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Kerr to the Rescue,
GGINS stared. e
165 Gromwell waen't killed,” he
F wid; it was the Cavalier

“hnnies wha pegged out.”
course I =aid Dolores
v “The—the Cavalier
. What a curious name for
b "(;,Nliors! W h,y did they eall
¢ lves johnnies 7
V:“ﬂ v — they  didn't,” said
o “1 called 'em johnnies,
I I mcant chaps.”

ol
":‘Bvor by the l_)eechcs."

ushall we go?”

«(f course, 1f you'd like to see it 1"
Figgins.

"LAI 5hguuld love to see it!”

«Come this way, Miss Pelham.”

«pat I am taking up so much of

cor time,”" said Dolores.

“«0li, that’s nothing I

“You are quite sure?”’

“We're always glad to show our

ple sights  to  visitors,”  said

s, thus,  with immense

pomacy, avoiding a direct answer,

gshich Miss Pelham smiled.

“Then we will go,” said Dolores

‘You are so_kind to

dor me about the place like this,

wl it 18 50 plnnsnvnt to see a really

geresting place with a guide who is

o thoughtful, 8o ecareful, and so

stentive all the time.”

“I'm sure you flattes me,” said

Figgins, who was never known to

detect sarcasm, however thickly laid

“Xot at all,” eaid Dolores. “T

dnll always r_nmr:’mbcu your kind-

O, yes—Tiggins
They left the old tower.
lad a private wish that the ancient
chapel of St. J interesting relic
of past times as it was—would be
swallowed up in the earth before he
could reach it. That was not likely
to happen, but something just as
sood and a_little less trenmiendous
wcurred. Kerr came racing over
the quadrangle {o overtake them.
“Figging!  Figgy 1"

Figgins

Keer had already changed into his
foatbal) hings, and had a long coat
w. Ilis faco was pink with
T.‘.’U'Hﬂg.

Figgins turned round.

. t's the row, Kerr?”

Have you forgotien the match?”
Uy Jove !” said Figgins.

Kere almost glared.

You've forgotten it ! he roared.

B if I bhadno’t!” said
'REns,
“Dear me!” said Dolores. “I

Membe; now.  You were playing a
fficket match this afternoon. = That
5. xbat Ethel and I came over to
..

".-\ football match,” said Figginos,
go® Kerr wag silent. Ie knew
;M“ that little mistake had been
by ol on Miss Pelham’s part;
“lgging never suspected a girl of
capuble of “ spoofing.”
4 b yes; a football match!”
Sted Dolores.  *“Has it begun?”
«0" said Figgins, laughing.
Yoy yeo v
ou sce, that duffer’s our skipper,

bing

;ﬂ.d. "¢ can't play without him," said
tl.li‘ *You must excuse him, Miss
Heyi™  Can I -see you to the

'S house while Figgins goes and
:‘:2{""‘7 hero isn'fgn minute to
e The School House chaps will

'NE Us if we're late.”

u “f’lrva looked ot Kerr. i
0 w‘;‘ of coursel” she said.
L:n werUDid of mo to forget that

qohr THE EMPIRE

"y Playing cricket—I mean
this ofternoon 1”7

othall,”” gnid Figgins,
“ Yr?" ean football.”
"l‘nn';"."‘c‘l-'“ me, won't you?”
h(nr:n;“f" “It was idiotic of mo

e match |**
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SL:_El!-mque'da"d is a new girl at
r»chnolr? 38, and on her first day at
s l“ anr»:cu‘d by the personality

£ olores Pelham, o high-spirited
E ; of Spanish 'descent, Echel
;]l:‘o;c(:l?:nv. ¥ saves Dolores from

sgrace, 3
ﬁr]l':n‘fl'i(‘llﬂld!.\" and the two become
Sthel one afiernoon takes

nx\'m- to \: Jim's (‘.ullogo,D:-ll?er::
Artthur D’Arey, her cousin, is at
school, and the Spanish girl is in.
troduced to all Ethel's boy fricnds.

GLANCE OVER THis,

Figgins escorts Dolores over the old
tower of St. Jim™s; but his version
of its history is a littlo mixed, as his
thoughta are all the time with Ethel,
who has gone to call on the head-
master's wifo,

Dolores's eyes gleam with misclief
as she realises this.

“It is very interesting to think
that we are etanding upon the very
spot where (romwell was killed,™
she remarks demurely.

(Now po on rith the slory.)

Ir:?gl'm_-ea nodded with a smila,

geins raised his cap and raced
oif, and Kerr walked with  Miss
Pelham to the Head's house,

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

And the was angry now.

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

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

ack.

Mrs. 1Iolmes met her in the hall.

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

“Yes," said Dolores.

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

Dolores allowed Mrs. Ilolmes to
shalke hands with her.  Her manner
was polite in her stately Spanich way,
but it was not cordial.” Mrs. Holmes
gave the Spanish girl a very curious
glance.  She was one of the very

people who did not understand
Dolores. .

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

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

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

About Figgina.

