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ack flushed. y i

"I‘I Jid not kick it at you," he said quictly;
“ it was an gceident."”

“Did you kick it?"”

“ Yes, 1 did."

Jack's tone was a little {art now. Ile was
sorry for the accident, but lie was not disposed
ta stand the bullying tone of the well-dressed
young man. Jac liad been in the wrong, an
he had apalogised, and was willing to mako any
reparation he could. But the other was not to
be appeased. ) 2

He picked up lis erushed and battered silk
hat. It was evidently of no further use.

“1 am sorry,” said Jack ezain.

The other turned on him like a furs. o

“You whelp! Do you work at this factory?

" Yos. :

wAL! T will teach you not to indulge in
this horseplay in the sfrects,” said the young
man savagely,  You shall be kicked out as a
warning to the others!”

Jack Carew stared at him, and then burst
into a scornful laugh.

“1 don't think I'm likely to be sacked for
his,”" he said.

T will show you, you young cur!"

“ Not so many of your fancy names!” ex-
claimed the lad sharply. **I'vé_told you I'm
sorry for the accident; and I will pay fur the
bat, too, if you like, I've the money in the
savings bank. But 1'mgnot going fo be called
names by you or anybody clsc, o I warn you.”

“ You—vou brat, is that how you speak to a
gentleman?"

“If you wero o gentleman, you wouldn't talk
{o o lad like a blackguard!” replied Jack un-
dauntedly,

The young man elenched his teeth hard, and
then, suddenly raising his cane, lie struck Jack
across the faco with it.

*There, you impertinent whelp, take that "

Jack stood for a moment ss though turned to
stone, There was & thout from the factory

lads.
“ Give him one back, kid!"
"' Sock it tn him 1" s
But Jack did not need bidding.
e fairly flew at his insulter, and, reeciving
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without heeding u slash of tho cane that nearly
numbed his shoulder, Lo struck out with all hi
strength, and the young mon went reeling and
staggering back, to fall in a leap in the mud.

Jack stood aver him with fashing eyes.

oo 2 Get up, if you want some more | To eried.
* You're bigger than I am; but you'll find (hat
¥ou can't strke a Lancashire lad Tike o dog!”

The other staggered to his feet.

He wae covered with mud, and his face wns
convulsed with rage. His eane was on (he
ground; but hie did net touch the factory lad.

Ve i hickly,  Wal,” thats

And lie strode inlo the open gates of he
factory. Ted IHawkesley tapped Jock on the
shoulder,

“ Good for you, Jad! That was what he way
asking for.""

Y I'm sorry it happened,” said Jack simply.
* But he couldn't expect me to stand that. But
—Dbut what did he mean about getting mo the
sack? And what is he gone into the mill for?
T'yo never seen hero before.”!

"H'm| Someone to sec Mr. Goring, 1 sup-

The foolball was over. Jack's face wore o
sombre look when he went in_for the after-
noon’s work with the rest. For Jack Carcw was
the only son of a widowed motlier, and upon
what he carped in the Goring faclory they
mainly depended for their livelihood. 1f lie had

ded some t , or—still wi
relation of Mr. ring, the mill-owner, matters
might go hard with him and with his mother.

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Tho "Back."

ACK CAREW'S forebodings were not
without ground. e had scarcely taken
his placo at work when ho was called
away, and lold to go into the menager's

office. Ho went there with a rinking Leart,
The summons was unprecedented, and ho felt
what it must mean.

i He tapped at the door and
enlered, and found that the manager was not
there; but Mr. Goring, tho proprietor of the
mill, wos seated st his desk, and with him was

P
il

The ball struck the silk hat fairly,
and smoto It from the young man's
hoad. It was dashed to the ground
amidst a roar of laughter.
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a young man wham Jack knew at o glane
the vietim of the uulucky accideut outsido Lo
Inctory, :

Mr. Goring was o revere-featured man o
fifty-five or six. 1o hail the reputo of a jus
twt Tard man, and Jack read his doom in i
eald, placid face. Tho young man stending Ly
thi desk tnened biv glanee upon Jack, a glirter
of apiteful triumpl in bis exes, Thero was o
ugly Lruise on Jis choek where Jock's fist liad
#triek him, Lut otherwiso lio showed 1o sign of
tlie encounter,  1Te was ax clean and clegant as
before the accident,

Mr. Goring turned his cold cyes upon Jack

Ah, Carew, my eon tells mo that you bure
asspulted Lim!'”

