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THE 1st CHAPTER.
in the Football Field.

" RAVO!™”
B “Good old Tommy!™
- I‘Tﬂ\() B

Tom Conroy flushed with pleasure
as the shouts rang across the football-
field.

Swift and trus the ball had gone
in from his foot, baflling tho goal-
keeper, and lodging in the mnet, and
he had scored the first goal in the
match.

It was only a Fourth Form prac-
tice match, but it excited a keen in-
terest at Westmoor, especially among
the lower form boys.

For on the morrow the Westmoor
youngsters were to play the junior
eleven at St. Hilda's, and upon the
result of this practice match de
pended the final selection of the
team.

And as the goalkeeper threw the
ball out, the eamo remark was made
by a good many of the Fourth
Formers thronging round the foot-
ball-ground.

“That settles it about old Tom!
!l'l"Kon.uy who will bhave to stand

L.

And Tom Conroy, as he lined up
with his comrades, thought the same,
and the thought e his eyes
eparkle, and nerved him for fresh
efforts.

i He had been only one term at
Westmoor, but hp had already made
his mark in lower form football. To

lay for his school was, of course, tho
geight of his-ambition, but he had
hardly dared hope to attain it. Now
it seemed almost certain.

But thero was one member of the
Fourth team who gritted his tecth as
he heard the shouts greeting Tom's

BUCOCSs.
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o disappoint-
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'The knowledge of it made him
spiteful. Instead of play the
game, ho tried to keep the ball away

from Tom, and succeeded to such an
extent that Conroy had no further
chance of distinguishing himself be
fore half-time.

But  in  the interval O'Connor
tapped Kenny on the shoulder.

“You won’t play in the second
'h.'s?_f. Kenny!" he said curtly.

Kenny turned crimson with rage.

“Why not?"

‘" Becauso I saw your littde game,
I can understand your feeling an
noyed with Conroy for cutting you
out, but any decent chap would take
it like a eportsman. You can't do
that, eo you can keep out.”

I bate the hound!” hissed Kenny.
“If he had not come to Westmoor
this term, 1 should play St. Hilda's
to-morrow."”

“No doubt about that; but, you
sco, ho is here, and I am going to
play the best man; and as you can’t
control your beastly temper, you will
stand out of this match!™

And O'Connor, refusing to listen to

argument, put a fresh player in in
Kenny's place for the second half.
. Kenny, aflter changing his clothes,
Joined the crowd of lookers-on, a dark
scowl upon his face, and black bitter
ness in his heart.

Ho received very littlo sympathy,
for he was one of the most unpopular
boys at Westmoor, and he stood
alone there in silent wrath.

But even he, in spite of his temper,
could not help seeing that Tom Con-
roy was playing splendid football.

Yet another goal fell to Tom
during the next quarter of an hour;
and though there were several Fifth
Formers in the scratch team that was
playing the juniors, they could not
get the better of Tom Conroy.

"I say, Kenny, ain’t he splendid!”
exclaimed Georgie Gibbs, who was
standing near Kenny. “We shall
lick 8t. Hida's juniors to-morrow
with Conroy playing.”

Georgio was the cgnmpion duffor of
the Fourth Form at Westmoor, as

‘“ Football Fortune,’’

By Charles Familtomn.

companion, *‘ The

the highly successful serial now appearing
1d. weekly.

Boys' Realm.”

in our Saturday

waa sufficiently proved by his making
that remark to Gerald Kenny.

It was barcly out of his mouth,
when a howl of anguish followed it.
Kenny had taken hold of his ear be-
tween thumb and forefinger, com
pressing 1t as in a vico.

““What did you say?”
pleasantly.

i Oh—oh!

sald—

asked Kenny
Don't; it

hurts,
his

that
giving

it? Perhaps
1" suggested Kenny,
car a Lwist.

“Oh;, oh,
Goorgie.

But the next moment a hand
dropped on Kenny's ehoulder. He
swung tound and faced Monsicur
Renaud, the French master at West-
moor.

“How dare you bully vun smaller
boy?" exclaimed Monsicur Renaud
indignantly. “Not a vord! I see
vat you do, and vy you do it, You
are a bully. Go back to ze school at
vunco ! "

‘‘ But, sir—-"

“Not a vord!" eaid Mossoo, with
a wavo of his fat hand. “Go, or
vill report you to Dr. Langham for
vun caning!”

And Gerald Kenny, bhis ecowl
blacker than ever, stuck his bands in
his pockets and went sullenly towards
the school.

He did not miss much, however, by
not seeing the end of the match, for
it was followed by quite an ovation
for Tom Conroy, which certainly
would not have given Gerald Kenny
any pleasure.

I

oh groaned poor

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Tho Trials of Mossoo.

w = IEL! I have no more of
zo patience! If you do
not stop to talk of zat

football, and gif me attention, I take

ze cane ! ™
Monsieur Renaud was taking the
Fourth. in French. . His post, at the

best of times, was no sinecure. On

this special oecasion he was driven
almost to despair.