L O this is your room?” said
S Dolores.
She had noticed, of course,
a constraint in tlgcl's
manner, but she seemed determined
to be in high spirits and see nothing.
She went to.the window as she
spole. i
pOu!sid«‘: the window rose the big
branches of an elm-tree, but beyond
that was a wide \'in\;]cf the old quad
nd the playing ficlds.
: F(-HO\\':] cyould be_seen already
gathering on  the junior foolball
ground for the match.
*Yes,” said Ethel. =
“What a charming room !
“ Vs
e }\:?{‘ you have it all fo you'ruel_f "
«Txcept when Mrs. Ilolmes’s nicco
is here,” said Ethel. “Sho is n,slenr
gitl, and & kind friend of mine.
Dolores’s dusky face clouded. e
#You have many friends, Ethel?
“Yes ]
- Ygu love this other very much?”
« Very much.” ;
Dolores compressed her lip=. .
 And she is your chum, as you ca

s ’”h 1 sniled
?‘:IOI; :;0, not that! You see, she
is pearly ten years older than I am—

—_—

quite 8 woman. But we arc great

friends."”
The Spanish girl's face cleared, hut
the shadow on it, though

only
momentary, had shown what a dopll!l
of jealousy thero might be in the
Dascionate heart.

1 don't like you to hava other
friends Leride me, Ethel,” she said.
“1 know it is «illy of me, but I shall
never have another chum.”

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

= i1}
Star” Adm.mrm 1 Bmpire.

i g wie he
extraordinary. Figgins is ond al the
Lest and kiniﬂsﬁ boys in the school,
mid Ethel, with a little warmth. oo

Dolores gave her a sidelong .Kh':"' .
“And n very particular friend ©
yours, FEthel dear?™ she n!-k"‘l';
2 :‘ Not mora than the others
‘Ilonour?" .
“Of course!" rid Ethel, with the
first appearance of irritation Dhﬂ‘ l‘k
shown. “How oddly you fnl

Dolores! I don't quite understand
you." .
You have not noticed that
Figgins—""
Dolores paused. don't  discuss
‘“Suppose  we an'e 1
iy suggestod Cousin Ethel

. “We shall have to hurry,
" they will be beginning the
"

, wa don’t want to rec ﬂ_\la
beginning,” said Dolores. Ing(:‘_
be a frightful bore, of course.
ball matches always are.

“T don’t think =o. 5

“0Oh, you have such curious fasies,

Fthel | ~ What is there to see in l{
football match?” said Dolores miI
patiently. “ But, ?! course,

Figeins 12 playing: P
E] uishp\'g.u wouhll) Tot niention

Figgins in that way, Dolores. ]
Es/(-ry well. I un‘ppmc you know

all 12’n bcfn;'_' oz
“Yes, I think so.
"ll‘(‘)w lucky you arm to have »

cousin like Arthur! What did you
.90

L . "
“Y¥e shall have Lo be quick, dear.
Dolores yawned.
“Oh, very well! Bat I do love IIO

have you do my hair, Ethel! £

makes me feel calm and contone’ﬂi.

and I am not always calm, am I?
Fithel smiled a little. -
“No, indeed you arc not, T?olores.
“TRut I am enjoying this after-

noon,” sad Dolores. ‘Tt is delight-

ful!  Figgins is a curious fellow.

can see quite easily that he attaches
immense importance to his game of
football, and it seems very odd to

l
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é M
A now, and tha subject of dogs had to
1 be dropped.

‘“Yes, | am very fond of dogs,” sald Dolores brightly,
spanicls.” Herries Jumped. “8paniels! | sald Towser wa

Miss Pcitham.”™

her so much, she might have acted in
a different manner that afternoon.

But Dolores was resolved not to see
that anything was the matter.
Dolores was in one of her most wilful
moods that day. i

“ What a charming old place this
is, Ethel!” she exclaimed. ._";\n(I
the boys are very nice! Will you
help me with my” hair, love? That
dash in the trap has made it quite
untidy. What a dear fellow your
cousin is to let me «In\:e!""

“ Arthur is always f

“ Very different from the tall per-
son,” enid Dolors, with a yawn, as
Ethel unbound her thiclk masses of
hair—* the—the Wiggins, I think his
pame s

“ Fig ** said Ethel.
i What an oxtra-

“ Yes, Figgins,
inary name !’ ‘ 5
or?‘,]“;i\'a nover noticed that-it is

COUSIN HETHERIL?

“cspecially
8 a bulluog.

me.  Well, if you really thij Vi
ought to hurry, I suppose T 't,i\‘:gk“\\e

“1 wish you would, dear, They
will think we do not eare if we miss
the kick-off, and after Arthur has
tukn_r: th_tlzl rlroul\ble to drive over for
us, it wi ook un i i
you think so?'" gracious  Den b

* Passibly.”

Dalores’s tone implied that she did
nat care very much how jt looked.
8ho had said she would hurry, buat
she ellowed Lersell ample tima.© S)-
looked at the reflection of her .(lullk 3
beautiful fnce carefully in the glagy
:nd lguv(\ l:er hair and dress a Bnal
ouch or wo
fooch | to make them per-

'Fi.h?ll] wnrch(l-d thesn
with ill-concealed impat;j

was beginning dimly 1o .:::lei.n\ ‘ihu
there was likely to be a di ]
between her nature and Do iz

Preparationy

lores’s ;

