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g . - Complete A 87
qgnificent p Story. (1) _The Boys’ Reaim,

T s
‘ = peak about his private coucerns to
- CHNDM X | tary of o junior football t‘!ub:! nmih‘l‘»c:'i:;:?
( Jobson's uncertain cye and quivering i
- 1218
= J . h

betrayed that it was an unteuth. Jack' b
| ved . Jack's heart
5 i sank. Why should Jobson lie to him? W
‘rf R dl:l‘ this mystery mean? S gy

;ts. Al ‘.I' must be off,” said Arthur nhrupll_y.
3 " You are playing this afternoan?"
N \_t\s. T told you ro vesterday.”
Bk \(i‘.'"'l“”.l look well," said Jack. *If you
. N i O u i ; K
a5 / it “‘”'rf"hﬂlfrl ;"’lllnr’]r:arda m!l'}m“l. Irﬂn.m' . B
lef, 1ol and plag anotker fellow for him

Artl g i
";Ie‘uzl\:\!:d;-nn gave a sneering laugh,
- 2y3 thought he'd like my place, and
0 better than T could in it.”" he said.

' He has i J . 1
barkin‘;'}:‘inf,”.'f?_v-ﬁ” it, that's all.  Now you're

ﬂn\c_k 'hil his lip,

Nothing of the sort. 1f you'

7hal_l be glad to h:u‘re vou."‘ou reifit da'play;
S Well, I'm quite fie.'"

l.\“}? settlod, then.

Arthur Jobson nodded shortly <
a]wny. Jack walked on niore 5]5“1}’.‘]“?('}11”;;;
gloom intensified in his frank, haudsome faco.
That there was something  wrong with hix
cousin could hardly be doubted now. Jack
| had his dinner with Ted Burrows that after-
‘. 3 | noon, and they called at Jobson's diggings for
. A BY him to go down to tho ground,

=] A NOVEL sTORY OF FOOT ALL Jack entered the little sitting-room which he

) @ ‘.,1 BY CHARLES HAMILTON. | shared with his cousin.

3

1A

—

. ) l Arthur Jobson was scated at a table, with
r bnnk; Td rllnr}m_rs b):fr]\re him, his head leaning

—— ted at a table, with books and Bl Ao ho e attitury o of mi

Jobson was scate ' papers before him. 2. Arthur Jo b one of miser
'II. ‘s:::iroopi"gi his wholo attitude one of dejection and despair, and he dared not rn?:co:I‘;u:ylg-';:::‘p:::.gr.;::n:?nd | :rn-:itn(gjlcnih(;{:d :}'i.!l:h: ﬂmu}:"! n;' ‘(}omc{ﬁ hi
: arte )0 3 ush in his face thrust
: - h|§‘ papers into n drn\\*(:r and locked it,
THE 15t t:!-!.uﬂ'zrhQ 5:23f§e:t Barnard, put his band on Arthur's slil(ll Lurning with nnger. But ere he had gone ].,adlls = :;"m'?' B oA Betiesdy ST
'n and Sccretary. . o gl a dozen paces his mood chr 2 Lo an:

captal T Lelieve bt There was not much similarity between the | colour dicd one of hri];mllnr: ”a':ﬁrdu \"I"rhcetcl;]cﬂ;{ Jack did not reply; his heart was tan hearr.

dale Tliers, fashed out the words. His | medium size, sturdy, well-built, with an open, | 1n the place of the rage in his eyes. 113 hasty | VA down to the faotball ground, where they

0 : : i i
-H D Sack Russell, eaptain of the Fern. | cousins as they stood side by side. Jack was | paller toclk its Dlaco, and & dumb-iisery grow In silence the three young fellows made their
found the rest of the club, as well as a crowd

hand was clenched, and he eecmed in- | frank face, and honest blue eyes. Arthur | pace slackened, nnd " his head” drooped, and

5 ; s hasty wi ¢ Jobson was slightly taller, slimmer d ; i ) of TFerndale folk who h
to follow up the hasty words with a " ghtly s immer, and | muttered words fell miserably from his lips. rndale folk who had come to see- the
. ﬁdas hasty, end Luke Barnard started :-l;?.‘;ﬁ.l'\g ‘}('ﬂlm P“]‘Ii:O%rrcleler("nl;r)?‘l\lﬂg )l]lil;E C\h({: " What shall I do? Ob, what shall 1 dol!” match.
But Ted Burrows, Jack's chum, and‘one of l||ght blue, and not nltogcthr steady in their THE 2nd CHAPTER, THE ard GMAPTER.
the lostest forwards in the Ferndale Football | glance. - i A GLilfe Caraci Fabbidase €y bla
Club, Inid a restraining hand on his captain's : Anything wrong?'’ he asked, looking round. 'y_ clonco; . e ¥e
i, ' Nothing," said Jack quictly, ““only Bar- ACK RUSSELL Jooked worried as he ACK RUSSELL, troubled as he was in
“8teady on, Jack!” nard has something to say to you." wulkqd down lerndale 1ligh Street. It his mind about his cousin, brightened
Jack dropped his hand to his side. Ile gave *“Well, go on, Luke!" was Saturday afternoon, and the young up as soon as he was on the ground.
. Ted Burrows o short nod, as if to assure him “It's hardly fair to put it like that,”” eaid captain of the Fliers hud left the office On the footer field there was no time to

