you had told me,
1 would not have come here to-day.
We could have done somcthing you
would have liked better.” 5

“Oh, no; [ am glad to come,” said
Daolores.

But her expression as she watched
the resumption of the footer match
was a sufficiently plain’ indication
that it was not the football that she

wns glad to come for.
T House hard now. In spite of

the advantage gauined by the
chiunge of ends, Figgins & Co. did
not ecem to benefit much. A sus.
tanined attack by the School House
resulted in o goal scored by Arthur
Augustus D'Arey, with a splendid
long kick that beal Fatty Wynn all
the way. [Fatty Wynn did not look
pleased. 1le was the star goalie of
the- New Ilouse juniors, und he had
been beaten twice between the posts.
Fatty Wynn did not mean it to
happen again. Ile was all eycs and
hands now. Tie School 1Touse attack
vy still pressing hard, but Fatty
and saved' again, amid

Glory for Figgins. ;
OM MERRY and his merry
men were pressing the New

“Yes,” said Ethel, *“({hat
Figgins. 1le has taken a goal I'"

And she was watching with all her
cyes now,

That success had heartened the
New House attack, ond they were
fairly swurming round the School
House goal within a few minutes
after the whistle.

Figgins was thinking of Fthel's
eyes upon him, and, like a knight
of -old, he fought far more valiantly
with a fair lady's eyes to watch his
deeds.  Figgins seemed to play like
two men that afternoon.  Alone,
almost, he beat the School House
halves, and kicked for goal with the
backs almost upon him. And again
Clifton Dano was beaten, and  the
ball rolled in the net. Figgins rolled
himself on the grass the noxt second,
with Herries rolling over him; but
what did Figgins care? Ile sat up,
dazed, to hear the inspiriting roar
round the erowded field :

“Goal I”

“Bravo !"
¢ The score was equal now, with ten
minutes more to play. Doth sides
were prelly well played out; but
they went at it again hammer and
tongs, oqually determined that the
game should not end in o draw.
There was no ngre show play; no
skying of the ball just for bluft, It
was deadly play, with the Lest the
fellows had in them thrown into it
Both sides meant business; and here
end there could bo seon a fellow
simply stranded, gasping for breath,
with never a run loft in him.

Loud rosa tho shouts of the crowd
now,

“* Go it, School House 1"

**One wore goal, Figgy !

“Buck up, New Ilousa "

*Play up there! DPlay up!”

But the minutes were creeping on,
The struggle wns in midfield now,
but it broke and eddied up to the
School House goal. Twice Dane
flung oat the ball, and yet again, but

was

this (ime it met a binrd head—the

ciering—and came back into
Il‘]'-:‘\‘]"'r.nrnl] IITLgr:nj\ rnmv'w- frou !:: rln’t:'..
l‘“l','nml Dane wasn L Il‘u'|y"I ;‘:)nrh'
rapping return. There v as !
“Goal!"” S
“Figgy's donn it!

“Ilurrah ! ’
3 tng v ousa
“New Ilouse wins! New II

“Bravo, Figgy '™

Truly, ‘lm "ﬁfw 1lousa had won,
for there wera hut two minutes more
of play, and the whistle went \l'll}l
the score unchanged. The New
1ouse had won with threa gonls to
two, and Figgina—the great IMigging
—had scored all three of the win-
ning goals! e

It was glory for Figgins, and no
misliake! .

I1is comrades clustered round him
as he came off the field, thumping
him on the back, while the crowd
cheered themselves hunrsn.’

Figgins was the hero of the hour,

Liven the School IHouse fellows,
little pleased as they were by their
defeat, joined in cheering I'H,'_gms.

“Iiggins! Figgins! Bravo,
Tiggins!"”

"“”éoml old Figgina!”

Figgins bore his blushing honours
thick upon him with a good grace.
There never was s mare modest
fellow than Tiggins, or a fellow less
likely to suffer from an attack of
swelled head,

Beat of all to Figgins was a clap
from a pair of little hands, and a
bright glance of congratulation froin
blue eyes. o

Dolores looked almost irritable.

 What has IFiggins done, Ethel #"
she asked.

*““Won the game,” said Lthel.

“ A1l by himsel[?"