5 ddid not run in tho
all ln:"e:_ s ibiy

g st
their mind
thal Sk

roave oN
ool ros was ready
descended
An they

quad-
emerged fmnk their hate

jon, and the Spanish &
parn 9
Ll"(‘ipx—l'nl ol
Four ]nr |
e Schoe 1
:E:uﬂlcn over their
greeted Consin
Blake a
Monty
Tom
Dolores.
Th

conts
’?no:lr;an ﬁnrh,‘,n:g
| warmly, Jacq
and hgby an
Aanners ane
;»rcrrnhvl to

down to the jn;n;r}:
Laodls? e s
walked b dores, s
ch o i
The r;'z)n!rl"mFouyi_h-l- orm;'rl;
el Fvlt it his duty
e tal

ground In
happened,
ll(‘rl;li‘i
ut
3::’]10;“-!, and he ;
e ”Il”gv'lletlx'::«;r: an in
a0 . -

."x'.TZ"L.L’L'jm with Herries

FOI‘)"{)I;M ned with a charming
010 8

her
exhaust-

of the

Jiste s
i im,'” EaN
'::lf;ou ought 'Ftrr;uJ:'?;n|lnd 50

Hernen d‘:h‘hlgh“( °a 1'll take you

interesiec X hi tor the mateh, 1

round to .'(‘(‘\"I'I‘I'" ll:c',lham."
ou care to, Miss to1”

¥ Oh, I should love o

Dalnrr-.' « T am so fond of span
Ilerries _i\lml“‘dv
WA Nidntt you sa

iel?”

'p?‘r}"‘n:\id 3 b]i]lldc:g."
e bulldog ! "
i :}:;,n. caid Herries; “a rr’n]-lz_:li‘:]

one, you know, and bites like a v"”;

If you put your hand in his mon

he'd have it right oll’f":g O:P:rip:lrp.nnd

ave a_ li B

H(’-)r?-li?-;e:nfr:-d with laughter. in
Jack Blake gave him an inquiring

°%i'm just telling Miss Pelham

about Towser,” chuckled Herries.

“Miss Pelham is fond of dogs. i
“Yes, indeed I nm_."usuuluncc: ores
ightly ; *‘and especially collies - '

e e T & bulldog, Mise

Pelham.” i )

c"I"me:m bulldogs, of course,’” said

iss Pelham, with a charming smile:
llerries looked a little puzzled.

RBut they had reached the ground

|

said
ls **

y he was

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

The two tcams turned out into the
Ethel's eyes ran over all her
old friends. She gave them nods
and bright smiles. =

There were Figging, Kerr, and
Wynn on the New Ilouse side, pro-
minent among the rest of the team.
On the School Iouse side Tom Merry
was captain, and D’Arcy and Digby.
Blake and Ilerries, wther and
Manners, Reilly and Noble, Glyn and
Dane backed him up. They were
two fine teams, and towering over
them was Lefevre, of the Fifth, who
was referee, in Norfolk jacket and
whistle complete.

The kickofl fell to the School
House, and the ball rolled, and the
two teams dashed into the game with
gr]cnt vigour.

t was junior football, with plenty
of rush and Lick, but it was fine foor,
ball all the same. Ilouse matches
were very Keenly contested at St.
Jim's, and both Tom Merry and
Figgins had their men in splendid

orm.
the

Dolores  glanced at
House junior captain with
m::-msr in her face.

“Who is that, Ethel?" she asked.

llTq:;m Merry,” said Ithel.

"(),h, that is Tom Merry "

- }lﬁ'” Do you like hiny 2
Dolor:s.h very good-looking,” said

And once more Ethel was ce i
d o >

ﬁ[ a jar. Tt had mever m::&mll;
er to think whether Tom Merry
Dop good-douking or not.  Why dig
olores think of such things—aboye
nlll:‘ T:e]nﬁ of them ? )

ithel did not reply to the <
th:v ::'[:':‘ h:‘rl _e);lt-: n'ntcntl_y l’i’i::l“:}n
Y i 1Ch was prowing faet

School
o new

—_

School Honse versus New Houge,

YAV OAL !
“ urrak

Dolores had turned away
flight (i'fh. bird

ecper, was v.!rrk-h‘-dw g o ;
Continued arerteaysy
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H

N

e Lad made a wild clutch to save,
but the Tleather hnd evaded  his
finzer-tips, and the ball was in thae
net. The  School | House  players
were  grinning with  delight; the
School House crowd round the ropes
were rosring applause,

“(ioal "

* Bravo, Tom Merry "

“What is it?"" azked Dolores.

“ A goal,’” said Ethel.

“Who Las taken it 2"

“Tom Merry—Ior the School
louse.”

“Oh!  And is the game finisled
now "

Cousin Ethel laughed.

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

Dolores stifled a yawn.

“*An hour and a hall 7" she eaid.

“Yest

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

“Yes, about.”

“Qhi™

Cousin  Ethel looked at her.
Fatty Wynn had fisied out the ball
a little crossly, and the players were
reliring to the centre of (ho field
for the restart.

‘“Are_you tired,
Cousin Tthel,

“Oh, no!”

“Will you sit dow:

“1 may as well.”

Dolores sat down in one of the
camp chairs. Cousin Ethel saf down
beside her. Ethel felt moro out of
harmony than ever with her friend.
Why had Dolores come to the match
if she were tired of it in ten minutes ¢

The answer. of course, was obyious.
Dolores had comne for the excursion,
not for the football match; watching
it was the price ghe was willing—
or unwilling—to pay for the outing.

It was not an uncommon case, of

dear ' agked

“"Yah! This aln't Ruggoar!"