‘ not forzet himself again, and | Barnard, *'but I don't mind. My uncle says where he was cployed n good time to get | think about anything but football, and he
g:g:csol:li[sdcvcs i L T— BA1G that you were betting on the Loj;\glcy R.u:’c- liome l\chrc the afternoon's match.  Tho young | banished every ‘consideration from his mind

: “] dou't helieve it,” he said, calmly now, | course last Thursday——"" . footballer's face was u;lmll¥ Lright and sunny, hul‘ the succesi of the game. X )
| “You €av my cousin, Arthur Jobson, was on Barnard did not need to finish. but just now there was a cloud upon it, which Terndale Fliers were looking in good trim,
V the Longler Racecourse, chumming up with a Arthur Johson gave a violent start, and | h2 did not geem able to dispel, with the solitary exception of Arthur Jobson,
} bookmaker, and lost a  great deal of | turned deadly pale. Jack's hand was jerked The Ferndale Fliers were playing that after- | who was pale and preoccupied. The High-
t from his shoulder. Jobson looked fram one | noon what was the most “"r“"',“'" match of | field lellows were in good form, too. Their
aid Luke Barnard, with a | 1o another with an almost terrified expression | the scason to them. Highfield I.C. were the | captain, Yorke, was a young engineer, and a
Sacer. “and 1 stick to jt." in his eves. most powerful opponents they ever met, and | fine fellow, and well known to Jack Russell.
BN vou sce him " A slow sneer crept over Barnard's face. upon the victory or defeat Of‘lllc afternoon de- They were [riendly rivals for league honours.
| B nol in-the hahit of poine o (herrnees, ' Jack turned red. y pended, to a large extent, Ferndale's position | The Iliglfielders were early on the ground,

-] going Sy “Speak up, Arthur!” he exclaimed. *Tell | 1n the loeal league. All through the week | and they had come determined to win.

money—"
*Yes, I said so

‘maid Barnard, in the sume sneering tone. **I . 5 : ;
d not be likely to see him [hpE{!," us if it's not true!" Juek's thoughts had been on the match—ex- Round the grouad, outside the lines, a goodly
“Then how do vou know?™ Arthur Jobson stammered [or a minute. ‘Tl’““i- of course, when he was at work. | crowd_had gathered to see the game. It was
5 “Well, what if it is true?” lie exclaimed at | Jock Russell was not the-kind of fellow to | ouly jJunior football, but the Fliers and the

“e wns Wy w ¢ i . 2 3 b
was keen by somcbody who knew him, neglect his work in thinking of sports. But the | Ifightielders could always be depended upon to

and who fold 1 ou'r s last. “Why shouldn't 1 pay a visit to a race- ) -

5 illﬂw.-\oq '}[nf“;ndl[‘[ ‘3](::;1:,0‘-([‘[:‘1;[‘],?(‘,?\?;02 course, to see what the lpI}nce was like, if match meant a great deal of anxious thought | put up some really good play.  Close upon

i for that sort of !‘)1in;: He knows that | choose?” for the young captain, and now n new anxiety | two hundred people were looking on, prepared
oleon is our secretary and treasurer, and Jack drew a deep breath of relief. had been added. . . to cheer good play on cither side,

be thought he'd mention it to me, and I could 1 told you so!" he exclaimed. "I knew he Ie was uncasy about his cousin. The young footballers changed, and a fine

" Once before Arthur Jobson had shown a | set they looked as they came out into the field,

e you & hint, o e i i never went there to bet. K t ¢ I
Ei&i" int. Dut as you take it like “Didn’t you bet, Jobson?"” asked Barnard | disposition to drift into shady ways, but Jack's | Iighficld in red shirts, the home team in blue