Jack's hcart was like n stone. The ynan he
had etruck was the son of the millewner! 114
rf‘m{\mlrrﬂl to lave heard talk of young M
Goring, who had not been ween in Dofdhai
eince bo was n lad, But even to the manufu
turing ‘own some rumour hod crept of nis
character. Thal he was proud, arrogant, and
harali =6 the foll raid. Jack had heard, vo.
that he was an amalenr footballer al soie
distinction in tho club he belonged to; L
whether I had gained that distinction by the
quality of his play or by his wealth and eocial
jrition, it wis not 0 casy 10 Bay.

"I-T amn sorry, sirl " faltered Jack,
was an aceident!

The millowner's brows contracted,

“Indead! My eon tells sme o diffcrent

story."
“The hound struck me!"™ said Gerall
Goring. *“ The--tho Jow [actory hound struck
i

i 3

o!
“You struck me first!"

“You appear to have an sltogether nia
taken idea of tha position of a lactory-hand.
sarew,” said Mr. Goring drily, " You will
draw vour woek's money, und leave the mill ot
once!"’

There was no appeal against that hard voico
and harder face. There was no merey in the
handsome. insolonl face of the millowner'=
son. Jack Carew lurned quictly, and left the
office,

Mo left the mill, too, with a [few coins
ingling in hia pockel, and his heart like lend

What was lic to oy to his mother? He was
unemployed 1

Unemploged, in a elack scuson! Already
through the Lancashire towns thousands of in-
dustrious hands were idlo; thousands of brave
men, willing, enger to work, eaw their homes
falling to pieces, their children erying for
bread. Work was their ery, not charity; but
work, work, and work was not to be had.” And
now Jeck Carew was one of them. 1lis place
in tho mill=hard work and peor pay as it was
—there were hundreds ready to fll.

And when would he get another place?
When—aftar days, wecks, or months? g\‘hen
his Jittla atare of aavings had all gone: when
he was shabby and down ot heel; when want
nnd worry had eapped his strength and man
hood away, and perhapa turned him into a
loafer loo dJegenerate ever (o Tise to man'e
status again! ;

Jack walked {owards his home, and then
turned away when he was near it. 1f he went
in Lefore tho usual time his mother would
wonder, and question him. lle must tell her;
but he ehrank from it.

inner was laid in the little kitchen—smiall
and poor, but clean 28 o new pin—when Jack
went into his home. AT

Mrs, Carew looked at him with her usual

smile as he came in.
Sho was proud of hor boy, her sole support
since_her *man’' had died from the cffects

of an accident in a mill. She was. proud of

a

ham Athletic, winning shouts of applause from

the crowd of spectators; and there always was

a crowd there when the young winger was

playing. . .
But the smile died away from her worn,

kindly old face ns she caught Jack's look.
“ Juck, what's wrong?"'
He sank into a seot.
“I'm sorry, mothor—'"%
""What is 1
 The sack!

Mrs. Carew sal down. 1t overwhelmed ner.
Short time would have been enough,. but
ihe eack! She stared at Jack hel 5y
then put the corner of her apron to her eyes.

“0Oh, Jack, what was it for?" .

“Young Mr, Goring hoa come to the mill.
I had o row with hin." :

# Ae—a row with the son of Mr. Goring!
Jack!" )

He smiled bitterlr,

*“Do yan think_the rame as he doss, mother
—{hat o Lancashire Ind is to be struck like a
dog, and not return the blow? " 4 \

The widow's face flushed. .

1‘1‘ No, Jack, And he struck you! But—but
whyt .

Ha explnined drearily. What did it matter
now? He was sacked, and that was an end of
it. The widow listenad quietly, th her
toars wero fowing. She.rcalised, as only a
houre-tother can realise, what it meant morce
keenly than Jack did. i

But ehe tried to make Jack eat hia dinner,
teving to dry her toars, but he eould nat touch
it. He did not stay in long. That alterncon
commenced the queat for worl:—a hope! task
in Daldbara, as bo knew, with Mr. Goring's
mﬁ" against Lim. But he would leave nc

{-stone unturned.

When work was orer st the mill, his'chum
Ted Hawkesles dropped in to see him. Ted
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was sympathetio; but be had another matier
to speak abaul, 1o,
o \'.-u'll I '_-)n,\lng for ua tomarrow, Jack,

Al tho same?

