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The Chief Characters in this Fine Story.

ARTHUR LOVELL, Loamshire’s champion bat.
He becomes a professional.  His uncle is ruined
by James Lagden. . )

KIT VALANCE, Toamshire's best bowler. He
first comes to notice in the Colts’ match, where he
takes Avthur Lovell's wicket. Tater he bcf.umea
Arthur’s firm chum. ;

GEOFFREY LAGODERN,

an amateur and a good
bat. He is bitterly jealous of Arthur Lovell,
whom he hates and endeavoure to injure. He is
Arthur’s rival for the band of Molly{Hilton. A
snobbish character.

JARIES LAGDEN,
uncle.

BLAME, Caplain of Loamshire, and the steady friend
of Arthur and Xit. He is Molly Hilton's cousin.

PONSONEY, Geoffrey Lagden's friend, and a man
of similar character—snobbish to a degree.

who has ruined Arthur’s

The first instalment tells how Arthur Lovell distin-
guishes himself in the Colts” match, in spite of the
efforts which Geoffrey Lagden puts forth to keep him
in the shade. In the second innings, just as Arthur is
about to take his place at the wicliet, Lagden tells him
that his uncle s a rnined man, thus pufting him off his
form. At the earliest possible moment he leaves the
ficld, and speeds towards London to learn exactly
what is amiss. His nnele tells him that James Legden
is the cause of his ruin.

Arthur realizes that he can no longer retain his posi-
tion as amateur cericketer for Loamshire, and sends in
hia resignation; but his friend Kit .Valance suggests
his turning professional.  Arthur thinks it a good idea,
and decides to do so. ITe rejoins his club, and in the

fivet innipgs of the mateh against Leicestershire he’

- tops the century.

16 is now that Arthur begins fo feel the change in
his pogition. One or two of the sncbbish amateurs
cut him dead. Iispecially is this the case with
Geofirey Lagden.  (ne night, after Arthur has escorted
Molly Hilton home at her own request, Lagden calls
him to aceonnt for doing so, and insults him. Ia o fit
of anger Arthur’s fist shoots out, and Lagden reels
 backwards into the swirling waters of the river on the
verge of which he has heon standing,

(Now follow his fortunes as detailed in the instalment
below.)

Frem the Jaws of Death! ¢
RTHUR LOVELL stood spellbound,
petrified for the moment by the horror
of what he had done. The river
rippled on at his feet} the white,
despairing face of Geoffrey Lagden had
vanished in the dusky waters,

1t had all passed in a flash; but it was only
for a moment that Arthuar stood thus, He was
quick to realise what had happened; quick to
act. He toro off his coat, and plunged into
the swift walers to the rescue of his enemy.

The current ran hard in this spot, and the
water was deep. Arthur Lovell was whirled
away, as his enemy had been; but he was a
splendid swimmer, and master of his move-
menta.

Lagden, he knew, was a poor swimmeér, and
doubtless the blow had dazed him. An icy fear
was gripping at the young cricketer’s heart—
the terrible fear that Lagden had gone to his
death in the deep waters,

Ile had not foreseen anything of this kind.
He had not realised the dangerous position in
which. Lagden was standing.  ITe had realised
nothing but the sting of his enemy’s palm upon
his cheek, and even now he could hardly blame
himself for the blow he had dealt in return,

But he would have given worlds fo recall it.
Lagden had provoked him beyond endurance;
but .if Lagden found his death in the deep
river, Arthur Lovall was none the less his mur-
derer!

That terrible word was already ringing in
Lovell’s ears. He must save Lagden—he must
save him! But whore was he?

The dusk of evening was thickening, and
here the shadows of the trees fell darkly over

the river. Where was Geoffrey Lagden?
“Help! ™ v
Arthur’s heart  bounded. Tt was Lagden’s
Vi i

oice.

“Help!” .

Some distance away a drooping branch
trailed almost on the surface of the water, and
Lagden had clutched af it desperately, and by
sheer Iuck caught it. T'wieo he had been under,
and his face was waxy-white, his brain reel-

ing. .

%Ie had cluiched the drooping branch, and
now hung to it desperately, while the current,
like some hungry monster beneath, whirled
round him and strove to tear him away from
his hold.

He could not have held on many minutes,
The branch drooped lower under his grip, and
an ominous crack came from above, The

waters thundered over Lagden’s head; hut he |

held on, and came up again, still clinging to the
failing branch.