“oouldn't 1 ake it any maliciously. . influence had brought him back to a more ; and white. The two captains tossed for choico
*y," suid Jﬂl'iicl:‘t?lrl):.cm‘(!.‘\(;11';:}\1-EJ.;!)2(I;|‘1 ather Jobson changed colour again. manly course. Ilis intercst in football was | of goal. As they did so, there was a murmur
um, aind you are ‘lximing that he—— " Suppose 1 did, why shouldn't I do as I like | keen. and Jack did all he could to keep it so. | in the part of the crowd nearest the gate giving
J Lam hinting nothing,” %aid Barnard i -with 'my own mone, 5 But the incident at the committee meeting ncccs.iAtu.lhu field from the road. Gt ek
am stating plain facts. You can believe it *Oh, if the club doesn't mind, I don't!" [ aroused Jack's old fears aga Arthur had Jack was too bus_','. to _not:co_ |}, ud; r u;
9 ot ns vou Iike, but Arthur Jobson was on | said Barnard. *1 consider it disgraceful to | =aid nothing to him of the visit to the races, Jobson seemed to have ll;lﬂ_ nerves Oﬂll‘ g, and
ngley Racecourse, losing money in a | have-a betting fellow in the club. I consider | though the cousi who were both orphans, to be \;‘n!chu;g(lj'or Ec”moll |‘n_g unusuu !(Do(\:c::i:
f!h 86t much suited to a fellow who carns | it dangerous to have a treasurer who fre- | lived in the same gings. The concealment | Ilis glance lm nc\(‘l;n ! n;msl gclmo : P‘i-;
g’?l"”ﬂds a week, My idea was that it won't | auents racecourses. But I'm nobody, of | pointed to the truth of Luke, Barnard's hints, | the gate, nnzk uncc‘)orl‘ uund 1? :‘m lnpojlo:hc]'_
h.n:‘,! "‘l:“h credit on the ‘Fcl“ndnle Club to | course—""' : . N that .Jul:.‘m\lw'a?] in Iha] Imblthn[ Hothgé{.“{:: Ll;:i"la spcak to Jack, and had clese n
8 betring 5 8 1" said Ted Burrows, sceing t coali-natared fellow under such influen 'a ain. .
“:3. Jobson “‘:{!1?;3;10 Y:lcnlz\nfrliisd "]'mm‘lmrs' e gleu?\llmitn ‘:!'puck’s ucyes. and Darnard, seei’;g i(i ::lf:l:llxt the last person in the world to be !tr)uslml ATIIHD :?unrr;nu‘r‘_crl:;;vt{:m're:11(*“'{‘:;!?‘.0-1:‘:\:0“[:
3¢k Ruseell it his lip, and was silent. too, thought he had better do eo. with the club's money. 1L was terrible to :;::\rof nshh‘:a csuw a well-dressed gentleman, in

captai " = i ink hat Arthur could possibly 4
aptain of {he football club, he could Jack turned with a look of deep distress to- | think for a moment that Arth :‘I" s | o Irock-cont and silk hat, enter and mako’ his

Elp adinigtinge : car i in. I money that was not his own. § 4
llli‘ken (lu“m”!“l- to himself that Barnard u:}}d\! ]}‘]ls Co“'s-'" it bo true. You dida't— ;ouc fation is strong, a naturc must be strong | way through the spectators towards thoe [rlfl_\-
fo b ¢ right in mentioning the matter AFthur, Lo g k] Sty : oW < ficld. The helmet of a policeman showed

W, especially ns ho w \b JNE, hink ST fell you I just mnde a few bets, for the | to resist it; and Arthur Jobsen's nature was | ing field. The h

o an septnning to Lhin i weak—wenk and selfish, though he had his | behind hin. 3

Russell wns worricd. Arthur Jobson's deadly paleness caught tha
g of Arthur, when he sud- | eye of Yorke, the 1lighfield captain.

i 1 suv, Russell,” he exclaimed, * one of your
Lool: at him!"
Juck turned round

Byt ‘Bm there might be some truth in it, | novelty of the thing,” eaid Jobson, with o iy

Jobegy', 2T 85 he kucw, was jealous of | sullen look. s e good points.

I* Position in the club, and had, more- **You're not in the habit of—", Ho :wad thin himself, talking

Bt Unpleasant way of <oine thi “Who says I am?” denly caught sight of Jobsou himself, king v, Ru

L ell, thay's . ';- way Oh coing f“[}F-‘i « Nobody, but=—" “with 0 man of uhout thirty at the corner of Iell)ioun is .t”i Lol

J ws s ght  enou said ed ¥y X % " ’ - 5 “latter at once; it o pointed to Jobson.
_Jolmn o W the role of plﬁlc’emnkcr; wif “I'm not going to be catechised. It's my [ tho strect. Jack knew the latter a 1

quickly and looked at his cousin. Then he

i 3 P hore land the
{0 b 5, B¢1H0E among Lad friends, he ought | own business. If you don't want me for club | was Mr. humlnlll'l«lml. ulp?\‘" ‘\\Bzmmml ey e s il
N mr:;:{i o con hardly think this is | secretury, A resist L Hok sars. ]"crnlhI:O rlrmllr?'?k fr}‘:“i::\dh’" interest in local *Arthur! Are you ill?7”
3 ) ; < & " . . : 9 : en )y § o .
"Eﬂ itre (:urilq"if"lmpi ‘l]m went to the placo Gt's noﬂun;{L OEI"‘?(‘ s‘c::t, mscull:Jl Jlrltltnl(t ||fjc1t~ i‘nlu!nli‘cl\lrr {ﬂol:ﬂm” LIS Pho: grouod Jab w ']l;'l;m]n? did “riot r“}‘l':-'l T S—
e ol 5 4 i _edanbietiin . f Y u 2 ‘e \is gaze was fixed .
never hetted at all.” | fically. very moderate rent. Jack glanced at the two, ul ' Bl I e

hhllv! I-"!l‘lmrd

what their apparently deeply | Jack followed it

ers scep- | yO 5| ow tha hoa club’s reputation g
E8 iy should COo u must kn that t lut: !
1l; was nbou gentleman striding on the field, with tho con-
S .