Juk siarted, 1o hed forgotten Tldham
Athletic amd his place In the morrow's game,
The Athletic wera ta imeet a slrong team from
the vmql.hf-.lrm;: town of Lindley, und Tel
Mankesey. the lklj-]nr, wat pomewhal anxioua
ae to the result. Jack Carew rliook hia head
Jespondent]y. 64

“1 don't feel 111, 1o footer now, Ted "

“ Tt you can’t desert us! " urped the oftler.
o #liall 1o nowhere withoul you, Yeu
t ¢fay ot Lowe, and let Lindley ‘walk over

€a
us'’

Carew was silenl.

I rough sbout petling cute especially
now, lmt it wen't hurt you to plas,”’ said
Hawkesloy persunsively, " Tot T won't worry
you il youre really nob i, We'lll do our

el
1 piav, all the sameo, Ted.”
“ Gool 1

And Hawkeslor Joft with lis faco consider-
ally brighter than whén lio came, The fame
of Boldham Athletic, was very dear to the
roung football captain,

THE 3rd CMAPTER.
Unemployed1
HE clatter of 1ha clogs in tha sireel
awoke Jack Carew the next morning.
For 1ha moment ha thought hie would
b late for the mill, and ko sprang out
ol bed. Then ba remembored that his had no
wotk to go ta. With slow and heavy move-
wments he drescd himeell, _
Ihat anorning thora waa & (resh tramp in
warch ol employment; but aftar a rqaple of
hours of il, Jack roturned unsucccssful and
bopeless. 110 woa noar his homo, when a stout
prntlemnan stopped und looked ot him, and
Jack, seoing that the stranger wished to spoak,
sopped oo, 1o prigembered  the  man. gt
wan the gentloman Do lind nearly bifled with
the fouthall the provious dax.
“1 huvo wen son before,” #aid the gentle-
vaice, os the [actory led

mats, i a lindl3
I Do you remember?"
ik smiled o linle, ,
o 1 noarly kicked a fooler at you,'' hie
I um torrr, Wa oughtn't to have
nying in the street.”
boxa will be bere, especially {oot-
the stout gentleman, with a

jovial lnugh, * You were pointed out to tne
yesterday. ,
Jack Iooked at him in wonder.

“1 linwe heard of you," went on the etout
gentloman, smiling ‘ot Jack's amazement.
“You aro (' the champion wingee in
Baldliam Athlelie,

Tho Ind coloured, 3

1 don’t know about the champion, sir. I
play for Baldham,"

“You are playing today, T suppoea? ™'

“Yee; the club’'s meeting Lindley on our
own ground.” s

“Good! 1 ehould like fo w0 the match,
ou sce,’’ oxplained the stout gentleman, “ I
foke an interest in foot My nsme is
Drake; Lut 1 dou't suppose you  have ever

curd of me. 1 want {o ece Boldham play,
and I waut to eoo you piay with them. Where
is the ground?" 3 :

Juck Carew told Lim. Io epite of his dos-
pondency at that mement, he conld not help

roling  tomo gratification. lle was a kéen
footballor, and it was pleseant {o Jearn thal
his play had Leen epoken of ouleida his native
town, -

The interest Mr. Drake thowed in Lim was
surprising, but it was pleasant, all the rame.
\\'if}in:ly enough Jack gave him the particu.
lars of tho mateh, and Mr. Drake thanked
him, and walked away brisklr.

Jock went on towards hie home, but the
smile fnded from his faco a6 bo saw the sad
Jooks of hiz mather.

" No pews, Jack?""

e ¢hook his head. :

“I'm afraid it's no good trying in Boldham,
mo*.ll'ie".." 1o raid. **1 ehall have to go furthor
afiek).

"Jnc‘.(-r" The widow hesitatad.

" Yes, mother?" .
“Why not try to move young Mr, Gaoring?
o canoot bo #o hard upon you {f—if he knew
tha circumstances. , ho is a oot
baller, and he would y have somo
fellow-leeling on that subject.

Juck smiled,

*Not & bit of it, mother. e bolongs 1o tha
Lantbam Wanderers. They're s swell amateur
clul), and ho looks on us factory Iada as dirt
wnder his feet-—the cur! Whero would ho get
the meney ha epends il it wasen't for us!'