The referee’a whistle rang oot

Lratt wis penalised, and Consin
Ethel went on (o explain the mntier
to Dolares: but the soon found that
the Spanish girl was ot listening.
The play was growing hottor pnd
hotter, and Ithel was keonly in-
terested, and skhe soon left Dolores to
hersell, and watched the game,

It scemed ages to Dolores before
the whistle rang for the interval

As the play ceased, and  the
l»ln_w\r.- trooped  off the field or
osunged about it, resting, Daolores

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

To a girl who did not understand
the game, after 2ll, it was bound to
be a hore; and a fellow who took a
girl to sce one, without acquainting
her with how it was played, de-
served to suffer the result, But with
Dolores it was not only ignorance
of the game—it was complete in-
difference.  Ethel tried (o explain to
her, but the Spanish girl was hardly

listening

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

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

Cousin Ethel could not lelp laugh-
ing.

“This is  Association,” sho ex-
plained. “Jlands are not allowed.
It is in Rugby thet the ball is passed
by hand.”

Y Obh, indeed! Are there two kinds
of football, then "

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

“Yes, dear,” she replied at last.

“But T saw the plamp boy—what
do you cail Lim—"

“Wynu—the goulleeper.”

o ) Vell, T saw him pick up
the ball in his hands.”

' Yes, the goalkeaper is allowed (o
handle the ball, witlin his own arca,
You fee.'”

“Oh, T seel” -

“Ab! There! Listen! ITands!"

Tho “School “House ecrowd  was
rearing.

“Hands! Iands!™

“Yah!"

“Play the ramal”

Pratt, of the New House, at half,
had handed the ball down, quite un-
inlentionally, in the excitement of
the moment,  But the crowd were
vigilant. The roar rang like a
storm over the footer ficld.

“Ilands!"
“Where's the refereo 7

EMPIRE.—Ne. &

i

turned cagerly to Ethel,
Is it over, Ethel?™
“The first half."”
bt 7)1 i

“ There will be
minutes,”

“ And then—""

*“ Then the second half.™

S Oh Y

A group of players camo over fo-
wards the edge of the field where the
{wo girla were. Figgins beamed at
*Cousin Ethel.

“It's a
Lthel.”

‘“Yes, indced,
it.” said Ethel.

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

Cousin Tithel siniled.

*“Yes, T know,” she said,

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

“Wathah not!" eaid D'Arcy.

he sun hasn't anythin' to do with
it, deah boy. We're not beatin® you
in the sun—we're beatin® you in the
carth.”

(Beating  us!”  said  Figgins.
“ Look here, if you aro going to bo
humorons—"

“Weally, Figgins—"'

“Don't crow too soon, Gussy!”
said Tom Merry, slapping the swell
of St. Jim's upon the back. *“ Man
a slip ‘twixt the ball and (he goal,
you know.” :

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy 2

“T wasn't quite ready for that
goal. cither,” said Fatty Wynn.

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

“Rats!” s

“H you say wals to e, Fatty
Wynn—"

“And many of ‘em!”
Wynn emphatically.

“Weally, Wynn—""

“Don’t crow, Gussy !"

an interval of five

warm game, Cousin

and I'm enjoying

said Fatty

S S PR S e e ey

3 *}ﬁ"{ [ St&\!’ )] A..u:\::_::hl:.lu' 7] Empire.”

THL E@EIRE

————

tunderous cheers feom e Now
Honse supporters.
Ethel clapped her little liands.
“Bravo ! sho eried.
Dolores Jonked al her.
“What is it?" she
o Another gonl ) .
"~ “No; Wynn is saving splendidly.
There were two that looked ('rrI_r,un,
and he has stopped them both !
“Oh ! said Dolores carelessly.
“It is yery interesting, Dolores,
il you would” only take a little in-
terest in it enid Ethel, with a
touch of reproach in her voice.

asked.

Dolores luughedl. .
MMarder apd harder the School
Tlouse pressed their attack, but

Fatty Wynn was too good for them.
As fast a3 the leather was whizzed
in, 2 Welsh fist or a Welsh foot was
ready for it, and it came out again.

And at last the backs cleared, and
the fight went swaying aw ay to mid-
field. " The School House rallied, and
stroye to press lome tho attack
azain, but the New ITouse held their
ground.

The School House had shot their

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

needed now,
He brought lLis men fogether {o
defend the goal, and a tussle waged

in the School ITouse half, Tom
Merry & Co. striving in vain 1o
clear.

And now Kerr, out on the wing,
captured the ball, end ran in well,
and, beaten by ITerries at back,
passed in fo I'iggins. Figgins cap-
tured the ball, beat Glyn easily, and
slamined it in. And Dane in goal
hed no chanee,

There was a roar from tho New
ITouse crowd.

“Goal !

“llurrah, Figgins!'

“Goal! Goul!™

Tt was the first scoro for the New
”omr'-. And as Figgins's name rang

out in a wild yell of applause,
Dolores showed & little gleam of
interest,

“Thad was Figging 7™ she asked.

Cousin Etlel did not reply.  Sha
was on her fect, clapping her hands,
and her eyes were dancing,

Dolores smiled strangely.