u"t". let Joy warth something. 1f _\'u]x; \rcdnt 1()) ”']eﬂ roces “vn"dozn']:_v L
il e e N just to sea tham; and fell uncer-the Influcnes (-carnsy = o worried-looking, | stable at his heels. "
';"0 i E:}?'m ufraid 1o rcppnlo!u }::;"!H:rlfe,whlr:i ]of same rascal, it wouldn't be a nice thing, but Arthur gnl‘l:ﬂr;l:'lllj llg‘(!a:dm:mnr\‘- $o Taa ) "lallo. keep off the grass! m“mlr"gl

fin up “\'4-:"{;‘ his b:_lrk. If Russell chovsea | it could be passed over. 1f you were in the and Mrl.m“gu'”!n landowner said ;iomrlhi_nﬁ in | Yorke, l:«'ly: did nr}ll l(;u'm\iilnl:‘l‘ :‘}:‘:-“r:?m ¥
ul| ehau{ li:d'm] tcare if the whole club | habit of it—"" came .h‘c;(lml tone to Johsnu.”nml without au:l-{.l' Il\l(‘rrllzg?l‘:'::“:JliﬁlmJnfk hn~l||;" ity
e : y ply, walkad rapidly away. R (Y 3 . hastily s
Jora E‘I'rl'i‘]‘] looking :fOrr him, as if [ Mr. ﬁundorl:mil. th? awncr of this fi 1.

still, | s

3 sC 3 i Yorko stared at hinn
it “\Well, T suppose you pay rent for the field,
"

vou?!

2..& L] . “I'm not going lo have lll_\"privntlc nffaips | 0 very
Ry, P again. Bar 5 { i into. You're my cousin, and hot my | waiting
'.'.Arlhu,[-'lagﬁ' Hatd bod him:ok }:";3.':,"]?,(.1.1:0;, If Barnard has any fault 1o Jobson sl}m-( H
Yo ']‘“"l_v_ I,ub-'\ here in g fow minutes,” he | find with me, let him move that I be asked to | rooted to the spot.

} oulder. - s
U ehall repeat to him what | resigo on the sho Oh, it's yvou, Jack? don

0 m o ¥ ; " said Darnard, W Vhat—whal 4 “Yes, of course!™
M“w‘;‘ E:ﬂ'd "“0” s e B “ 'II‘}:IUH': :A:JI,:".‘ ("(:“(‘I?"'!h:l((;"om'::lnl mind your Arthur Jobson llqlr]y 'j:'lnh'].z‘ol n:(:ngz:““ord!. "'}'I‘u".n nlho owner or anybody else has na
maormn v Ly e 0! Sgony E with « il . n rame’s
gt UL b wnid Jobson 3 and ho atrode to Tack loked M"lll,ll:ll.l\-, Arllurn‘r‘:” ho asked. | right to step on the ground v (:'Ir:_ :'].‘I:.T o

Wi i 3 : "
oke,” hat you have raid. There | own business,

g “AVhat's the
"l"“:rxnd Kt id (bo door red with anger. What's

1 say, Harri
Arthur? We want | ** Mr. .‘iu}'-tlt'rlﬂ”‘l e

looked quite angry when he | going to beyin. i linesmen, **werm

a boy in Ltons, one of

houlde: S i3 .-y are you going, 4 €
the R wiy ders again in o Where 3 — i . P . I . 3
}"'0, Wi e But lie did not say mo; ot . loft wouo o 0 Jobson, T didn't notice.™ [ that chup off the ‘(_ruuni him.” said Harris.

T, | silenca ¥, more, | y A for b ess now, nfter thati Nid ho! I Job Id There's a bobhy with him.

o Tl th doar g “‘1‘0 Burrows' little “I'm not_fit for business [ Jacle lookod o amazed that Jobson could Iy hat, so there is! What the dickens

T opened 1o ndmit Arth You can wait!'” ) icing it I d yrr

on ) Artiur o ¥ Jobson flung out of the room, | pot help novic L S I angry with me,” he | does it all mean! i soil 5 KO WHrE
&,,,"5 Soard T a8 o cxine in fnguin 1A Artbur Jgbeon Daciiord looked st one | © % 1 racan. b o s h""."ﬁ"-" e bl fllows wore el 20 NS
d y, Mittea' 0 M0 Tram ) H ¢ h hardly knowing what to say or do, | raid. fur A n Dis land, that's all”" | the Ferndalers, for (0 say to them,
S npp., 05 faces 2 the expression of | another, hardly close with some euking down [ences on . land might huve somcthing (o say ‘
iy cu‘,:’“"‘ that something unusug] | They heard the street ddor br.hl(‘k did not speak. \derland would | though he had chosen an inconvenient momeng

likely that Mr. Sur
John Commences.