“ Jack, if sou were 1o sea him now he las
had tima to talm down—""

The Loncashiro Jad gritted his teeth.

“I'd rather starve—1'd rather— But theroe,
1 cuzbt fo think of vou frst, mother!” 1lo
:I}ﬁ.hcd ’n'ver the wards. “1'I=T'U go to him;

oyl

And Juck wna ns good a4 his word, 1ls felt
that, as far 85 hio war col , ba would
havo been cut in picocos first.  Dut his mother—
he could nat eso hor aink undor want for the
snke of hia pride, Tlatfer 1o cal dirt than {6
o hix mothar starve!  With a white face, Jack
mada his way to (he Uoring mill,

He diil not nead to go in to sea Mr, Gernld,
Tho young man waa wtanding near tho mill
retes, talking 1o o friend, when Jack eama up.
1Ia glauced at Jack, and then went on talking
aeil he bad not seen Lim. The buy’s taek wan
hard i*hut ho went bravely through with it.

Her son

n,
natur
"

Our Special Boatrace Number 'will be published on

“1f you please, sir—""
“Are you talking to
ioring, turning round,
Iy at the lad,
soring's cyes ghttered. g
“Yes, eir!"  The i Jack's
ireat, but e gat them out. vo conie
1o nek yent to—to pArdon me for—for what Lap-
pened yosterday, vir, amd 1o speak o word fur
me to Mr. Goring '

Gerald l:(»yliu-.: langhed. |

 You insolent young cu H

T e et Tout he ekl back tho ot
words that Jeaped (o his lips. i i

“1 can only tay I'msorey, #i2d I dan’t want
(o loeo my employment af this time—=I mean,
'vo ty mother to think of i Will you forzive
M0 was eating humablepio with n vengeanee:
and it was torture to the high-spitited Jad.
But it scemed amusing to Gerald Goring.

“1fa, ha, ba! This is rather a change from
yeetorday, my lad!" 5 G
Y e fad time to think, ¢ said Jack

i \\')U. vou ean fake some more time to
{hink,” sald Coring, with a enect. " I'll have
wo insubordinate nounds in this mill. Get
out ! -

“Then you won't—""
w1l kiek vou out if you don'l get out!
That's the mo:t I'll do for you!"

o boy turned away wilhout a word.
Goring'a mocking Jaugh vang in Lis cars as ho
went.  He had humbled himself—humbled him-
il fo the dust before o man he despised—and
ail for nothing!

The heoter soanded. and o crowd of hands
poured aut of the mill. Ted Mawkesley overs
1ok Jock, sue slid his arm through his chum's.

“Found anything yet, Jack?!"

Jack thuok his head Iu'\)(‘leéél,\'.

“Sarry! 1 hope it will turn out all right,

vou heard the pews?"

me!" said  Gerald
s friend Jooked
and  strolled  wway.

words stuck

o way, hav
Nn; what i
Mz, Drake is in Doldham=—have yon Leard
al Draket—he's ke manager of  Lanbury
Rovers. They'vo lost enme of their best players
this trazon, and Lo's looking out for vew hloed.
The fellows are saving that lie's come to Nokl
liam to look for recruste, What do vou think
of thatt T eare say it's only talk; but
shouldn't be surprired to seo Mr. Drake looking
on ol our uteh this afternoon.”

Jack did ot reply: he was thinking, and a
faint, wild hope had eprung up in his lieart.”

THE 41h CHAPTER,
A Btroke of Luck,

T was a bright, cold Saturday afteenoon,
and half Doldham had turned out on tho
commoir to watch the match between the
Athletic and the visiting club.  Tho

gronnd Joft much to be desired, for the Athletic
r elub. Accamnmedation for spec-
was none, for thosa that did not
care to stand. But on Boldlhamn ground, poor
ak it was, there was sometimes scen finer foot-
Lall than wae played on mary a rich club's
ground, with every accessory for the comfort
of players spectators.  The Boldham -lads
v workel=hard. And there wns
i stous gentleman in a foremost
the crowd, who Jeoked on with
the sturdy vounz [cothallers us
ked off, and tie sides met i strifo

for_tha clusivo leather.