Cousin Ethel sat down azain as the
teams lined-up for the restart, and

3

then Doloves vepeated her question.
“That was Tiggins¥”

TR i

s—and cama hack into
stone from n eata-
't ready for that

Lead of Figgin
the ronl like a

o wasn
pult, and Dan as . ot Ll
rapping return. There va
“Goal " it
“Figgy's done it!
[ e
Hurrah'! Stav 1Toiind

“New Ilouse wins!
\\iI‘IRB!" l b

‘ Bravo, Figgy !™

Truly, the sl(\lgw 1lousa had won,
for there wera hut two minutes :ur}r)t‘
of play, and the whistle went \\"ll.l
thc score unchanged, The New
House had won with three goals to
two, and Figgins—the great I"igging
—had scored all three of the win-
ning goals! .

It was glory for Figgins, and no
mislake! .

Ilis comrades clustered round him
as he came off the field, thumping
him on the back, while the crowd
checred themselves honrsn.‘

Figgins was the hero of the hour,

Even the School House fellows,
little pleased as they were !)Iy their
defeat, joined in cheering 1'|251ns.

“Iiggins! Figgins! Bravo,
Tiggins!” .

'Ef}oml old Figgina!”

Tiggins bore his_blushing honours
thick upon him with a good grace.
There never was s more modest
fellow than Figgins, or a [ellow less
likely to suffer from an attack of
swelled head. Sy

Best of all to Figgins was a clap
from a pair of liltle Imnds_, and a
bright glance of congratulation fron
blue eyes, i

Dalares looked almost irritable. .

‘“What has Tiggins done, Ethel 7"
she asked. .

“Won the game,” said Ethel.

Al by himself?”

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

*“Is it over now?'’ X

““Yes,” said Ethel, laughing.

“Thank  goodness!” murmured
Dolores.

Great Preparations! -

OM MERRY & CO. were pretty
T well fugged out hy that gruei-
ling natch; but after a rub-
down and changing  their
clothes, they folt pretiy well thern-
selves again.  Looking very ruddy
after the  excreise, they clustered
round Cousin Ethel and” her friend
in the best of humours.  Every School
House fellow liad a separate «xplana-
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““Weally, Blak
I am ewowin’

Phip! - i . .
“Hallo! Thare's the whistle!”
“You are intewwuptin’ me, Tom
Mewwy.”
“There's the whistle, ass!"
“I wefuse to” be called an
And you are intewwuptin’—"
‘“ Oh, come on!" said Blake, grasp-
ing his ¢hum by the arm, and rush-
ing him off towards the centre of
the field. and D’Arcy’s voice died
away in vain expostulation, =
“They are beginning again?”
asked Dorlores. i
“Yes.”

, if you hint that

ass,

“ Another three-quarters of an
hour?" i .
“Yes, I am sorry You are ro

bored, Dolores. If you had told me,
I would not have come here to-day.
We could have done something you
would.have liked better.” i

“Oh, no; I am glad to come,” said
Dalores.

But her expression as she wafched
the resumption of the .fool'nr_mngch
was a sufficiently plain’ indication
that it was not the football that she

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

the advanlage gained by the
chiunge of ends, IFiggins & Co. did
not scem to benefit much. A sus-
tained attack by the School House
resulted in o goal scored by Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, with a_splendid
long kick that beal Fatty Wynn all
the way. Fatty Wynn did not look
pleased. 1lle was the star goalie of
the- New Ilouse juniors, und he had
been beaten twice between the posts.
Fatty Wyon did npol mean it to
happen again. Ile was all eycs and
hands now. Tie School ITouse attack
was still pressing hard, but Fatty
‘saved, and saved® again, amid

Glory lor Figgins.

OM MERRY and his merry
men were pressing the New

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

And she was watching with all her
eyes now.

That success had heartened {he
New House attack, and they were
fairly swarming round the School
House goal within a [ew minutes
after the whistle.

Figgins was thinking of Ethel's
exes upon him, and, like a knight
of-old, he fought far more valiantly
with a fair lady's oyes to watch his

was

decds. Figgins seemed to play like
two men that afternoon. Along,
almost, he beat the School House

halves, and kicked for goal with the
backs almost upon him. And again
Clifton Dane was beaten, and' the
ball rolled in the net. Figgins rolled
himself on the grass the noxt second,
with Herries rolling over him; but
what did Figgins care? Ile sat up,
dazed, to hear the inspiriting roar
round the crowded field:
“Goul I”

“Bravo !
¢ Thbe scorc was equal now, with ten
minutes mnore to play. Doth sides
were pretly well played out; but
they went ‘at it again hammer and
tongs, equally determined that the
game should not end in o draw.
There was no more show play; no
skying of tho bhall just for bluff, It
was deadly play, with the best the
fellows had in them thrown into it.
Bolh sides meant business; and here
end there could bo seon a fellow
simply strauded, gasping for breath,
with never a run left in him.

Loud rosa tho shouts of thoe crowd
now.

‘' Go it, 8chool House "

“One mora goal, Figgy!"