“Help!”! o )

1t was his last cry, utterad instinctively, with-
out thought, for what help could bo nigh? The
last he would have looked for, as it happened.

A Fascinating New Story .of County Cricket.

Arthur Lovell, borne by the current and his
own - powerful strokes, was speeding to the
rescue.

Lagden’s senses were swimming. He felf
himsell slipping from his hold, without the
power to retain it.
grip upon his collar, and his head came out

well above the surface. He gazed round
wildly.
“Lovell! Curse you! I—"

Perhaps he thought in that confused moment
that Arthwr’s intention was hostile, Perhaps

‘the tervor of death (renzied him, as is often the

case with a drowning
struggle wildly, furiousiy.

“Keep still!” panted Lovell.
to save you.
still, man!”

Lagden did not seem to hear him,

He struggled like a maniae, gripping Lovell
vound the neck, and both of them went under
the surface. .

Well for Lovell was it that in that fearful
moment he did not lose his presence of mind.

man. He began to

i “I am here
Will vou drown us both? Keep

With a great, effort he tore himself loose from |

Lagden’s grip; but even then, exhausted as he
was, and in the grim shadow of death, he did
not abandon his enemy.  Je came to the sur-
face again, still gripping Lagden.

Suddenly he felt a2 firm |

| tween his teeth. *‘ You can go.

Written by CHARLES HAMILTON, and Iltustrated by E, E. BRISCOE.

rowly escaped death, and I thought you might
be inclined to act decently for once. I was mis-
talken. There is no need for words between us.
Let me help you away from here, and—"

" Lagden did not move. -

“I want none of your help!” he said be-
I shall manage
to get home without your assistance, Arthur
Lovell, and then——" )

“Don’t be a fool!™ said Lovell impatiently.
“You are done up, and I am ready to help
you. Come, be sensible?”

“1 tell you, I don’t want vour help, and will
not have it. Get out of my sight!’’ snarled
Legden. ‘1 hate you, Arthur Lovell, and what
has happened this night only makes my hatred
miore intense. 1 shall not forget that I nearly
came to my death at your hands.” .

“Your hatred will not hurt me much, I sup-
pose ! " said Lovell contemptuously.

“You shell see. I will bring you down to
the very dust, so that even Molly Hilton shall
despise you. Ab, that -makes you wince, does
it? I will—’

Lagden broke off. Lovell, without a word,

| had turned away, and now he strode up the

bank and dizappeared into the gloom. He felt:

| that he could not answer for himeelf if he re-

But the latter was now, fortunately, almost |

unconscious. Arthur shifted his grip to the
back of his collar, so as to be safe if he should
renew his struggles, and with his free arm
struck out for the shore.

During the struggle they had heen swept

down the centre of the stream, a mile or more |

from the spot where Lagden had fallen in.
The river ran between banks steeply. sloping,

on either side. Help there was none.

Lovell realised that, and he set
bravely to the task of fighting his way ashore
with his burden. 1
but he would not give in. Tt did’not even cross
his mind to leave Liagden. It was to be hoth,
or neither. ’ .

Bver afierwards that grim fight with death
was a ramembrance of horror to Arthur Lovell,
Lagden was a dead-weight upon him.

Twice, thrice he clutched up at the rushes on
the. bank, and the soft earth came away in
lumps under his clutch, and the current swept
him away again. :

But at last he gained a hold upon a willow
growing low over the river, and held on there
till his strength returned sufficiently for the
struggle to the shore. )

Exhausted, almost fainting, he dragzed him-
self through deep mud and clinging reeds at
last to the bank, and sank down there, utterly
worn out, with Lagden by his side.

It was a quarter of an hour before he
attempted to move. It was now quite dark,
with a glimmer of the rising moon far away
over the fields. " Lovell’s first thought was/ of
Lagden as he rose. He turned to his foe, and
found him conscious. He was lying on his
clbow, his eyes open, and watching Lovell.

Their glances met. !

“How did we get here?” said Lagden
thickly. “Did you fetch me out?””

13 ch.l! .

“Why?" i

Lovell was silent. A bitter sneer crossed
Geoffrey’s face. :

“You altered your mind, then?”

Lovell stared at him.

“What do you mean,
understand you.”

“Don’t you?
derer!”

Arthur quivered.