For tho boys were full of the
reigning  topic  at  Westmoor—{oot

ball.

The result of the practice match,
the prospect of the coming tuesle
with St. Hilda's, and the possibility
of a row between Tom Conroy and
Gerald Kenny absorbed their atten
tion. A buzz of suppressed talk ran
through the class.

Mossoo, as Monsieur Renaud was
familiarly tormed at Westmoor, was
inclined to tear his scanty locks. He
was ono of the best-natured of little
men, but this was too much for his
patience.

“Kenny, you vas talking

““Me, sir?’" exclaimed Kenny.

“Yes, you!"

“You aro mistaken, sir.”

“T ace your lips move demselves! ™

“I always do that whén I'm think-
ing deeply, sir.””

*“I hopo you not tell me vun lia!"
said Mossoo, who knew Kenny of old.
“But if you not do it, don’t do it
again, zat's all. Conroy, T am glad
to sce zat you pay attention. You
are zo best boy 1n ze class. Dere 1s
a time for football and a time for
vork. Gibbs!”

“8ir!" said Georgie, starting.

Georgio Gibbs was giving the next
boy to him a thrilling account of the
brutality of Kenny when the French
master's voice interrupted him.

“You have not listen to zat vich I
have said! "

‘““Oh, Mossoo Renaud, I haven’t
missed & word!”" exclaimed Georgio.

“Den tell me vat vas zo last sen-
tence zat I say.”

Georgio looked up at the ceiling
and down at his boots. Failing: to
find inepiration in either of those
places, he turned red and sat silent.

“You not listen, and you tell un-
truth. Zat is cowardly. Vat you
mean by telling me zat, you listen?”

“That was only a—a—a figure of
speach, sir!” said Georgio feebly.

There was a giggle from the class.

“Ciel! Zat boy is stupid as nefer

§ o

! Votre pero a4-il trouve son frero?’
Tell me ze English of zat.”

Again Georgie conaulted the ceil-
ing and his boots, and again they
failed to afford him relief.

‘“You not know zat?”’

“Yes, I think I know,” mid
Georgie, ““but—but I can't call #t to
mind.”

“I tell you. ‘Has your father
found his brother?" ™

‘*He hasn't lost him that I know
of, s‘:r." said Georgie innooently.

“ '(l("l'

““He hasn't lost him.”

The whole class burst into a joyous
giggle. Geogic’s stupidity was joy
to them, though it might be death to
his unfortunate instructor.

Monficur Renaud gripped his hair
with both hands.

“Is it zat you are such great fool,
or zay you pretend?” he cried.

“ Oln dear, what's the matter now?"
exclpimed Georgie. *‘I've told you
the truth, sir. If my father has lost
hie brother, it is since I heard from
him last, and I don’t know anything
at all about it.”

“I say not zat your father lose his
brother.”

“Well, you asked mg if he had
him, which amounts to the
samo_  thing, sir. He ocouldn’t be
‘found if he wasn't lost, could he?”
said Georgie, with the air of one who
propounds a perfect poscr.

Mossoo groaned,

“I not tink zat any boy so stupid.
I say to you: ‘Votre pere, a-til
trouve son frero” I haf explain,
Now give me ze English of zat sen-
tence.”

Georgie reflected intensely, and
Kenny, leaning towards him, said in
a faint whisper:

“Tll tell you, Gibbs. It means,
“Does your father eat frogs?'

Georgio brightened up wonder-
ully, In his extreme simplicity he
never t,h]c:ught. of doubting Kenny's

aith.
“T know, sir!” he exclaimed.
:S k1" Gk <
oes your father eat f ™ said
Georgie tﬂamduliy g

vas. Dis vat I say, Gibbs. Listen.

For a moment Monsiour Renand
could mnot = believe

his ears.

AN
0 fuys ';”1 ru 13'_“
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his joke had got Gibbs into hot
water. But Kenny showed no sign
off}nwndin;z :f c}i]q so. . y

'om  passc im a alip of paper
over the form. Kenny looked at it

and read: .

“If you don’t own up, I shall give
yon away.” .

Kenny read it, and scowled like a
demon. But he knew that Tom
would be as good as his word, and he
rose in his place, just as Georgie
reached the master,

* Exouse me, Monsieur Renaund, but
I must tell you that I told Gibbs to
say that.”’ .

{enny had some hope of getting off
as cheaply as George Washington,
when that famous personage con-
fessed that he did it with his little
hatchet.
giving as Washington senior.

T i you told him to say zat?"” he
oxclaimed. “ Den you can come here
and take 2o caning vich I did intend
to give him.”

And Kenny had to take it, and
Mossoo, who ocould not forgive the
frogs, daid it on pretty hard, too.
Kenny's hands were very sore when
he went back to his seat.

Ho gave Tom Conroy a savage
scowl whon the class was at last dis-
l'ni'l:"fclil' t for that,

Il pay you out for that, you
sneak " he snarled.

“You ought to have owned up,”
retorted Tom. “‘Any decent fellow
would have done it. You had mo
?Hh’t' to get Georgie caned for your

un.