“Well, he kicked all the goals for
his side.”

*“Is it over now?"

* Yes,” said Ethel, laughing.

“Thank goodncss!” murmured
Dolores,

Great Preparations !

OM MERRY & CO. were pretty
T well fugged out hy thnt gruel-
ling match; but “after a rub-
down and chancing  their
clothes, they felt pre well them-
selves again.  Looking very ruddy
after the exereise, they clustered
round Cousin Ethel and” her friend
in the hest of humours.  Every School
House fellow had a separate cxplana-

r}.
&
it
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,tion why the School Iouse hadn't

won.  The explanations did rot all
tally oo with another, but that did
not matter. The New Ilouse explana-
tion of tho circumstaneo was that
they had played a better game, an
idea that wus scouted by the School
House fellows as absurd. Dut there
was high good-humour on both sides;
the fellows knew how to give and
take, and football successes were so
evenly divided between the two
Houses as a rule that honours could
be considered casy. And tho pre-
sence of Cousin Ethel made it im-
possible for anybody to bo in any-
thing but a good temper,

Tom Merry, immediately hie knew
that Cousin Lthel was coming to seo
the mateh  that afternoon,  had
planned a really gorgeous tea in the
study for tho cntertainment of tho
two girls from St. Freda's. Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy had insisted that
the feed should Do in his own study ;
but Tom Merry pointed out that his
room was lavger and that the number
nf' -gucsts  would  be considerable.

Arey  gracefully  conceded  the
point, but only on condition that ho
was allowed to contribute a full half
towards the feed. That was agreed
to, and Fatty Wynn, of tho New
House, had been entrusted with tho
shopping—a task he was fully equal
to, for, of course, Figging & Co, iand
to como to tho tea. Whenever (ousin
Ethel had tea in the School ITouse,
thera was n goneral feeling  that
Figgins ought to be jnvited, though,
as a mewber of the rival House, he
was lmblq_- ta Le seized and bumped
severely il he entored the School
Houso “on all'y other oceasion.  The
four chums of Study No. 6 were com-
g, too, and, of course, Tom Merry
and Manners and Lowther would be
there, and, with the two girls, Tom
Merry's study was likely to bo well
filled.

But did that matter? * Kind hearts
are mors than coronets,” Mannors
said, when tho subject came up; and

Look out for our NEW Story.

T"E_I‘;M?IRE LIBRALY,

Cutry Wi,
Oue Hylfj oy

ds;
lm-y?'
—

althaugh 1l guotation g -
really very AppSsite, it wor "t e,
that it wan g, And Al gy, “reeg
were dotermined 1y be in n-*‘v.d,
humeur and make thinga g, 5%
everybady elae, surely (e "’_;‘y'? b
Imur"l to be a puccess, In (.1
[’M“"‘v 8t all times and plage,
10 successes if that golde, ruf, il
carelully obwrred, ? %y
Leaving the two g, Fredy
in charge of Figging @t D'\M ¥,
somo  other  juniors, 1he ‘.;"l )
Three had gone off 1o thaj 7
aftee the match to get the yor "
Dolores knew that teg jp 3"
was coming, und she W Ondupe,
much what it would ba [ik, B
looking forward to iy With oy, ¥4
Tom Merry, Manners, ond [, M.
set to work cheerfully jp oy ey
It was always considered ,-'”.'
to entertain & girl to e, :n.lll"'
a girl as Cousin Ethel gy A U higy
tion anywhere. By
Tom Merry cast an anviouy 51
about the familiar ol “,.d"'f"rrg
entered. It scemed g him g ) be
shabbicr than usual. ® ity
Perhaps it was the CONtrag
Cousin Ethel's bright face and
frock. The liero of the Shell [
round him quite disparaging| nlie

* Better dust up the study 3 1:,.
W, Y a Ljg

iy,
"y
Yery

aliy

adt

he remarked. e had P
once, I remember. Do You {_‘. ey
whero it is, Lowther?  © %9

“ Blessed il T do ! g

“Manners, old mnn.d \E-ﬂ"”'i:
you done with tho duster ™ e

“Ilaven't seen jt for
years,” said Manners,

Torn Merry sniffed.

Y Look lere, we must
study.””