“Buck up, New Iouss '

“Play up therel Play up”

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

this time it met a hard head—the

QJ-

O

ars

Jtion why the School IHouse hadn't

won.  U'he explanations did rot all
tally ono with another, but that did
not matter. The New Ilouse cxplana-
tion of the circumstanco was that
they had played a better game, an
idea that was scouted by the School
House fellows as absurd. DBut there
wus high good-humour on both sides;
the fellows knew how to give and
take, and football successes wero so
evenly divided between the two
Houses as a rule that honours could
be considered casy. And the pre-
sence of Cousin Ithel made it im-
possible for anybody to be in any-
thing but u good temper,
Tom Merry, immediately he knew
that Cousin Lthel was coming to sce
the match that afternoon, had
planned a really gorgeous tea in the
study for tho cntertainment of tho
two girls from St. Froda's. Arthur
Augustus 1)'Arcy had insisted that
the feed should be in his own study;
but Tom Merry pointed out that his
room was larger and that the number
of .guests would be considerable.
D'Arc_v gracefully  conceded  the
point, but only on condition that ho
was allowed to contribute a full half
towards the feed. That was agreed
to, and Fatty Wynn, of the New
House, had been entrustod with the
shopping—a task Le was fully equal
to, for, of course, Figeing & Co. had
to como to tho tea.  Whenever Cousin
Ethel had tea in the School Ilouse,
thero  was n general feoling  that
Figgins ought to be invited, though,
as a member of the rival House, he
was liable ta be seized and bumped
soverely il he entored the  School
House “on nn‘y other oceasion. The
four chums of Study No. 6 were com-
g, too, and, of course, Tom Merry
and Manncrs and Lowther would be
there, and, with the two girls, Tom
Merry's study was likely to bo well
filled.
But did that matter? * Kind hearts
are mors than coronets,” Manners
said, when tho subject came up; and

Look out for our NEW Story.
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LIBRARY.  0ul ai(yeabeT

although 1la quatition
really very appasite, i
that it way s, And af
were detormined 1y bee in g Doy
hamour and make thinga . 8%
overybody clae, suraly (e Send f 7
hound ts Lo o FUCCHRA, ['{ ;v "
I"M'HN. ot oll times and plage, " W
o miceessen il that yoldey p,j, "k
carcfully obcrved, A I
Leaving the two gy, Fre
in charge of Figging ag) D AreyP'%
somo  other  juniors, gl ‘o7
Three had gone off 1o thoj Lt
aftee the match to get ()0 '4: iy
Dolores knew that tea jp i,
was coming, and rhe won,.
much what it would ba [il. e l""’
looking forward to it “'i'h-curl‘l ¥y
Tom Merry, Manners, and | ity
set to work cheerfully j, ""\I’V'“"r
It was always considereq a X"r'"l-l"l'
to entertain a girl to tea, .‘nl]"“tv
a girl as Cousin Ethel wyy 'mu‘ ik
tion anywhere. 1 {utyj
Tom Merry cast an anxioyy
about the familiar old st
entered. It scemed tq
shabbier than usual,
Perhaps it was the CONtrag
Cousin Fthel's bright face and o1
frock.  The licro of the Lkell ["""J

round him quite dinpn“ginﬂ'&;hd
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* Better dust up the stud .
le remarked. W, had :;\.dl":"
once, I remember, 0 you ,:"'”
whero it is, Lowthers 7% ki

*“ Blessed il T do!" gaiq Lowth,
ax Mnnncrﬁ. old man, what LZ
you done with the duster?” o,

“Iaven't seen it for
4 monkey
years,” said Manmers, nkeyy
Torn Merry sniffed.

* Look _lere, we must gy -
study.” ’ st

* Detter  got tea,” said
Lowther. “ l"iggins'&' Co, msz!’
ing in at five exactly, and llmv'ut
peckish. You know what “Fatey
Wynn is.  And tie girlae "

* Yes, but we ought te
study dl(-ecut for Ilmgu-irl.\" miley
* Well, uso a pocket-handkerel: r«
“Riglt-ho!" o
Tom  Merry  jerked Lowther;
pocket-handkerchicf from his ckes
and began to dust the mantelpir,
with it. Lowther £Ave a roae
“You ass! Gimmé my hanlr!”
“I'm dusting."” i

‘“Give it me, you frabjous as!*

“Well, it's jolly dusty now, il |
did give it 1o you,” said Tom Mens.
“You'd Lettemgo and get another,
old fellow.”

And Monty Lowther, with a non
of wrath, did go and et another,
Tom Merry grinned, and continned
to dust the'study. He certainly mads
an_improvement, but the handker

chicf was in a decidedly grubly con
dition by the time he had fnished,

“Gettin’ on all wight, deah bo

It was Arthur Augustus D'
voice at tho door.

“ Hallo!" said Tors Merry, ** Com
to lend a hand?"”

* Yaas, wathah!™

“Right-ho! Get in some coals
will you?”

D’Arcy paused.

Ho was dressed in his most elegant
garments, and fetching in coals eor:
tainly did not seem quite in nccord-
ance with his appearance.

*Ya-a-as, deah boy,” le said ot
last. :

And lie bore away the scuttle n
gingerly manner.

*“1la, ba, ha!" roared Manners.

D Arcy came back in a few minutes
Ho was not alone.  Jameson, of the
Third, was carrying the scuttle, foll
of coals. Jameson was grinning. He
was gencrally so grubby that a litde
coal-dust made no difference to him.

He brought the scuttle into ths
study, and set it down, and was Y\\‘
sented with sixpence by the swell of
tho Fourth. Jamcson’ bit the s
pence ta make sure that it was @
good one—a procecding that D'y
viewed with silent indignation—and
then went out, with a chuckle.

** Anythin’ clse, deah boys? askel
D'Arcy.

Tom Merry looked ronnd the studs.

“*Yes; make the toa=t.’