“You're a saint, of course!”
sneered Kenny. ‘“Yon are putting
on a good many [rills because you
have succeeded in ousting me from
the footer, but I'll get even with

“I don't see that you have any-
thing to resent about  that" sad
Tom. *“O'Connor chose me, and, of
course, I want to play for the school
quite as much as you do. But if you

feel aggrieved, and want to bave a
row, '&om's the gym, and I'm quite
willi’ng to put gloves on with
you."

But that was not Kenny's intention
at all. He preferred a safor way of
avenging himself, and he swung
uu[v‘ without replying to Tom's re-
mark.

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
A Littie Joke on Mossoo:
i SAY, Gibbs!”
Georgie was passing Gerald
Kenny's study when the door
opened, and Kenny put his head out.
Georgio stopped, eyeing the bully
rather warily. But Kenny's manner
was very friendly; it would have
seemed suspiciously friendly to any-
one less simple ghan Georgic.
“Yes, Kenny. What do
w“?(t;o:n in here. 1 want to speak
to_you. °I'.'a about Conroy.”
gie at once assented. Te liked

Fyou

Conroy, as did nearly all the Form.
He wondered what ny had to say
about him. Y

“ Look here, Gibbs, you'd like to do

Conroy a favour, wouldn’t you?”
said

“ First rate,” !
“wclc]l:) he h:; ulged h:_nc o ask
to do something for him.
w&o ie’s eyes opened wide. He
knew ;thnwm was not on very
good_te wii nny. ¥
l‘;?\l\,’hrumﬂd,n't he ask me him-
n"Bouulo—- use he has to do an

imposition to-mght, and he's awfull

busy, and can'i spare a . He

u.'ul' wu'd be sure to do it for him."
g5 1 will” eaid Georgie. “ What

i it?’

Yes T could put my finger on it."”
“ Well, Conroy wants you to get it

for him. You're to bring it to me,
and I'll take it to him. He's got a
big joke to work off on Mossco. I

don’t quite know what it is. but it's a
r screamer. You'll do 1t?”

"1 might get ub?hl. below stairs,”
mid Georgio doubtfully.

“No, you won't. You are so sharp
—much sharper than any ather boy in
the Fourth, §honxll.ﬂm¥ don’t give
vou the credit for it. I can see it,
though.”

But Mossoo was not so for-

' “Well, I think I am pretty keen,
| Kenny,” said Georgie, with a satis.

“All right, Tl manage it, you
sce.”

Georgio Gibbs off,
Kenny grinned.

And

“J wonder if thero was ever such a
silly ass as that chap on the carth?”
he murmured. “ Well, if he doesn’t
get copped, I fancy I shall be ablo to | th
make Mossoo sit up for that lather-

went

little game for to-morrow,””
It was about ten minutes before
Georgio returned. He had been suc-
cossful, and ho handed his prize to
Kenny, with a grin.

“I've _done it,"" he said. *“ But
what is Conroy going to do with it?"’

. “All right,” smaid Georgie know-
ingly.

And bhaving, like the cat in the
fable, pulled tho chestnuts out of the
firo, he scampered off, and confided to
two or threo of his chums, in strict
confidence, that Conroy had a bi
joke on, 1up against  the Frenc
master.

Conroy, who was grinding away at
a Latin imposition, remained in b{iso-
ful ignorance of the use Kenpy was
making of his name.

Monsiour Renaud was in his study.
He was preparing some examination
nglpcnx. and was deeply immersed in

is task when a sudden sound smote
upon his cars,

Tap!

. “Come inl” called out Mossoo
irritably. He did not like being in-
terrup

But the door did not open.

Thinking he had been mistaken,
the Frenchman bent to his task again.
Ho had no sooner settled himself,
Ehnn there came a fresh tap at the

oor.

** Come in wiz you!" cried Mossoo
angrily.
The door remained unopened.

Then Mossoo divined that somebody
was having a littlo joke with him,
Ho rose, and reached down a cane.
“Vait till dere come anoder tap,”
dmurt,'qul?d'ha"zﬁnbz vill roosh out,
and zat joker he vi very sorry for
himself, T tink.” v ¥
His idea was that some mischievous
bg,y was tapping and then scampering
off. As a matter of fact, Kenny was
leaning over the banisters of the
staircase that ascended to tho next
storoy, and the taJ:ping camo from a
pegtop tied on the end of a long
string, which he swung againet the
do;r fx!-om his coign of vantage,
ap
Mossoo kad crept quietly to the
door, and as the tap sounded on the

And as Mossoo halted and stared

Mossoo did not noed telling what it
‘was.
It was pepper—the strongest

cayenne |
“ Atchew! Atchew! Atchew!™
Mossoo staggered about in anguilh,

broke in the stesn voice of Dr. Lang-
bam, ‘“Monsieur Renaud, I beg of
you to calm yourself. What has hap-
pened

“There is a _emell of , sir,"”
said Kenny. “ Mossoo mﬁpﬁ:e spilt
somg pepper on himself.”
' The unfortunate Fronchman was

it is o barbarous joke! Vy, now yoti
“ Aytishoo—aytishoo!” went the

“Ploase ki distanee, Mon-
siour Benknd, b gaeped, ®Tou sre
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ing he gave me, and spoil Conroy’s | dot
“QOh, all right, Conroy!
give you away."”
“ Monsieur,” cried the doctor, “can
you tell me who smothered you with
pepper in this diegraceful manner t”’
* I seo notings. Atchew! ¢
tap'mt zo door, and I tink it a joke.