hay
oeen
) tnd Ju;krm]'
'

1o ¢ i 25 .
with nnlfﬁ??s‘.f{;m “?\h,",]}l,.;r Jobson strode nway from the house, | 1t was not
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" most indignant of his club-fellows relented, and

A Club Scandal (cont.).

for it
with him
To give m,‘ signal to start the game w

Dut what did he bring a policmuan

out

of the quedion. The referee stood nt,
ftaring, liko the rest, at the appronching
figures Jack Rueell looked from Mr. San.
drrhml 'n his_cousin, and from his cous

to Mr. Sunderland, in wonder and
-mmw doubt. ~ Arthur Johson's face was
white, his head drooping.  What did it all
mean?

Steadily the landowner advanced to the very
the field, betwean the opposing feams,
Constable behind. Eyes,  mostly
hostile in their glanco, were fixed upon My,
Sunderland. Hia face was very hard.

Ho he'd up his hand, signing back the

lnmzml footballers ns they crowded forward.

What does this mnan, sir? exclaimed
Jack Russe

Mr,

Sumlrvrl-md looked n! him sternly.
ou know perfectly well what it means,
Russell,” he said.  “T am sorry to have to
interfere at such a moment, but you have
known for some time what to expect.”

Jack lmkrd thunderstruck.

T, sic? What do you mean, T knew what
to expect? Even now I do not know why you
are here, or what your object js."

M Sundr:r and gave him a

searching.

bl

it P Russell, that you, whs are,
o 1 under, the captain of this club, do
now anytliing about its financial posi-

What do vou mean?" exclaimed Jack in

dignantly. **iWhat's wrong with our pomlon
When we fail to pay your rent it will be time
for_you to criticise that

The gentleman mn]ml sarcastically.

T vour sccretary has not acquainted
you with the true stato of affairs. You are
not aware that no rent has been paid me for
this field for the past two months."

A thunderbolt falling at his feet could not
have amazed Jack Russell more.

e looked for a moment as if his head were
turning round.

wwThe field not paid for 1" ho gasped, at last.
w ]Johsm' has paid you for it every week

R'gu

*“Jobeon has done nothing of the
Mr. Sunderland, coldly and incisivel
has mada cxeuso alter excuse, sl\\'lng that_the
eubscriptions have not been peid up, and o
forth, until I thought it high time r at if the
membera could not pay (helr subscriptions the
club should issolved.”

a riptions are all paid up, to the last
id Luke Barnard

said Jack Russell

“The subseriptions are paid up all
r. Sunderland. Do you mean to cay

were not, certainly, as an
excuse for not paying rh» rent of the field. I
believed him; but now'—a very SI"nlﬂCln!
tone crept into Mr. Sunderlard’s voico—* now
it looks 10 me as if there were some even less
creditable couse [for the arrears of payment.
‘That, however, is a matter for you to eottle
among ,ouml 3y I do not desire to interfere.
Are you prepared t: now?"”
Jnck did not Ansv«cr the question. He turned
10 his cousin with almost anguish in his face.
Arthur, what docs this mean? For mercy's
ul.(- explain before I think you are—are——"
“* A thief!” said Luke Bnmnr
“Hold your tongue!” said ‘Ted Burrows
ﬁen:ely.
Burnard bit his lip, and was silent.
Silent, too, was Arthur Jobson; he could not
speak. His head was droopin;
tude one of dejection and dc»psxr and he dared
not raise his eyes from the ground.
Jack touched him on the arm, but he did not
move or speak.
““ Arthur, can't you say anything?"’
A'low groan broke from Arthur Jobson—a.
sound so charged with misery that even tho

felt .compassion for him. Every eye was fixed
on the wreiched vouth, and a épot of crimeson
was burning in the centre of each of his palo
cheeks.  But his cyes never moved [rom the
roun

Jnck etarted nway Imm him. Ie could have
no further doubt now. Arthur JBbson had not
paid the field rent—he had lied to the owner
and his fellow-members.  And where was the
money? The blacklegs of Longley Racecourse

could have told,

Jack passed his hand over his brow. e
caught  Yorke's glance, and his face went
crimson. The scene was terribly humlllatmg,
the seandal that was certain to eneue was bit
to him; but fo hava this horrible oxpnﬁure
before a rival club, that was very bitter,
He saw only sympathy and compaasion
Yorke's face; but cven sympathy and compas-
m at that moment.
Mr, Sunderland,

in a cold,

estion, yo me
B melk Ttusell ahook his hcnd‘
“Two months arrcars?