“The—the tonst."” e

“Certaiuly " said Manners. “1I'v®
cut the bread already. We only want

about a dozen rounds made nn‘d.”;l'
fire’s burning beantifully. ? nhead,
and mind you don't buen it!” i

“Vewy well, deahr bog,” sl

¥
D'Arcy fecbly. £
He “was rather regresting by H‘u':
time that he had come to help- o
ho conld not retreat.  He sat on 99
cnd of the fender with the """““fv
fork, and began to toast. ,\Iunqa
Lowther ca;nc back ln\l he Hlﬂ:{.'n- 5
rinned as he saw D'Arcy at wo
& Good okl Gussy 1 he exclaimed
*“ Go nhead! Are you fond of mak!
toast 1™

o gl and
(Further advsatives of Consin “b',(,:-n
Dolores will be deseribad in 1est

number of the  Empire” Lilraw.)
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THE LAND OF THE BLACK.

(Continued.)

nights when T Tound (s elephants
getting so cheeky, I know thoy'd
chargo tha camp ona of these nighrs
before they'd finishod,  Secins to e
I saved a fow odds o0l ende, any.
wav,

A few! Why, you young ra<cal,
you've blessed well Raved *all n dozen
livea at least, to say nothing o (he
whole outfit!” roand old Harting.
“ You're—you're—wall, these, I'm
seappered if you nin't o knock-out,
an’ that's o fact)"”

*Knocked the elephania out,
wav, dad,” Haurold laughed.

And Gonawonga and his friends, to
whom  rockols  wero - unknown
wonders, looked at eacl other, each
#¥Ing in an awed whisper;

“*Magic! Magicl”

It had not struck Harold that {he
r[)ls(-('l' might strike them that way
Nor was he prepared to have the
whole camp—porters, gun-bearcrs,
and all-fling themselves down on
their faces bofora him in fear and
trembling, gaspmg and muttering:

“Maeie! Magicl Magic!"

But they did.

any-

W% 4 A Star?

“Golly ! sald Harold, and went
back ta bad.

A cool, ealm act, quite ehinracteristio
of Marold Sazon, by the wey.

. . . . . v

They had now baen four dags in
the land of Morr, and had marched
parhaps sisty miles, and, as Harold
expected, the character of the land
began to chango oon alter they
bevgan their forward march on tle
day after the elephant raid.

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

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

of
to bo

a that

(This thrilling adrenture yarn will be
continued next week,)
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¢ The Rivals of St, Kit’s. 3
9 By CHARLES HAMILTON. ) Q
- A Short Instalment of this Popular School Talo a
] for Old Readera. g
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Squire Lacy’s Last Blow.

that momont ho dared any-
thing. Mr. Slaney was already
rea hh!u up to grasp him from

A
within, rather to save Lim from

his own rashnees than to maka him a

prisoner.  The squire cluded  his
grasp, sct his teeth, and desperately
aprang.

Mr. Slaney gave a cry of horror.

* He is lost 1"

o clambered upon the sill. Whera
had the desperate wian gone! That
frantic spring had carried the squire
upon the nearcst branch “of an
adjacent tree, but the branch was not
equal to his werght. .

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

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

“Heavens,” muttered Mr. Slaney—
* heavens!"”

Thud |

A faint, dull sound from tlie dark-
ness below, a deep groan, and silance!
Mr. Slaney stepped down from the
window, whito as chalk. Tle hand
that lield tho lamp trembled and
#hook. =

“Who was it, boys? Do you
know? A burglar, of courset” %

** It was Squire Lacy of Lynwood !"

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

**Talbot, vou aro wounded ("

Arthur Talbot emiled faintly. |

“d¢ is only & eoratol,” ho eaid,
*“The knile glanced elong my ribs.
He meant ill enough, but it was a
Llow at random. It is only a scratch.
Where is theequire?” y

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

. . - . - .

Within {lie ancient walls of St.
Kit's the Squire of Lynwood lay
dying!

There Liad been no Lope for Rupert
Lacy from tho first. ‘The fall from
the window Lad shattered the strong
framo, and the marvel was that iie
yet lived.  1fe lived, half conscious,
whilo another day ran ita gourse.
Night was falling” again, and with
tho spent day the life of Rupert Lucy
was ebbing,

There lad been strangoe news for
St. Kit's when tho school awoke that
morning.  The discovery that bad
been made overnight had cleared the
pame of Arthur Talbot.  The most
olntinate of his enemies could not

doubt him further.

His innocence was proved. Eldred
Lacy had been the thief—or, to be
morp correct, hiad brought about the
thelt in order to throw guilt upon
Talbat. He had succeeded for a time,
but he was known in his true colours
now. Of the intenlion to steal him-
sell he might be acquitted, but thero

was no doubt that he had planned to
rnin Talbot, and that but for the
cliums of the end stody his success
would lave been comy 4

Now tha truth was known.

It camo as a rtunning blow to (lo
prefect.  Tlg had not dreamed of this;
when hea least expected it, his fate had
found Lim out.

But the accident to the squire (hrew
oven this into tho shade. &

It was impossible to expel Eldred
Lucy from the school when his
brother lay dying within the walls of
St Kit's.

Tho Tlead spoke to il prefect
plainly—very plainly; it was made
clear ‘that Lacy was to leave St.
Kit's, and there the matter ended.

Talbot  received  congratulations
frem all sides.  Fellows who had been
down upon Lim all the time came up
and bezged his pardon openly; and as
Arthur was not a fellow to bear
malice, he allowed bygones io be
by rones.