How obtuse you are, you mur-

“You murderer!” ropeated Lagden, his eyes.

watching Arthur’s face like a rat’s az he lay
there in the gloom. ** You meant to murder
me. You knew I.should go into the river, and
it was the thought of the hangman’s noose that

Arthur’s face hardened. For a few moments
he had thought that even Lagden at a moment
Iike this would forget his hatred, but he had
evidently judged his enemy too gonerously.

“¥You lie!” he said, in a low voice. “You
know that you lie! I did not notice that you
wera standing so close to the water, and you
know it. It was an accident.”

“It is you who lie! You meant to kill me,
but your courage failed you.”

Lovell shrugged his shoulders.

“T shall not argue with you. You hate me,
though I never gave you real cause, and I sup-
pose nothing will alter that. What has hap-

poned to-night has been by your own fault. 1|

have saved your life, hut I do not expect that
to make any ditference to you.”

“Considering that you placed it in danger, I
hardly think that any deep gratitude is called
for,” said Lagden, with a sneer.

“I do not ask for that. We have both ner-

himself |

He was fatigued and dizzy, |

Lagden? 1 don’t’

mained lenger with Geoffrey Lagden.

A Rascally Proposition,
IT VALANCE'S face was dark with
from the Loamshiro County Cricket
Ground in the dusk ‘of that eventful

vexation as he walked slowly away
evening. Te knew his twin-brother too well to

i suppose for a_moment that Len Valance had
overgrown with rushes, with fields and woods |

come down to Loamshire simply for the purpose
of paying him a visit, Len %a;d an axe to
grind, and Kit took it for granted that he was
in a scrape, and wanted helping out of it.

Half hidden by ancient elms, a little old-
fashioned alchouse stood at the side of the lane,
ten minutes walk from the county ericket
ground.. It was towards this that Kit Valance
was making his way. Y.en,in his note, had asked
him to come there; and as he came in sight of
the White Hart, Kit saw’ his brother seated
upon a bench outside the inn. |

Len Valance rose as he caught sight of Kit.

The most casual observer could not have
failed to note the remarkable resemblance
between the two young fmen as they met. TLen
Valance’s face was the exact counterpart of his
brother’s, the only difference being that it was
wealter and more irresolute, and that there was
a eynical curl to the lip that was absent from
Kit’s. There were signs, too, that the life he
led was not so steady and healthy as that of the
young Loamshire cricketer.

“I’m glad to see you, Kit,” said Len, whose
manner wags 3 strange mingling of nervousness
and assurance. ‘7T take it for granted that the
pleasure ig mutual, so you need not troubls to
assure me on that point. The ale here is good
—TI've beon sampling it. I'll order you a—"'

“Don’t,” said Kit; “I don’t want it. What
are you here for, Len?”

“ Always businesslike,” smiled Len Valanee.
“How quickly you come to the point! No
beating about the bush with you. By the way,
I've been following your performances in the

match with Leicestershire. Fine, my boy--
fine! I'm proud of you!”
“Thank you!” said Kit drily. ““But I sup.

poso you didn’t come down to Loamchester to
pav me compliments on my bowling, did you?”’

“Hang it, Kit!" said Lon Valance, with a
look of vexation. “ ¥You're not in an ammiable
mood this ¢vening1”

I want you to come to the point,” said Kit
impatiently. ‘‘What scrape are you in now,
and what do you want me to do? Let me know
tho worst, and have done with it.”

Len laughed unecasily. )

‘“Surprising as it may seem to you,”’ he said,
“Tam not in ascrape. -The twenty pounds you
sent me yesterday got me out of that hole
nicely; and Mr. James Lagden will never have
any suspicion that I borrowed any of his cash
without asking his permission. I'm awfully
obliged to you for sending if, Kit. But I knew
1 could rely on you.”

“¥ou camo near relying on me onece too
often,” said Kit grimly. - “ But for the kind-
ness of Arthur Lovell, who lent me half the
money, [ could not have sent it.”

“Oh, I knew you'd manage it somchow, old
fellow!” gaid the scapegrace easily. “It's
awfully good of you to stick to a n'er-do-well
like myself. I don't deserve it. But, really,
T'm not ungrateful. I'm down here now to do
you a good turn.”

Kit Valance looked decidedly sceptical.