Ilis exe singled out Jack Carew, and followed
the lad through the vicisitudes of the game.
It was n keen, ha gamo. Lindley were o
Jittle older and siranzer than the home team,
but they had no forward like Juck Carew. Jack
had put away all thought of the froubles on
his mind for the time being, When he was on
the football-field, he thought only of lootboll.
And the seorel knowledge that an authority in
the world of professional football was watching
(he game edded fo his zo<t. Jack played that
altarnhan 0% he had soldom played before;
and the Boldham crowd, more than ever de-
lgohted with their favourite, checred him to
1

«ccho.

And o stout gentloman clapped his plump
hands again and again in delight as a lithe,
swilt forward went down the field with the ball
ot his feat, und ghouted with the loudost.

*Bravo—bravo, Carew | Goal—goal!"

“Goull IJurrah!™

,In the first half the only gosl scored on either
side was taken by Jack Carew. In second
hall no goal was taken; but assuredly threo or
four would have fallen fo the visitors during
the qamu but for the consummalte play of the
Joldham winger.

Ha was alwayz where he was wanled, and, il
a desperute chanco was tried, Jock was to the
tore—il tho halves wore lost, Jack won in theit

lace--and he saved the defeace when |

acks wore wanting ; and the ehoers grow thun.
derous as the game drow to & close an -
ham waro still one up.

“l:ho :hu.(ln ‘v\mg‘ n} last, Iu\illug Boldhnén
viclars by one (o nil, alter o gruelling gamo, in
:_hlch they had tho odds egainst them all tha

ime, B
Thero waus n flush of healthy exerciea ot of
pleasure in Jack's' olwcks na ha came off the
field with liis comradee, amid ringing cheers,
For the moment lin forgat that e was out of
8 berth : 1liat ho wos one of the unemployed,
The Voldham folk prossed mum) Liim, to
sliake him by 1he land, fo thump him on (he
hnel: ; ond nnmnr those who congratuluted hin:
was i stont gentleman, whoeo foce by thls time

Do knew well,
M Bplendid, my boy—splandid!" said Mr.
Drake. 1 never vaw auything like it in 6o

weeks with my
Jut there, I'vo somethin

"1 walk home with
1, il you've ne otlier

voung o player! Why, o fow
trainery and— I
jmporlant to ray o you.
eont after yoirve changet
engagemen )

Al w

every-day attire
(riends, and Mr,
liome in

o Jack wos in {:u
o raid gocdbya to s
B e e Fwith him tawards Tis
the lmmblest quarters of Boldham. . i
The manager of Lanbury Hovers \H u‘m{ ing
with satisfaction all the way. e ta INI n.«:l.
ball to the lard all the vay hoine, and show
Jspee was no detail of the great game,
nal or amatenr, Ruzhy or Soceer, that
did not know to the fingertips.
Dut be did not broaclt oy personal rn:nfr\-]r
(il they reachied JJaek’s howe, and the lad,
with n hesitating Blush, asked him fo onter,
Jack wos not ashawed of his hnmble lll:HIK‘t
fio had (oo much pride for that, but ‘lu- new
that the well-dressed Mr. Drake musl lu- uecus-
fomed to very di,m-u;ulll;-):m:kr)’n"x”::;:;r“.I:
wotking in tho footlall-muan s | er o
E:o :;n‘ﬂ- :‘l‘ as e nccepted the Iad's .'""“,“"o“.i
und ho bawed as politely to Mre. (‘MJ“ as i
o hail been a princess,  The visit of the great
man almost overwhelmed the timid widow:
but o word from Mr. Drake put her at ler
cose, o )
*1 have ventured to call, madam," he said,
“horanse 1 am going to try to 1 your son
away [rom you. I have come to Boldham ta
look for frésh blood for the Lanbury Club.
You sev, we are not rich cnough to huy plagers
like some of the higger clubs. And 1've always
Lad a persuasion that good material was to
e found ameng tle lads of my native couniy.
I have seen your son ploy, aid if 1 cean per-
suade Lim, he will join Laubury Rovers.

1 sirt
“Wlat do you eay, lad?” .
Juck's exri wero daneing.  He had faintly

loped for sometling of the kind : but to kave

Jis daring lopes renlised—more than realised !

1His look was a sullicient reply ta the football-

matnge
o

lerstand  (hat you're emplased in
Doldhia widd Mr, Drake, "I don't know
what you are getting, but I can undertake to
get yan as much frem Lanbury.” .

“1 have lost my job, sir,’ said Jack simply.