* Detter  got tea,” g,
Lowther. * Vigzing & Cu.dnrel'::!r
ing in at five exactly, and gl,"-uf:
peckish. You know what “Fyy
Wynn is.  And the girls—r ~

“Yes, but we ought to male
sr.ud‘v\ r}:-ccm for the girls" E

* Well, uso a pocket-handkerelt s

“Riglithot ' -

om  Merr, jerked be
pockvt-]mu(]l\'crychi(:‘f from hiI;mI‘,‘f:;‘L:-‘
and began to dust the mantelpis,,
with it.” Lowther gave a roa,

M You ass! Giramé my hanly 1"

mnnL,.:- A

dust g,

“I'm dusting.”

“Give it me, you frabjous as!"

“Well, it's jolly dusty now, if |
did giva it 1o you,” said Tom Merrs,
“ You'd bettemgo and get another
old fellow." 3

And Monty Lowther, with 2 eon
of wrath, did go and get another.
Tom Merry grinned, and continued
to dust the study. ile certninly made
an_improvement, but the handker

chicf was in a decidedly grubly cop.
dition by the time he had finished,
*“Gettin' on all wight, deah bo
It was Arthur Augustus D' Arey's
voice at the door.
* Hallo!"" sajd Tore Merry, * (o
to lend a hand ¥
* Yaas, wathah!"
“Right-ho!  Get
will you?"
D’Arcy paused.
o was dressed in his most elagant
garments, and fetching in coals cer-
tainly did not seem quite in accord:
ance viith his appearance,
*Ya-a-as, deah boy,"” he said ut
ast.
And lie bore awayr the seuttle in 2
gingerly manner.
*1Ia, ba, ha!"” roared Manners
D’Arey came back in a few minutes
He was not alone. Jameson, of the
Third, was carrying the scuttle, fol
of conls. Jameson was grinning. He
was gencrally so grubby that a little
coal-dust made no difference to him.
He brought the scuttle into the
study, and sct it down, and was Th
sented with sixpence by the swel of
tho Fourth. Jamecson bit the s
pencoe  to make sure that it was 8
good one—a procecding that D) .\*‘1
viewed with silent indignation—an
then went out, with a chuckle.
“* Anythin’ clse, deah boys? askeld
D'Arcy.
Tom Merry looked ronnd the studs.
“Yes; make the toast.”
*"he—the tonst,” .
*Certainly " said Manners, '+
cut the bread already. We only “""’.“
about a dozen rounds made, nﬂ;i ‘a'
fire’s burning beautifully.  Go ahead.
and mind you don't burn it!” = mn
“Vevy well, deal bog,’" s
D'Arcy fecbly. ’ Ny
He ‘was rather regresting by }\‘ul
time that he had come to help. e
ho could not retreat. He sat on ¢
cnd of the fender with the lu.«ll'l‘&"
fork, and began to toast. ) “"ﬂa
Lowther came hack to the studx 2
erinned as he saw D'Arcy at wor
**Good old Gussy!' he (\((‘l.lll;[ .
*“Go nhead! Are you fond of makin
toast?"
(Further advrentures of Co

in some coals,

wies reidl be described
Aumber of the ** Empire” Lilirarv.)
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THE LAND OF THE BLACK.

(Continued.)

nights when T Tound 1l elephants
gotting so cheeky, I know thoy'd
chargo tha camp ona of these nights
before they'd finished,  Secms ta e
1 n:‘wl a fow odds o ends, any-
w

A few! Why, you young ra<cal,
you've Wessd woll Raved *alf n doyen

ivea at least, to say nothing o' (he
whole outhit!™ roand old )1 rting.
“You're—you're—wall, theae, I'm

reappered af you ain't
an’ that’s a fact)”

“Knocked the elephanis ont, any.
wav, dad,” Hurold laughed. :

And Gonawonga und his friends, to
whom  rockela  wers  unknown
wonders, looked at eacli other, cach
#|ying in an awed whisper;

*Magic! Magicl”

It had not struck Harold that the
r[m(-d(- might striko them that way
Nor was he prepared to have the
whole camp—porters, gun-bearcrs,
and all-fling themselves down on
their faces bofore him in fear and
trembling, gaspmg and muttering;

“Maeie! Megicl Magic!”