o have no
money hero—not more than a Icw thllhngs at

venta.'
.”"(‘I do ot fecl inclined to pay twice, any-

way," said Luke Dv]vnmrd ,“lf .chwll has
y ney, let him replace it.”
T ot seply 10 tho taunt, 1o kept his
eyes fixed on Mr. Sundorlnlnd and did not trust
k at Barnard
hinelt '3.1'f°mn'iw e srrangomart you like
- i id. If fho money is owed

oo, T suppose net,” said Jack miserably.
1lm money s awed to you, and we will pay
it—or, rather, T will pay it. I can save L ont
of my ‘i'nlzn But we have no money he
“I. hava received promises enough fro
Jabeon,” Mr. Sunderland. e

h, h broke out Ted Burrows,
“You know Jack Russell s the soul of honour,
and you ought to take his word, and you know
HY

It waw an injudicious speech. nder.
land was already angry, and he dul nut rv-lnh
being told what he “ought to do by a lad of

seyemeen. Tlia rycs glnted,
“Thank you!" he said icily. “T am g

aware of what 1 ought o o g ought I il

turned you out of this field weeks ngo, as I haye

not been paid for the use of it; but it 1 nnH
lato to b firm. Unless the rent is paid up naa.
\u.x \\xll not be allowed to play hcre(hu .n.,,,

e footballers looked at each other in utter
diemay.

Some of the Highfielders growled. They had
come some distance for the match, and it was
not pleasant {o have made their journey for
nothing.

‘ Shame!” exclaimed several voices,

Mr. Sunderland frowned. He was not an un.
kind man, but he was very much annoyed, and
he could he very obstinate, A frank appeal in
the first place would probably have moved him,
but a condemnation of his action only made him
determined to carry it through. e was as
)nnl as 2 rack now,

ake

he exclaimed harshly,
“I an: wai

*We cannot pay,” eaid Jack quictly. ]
have told you that we have no money_here, sir,
have enough in the post- omw savings bank,
cannot get at it now, ns vou
hame!" shoutad the Hwhﬁcldou
off tha ground !"
ck him off 1"

\lr Sunderland’s eyes flashed, and he cast a
defiant glanos round.” The policeman gave the
footballers a warning look as eome of them
preesed forward.

*“Tt will be my duty to prevent any violence,
gom]nmon. he said.

Jack Russel! held up his hand.

Keep back, you ‘fellows! Its no good
making a row. Mr, Sunderland is acting within

“Get

his rights. T think he's hard; but that's no
matter. We cannot play.”

There was a loud murmur.

“I'm sorry about you fellows,” said Jack,

“You've had a journey for nelhmg, and the

match is off. Iam sorry. I can'teay more.
ou ccunt the match againet us, u [nr as that
coes. We're going, Mr. Sunderian
The landowner nodded shortly. He was be-

ginning to think that he had med harshly; but
he did not care to suddenly change his mind.
The quict dignity with which the Ferndalc cap-
tain Tacod 1he ‘abustion had o Ko
The fcotballers walked away to the dressing-
tent, and changed into their everyday clothes.
The crowd had taken up the cry of **Shame!”
and Mr, Sunderland was nearly mobbed 25 he
walked off the ground. Only the presence of the
conslnb!e saved him from rough handling.
Russell came out of the tent with a grim,
z]oomv Jook on his face. Arthur Jobson had
ls:lppcarod Ted Burrows tapped his chum on

S

i Shnll I walk home with you, Jack?”

Jnck »hook his head.
T'll go alone, Ted.
1—I want to thinl

don t know what's to be

I want to ece Arlhul’.
Hen.vtn help us! I

terly.
“That he has embezzled the money? There
('nmwlt be any doubt. He has as good as ad-
mittad

It's horn)le Jack!l

I can’t say how sorry

““T know you are, old fellow. The committee
had better meet this evening, and sce what is to

be dore.  Thero will be a ecandal.”  Jack gnve
o groan,  *Mast of tho peoplo on the ground
eus was on; and, urse, the High-

o
ﬁcld fellowu will talk. Our own fellows will,
for that matter. They can’t be expected to take
this quietly. Arthur ien’t their cousin.’

“Thcy all feel for you, Jack.”

Yes, I believe they do, excepting Barnard.
But they don’t fecl for Arthur;_they, despmo
him, and Il.nuw he deserves it.  But—but—'
*'There won't bc more scandal than we can
help. - Nobody thinks of any—any arrest, or
umhnu,— of that sort, " said Ted awkwardly. -
“ He deserves it."

““Ho was led away, Jack, as the best of us
might be, by a et of sconndrels, I helieve,” eaid
ed. “ Think the best af him, llmt you can, and
we'll try to get him out of this.”

Jack ‘preesed his chum’s hand, and, with
heart too full for words, walked nwny * He loft
the ground, and turned his face towards tho
town, tha most miserable boy in the county at
that ‘moment, with the possible exception of
Arthur Jobson. DBut where was Arthur?

THE 4th CHAPTER,
Shadow of Disgrace
Noed—* Goal

—A Friend In

(788)

! tho 1aces—at all even
1S ot beliova me: Was T righ
ok Rissell nexlded.

“Yee," he eaid quictly,
was Wron, L,' 1 did not_beli
wrong- 1 admit it, and [ owe you an apology.
I am eorry.