“It's a fact!” exclaimed his brother. - “I'vo
had a lot of money from you for the past few
years, but I've thought of a way of paying it all

Another Long Instalment of This Grand Story Next
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§ senses,” said Kit impatiently.

back, and something aver. How would you liko

- to make a hundred pounds?”

think you arc taking leave of your
“How can I
possibly make o hundred pounds? Don’t be an
ass 17 :

“ Answer my question—would you like to
male 1t?7”

“ Of course I should; but——"

“Well, I've hit on a way. To tell the cxact
iruth, it was a friend of mine hit on it, and he's
going to finance the thing,” cxplained Len.
“It's as casy as rolling off a stile, Kit; and I'll
answer for the hundred pounds if you go into-
the thing with us.”

‘Kit looked at him suspiciously.
.t‘;:"What do you want me to do?
it?

“ Lool heve, Kit, it’s a fact, isn't it, that your
bowling has won this match for Lioamshire—for
it's practically won?’ said Len.” ¢ Leicester-
shire wonr’t last till lunch to-morrow.”’

“No, 1t isn’t,” said Kit. ‘“Lovell’s batting
had quite as much to do with if, or more.”
-“Yes, yes; I know. But Lovell’s innings,
good as they were, would never have beaten
Leicsster if your bowling had failed.”

““Possibly. 1 don't know, und 1 don’t care
much. What are you driving at, anyway? Why
can’t you come to the point?”’ -

“T'm coming to it as fast as I can. . Next
week Loamshive are playing an out-mateh with
Somersstshire at Taunton—a first-class fixture.”

““Yes. What about it?” !

“People who know anything  ahout ericket
are willing to back up Loamshire for all they're
worth: Somerset are not strong this season.
They’re feeling the draught of last year's bad
finances, and one of their best men'is not going
to play for them. If there were as much beiting
done on cricket as on football, there would be
thousands of pounds laid against Somersetshire
for that match at Taunton.”

“Yes, very likely,” said Kit contermptuously.
““ But, thank goodness, cricket has kept free, or
nlmost so, from the taint of gamblihg. The
bookmakers have ruined racing, and they're
doing their worst for football. 1 hope cricket
will always keep free of them.” :

Len Valance grinned.

“My dear brother, those sentiments do you .
honour; bubt business is business. And cricket
is nob quile so free from the taint of betting as
you appear to imagine. As a matter of fact,
that’s what I want to speak ahout. The friend
I was speaking of knows people who are willing
to lay the odds on Loamshire for the Taunton
match.”

“Then the less. you have to do with such a
friend the better.” ‘

“0h, don't be a prig, Kit! I was going to
say that if Somerset were to win, ingtead of
losing, and my friend were assured beforshand
that they would win, he could make a haul of
some hundreds of pounds, without risk or diffi-
culty.”

“ But how can he possibiy he assured of any-
thing of the kind, when, as a matter of fact,
Somerset are pretty certain to lose?”’ demanded
Kit impatiently.

“ Cricket may be a grand game, but it does
not appear to sharpen the mental faculties, Kit.
Let me explain. It would be just as efficacions
if my friend were assured, not that Somerset
would win, but that Loamshire would lose.”

“It comes to the saine thing.”

“ Not exactly, for you cculd give him an
assurance on the latter point; if you liked.”

Kit stared at his brother. Len was smiling,
but there was a look of keen anxiety in his eyes
which he could not hitle. It was a full minute
before his meaning ,fairly dawned upon the
young cricketor. Then n blaze came into his
eyes that made his brother start back.

“ You—you hound I’

“Don’t be a fool, Kit!"” said Len uneasily.
“I'm not asking you much. The Loamshire
Club don’t treat you well. Most of the amateurs
treat you as dirt. You're nothing to them; I
den't see why they should be anvthing to you
If they can win the match, let the fine gentle-
men win it. I'm not afraid of that.”

“Hold your tongue!”’

“Be reasonable.  Nothing will come .out,”
urged Len. “You've only got to be a bit off
your bowling form, and give each Somerset
innings as long a life as you ean. You're cer-
tain to be pub on as much as possible against
Palairet. Well, let him knock up as many runs
as hoe can, and that alone may decide the
match.”

*'Will you be silent?”’

“Neo, I won't. I'm falking to you for your
own good. What's that collection of little tin
gods and haughty snobs, the Loamshire Club, to
you, anyway? If you'ro thinking of the danger
of 'discovery—-""

* I'm not thinking of anything of the kind.”

““ Then where's your objection. OF course, T
know your averages will suffer, but a hundred
pounds will more than make up for that, I
should think.” . *

Kit Valance drew a deep breath.