E’IO.S

Ccrow

And he went off into a roar.

Tom looked at him in amazement,

* What do you mean, Georgie? I
had nothing to do with thie.”

Georgie wink

“What did

hen 7"

simply covered with pepper.
me—aytishoo !I' g
Georgio Gibbs dug Tom Conroy in

fied grin. I know a thing or two,

don't 17" i . the ribs, with a {u,nus chuckle,
“You do, Georgio., Youlil got “This is a jolly good whoeze,” he

that tin?" murmured. * Oh, I shall die!"”

you want the tin of
cayenne pepper from the kitchen for,

“You're dreaming,

“The eulprits shall be found,” said
the doctor sternly.
“I think Gibbs can throw some light
on the matter,” said Mr. Leigh, who
had heard Georgie’s remarks to Tom,
poor Georgie having been unaware
raster was standing just be-
“ Gibbs, stand forward!"
Very unwillingly, Georgie did so.
“1 don't know anything about the
matter, sir,” he said. wer
to the kitchen, and I didn't wait till
the cook wasn't looking and take the
tin_of cayenne.”
Georgio had a most reprehensible
habit of telling onormous fibs when-
imself in a fix, but ho
had also the misfortune of never being
i indeed, ho never
his mouth without giving him-

that the o
hind him.

over he found

believed ;
opened
self away.

““ Gibbs,” said Dr. Langham sternly,
‘ you are not telling the truth!
dare you attempt to deceive me, sir?
Did you play this trick upon Monsicur
Renaud?” i :
“No, sir; said Georgie, rubbing his
with his sleeve ; ““ I didn't, sir.”’
Do you know who did 1"
Georgie was silent.

and,

ind

*1t's somo joke on Mossoo, as I [ Chew! I open ze door and come out,
r..-ud_. ,That's all T know. Keep it|and zen ze peppair come. sco
notings.”

©

*“ Answer me, boy!"

* No, sir,” said Georgie desperately.

Botween his fear of sneaking and his
terror of the doctor he was frightened
almost out of his wits.
lieved that Tom Conroy had S
that trick on Monsieur Renaud,
he was determined not to give his hero

said  Mr.
““What did you mean, Gibbs, by say-
that this was a jolly

away.
‘“ Allow

ing to Conre

A

Georgio gave a gasp, and stared at
Tom'wz:lh widc-open had
never known Tom to te
certais
amazement was so
that cveryome saw what was in s

s

me,"”

oy,

good wheezo?” _
“Did I eay that, sir?"’
“Certainly you did.” ¢
“1 must have said sneeze, sir,’”’ ven-
t!"?,d Georgie-—*“a jolly good sneeze,
T.

lo went eoftly through the

corridor. Even the

to

panel, he tore it open and rushed out 1
inff) h dlmt:‘f ; ~ and rushed ou :::-;heg,w relaxed and Mr. Leigh
Now on !" i . i i
I heard Gibbs speak to Conroy in
No one was there. a way that certainly implied his beliof

that Conroy had done this,” eaid Mr.

abont ‘l-ixtx; in wobrln'hé‘ fr.z:ln above Loﬂh
came & stinging, blinding shower of  dooko
somothing that caught bim full i the | i ]iq mrdl.:o ,’1‘,": ‘ctoz‘:on;'r'
¥ No, sir,” replicé Tom promptly.

eﬂ:.l L H

bim ome. His

“I never went

Dear

or off your

1 won't

I hear &

How

He ﬁrmli

A
and

be-
ed

Leigh.

tor's

o
but this
to be seen

snog.inw terrifically. mind.

noise at once brought maste o doctor’s bi very

and boys to the spot in a gmwd_ to ner: :j‘:?r..k. uro? Ot:;;ogll“])o yol.l.“dr:;y
what was the matter. Tho sight of | knowing anything of the matter?”
th_ct\h little fat Frenchman, doubled up |  “ Absolutely, sir,” replied Tom fear-
wi ng, was bly comic, s

and a yell oﬁ;uglm-r roso from all. io thurmured *

i Mchow  Cloll ) Dl 8 a5 Siak Sl mmiﬁ?“m
painful, fearful! I sneeze—a w— ﬂ., heard, but being h by
atchow—chew—chew! I die—I am | pearly eve o t.
keel! Atchew—aytishoo-00-00!"™ The doctor turned to him ;&un.

“ Whatever is the meaning of this?’ | *You fetched the pepper, Gibbs?"