Trimblo and Cleeve left St. Kit's
that morning, it Leing pretty well
known that they had Peen expelled,
although the ‘expulsion wvas not
public; and so the greatest enemy of
the chums was gone, never to trouble
thew: again,

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

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

Talbot came to his bedside at once.

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

““Is that you, Master Talbot?”’ he
asked, peering at the athletic figure
beside his bed. *

**Yes,” said Arthur quietly,

“ How did I come here?’ ~ . .

* You were pic,lsod out of the river
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except to write nbout. It's no

greal shakes then. I've already

found that out since I started
this column,

Jou were asked fo writo about
happingss, you would juinp for joy.
no donbt, if you could get somebody
elsn to write it for you, but you
wouldn't il yon couldn't.

Now, hefora losing myself in this
great subject, I am going to mako
somebody happy by offering a prize
of 2a. 6d. to LL(‘ reader who sends the
best-written letter deseribing how ho
likes this papor and what faults he
can honestly find in it to

ONE OF US,
The “Empire” Library,
23-29, Bouverie Street,
London, I5.C.

HAI‘PI.\’E.'\'.‘I is n jolly fine thing

There are thonsands and thonsands
and thousands of ways of getting
happiness—hreaking  windows, for
instanee, eoting until your buttons
pop off, hopping the wag, wearing
your collar inside out, taking your
baby brother into the park and for-
getting all aboul him while having a
“mo " roupnd the houses on a chum's
skates, being invited out to tea and

How Munkey Kutts ought to be photographed,.

not tarning up, watching the back of
your schoolmaster disappear, hearing
that your school has Llown down,
taking the boy who hos never given
you & birthday present to  tho
dentist’s, falling downstairs so0 as to
be on hand »ﬁwn your rich aunt

comes round, cte., ete., cte., cle., cte.

The boy next door may find it for
a time in meking faces at you over
the garden wall, or by pressing his
pretty face against the window-pane
of tho jerry-built house his papa is

supposed to pay rent for. But his
happiness is”very transitory—that is

to say, according to Nuttall, flecting

or apeedily vanishing—for when you
drop across that boy, you drop across
him with that now.I've-copped-you

and carried liere,

“Who did it?” :

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

“I did," said Talbot quietly.

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

Talbot nodded. 4 *

“You must not talk rouch,” he
said. “I can only stay a few
minutes with you.”

“I'n in a bad state, I know. DBut
I shall get well 7"

**The doctor says so.” *

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

**Yes, I think I kno

“It was Squire Lncy,

“T thought so."” .

" He met me on tho bridge thut
night, pretending to give me monoy,
and ba tricked mo down to the bank
and struck me down. A wonder lio

didn't kill me; he meant to!”
The ruffian gritted his tecth.
(To be concluded.) I

Mil

How Munkey Nutts |s
photographed.

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

— R

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

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

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

L=l L= < L=

While passing a photographer's the
other day, I was struck by the im-
portant pose adopted hy some of the
sitters, A few looked very concerned,
while nearly all had an anxious look
upan their faces that seemed to say:
“I hope I come out better-looking
than I really am, because if I don't, I
shall go somewhiere else next time.
See?”

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

window that particularly caught my
eyo.

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

Dressed in his very best clothes, the
coat of which (vido advertisement)
was skilfully cut, and hung in perfest
balance from the shoulders, ote.—I
don't think!—he was poised with his
baggy trousers crossed beside . a
modern, up-to-date, antique, deferred-
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IIERE IS A TRICK YOU MIcur
TRY.

Can you pick out a marked thilling
from a 3s. 9d. covered hat? The hy
is not obliged to be a 3. Od. hat 4
3s. 8id. hat, a 83d. bat, a 3d hat wi||
do as well, as long as it's a hat.

I've tried it, and failed.

These are the directions:

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

Ask a friend to select onc—no mor

payment sidcboard. In ono of his
fists he held a book, which might
have been a treatise on ** How to get
out of a pantry qu 2" or “ How to
make a ghicken-run,”” It might have
been 1Gthing of the kind. .
ki Tho other paw was gracefully grasp-
ing a large bunch of pickled cabbage.
It might have been his sister's hat.
A rather worried look was scattered
over his—er—what shall I call it?
I I say ugly faco, I shall be compli-
menting him unduly, If I say his
handsome face, I shall bo telling a
lie. So I'll split the difference, and
say his handsome ugly face,

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

Quile overcome at the strange sight,
I flew into the nearest nu-k.*hap, and
devoured two penn’orth of ha penny
buns and  four sausage-rolls, for
Munkey Nutts is the last boy 1 know
to stand still.  Whenever [ seo him

he is either itching fofa fight, getting |

into a scrapo, or getting out of onc; |
and it's my humble opinjon that he
would have looked more natural,
more true to life, more artistic if he

—and mark it so that it can be rccog-
nised again.

Hold out the hat for it to be re
laced.  Put your hand in under th
handkerchief, and take out the coi,
which will be warmer than the re
maining two.

Don’t hurry over the productian %
the coin, or you will give away the
trick.

I learnt these directions so well
that T could recite them backwards,
frontwards, and sideways, [ talked
about them in my sleep, and whenever
I could get anybody to lend me any
coins, I followed them—i.c., the diree-
tions. But I had such rotten luck

in borrowing the money, that by the
time I had found somchody who wat
&illy enough to oblige me, I bad for-
gotten how the trick went.
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