Tiika Barmard was taken aback,

Iie had expected hot and angry words from
Jack Russell, and ho was prepared to reply in
kind; but this total surrender surprised him,
and ‘made him feel uneasy. He been
spurred or by a ]enlou ¥ Acthur, and_an
obstinate wrm% on
himsell and he bad Lean fully satichied as to the
excellenic: of his own motives. Now, as he
looked inta the white, pain-stricken fnoe of Jack
Russell, a sudden sense of meanness smote him.
Tl felt that he had acted ungenerously, and an
Leomfortable sens that Jack regarded him as
o cad, and ws right in o regarding him,
caused a flush {o come into his cheeks.

“1 did not mean to hurt you when I epoke,”
he said awksardly. 1 always thought you
[avous Jobson.” T mentioned the matter,
Lecause I thoaght he was going to the dogs, and
ouuh( to be .slo

“I dare say

towards Jack

d did sou an in-

justice,” said J it so, 1 am
forry for it, and I hope we mll part [riends.

art!”' said Barnard. “What do you
mL‘lIlﬂ"

*1 mean that I shall resign the eaptaincy of
Ferndale_Fliers, after—after this. I hope you
or Ted Burrows will take my place. That's

¥ Russll, I'vo beon . rotten cad,” broke out
Barnard suddenly. *You sha' —1
admit. T've looked forward o n chance ot

fling your place, but now—now it seems
different, somchow. You sha'n’t go—and as
to your cousin, we'll hush it u{: \\e don't
want a club scandal, anyway. .We'll have a
whip round for the mones—
shall pay that, Dunard—e\ny pen
“But about the resigning—you sha’n’t o it !
I'll see that the commmco don't let you!™
exclaimed Luke Bar

Jack Russell nmllcd (mnt[

“'I'm going to resign from the club alto-

gether,” he said. *“I must stand by my cousin
and sdve him if I can. But I'm glad rt
friends, Barnard, alter the rubs we've had.

There's my hand if you like to take it.
arnard grasped it warmly,

“But you sha'n't leave Lhe Fliers,” he said,
as they parted.

Jnck Russell walked on towards his home.
Barnard stood hesitating some minutes, and
then he set off at a rapid walk, but the direc-
tion he took led him towards the house of
Mr. Sunderland.

Jack’s brow was moody as he reached his
quarters.. He wanted to see Anhur, to think
out with him what was best to be done, yet he
dreaded the interview. Ile pushed open the
door of the little snmnz room. The room was
dusky in the winter afterncon. But Jack saw
Arthur at once.

The senrplnry of the Ferndale Football Club
was seated at o desk, and a [reshly-written
sheet lay before him. But he was not writing
now. His head had fallen upon his hands,
and the tears of utter misery and do‘ecnuu
were streaming through his fingers. His body
wis sHaken by slow] heasy sty Ha PR not
hear Jack enter.

Jack'd heart was heavy as he came towards
his cousin. e caught a glimpse of the letter
Anhur had written:

“Dear Jack,—I am going, and you will
never see me again.  Try fo forgive me
There were tear-blots on the written lines.
JncL touched his cousin on the shouldcr
rthur I
Jobson started to his feet with a cry.
ck! Oh, i

“ Ja not mean to see you
again! [

“Jack passed his arm round the unhappy lad's
shoulder and drew him to_the seat again

Arthur was ehivering convulsively.

“Calm yourself, Arthur,” said Jack quietly.
“T know all about it, and I won't say ? think
you are not to blame. chap “ho luuchu
anotber fellow’s money is on't say
at ; there isn’t a word to dcscube hlm pro-
perl But now you have acted like a
dupe ; you have been in the hands of others.”
The bookmakers had it,” groaned Arthur.
“I thought I had n dead cert. I risked the
club’s money on it, and I meant to replace it
out of my winnings, and buy the club a new
set of goalposts and nets as a presen

Jack emiled miscrably.

“ And vcu lost, of course?™”
“ ¥y ehuw, and then I tried ag:
% pabelive o luck, but somchow luck wi

against me! Oh, it's been awfull I tad fa
lie to Mr. Suuderhnd ied to you. I Jied
to others. I have made lying entries. Oh,

Hoaven; sometimes I have felt that I was
being strangled in my own network of lies!”
Ho sobbed convulsively. “I don't deserve any
pity; 1 ought to have known. But I never
meant to steal, you hnlle\a that, Jack?"

¢s, I beliovo
“It was horrible; knowing the time must
come_when—when the fellows would think me
a thlu["' Arthur shuddered. **Now it has
come, and I'm shown up before the whole
lub I wish I had cut and run sooner. But
I shall go to-night.”
“Wa must think about our future plans,
Arthur. But you ure not fit now. When ou
are calmer we will discuss them. But I
not going to desert you. It 1 had been sbarper
this might never have happencd.”

“ USSELL Y
A {7 camo on Jack's ehoulder 83
o walld alon, Barid n theuaht,
wnd he looked rou darke a3
pression camo over his face IB hO gt
Lm Barnard 6 B
Sras
bat do rou_wapt, BarotrdTl bt <ont

¥ Do, you doubt it now?" exclaimed Mr. Sun-
darl:nd sharply.