1t was useless to argue or to be apgry with
this blackguard, who appeared to be unable to
understand, much less to appreciate, a county
crickeier’s sense of honour. :

“T won't talk to you, Len,” he said quictly.
“I've only got this fo say: If any man but my
own brother had said as much to me, I'd have
thrashed him with an inch of his life. And—
and it won't be safe for you to make such a
proposition again. T warn you. 2o Lkeop off
that subjeect in future.” . ¢

Len’s oyes gleamed with anger and disap-
pointment.

Week,

Out with



_refuse,

" mood
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“You're a fool,” he growled—*"a fool to your
own interests! I wanted to do you a good
torn, and myself one at the same time.
and T've practically answered for you {o my
friend. e has already laid some of his bets
against Loamshire, and he’ll hold me——""

" How daréd you do anything of the kind?”’
cried Kit, flaming into sndden anger. ““Haw
dared you? By Jove, I wish I could have five
minutes with your friend! I'd teach him a
lesson that would keep him from this sort of
business for some time?” i

“That’s enough,” said Len sulkily.
I think you're a fool. I supposc I may
as‘well be gone, You're a confounded fool I’

‘Possibly; but I'd rather be that than a
rascal. But, Len--Kit’s manner changed—
* Len, old man, why don’t you drop this sort
of rotten business? You could run straight if
you'd only try, and—-"

I didn’t come down here for advice,” said
Len sullenly.  “ You refuse what 1 want, and
that’s enough. You've gob me into a hole with
your confounded scruples. Good-bye!”

And, without offerinig to shake hands, Len
Valance swung away, leaving Kit alone. In a
me of anxious despondency, the young
cricketer wallked slowly homeward. He could
see plainly enough that his brother was in bad
hands, but he could not see what could possibly
be done to resene him from his rascally” asso.
ciztes. it's brow was very dark ‘as he ontered
Loamehester and reached the lodgings which he
shared with Arthur Lovell. L

“You

Loamshire v. Somerset —Ki
ey e Y Kit Performs the

RTHUR LOVELL was not at home when
Kit came in, but he entered shortly

afterwards, ' Kit looked at him in

’ amazement as he saw the state his
friend was . Lovell’s clothes were soaked
with water, and his face was smudged with mud.
He met his chum’s amazed look with a faint
smile, : 5

:“\-‘,\-’hnt on earth has happened, Lovell?’

. “Tve had an adventure. I'll toll you about
it when I've got into some dry things.” '

And Arthur went upstairs to his bed-room.
A hard rub down with a rough towel and a
change of clothes wrought wonders, and when
he came down, a quarter of an hour later, he
was looking much more like himself, Kit was
sitting with a book in his hand, but he was not
reading. He tossed it aside as Lovell came into
the room. :

:: You’ve been in the river?” he asked.
es; 1t awas. a row with Lagden, and a
narrow shave for both of us.”

(Kit listened in astonishment as Lovell con-
cisely related what had happened. His face
became vory grave and concerned, :

““Do you think Lagden will do anything
ahout this?” he asked. It might make things
very awkward for you.”

Lovell shook his head.

“Ie is not likely to say anything. e does
not cub a very fine figure in the matter. If he
malkes the affair public, I shall simply tell the
truth-—-‘of course, keeping Miss Hilton’s name
out of it. But now about yourself, Kit—that is,
-1f you have anything to tell me? I hope your
broth_o.r’s visit does not mean trouble for you.”

“ Not exactly,” said Kit grimly. “ He came
down to Loamchester to make a proposition to
me—or rather to bring me one—from a friend
i)'f h_x,s mm town—a friend in the bookmaking
ine.’ .

““A bookmaker! What did he want?’

“Only that I should sell the Somersetshire
match next weelk!”

Lovell gave a jump.

:‘ The infernal scoundrel I’

‘You are right; he is a scoundrel, and my
brother is a fool! But there is one point aboub
the matter that rather amuses me.” = Kit smiled
in a grim way. *‘This rascal, whoever he is,
has judged me by Len, and has accepted Len’s
assurance that I should do what he wanted. As

. a result, he-has commenced to lay bets against

Loamshire—and I guessed from Len’s manner
that a considerable sum is at stake.”

‘“ And so you——""

“8o I shall play the game of my life at
Taunton,” said Kit. * That is tho only way I
can reach the scoundrel who is making a rascal
of Len. Loamshire shall win, and I hope he
will be hard hit !