But they did.

o kovock-out,

Golly I xald
back to bad.

A cool, calm act, quite characteristio
of Marolil Sazon, by the wey.

Iarold, and wemt

. . . . . v

They had now baen four days in
the Tand of Morr, and had marched
parhaps sisty miles, and, as 1larold
expected, the character of the land
began to chango roon after they
boagan their forward march on e
day after the elephant raid.

It was curious, this change of
country. It ceased gradnally to bo
ko other land all over Afvica that
is 80 far known to the white man. It
became quite a land of its own—in
other words, in fact, it became just
Morr,

Gradually the colour of the soil
darkened. * Mile after mile, us they
marched, it turned from light sandy
colour to light brown, then to
chocolate, and then to black. The
plains and rolling slopes vanished.
Rocks, cliffs, piles  of boulders,
ravines, and single fangs of rock
began to frown above the trecs on
each side.

(Thix thrilling adventure yarn will be
continued next 1eeek,)
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¢ The Rivals of St. Kit's. 3
Q By CHARLES HAMILTON. ' Q
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- A Short Instalment of this Popular School Talo 0
[ 2] for Old Readers. g
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Squire Lacy’s Laot Blow.
T that momont ho dared any-
A thing. Mr. Slaney was already
reaching up to grasp him from
within, rather (o save Lhim from
his own rashness than to maka him a
prisoner.  The squire cluded his
grasp, sct his teeth, and desperately
sprang. =
Mr. Slaney gave a cry of horror.
* He is lost
o clambered upon the sill. Where
had the desperate man gone!? That
frantic spring had carried the squire

upon the nearcst branch “of an
adjacent tree, Lug the branch was not
equal to Lis

erghit.

ITis* hands grasped it, his fingers
closed upon it tenaciously, and the
branch bent and cracked and broke!

One wild, despairing cry escapnd
the lips of the wretched man as lio
shot downwards into the darkness.

“Heavens,"” muttered Mr. Slaney—
“liravens!”

Thud |

A faint, dull sound from the dark-
ness below, o deep groan, and silance!
Mr. Slaney stepped down from the
window, white as chalk. Tlhe hand
that lield tho lamp tremnbled and
thook. ==

“Who was it, l{:oys? Po
know? A burglar, of courset”

1t was Squﬁ-lc Lacy of Lynwood !"

The chums of the Fourth Form re-
turaed to where they had teft Talbot.
Ila Lad taken off lis jacket. In the
light of the Iantern his face was
deadly white, and his shirt showed
red, “drenched with blood. Pat
uttered a cry.

**Talbot, vou aro wounded "

Arthur Talbot smiled faiuntly. |

“d¢ is only a scratoh,” ho said.
“The knife glanced along my ribs.
He meant ill enough, but it was a
Llow at random. It is only a scratch.
Whero is thesquire?” -

“He jumped {rom the window at
tha end of the corridor, and fell in the
Close,” answered Pat quietly.,

. . - . . .

Within tlie anclent walls of St.
§il'a the Squire of Lynwood lay

ying!

There Lad been no liope for Rupert
Lacy from ths fint. 'The fall from
the window Lad shattered the strong
frame, and the marvel was that iie
yet lived.  1fe lived, half conscious,
whilo another day ren its gourse.
Night was falling” again, and with
the spent day the life of Rupert Lucy
was ebbing,

There lad been strango news for
St. Kit's when tho school awoke that
morning.  The discovery that bad
been made overnight had cleared the
name of Arthur Talbot.  The most
olntinate of hiln enemies could not
donubt him further.

IHis innocence was proved. Eldred
Lacy had been the thief—or, to be
more correct, had brought n‘mut the
theft in order to throw guilt upon
Talbot.

vou

was no doubt that ho had planned to
rnin Talbot, and that but for the
clums of the end stody his success
would lLaye been complete,

Now tha truth was known.

It camo a< a stunning blow to (le
prefect.  la had not dreamed of this;
when hea least expected it, his fate had
found Limn out.