‘‘No—that is, yes

id
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‘“ Gibbs is trying
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ought to

Georgie.
“Anéi,';on threw it over Monsieur
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Georgio began to cry; but 1t was
that no answer Wi be

sncezing as if for a wager, and could tracted from 4 "
not find his voice to reply. ; f;;::]r{hwnﬂ. As Joas .am-n l.11...“_
5 is certainly a smell e 0 pepper,
e smell of pop- | €5 Connor stopped  forward, Ho
nupid i . Monsi » | gave Tom.a as he did so—a
“I am blind—] am choke—I am | glance of contempt that stung him to
keel!” exclaimed Mossoo. stag- | the quick, L
towards the doctor, and wMay 1 speak, sir?"
nold of him for support, and & - nly, if you can throw any
cloud of pepper into his face. * Sair, light on this matter,
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speak up; and, as
I think it is my duty to tell
sou the truth.”

“Go on!”
% Gibbs has told several boys that
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Conroy had some big joke on agamst
the French master, and that he was
helping him. It scems pretty clear
that Conroy got him to fetch the pep-
per, and then threw it over Mossco. I
wouldn't give him away, only it’s
cowardly of him to keep mum and seo
Gibbs punished. He rounded on
Kenny to-day for doing the same
thing."" i
4 i(knnw nothing of this joke,’ said
Tom steadily. * Georgie is mistaken,
and what can have put the idea into
his head I cannot guess.” )

*“Oh, Tom!” gasped Georgie.

“ (31bbs, once more, was it Con-
roy?”’

Georgie shed copious tears, but did
not rupl_\. _ -
“ You refuse to admit it, Conroy?

“1 did not do it, sir.””

“A  moment,” exclaimed DMr.
Leigh. ‘' The pepper was in a tin.
Where is that tin now?’ He picked
up a paper bag which lay on the stair.
“The pepper was evidently cjected
from this over Monsieur Renaud.
Noble,” he added, addressing & Sixth
Torm boy, “ Go to Conroy's study,
and sce if the tin is there.”

“ Very good,” said the doctor.

Noble went and quickly returned
with the tin in his hand._

“Where did you find it?"”

“ Under the table in Conroy’s study,
sir.”’
“Yt is perfectly clear,” said _the
doctor, with a frowp. ‘‘ Conroy, Iam
surprised at your conduct. I elieved
you an honourable lad. That you
should tell falsehoods with such
offrontery, and seek to throw the
blame of your wrongdoing upon
another lad, who is too loyal to
betray you, I should at one time have
deemed impossible. What punishment
to inflict upon you I cannot yet decide.
You will come into my study before
school to-morrow morning."”

And the doctor stalked away. The
crowd dispersed, overyone avoiding
Tom Conroy. He walked away, white
and almost dazed.

THE 4th CHAPTER.
A Bitter Blow,

HEN the Fourth went up to
their dormitory that
night, Tom Conroy found

himself still carefully avoided by his
form-fellows. He went to Georgio
Gibbs as the latter was taking his boots
off, looking the picture of woe.

** Georgie,’”’ he said, gently enough,
“ what made you think I played that
trick on Mossoo 1"

Georgie only looked at him tear-
fully, and o no reply.

“Let him alone, Conroy,” called out
“You're not

Kenny aggressively.
going to bully him!"” ,

Tom tu on Kenny with flashing
eyes.

“I am not bullying him,” ho eaid ;
“and you had better not meddle,
Kenny. I'm not in a humour to stand
any nonscnse.”

“1 don't care what humour you're
in. You're a rotten cad not to own
up when the doctor was down on
Georgie !”

“I did not own up because I knew
nothing of the ocourrence.”

B

That was too much for Tom, already
very sore. He at Kenny, and
sent him flying on to his bed wi
right-hander.

““Now, come on, if you want some
more!” ho said, botween his teeth.

“Shut up, Conroy!” exclsimed
runl:u:g between  them.
want him to play 'K:]:m’ﬁtwﬁil?:’

al in the St.
match to-morrow.” 2

Tom turned pale.

“You don't mean that
golupf to leave mo out?”

e Sa Balleoe s I told

you i

0'Connor?” said Tom, in a nnm
“Iknow you did. Tt

ol bab you ought 10 have Owadl o

when you saw another fellow getti
into a row over it. The doctor

o g

e
of losing his cap for the junior ¢
was enough to make him ‘misera,

In the morning, however, ho w,
the doctor's study with a firm
Dr. Langham received him with g
co‘ldiaﬁ. A i,

. ve thou, over your

Conroy,’” he uig. “You h.umm
held so high & place in your form, &
your character has been eo good, '
I shall not admnister & floggi b
at first intended. You wilF?o‘:f.'i‘ 1
holidays for the remainder of all
term, and will \frltodomi at
lines of Cmsar. am dealing wijj
very leniently, and I ho E,;;ha
take the lesson to heart. Not g word
Go!” ¢

And Tom went from the stug
drooping head and heavy hcart.y' witg

It was all over! The day he haal
longed for had come, to bring him ghy
bitterest disappeintment of ﬁu Joung

life.
team

The \\‘p«tnﬁmlrr, Junior y
oing to St. Hilda's, and going wj
fm him! In spite of himself, tfgm

rose to his ures.t B "

('Connor met him a few mp
afterwards, with Kenny. utes

“ Aro you gated "’ asked the captaiy
of the Fourth. £,

Tom nodded, He could not tryy
himself to speak.