Y Good!” said Arthur. “I'm with you there,
with all my heart. But, by Jove, I should like
to have the villain within arm’s length for
five Minutes!”’

No more was sald on the subject. Len Val-
ance’s visit to Loamchester had had an effect
the opposite to what ho had intended and
desired. Loamshire would win the Somerset-
shire match if her two best players could
manage it:

The next morning the Leicestershire match
finished before lunch, leaving Loamshire victors
by enough’runs to take one’s breath away.
Leicestershire never had a look-in that day, and
the county looked- forward with confidence to
the Somérsetshire match the following weclk.

Both Arthur Lovell and Geoffrey Lagden,

. looking little the worse for their narrow escape

of the previous evening, appeared on the field
for the finish of the  Leicestershire match.
Lagden had apparently made his mind up to
say nothing of the happehing on the river. As
Lovell had remarked, he would not cut a very
good figure if the facts came to light, and he
had deeided to let sleeping dogs lie.

He did not speak a word to Lovell,” and

And—

_no right to entertain hopes which were
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bad not forgotten, and that he was biding his
time. "

Little thouzht did Arthur Lovell give to his
enemy..  Lagden could make his position un-
comfortable in the Loamshire Club, and was
doing so to the utmosi of his power, but he
could do nothing more—so far as Arthur yet
krnew. The young erieketer feli that hé could
despise his enmity. IHe did not yet know all
that was in Lagden’s jealous, revengeful heart.

And in other ways Arthur Lovell’s life was

cbrightened just now; for Molly Hilton, as if

to show. Lagden how little effcet his snobbish
words had had upon her, was kinder than ever
before to Lovell. 8he made the colonel, swho
suspected nothing, ask him several times to
Lincroft; but Geoffrey Lagden seldom had an
opportunity of crossing that threshold, and
whenever he did, he saw liitle of Molly. ~ -

I don't know how you'll receive what I'm”
going to say, sir,” Lagden said to the colonel
one evening, in a difident way, “but I think
I ought to speak. Ilave you noticed how very
much Arthur Lovell lately secks Miss Hilton’s
society 7"’

The colonel stared at him.

“1 can’t say I have,”” he replied stiffly;
if that were the case, what of it?" -

Lagden felt rather uncomfortable.

“I don’t know if you have considered Lovell's
position,” he said. ‘““ At one time, of course,
no fault was to be found with him. Now he is
—well, not'to put too fine a point upon it—he
is an adventurer. Yes; I know he is a fine
criclketer, but that does nbdt alter the fact that
he hasn’t a feather to fly with, and that he has
permis-

sible in hig former eircumstances.”

“I believe you wrong Lovell in attributing
anything’ of the kind to him,”: said Colonel
Hilton stiffly ; ‘“and, thanking you all the same,
Mr. Lagden, I am not at present in want of
advice about purely private affairs!” .

This was a rebuff with a vengeance. « Lagden

“but, |

cqually successful in the enemy’s country.
out mateh, of course, 1s a greater tax.upon a
team than one on the home ground. If Loam-
shire pulled this off, they could certainly be daid
to have started the season with a swing.

And there were, at least, two of the Loam-
shire men who were grimly determined that the
natch should be 2 win, and those two were the
Loamshire champions, Kit Valance and Lovéll
The man who had laid his money against Loam-
shirve was likely to have a bad day of reckoning
if the ericket chums had thoeir way.

Lionel Palairet, the bandsome captain of
Somersetshire, won the toss, and elected to bat
first. Blane led his merry men out to field—
cleven athletio figures in white. ,

The Somersetshire innings opsencd with Lionel
Palairct and Poyntz. A splendid figure the
HSomerset captain looked at the wicket. Palairet
had once koocked up 252 off his own bat, in a
match with Hampshire, and he looked as if he
were quite fit and ready to repeat the perform-
ance to-day against Loamshire. .

Kitt Valance howled the first over against
Lionel Palairet. That over gave the Somerset
captain six, and then Tweedie bowled from the
other end to Poyntz.

Arthur Lovell was at point, his favourite
place in the field, and as watchful as a cah
Poyntz took a couple, then a four, and then he
hit out to a tempting slow ball, and started to
run.  Bub he stoepped short, with a gasp of
dismay. .