But the accident to the squire {hrew
oven this into tho «hade. <

It was impossible to expel Eldred
Lacy from the school when his
brother lay dying within the walls of
3t Kit's,

Tho Tlead spoke to the prefect

plainly—yery plainly; it was made-

clear that L. was to leave St.
Kit's, and there the matter cnded.
Talbot received  congratulations

frem all sides. Fellows who had been
down upon Lim all the time came up
and bezged his pardon openly; and as

Arthur was not a fellow to bear
malice, he allowed bygones io be
) rones.

Trimblo and Cleeve left St. Kit's
that morning, it Leing pretty well
known that they lind been expelled,
although the ‘expulsion was not
public; and so the greatest enemy of
the chums was gone, uever to trouble
thew: again,

The hours that bLrouglt deall
nearer to the Squire of Lynwood
brouzht recovery to Seth Black.

His first demand when he awoko to
his surroundings was for Arthur
Talbot.

Talbot came to Lis bedside at once.

The injured man turned a pale and
ghastly face towards him in tho
shaded sick-room.

““Is that you, Master Talbot?’ le
asked, peering at the athletic figure
beside his :

*Yes,” said Arthur quietly,

“ How did I come lLere?’ " . .

* You were picked out of the river
and carried lieve,”

“Who did it?” ’

The ruffian’s voice and look were
strangely eager, .

“Idid,” #aid Talbot quietly.

“I thought 0. 1 had a_sorter
feclin'—as if T had dreamed it—that
I was in the water, and I seed your
fuce, Master Talbot. I felt it must bo
vou who had saved me.”

‘T'albot nodded. ) ¥

“You must not talk much,” he
said. “I can Jonly stay a few

minutes with you
- tate, I know. DBut

I'm in a bad
I shall get well 7

‘The doctor says so." *

“Good! I shall get well, if that
murderous villain does not get at mo
again. You know who threw me in
the river?”

*Yes, I think I know.”

*It was Squire Lacy,”

“T thought »o.” .

" He met me on the bridge that
night, pretending to give mc monoy,
and be tricked mo down to tho bank
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APPINESS is a jolly fine thing
H except to write about.  It's no
greal shakes then. I've already
found that out since I started

this column,

If you were asked fo writo about
happingss, you would jumnp for jo{.
no doubt, if you could get somebody
elsn to write it for you, but you
wouldn't if yon couldn't.

Now, hefore losing mysell in this
rreat subject, I am going to mako
somebody happy by offering n prize
of 2. 6d. (o lrm reader who sends the
bost-written lotter deseribing how ho
likes this papor and what faults he
can honestly find in it to

ONE OF US,
The * Empire Library,
2329, Bouverie Street,
London, I..C.

There are thousands and thousands
and thousands of ways of jretting
happiness—hreaking  windows, for
instance, coting until your buttons
pop off, lopping the wag, wearing
yonr collar inside out, taking your
wuby brother iuto the park and for-
getting all aboul him while having n
“go" round the houses on a chum'’s
skates, being invited out to tea and

not turning up, watching the back of
your schoolmaster disuppear, hearing
that your school has Llown down,
taking the boy who has never given
you & Dbirthday present to tho
dentist’s, falling downstairs so as to
be on hand when your rich aunt
comes round, cte., cte., cle., ele., cte.

The boy next door may find it for
a time in meking faces at you over
the garden wall, or by pressing his
pretty face agajnst the window-pano
of tho jerry-built house his papa is
supposed to pay rent for. DBut his
happiness is”very transitory—that is
to say, according to Nuttall, fecting
or apeedily vanishing—for when you
drop across that boy, you drop across
him with that now-I've-copped-you

ma

HREES

The object of these three columns Is to Interesy

How Munkey Kutts ought to be photographed,

to help to make happy all who
who don't Into doing so.

kind of fecling, and you don't forget
to make him bettor-lookxng.

Then you are happy and le is not,
until his father helps him dust the
place with you; then he is happy and
you are not. But when you meet him
out by himsclf again, ** What-ho!"

Some can find happiness in toking
their  friends’  portraits; but  my
advico to all who have to suffer from
this derangement of the liver is to
charge your friends so much an hour
for standing, for every kind of happi-
ness has to be paid for, believe me,
oxcept one, and that is when you can
help a chum over the stile,

< o - o

Wihile possing a photographer's the
other day, I wes struck by the im-
portant pose adopted by some of the
sitters. A few looked very concerned,
while nearly all had an anxious look
upan their faces that seemed to say:
“T hopo I come out better-looking
than I really am, because if I don't, I
shall go somewliere clse next time.
Seet?”