* Al (hen that clears the ground. But stay [
Mr. Drake's face changed a little. "'t is
nothing—you understand, be frank with me.
Lanhury Rovers do not want any player who
has been sacked for any kind of shady action.”

Jack crimsoned. o

“Como, loll mo all about it, my lad "

Jack told him; with a simple frankness that
earried  convietion,  The  football-mauvager
elapped him an the shoulder,

* [ don't blame you, Jack; fhe fault was less
yours than bis. ot all events, It makes no
Jificrence to my offer. T underfake (hat you
«kall draw two pounds a week from the start,
Wit do you sayt”

“*Oh, =i

“Ged

& lezs you, eirl' faltered the poor
widew ; and ghe was weeping tears of joy when
the manager of Lanbury Rovers ook his leave,

Mr. Drake chuckled gleofully as he loft the
hanse.

“I'miin luck! A fine lad—a fine lad! And
Georald Goring, too! Tlow curious that our next
match but ono is with Lantham Wanderers—
Goring's elub. The young dandy will have the
pleasure of facing the factory lad in o fight for
the Lanworth League Cup. “And I don't think
the factory Jad will play the woree of the two!"
THE 5th CHAPTER.

On Equal Torms.
ACK CAREW lived in = dream for tho
next fow doys.
Tt was a delightful dre and it
wns somo doys before he was sure that
lie would nob awake.

At Mr. Drake's suggestion Mre Carow moved
to Lnn‘ ury, so that Jack could live near the
Rovers' training-ground, and atill havo the ad-
vantage of staying “with his mother. Every
doy the lad attended the Lanbury ground for
practice, and he was'so atsiduous, so pains:
taking, so determined to oxcal, that dm Lanbury
lrgl!ﬁer elighted wi!hhw ke ¥

ere was no nonsenss about Jack. He knew
ho wzs a good player, but he know he hLad
much to learn ; and ho was oagor, and gratelul
to all who eould help him. By tho other
playors he cordially recoived.” They wero
decent follows, though ns layers they were
im&ynp ta the loﬁdl){:‘ D}:n‘ desired.” Lan-
bury wan o small elul ting its way to t
front, and Mr. Df&kt‘l # Snm n[’n‘ow:;
recruils was '(urning out well—in Jack Carow's

un\q, :S ln;t 3

Tuctor, that f*ha e hid 5o ofuge wwobies

hs weuld fieve, steiuch Dip hardacrs octives,
nd he was succee é

D?‘,l‘m'n hinpo:‘ 1 T 8 e;qn: éven Mr.
e trainor reported highly of |

T P 8 weok ‘ho w..“‘"‘{.%"‘:é".‘

match, and his splendid play, of consistent ex=

llence from first to lnst, won golden opinions

ln}?n.lyli:lidmf l’rba trainer declared that he was

0,..'.]'1. ep(:io::,nl bunch, aud the manager was
il

ndeed, xie" enid Mr. Maef,
l‘;l-':l:;ﬂ. bt for the lnd(rlir, ‘l‘cti.t-'r'l‘ftl"knl(:‘:
5““"‘:';‘;dmul‘d do agains_ Lavthom next
And w0 the manager thought
"."{Il progress wgth kng 1 leln’gnr'l!fI tc;_u':‘l

difference (ha young recrui
"r‘:ll;'ynnderl'u\ It war Sm.{u onl'yo' ll:" ':ﬁ:‘\
\ualities, but the spirit of enulation that was

7he Boys’ p

infused intn the yesy

frmeht their way iy o 400
A ¥ointg (e

worth Cap. bun Ay

spmiresd of Deatin Tuk

I'e Tithig
self s T thouglit g Nog
towas witl cupjugs M

learned that lin way ling,
\ Wan 14 g it
toomeot Gerald Gorjpg', ‘,.J‘I ol

prize in thut port of ;:",]"Y;"“,{mth.,‘
Gerald Goring Tinil (regyon't™ © las
wanld willingly have e
folt uo malice now,
um)wl out s well fo
At Joast, would have g,
footing, 1o datdifice apet
thousands waa anly the en t Who w4
field, of the lactory n ‘mi o
injured, ' 9 hag
dack Carew wus iy i
when the day aerived,
There was a big erowg |
closiees when the Tour ey,
from l‘n\r] and I‘u‘nr 10 20 1)
cup. hen the team.
field, a loud eheer grecte] T
name,  Jacl flus
wards fhe Lantha sy
eyes wero fixed ujon |y
seomedl searcely u?.