Palairet, whose eyes nothing escaped. had not
quitted his wicket; for the ball had sailed into
point’s hands as if the batsman had designed
to land it there, though, of course, nothing had
really been farther from his thoughts. And
Arthur Lovell’s right hand had closed upon it
like a vice. I'rom the crowd came an admiring
shout : ;

“Caught!” ’ %

“0h, well caught!”

And the umpire grinned.
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changed-colour for a moment, but, with black
fury in his heart, he forced a smile to his lips.

“Oh, certainly,” he said. ~“I dare say I
should not have spoken, but my regard for you
and Miss Hilton LI :

“Txactly; but I am quite convinced, that
there is no ground for uneasiness.” !

Lagden bit his lip as he walked away. But
he was not, upon the whole, dissatisfied.

-““ Ho scouts the idea that his pet; Lovell, could

-be a fortune-hunter,” he murmured; * but, all

the same, he will take the hint. - I think I have
put a pretty effective spoke in Arthur Lovell’s
wheel.” . : il b

And, indeed, that was the case. The colonel
believed that Lovell could be trusted, but he
reflected that 1t -might not be for Arthur’s
happiness, nor for Molly’s, that they should
meet too often. And so the invitations to Lin-
croft dropped off.

The match with Somerseishire was now close
at hand. On the day the Loamshire team left
Loamchester, Kit Valance receivod a letter
from his brother. It was a last appeal to him
to fail his side in the match, and Kit did not
answer it. . ) .

Fine weather and fine wickets awaited Loam-
shire- at Taunton. On the splendid county
ground, accommodating 7,000 speciators, Loain-
shire were to meet the blue-capped brigade,
captained by Lionel Palairet, the mighty hitter
of the West.

Half Somerset seemed to have turned up for

. the opening day of the match. Loamshire’s

|
I
}

casy victory over  Leicestershire had caused
their fame to precede them, and the eyos of
half the ericlketing world were upon them now,
anxious to see how they wounld fare in their
second first-class fixture. : .
Loamshire were in very good form, The

scemed to avoid him; but once or twice Arthur | county played the same team that had inet

caught his eyes fixed upon him, with an expres-

Leiccstershire on the home ground, and it re-

gion in them thai showed that Geofirey Lagden ' mained to be seen whether they would be
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So Poyniz carried out his bat for six.

Lovell tossed the ball back to the bowler.

He exchanged a glance of satisfaction with
Kit Valance. E

The match had begun_well. Tovell thought
it quite probable that Len Valance and his
precious *‘ friend " were on the ground watch-
ing the match, and he was glad to give them
a sample of what was to come. '

Newton came on in the place of Poyntz, and
knocked up twenty before he succumbed to a
lightning ball from Kit Valance.

Palairet, however, seemed immovable at the
wicket, and was adding up runs, and but for
the smartness of the Loamshire fieldsmen, his
score would have gone up by leaps and bounds,
The Loamshire fielding, however, was distinctly
good, and Blane, the wicket-keeper captain,
was always on the alert for chances.

it Valance. had bowled as’ many as six
overs against Palairet, but he might as well, so
it seemed, have been bowling at a brick-wall.

For the Somerset skipper seemed able to
play any kind of a ball that he sent down;
fast and slow bowling were the samo to
him, and the trickiest ball only slid from his
bat as casily as the simplest one. \

Braund came in to join him at the wickets,
and then Somerset began to make the fur fly.
The two splendid batsmen -played the Loam-
shire bowling for all they were worth, cutting
it all over the ground, amid enthusiastic cheers
from the crowd.

Loud cheering greeted every big hit, and the
hopes of Somerset rose high. . .

And a man in a white hat, standing close to
the railings with a companion, grinned with
glee and evident relief.

“My word!” he muttered. “ Palairet is in
splendid form to-day! I think it's very likely
t]!ala,i:, Loamshire will go home licked, alter
all:

1d. Every Saturday.

An

His companion, a young man, whose face '
was half-hidden by & shady Panama hat, shook
his head incredulously.’ i

“Kit hasn't quite got on to his style yet,”
he replied.” ““Just you wait a bhit, Sharp.
What will you bet me that the Somerset '
innings lasts over Junch-time ?”’

“Rot! It won't be half over by then.”