Next Weck! Great New Motor Story by Henry 8t. John Commences. Don

!er

fow w: You called me a liar the otter

night when I told you about your cousin

‘It was my own fault—my own fault
Thero was silence in’ the room for & long

only by Anhu
camie ot the .Ir;.:,‘:’:."d’"‘ br-;,
In the dusk e reco a <k tary “‘ﬂ:
Arthur shrank jn 3 E‘?’ \,‘
vititor with n hard gla,chair By N
© What have You®epe:
** Alter disgracipg
fellows and sy g
wait il Monday x\??“
't epeak
Sunderland, i qu’::;“llr,n,, i
to claim the money due 1
It was not the mopey nm
game !D;.ln(f. it was the ¢ "
mg treated in a [t
wmada me angry, du"h“""“"“ )"”
mal(nr nnd 1 admit thyy T w
torry

Taek Rusell coloured, |
Forgive me, sir
liko chat. Tut I ai s Told 1ot 4,
Ohi undrmand " €nid the ¢ ed o

t

“and T pardan your s
horo iTe g 1}'3“':"'& T,
oy et n e Lo

n al o Ty
lower than 1 could ha. '\‘;”‘M'd ol
That annoged me all (e nors et Y
was left unpaid. Bm T undar, Yhen ‘&.'
circumstances now. 2Mang &“
LIN

of yours, Luke mm,dn‘ it iy
Jnﬁk nﬁm \
“Ile tel that

the elub, Russell " 0% deigyy -

<1 must, sir. Iq d b
7 my o
4L TR

has done wrons, of course; 2]
acting very decent] m p
shall ot desert ’J’}' eting bin g7
Mr. Sunderlund grasped
e bw'
)
e g,

warmly.
“ Well spoken, my ladt
But as I have said, I a
club, and T fecl that it would m,
out you. You must not leave it
money due to me, T shall cang
That ig not all. I have heard jfo 04
from Barnard, and from my km"
Arthur Jobson, I have a_pretey o
}mdw atiee stand, and I think i34
ad should be given another
help him t o
il 2k could]not speak. The teas
is eyes, speaking more eloqu
Arthiur gave a o . "“J" vy
don't deserve it—I—
“Those words alone, my 1...1
ood is not dead within you,
orland kindly, * You shal’ hoes
another town, for sou had better lun b
dale for a time, and your cousin shi o
c-mnén of the Ferndale Football Ciay
g

agre

“I don’t know what to say,” wij
Russell brokenly; “I dont know bow
you the A,r:ll!u:lu I fecl

Chen it is settled.”
And Mr. Sunderland, who fe
cousins sbauld be left alone j
left tiem. Arthur was sobbing, buf y
hope_had dawned in his face.
**God bless him!” said Jucl

Fa.

“ Indeed—indeed, God bless him!"
Atthur, *He shall never hme reasan 9
pent hxs kindness, Jack. rit!"

cep to_thai, Arthyr “and al o3
exclaimed . * But 1 do not 2}

ill need another lesson like this”
A le: right; Arthur Jobeon_
another  lesson.
that experience, an
of paying a severe penalty for ha k¢
had been’ a warning to him that be
forgot.
\Ieanuhnln, the Ferndale footballen
going ahea
The match with Highfield oo the
ground counted to the enemy, but the
match cn the Highfield ground told 8
different
ln spue ol all that Yorke and lulll;‘
‘erndalo swept the field with
(he first hall the score was oal to
were _evidently

ame with fresh zest. They showed B
scscrvcd their title, for they fairly 8 s
more goals were added to the | ;can
the Ilighfielders having u'lock it

And among the crowd that Iaudh] X
the Ferndale fine play, Mr. S""d‘{h:hd‘
wnmg his cap and shouting with t

t Ferndale were not done yeb o
Fwe minutes hbdoru}:mle (hoy cn
determined rush for the home
led by Jack Russcll, brought "“,"z’ﬂ
up the field. The goalkeeper sent o)

Ted Burraws sent it in, and 8 bck 850
Luke Barnard at ummh.n sont the

e e ARy

e swift glance to as
side, and Jack rushed
1: home And there was a rosf

"Gnal Hurrah

Ferndale Fliers had beaten
oals \to ane. Mr. Sunderla
by the hand as the P!

o

layers
And

2 hplcnd.d ¢ he exelaimed.
of Ferndale's coming success
etition.””
P And " Mr. Sunderlands wnn!{”'
phetic. ~ Ferndalo Fliers passeC. i, et
to success, and in_their md i‘ priee ]
those who had witnessed thet & bt
on the Ferndale field censed (0
club scandal.

D0 o i ongl s BV S N B R

THE BN

»
(Next week ** S or THE ﬂom- ‘ﬁ"',,..

time, while the winter dusk dcepcncd. broken

HENRY ST, JOHN, €@

it miss 1!
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