“T am sorry, Conro‘y ; but it's
own fault,”” said O'Connor coldly,
“We shall want you, Kenuy. k
you're in pretty good form.” 2

I reckon I shall do as well as Con.
roy would "’ exclaimed Kenny.

* No, you won't, nor half,” roplied
O’Connor grumpily. ‘* Conroy
ing out may lose us the game, Hg
ever, you are the next best
could pick, and you'll have to do”

\Whereat Kenny scowled. But
was to play, that was the great point:
and he gave Tom a look OF triumph 3
he walked away.

The Fourth got through their mg
ing's lessons somehow. When at
the welcome dismissal came, the bo
trooped out in high epirits. Ono was'
apart from all the rest; it wae Tom
Conroy, hitherto the most popular
in the Fourth. He was generally
garded a3 having acted liko a en
and, though not exactly sent
Coventry, nobody spoke to him if he
could help it, ©

Ho listened with a swelling heart
the talk of the coming match and the
endless discussion of Westmoor's pro-
L) ts.

When at last the brake came round
which was to drive the junior el ¥
over to St. Hilda's, Tom watched
chosen cleven take their places in
and his eyes were moist.

Kenny gave him a glance of ill
natured triumph as he took the p
which should have been Tom's, but
the boy hardly saw it, Ho was s
mmiserable that the ¥ malice of his
enf\mydmulg not add to it. he bealol

mid a chorus of cheering the brake
rolled out and away. &'Iny 0.
gone! .
Nearly all the Fourth Form at West
moor | gone, too, to ses their
champions tackle the pick“eg‘fm of
o old qeadracgis, a0t he eI

e ngle, and he went,
slow and heavy steps, indoors and #
his study. 1

But there was one at Wests
who was more miceme than T
It was Georgie Gibbs. H
£ he had been the camse &
Tom’s downfall, and he could not

ive himself. Ho believed that

d played the trick on Mo

af ) .
he came “tmidily into )

. P'm awfally sorry !
ST Ko how 8




' 1 and a figure dashed into the dressing- | 2
e gave a jump. room. P
; AT olver thonghe of thad siz? “T'm in time?”
i “Is Kenny Conroy’s friend?” Tt was Tom Conroy.
\ “No, eir; his enemy.”’ ‘' Why-—what——""
: “I tink I sco zat ting clearly,” | Mr. Leigh had followed Tom in at
#aid Mossoo. ‘‘Come wiz me and tell | a more leisurely pace. Tom, without
ze doctor all zat. I tink it vas not'| troubling to answer questions, waas
‘" Conroy trow zo peppair at all, but | bundling into his football things.
" zat Kenny."” v } “The truth has been discovered!”
) It was new light to Georgie. Will. | exclaimed Mr. Leigh, fixing a stern
| “ingly enough he accompanied Mossoo | glance uj Kenny. ‘It has been
: Dr. Langham's study, and related | proved that Conmroy is mnnocent of
g the particulars of his talk with | the affair of last night, and I am
q Kenny in the latter's study,  The [ thankful that I have been able to
J doctor frowned darkly as ho listened. | bring him here in time to play for
d “This & an excoedingly sim estmoor.”” g
*, youth” ho exclaimed. = ‘“He . “Innocent!” exclaimed O'Connor.
A L!ﬂl ised upon by a very cun- | “‘Then he was telling the truth all
it ning and unserupulous boy. ~ It is | the timef”
ﬁoﬂ! that Kehny is gmltg; ¢ Cartainly /il Yt b’
r received the pepper whioh Gib “But who is guilty, sir? Ts that
@ took the risk of obtaining, and there | known?” ¥
d is mo evidenco to show Conroy “Yes, it is known.”
4 recgived it of him. I am aware that | Kenny turned a whito under “Atchew! Atchew! At-
he iy in Conroy’s place at St. | the s gaze. Every eyo fol- chew!" Mossoo staggered
Y Toctly mm,h:ofoh: T e | on upom hind 3 St & ' about in anguish, sneezing
¢  was found in Gnnm;'a Fe .' ﬂlut " K:nnyl cried 0'Connor.  “ Was terrifically. Tho boys roared
' might easily have been pl re | it Kenny 1" ¥ with laughtar.
0 Boye usually enlist with the inten- { cases, boys whose fathers are still | about 160 boys ars now learning their
m’;! bm{ning bandsmen—trum- | eerving, or who have been soldiers | trados, ;.”th, lﬂpervilionﬁmo
" P'h;.l iy B c"l:!u“i Mm. thes tve.' have a prior claim to en- | of the best foremen selected from
or drummers or buglers in - ‘ment, the Royal Arsenal
;: fantry. If, however, on attaining the But of late years a still more pro- Theso boys =y i = i
gt age of cighteen years he does not | mising opening has been made for | the age Jimit being from 14 to 154
o 8 hmnhnueg:mo!ﬁnf; Inds to take up soldiering as & pro- | years Tb.gm pass a modical ex
& transferred feesion.  The very te fith inat an Army doctor as to
e his chance there, w used in guns, gun-carriages, and | tifeir ,,lw.!_l ﬁm’; must have
the duties are Oomnyhl,‘ uul;hr{ vehicles have uranhﬁ a de- | pasted, or be in, the 6th Standard in
motion is | mand for ekilled artificers of a high | their last school; must bring k
g parents’ or ‘lll-k'(‘lll. " written eon-
posted to tho | To meet this demand recruiting has | sent to their entistment ; must pro-
a5 clerks, mnodﬁﬂvool';ﬂhr to 23‘.,:0"““’““"““”“’*“’
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Ho started and looked round. The
French master was standing thero
jookmng at him. \