Gazing wistfully at the works of
art therein because I don't like to be
seen walking along cating bananas,
there was one of the specimens in tho

window that particularly caught my
eyo.

. This was a portrait of a fellow m
mff class, named | Munkey Nutts,
whom I was surprised to sce in an
unnatural position—for him. He
was standing still!

Drossed in his very best clothes, the
coat of which (vide advertisernent)
was skilfully cut, and hung in perfect
balance from the shoulders, ote,—I
don't think!—he was poised with his
baggy trousers crossed beside . a
modern, up-to-date, antique, deferred-

OUUMNY
fo Qurselves

~——

and ,

read them, and (o Worry

Muge
lbo,‘

had Leen snopped while ., °
cars polled, climbing
or falling iny N dieye
4
or !

garden wall,

But standing still—ngycr ~ney,

A SMART Boy.

" ©'Bobby, | cent you to th
grocer's, and told you to hun;

baci.”
“Yes, ma, but yau didn't 4oy

mo to hurry there.”
IIERE IS A TRICK YOU MIGHT
TRY.

Can you pick out a marked #hilling
from a 3s. 9d. covered hat? The pyt
is not obliged to be a 3. Od, hat 3
3s. 53 hat, a 83d. bat, a 3d. hat wi||
do as well, as long as it's a hat.

I've tried it, and failed.

These are the directions:

Procure three coins, if yon ean,
Three ha'pennies  will do; thres
shillings will do better. When sur
that they are quite free from the
warmth of the pocket or hand, drop
them into a hat, and cover them
with a handkerchief.

Ask a friend to select one—no mor
—and mark it so that it can be recog-

payment sidcboard. In ono of his
fists he held a book, which might
have been a treatise on ** How to get
out of a pantry quickly " or *“ How to
make g ghicken-run.”” It might have
been 1iGthing of the kind. .

. Tho other paw was gracefully grasp-
ing a large bunch of pickled cabbage.
It might havo been his sister's hat.
A rather worried look was seattered
over his—er—what shall I call jt?
I 1 say ugly faco, T shall be compli-
menting him unduly, If I say his
handsome face, I shall bo telling a
lie. So I'll split the difference, and
say his handsome ngly face,

Now, I think a lot of Munkey
Nutts. T have to. Ifo hit we once,
oh, such a conk, and my admiration
will last until that huppy day arrives
when 1 shall be cleverer than he is
with my fists. I am practising
muscular development on the quiet
night and day for that Yery purpose,
and kidney punches,

Quile overcome at the strange sight,
I flew into the nearest mrl\shop, and
devoured two penn'orth of ha penny
buns and  four sausage-rolls, for
Munkey Nutts is tho last boy 1 Lnow
to stand still.  Whencver [ seo him
he is either itching fofa fight, getting |

nised again.

Hold out the hat for it to be re

laced. Put your hand in under th
Enndkcrchiof. and take out the cuin,
which will be warmer than the re
maining two. =

Don't hutry over the productian »f
the coin, or you will give away the
trick.

I learnt these directions so well
that T could recite them backwards,
frontwards, and sideways, 1 talked
about them in my sleep, and whenever
I could get anybody to lend me ary
coins, I followed them—i.e., the dire-
tions. But I had such rotten luck
in borrowing the money, that by the
time I had found romcbody who was
cilly enough to oblige me, I Lad [or-
gotten how the trick went.

ONE QOF US

BONES: 4| don't know what 19
of

s mi
He liad succeeded for a time, | and 'Hrqck me down. A wonder ho 4 into a scrapoe, or getting out of one; | do, with :'l:orh:'fnt

but he was known in hLis truo colours [ didn't kill me; Lo meant to!"” and it's my humble opinjon that he

now. Of the intenlion to steal him- | The ruffian gritted his tecth. How Munkey Nutts |s would have looked mors natural, | yoNES: Hmake a chiropodist o

sell hs might be acquitied, but thero (To be concluded. ) I photographed. more true to life, more artistic il he him.”
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