1ol b
e ;", i
g o,

 himt

'y

Aetyy In
Aty
hiigy e

e

Jrer,

iin
0 : 10 10 Latioy o 12y,
His oxpression mada Juck 1005yt

“You have been  recry)

. ry
fathor's factory hands," saii ™
aneer, loud enough for Tack \
when he tossed with the

=
M4 mT e oAl

=
F g E
e
- 0o m

e i R e

“Yes," said the latter ey

wish we had been able erlully, ",

liko him." 19 pick up g
Gierald bit his li ,und Jnek |

The visitors won tho toss, ang I?m""

up. p o ud,.‘&
A cortain swaggr way vig,

manner of the amateurs at (he .(,"le e

(en minntes play that vanishw s n.\“-
For, at the cnd of ton iy, f

[}.mpcr, Iwcurn;g_ the Dball frop .d”\
arew, slammed 1tointe

were one up. the nct, aag [‘.‘
And try as they wouid, 3

not equalise by hall-time, .,:,:";‘;"I"ﬂnh

off the ficld with Lanbney still ang (22 w
When they kicked off for thy ok

Lantham were looking lesy puypee 0thg

great deal more determined. Mg, g
There was no doubt that they oq

home t’ulnm fo =some rlx'cru, bt 'wi

man who was a patch on 1|

\rig r,D B the ne Lanks,

r. Drake, in tha grand sta
with glee. 1, ey
Splondid!  Whot 3 sy

plurap honds
Look, Shs. ball
, the ball’s in again! Ty, g
Tha ball had gono in again (r;rr:h.r
foot, again from a clever pmsy by fhy o
winger. Gerald Goring's face was pyly eaf
ruge as he kicked off again. In the regaf
the gnme that followed he ran agaimt Juj
“You factory whelp!™ .
He hissed out the words aavagely, jafl
laughed ecornfully. 1lo did not delga o gl
his answer was in his play.
And his play was wonderful,
The home side had been drivon right to (i)
goal when the ball suddenly came out dy
press of players like a pip unt of s onsy
and o lithe form was upon it in a {visky
fore. the Lantham meu could mere Tief
Wwas a1 "
“Go it, Carew!"
3 the ballt"
<! Kiekt"
oalt” -
The ball was in the net. Threo up lir L&
bury, and a quarter of an hour mors 1 p9
And' now the Lanthamn faces were gfin
dark; what hope had they of even el
now . N
Yet they fought gamely to o finish. 0:
Goring packed his goal for defence bl i
L]
”

waa & Lanbury winger wha camé |
defonco like o knifo through butter 158
the goalkeeper hands down. i
Fout up for Lanbury! s
Aod & fow minutes later the whi
and amid o hurricone of cheers, the
x;:cn trﬁupﬂl' ox‘ﬂ\ﬁ field, ﬂdnlr]:. 'inm
our goals to nil; o score 2
Lin{mrr ‘m rtors  yoll with delight
throw their hats into tho air,
whero they eame down, or W
camo down at all. o
Jack was_nlmost mobbed by 1“‘;
admirers, Even the _Lnn:hwc';u Gort
Jim—with the excoption of G¢ 4
That individual was (hinking
smiles of the friends wbuin nr“uu
that the Leanworth Cup was vr‘l‘:i g
weon; and of sundry beta ho b Ao
eubject which would vm:esn(llio 5
to lds father frT o ooqndcrab‘:" iof
—and n paoinful interview, L€ hen
not feel ﬁks cheering nlru'b"di jutt
Jack Carew's triumph -
{han he knew; but the lad ¥3* 0. ¥
of hia enemy than. His oll‘i"m a o
enough for him, end in }xll «i:j_l
6ol the

—and, in fact, slmost for
had Tnjuced him. And one % b
momenta jn lis life was whem S, ot
ho was chaired back fo hit BEECY,
the shoulders of o *houtind & iior
mother eame in amazement w. Pr.h
im, and wopt with pleasyre fo, allo®y
yells of the enthusastic LAWNICiyper €
nounced that hor son wat !
cup! .
P auR XD wl

Saturday Next. Don’t MisS It

(Gramd romplete funtbsltad Wit