“Yes, air | he said, o trifle sullenly.

“You look ver’ sorry,” said Mossoo.
“Vat is it? Because you lose holi-
day?”

*“It's the match, sir,”" explained
Tom. *I was to have played against
St. Hilda's.”

“Vy you tell vat vas not true?”
said Mossoo, with a shake of the head.
‘“ Zat peppair—zat vas painful to me,
but I forgive zat, but vy you tell vat
vou call crammer? Zat is vy you
stay in, mon garcon.” A

"1 suppose it's no use telling you
again that I was innocent?’ said
Tom, wearily, “I have no more
idea of who threw that pepper over
you than the man in the moon has.”

Monsicur Renaud looked at him
scarchingly. He had always known
Tom m%w truthful, yet the evidence
against him scemed too strong. Ho
walked away with a very thoughtful
expression. When ho entered the
school, a sound of eobbing fell upon
his ears, procceding from one of the
deserted  olass-rooms. Mounsieur
Renaud had the tenderest heart in
the world. He pushed open the door,
which was ajar, and went in. It waa
poor Georgie Gibbs who was crying
there all alone.

“Vat is zo matfair, garcon?’ said
Mossoo gently. “Vy you not go wiz
ze oders to ze game?”

Then a thought struck him. He
sat down beside the boy.

Gibbs,” he said
are you quite sure zat it

‘“Now tell me,
quietly;
vas Conroy zat trow ze peppair over
me? You speak in confidence to me;
you vas trnet your master.”

“I didn't mean to give him away,
but now T've been and prevented him
going to the match,”” sobbed Georgie.

“Zen you are sure it vas Conroy?
You speak in confidence, mind.”

“Yes, sir,”’ said Georgio.

“You fotched ze peppair from ze
kitchen for him?"”

“Yeos, sir.”

Mossoo was puzzled. This seemed
clear enough. But he went on:

“Did he tell you he vas to trow it
over me?"”

“Oh, no, sir. He didn't tell Kenny
what it was for?”

“Kenny? Vat has Kenny to do
wiz it? T ask you if Conroy tell you?”

“No, sir; he didn’t speak to me

about it at all.””

“How? He not speak to you?
But he asked you to fetch ze
peppair?’”

“No, sir. Ho asked Kenny to ask
e

“Kenny "

“

Mossoo began to sea
t is, Kenny told you zat?"

“Yes, sir.”

“But Conroy did not ask you—he
did not speak to you about it?”

**Not a word, sir.”

“Zen, suppose—suppose Kenny
~vas tell & vat you ecall crammer—and
say zat Conroy ask him ven Conroy
not ask him at all?”

by Kenny. Until now, I thought
that Gibbs had been sent by Conroy
to fetch the pepper. If T had known
that it was Kenny who had sent him,
I should have formed a very different
opinion of the matter, Please fetch
Conroy here.”

Tom soon came, wondering what he
was wanted for. His face brightened
up as he listened to the doctor's

explanation.
“1 am satisfied of your innocence,
Conroy,” the dootor concluded.

“Kenny is undoubtedly the guilty
party. I am eorry I suspected you.
You are, of course, free to go to St.
Hilda's now, if vou choose.”

“Thank you, sir.,”” Tom looked at

his watch. “ Thank you, sir; but it's
too late. The kick-off is in ten
minutes, and there’s no chance of
getting there in time for the mateh.”
The doctor looked very concerned.
“I am truly sorry, Conroy,” he
said. “It is very——"
Monsieur Renaud waved his chubby
hands oxcitedly in the air. The hoot
of a motor-horn had floated in from
the qnadrnngle.

“Ve are saved!” cried the French-
man dramatically, *“ Zat is ze motair-
bike of Mistare Leigh. He vas to
give me a run in ze trailair. He
ehall take Conroy to ze feetball in-
stead.”