“What will you bet on that?” ssaid the
younger man, with irritating persistence. )

“ Nothing, confound you!” growled Sharp
uneasily. .
His companion’s gloomy forebodings had
evidently damped his hopes. And Len’s pre-
diction, as 1t happened, was scon to be ful-
filled. Kit Valance tool the next over against
the Somersetshire skipper’s wicket, and his

Ieok showed that he meant business.

Down came the ball like a hailstone, and
as it rose from the pitch, Palairet played a
shade too forward, for the ball, as if possessed
by an elusive spirit, seemed to curl itself some-
how undor his bat, and there was a clack of
falling stumps. i

Palairet looked at his wicket. = It was a
wreck ! The middle stump was right out of
the ground, the leg stump was reclining at an
intoxicated-looking engle, and the bails were
Oﬁ;, of COUrse. And Blane was grinning. '
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There was no doubi about that. Palairet
nodded, and put his bat under his arm, A
ringing cheer followed him to the pavilion, for
he had done well for his side, having knocked
up forty-six in a comparatively short innings.

Len Valance turned to his companion with a™

gein.
“* What did I tell you, Sharp?” ;
Sharp made no reply, except by a mutterad

oath,

The finest batsman of the Somersct stds hav-
ing been bowled, the game went on more and
more in favour of Toamshire. Geoffrey
Lagden, put on to give the howlers a rest, had
the geod fortune io take Phillips’ wicket for
ten, and Tunstall accounted for another.
Another fell to Arthur Lovell for a duck’s
ego.

Somerset were now six down for ninety,
but good old Braund was still batting strongly.

Play had been rapid and good, but in spite
of Palairet’s fine display and Braund’s steady
defence, there was no doubt that the home
batting had been outelassed by the bhowling of
the visitors. .

“Kit Valance seemed to be in his finest form
now, - While fielding close to the boundary. he
had caught sight of his brother and the dark-
faced man in the white hat by his side.

The identity of the latter it was easy to
guess. He was the rascal who was leading Len
Valance intoe his own evil ways, and Kit
realised that his stake upon the game must be

‘i aheavy one, to cause him to comse.all the way
to Taunton to see the match played there.

And that thought—the thought of punishing
the scoundrel in the only possible way, made
the young bowler “buck up’ as nething else
would have done. v

Five minutes later a Somerset batsman was
;‘uﬁ out, and three wickets cnly remained o
all. .

Then Kit Valance was given the ball again.
to tackle Braund. s <

Braund cut the leather away into the long-
field for three, and so the batsmen had -
changed places, when the ball came whizzing in
from the ‘country.”

Kii gripped the round, red ball again, with
a gleam in his eyes. A short run, a lightning
swing of the arm, and the leather ball went
down like a 4.7 shell. Y

Crash! It was the fall of a ruined wicket !
The dismayed batsman wallied away to the
pavilion, )

The score for SBomerset now rcad 93 for 7T;
last man 0. . :

And as the unfortunate wiclder of the wiilow
reached the pavilion, he muttered to the next
man coming in:

“Keep your eyes open for a ball with a
dickens of a leg-break on it !” ;

And the batsman -said that he would. And
he did—to his sorrow, for the next ball came
down with an off-bréak that took him entircly
by surprise, and the next moment he was
staring glumly at a wrecked wicket.

“ Last man in!” chuckled Blane to himself,
as the last Somersetshire bat came out of the
pavilion. “Oh, my only aunt, Matilda! Tt's
going to be the hat trick, or I’m a Dutchman !’

The Loamshire skipper proved to be a
prophet. .

Kit Valance delivered his next ball with a
seeming carelessness that deceived many of the
spectators; but there was a ‘twist on it that
puzzled the batsman, and he never really knew
where that ball was going till the click of
falling bails told him.

(33 Out !H

The crowd, though most of them wers
Somerset folk, cheered the bowler lustily. The
home innings was at an end; Kit, by perform-
ing the ‘“hat trick,” had finished 1t up with
startling suddenness. Braund carried out his
bat, . “not out.” Blane slapped Kit Valance
heartily on the baol.

- “Bravo, Valance! Spleadid, my boy !

Kit's face was flushed with pleasure as he
heard the cheers from the crowd.,

““Hurral,  hurrah! The
Hurrah !” : '

There was one man close to the'railings whe
was grinding his teeth—a man in a white har.
But nobedy  noticed him in  the general
enthusiasm. And his muttered curse was lost
in the ringing cheers for Kis Valance.

“ Hurrah, hurrah!”

(P'o be continued on Spturday newt.)

hat  trick!