And he rushed from the room. A
Jhasty explanation with Mr. Leigh
followed, and the master willingly
assented to the Frenchman's sugges-
tion. Tom, hardly knowing, in his
joy and excitement, whother he was
on his head or his heels, collared his
football thin, and got into the
trailer, and the master mounted his
cycle.  With a hoot and a whir away
they went, leaving Mossoo gesticu-
lating with joy that his favourite
scholar—restored now to all his old
favour, now that hia innocence was
Erovtd- was not after all to miss what
e called “ze feethall.”

/ THE Gth CHAPTER.
The Juniors’' Football Match,

% HEY'RE a strong lot,” said
O'Connor, as he looked over
the St. Hilda's Juniors, and

there was a shade on his face as ho

made the remark.

* We shall beat them,” said Kenny.

ST huw so."’

. The ‘estmoor  youngsters went

into the dressing-room that had been

assigned to them, and changed into
their football garb.

““Now, look. here, kids,” said
0’Connor, when he was ready to lead
his team out on the field. * You'll
have to buck up. We've to win,
It’s the biggest bit of ill-luck in the
world that we haven't got Tom Con.
roy—meaning no reflection on you,
Eenny. But he was in such grand
form yesterday! However, it can't

d, and we must win without
him, lo! What's the rumpus?”’

There was a buzz of voices without,

“Let Konny himeelf , answer that
question,’’ said the master sternly.

The wretched lm_v hid his face in
his hands. FEven his effrontery was
vot able to faco the eyes bent upon

im,

“You cur!” eried O'Connor wrath-
fully. ' So that was 'your Iittle
gamo? You wanted to keep Conroy
at Westmoor, so that you could take
his cap for the Eleven. You cur!”

“He will be punished,” said Mr.
Leigh. * Conroy's eentence is trans-
ferred to  him. Kenny, you will
immediately leave here and return to
Westmoor. Your holidays are stopped
for the rest of tho term, and you will
write out a thousand lines of Cmsar.
Go immediately !

And Kenny, without a word in his
own defence—fecling that it ‘was use-
less—changed his clothes again, his
face pale as death. At tho very mo-
ment of triumph he had been foiled,
ho knew not how. But he knew now
what he had not realised before, that
the way of the transgreasor is hard.
Hardened as he was, the contempt
and diedain in the looks of his for
mer comrades cut him to the quick.

Pheep! It was the whistle!

Instantly all thoughts of Kenny and
his treachery were banished from
thnl minds of the Westmoor foot

ers.

*“Ready, Tom?"” cried O'Connor

“Just a tick,”” panted Tom, who
was moving at lightning speed.

0'Connor moved towards the door.
Tom was ready in & moment more.
The Westmoor contingent sallied out
into the field, to be greeted by a
ringing cheer from their school
fellows.

The Westmoor boys were astounded
to seo Tom Conroy there in the school
colours, but the mews of what had
transpired soon went round, and there
was not one of them who was not
glad to sce him playing for the school.

The St. Hilda's boys had mustered
strongly to sce the match, so thore
was a big crowd round the field—
Seints and Westmoor lads mingling
in high good-humour.

“Sainte””  team was, as
O’Connor had said, a strong one.
Their captain, Gardner, who played

»

centre-forward, was a big, powerful
fellow, and the rest wera a st-class
team for a lower form. O’Connor

knew that Westmoor would have their
work out out to win, and he was
moro thankful that Tom Conroy was
inoluded in his ranks after all.
0'Connor ehook hands with Gard-
ner, and the two skippers toseed for
choice of goals, and gardnor had the
best of it. He chose his goal, from

b

/

which o brisk breeze was blowing,
The Westmoor fellows had to kick
off against it.

O'Connor was centro of the West
moor forward line, and Conroy was
his inside-left. The team looked very
fit as they lined up in their red and
white, St. Hilda’s had blue jerseys
and white knickers

Vith the wind in their favour, the
Saints startod the game well, .\pl-l‘lh!\'
driving the Westmoors well back into
their own half. With a fine concerted
bit of play, well worthy of a higher
form, the young footballers drove their
way through the visitors' defence,
and after some rapid short passing,
St. Hilda’s centre kicked for goal.

The Westmoor goalie saw it
coming, and made a gallant attempt
to save, but the turf was slippery,
and he fell on his knees, and the
leather shot right into the net.

There was a loud cheer from the
St. Hilda's boys A goal for the
home side, in the first ten minutes
of the game, Their faces grew cheer
ful with the confident anticipation of
victory. But the Westmoor lads had
n determined look as they walked
back to the centre of the field. That
goal, instead of depressing them, had
put them on their mettle, and they
meant that it should not happen
again.  And, inspired by the ex-
ample of 0'Connor and Conroy, they
“bucked up’ with right goodwill

In spite of the fact that the wind
was against them, they worked their
way up the field, and with sterling
play, brought the ball fairly to the
mouth of the home goal. There the
Saints made a vigorous defence, and
the struggle was watched with breath-
less interest by both Westmoor and
St. Hilda's boys.

The crowd of players opened at
last, as the ball flew out from a West-
moor forward’s {oot, but a cheer rang
from the St. Hilda's crowd as the
goalie fisted 1t back into the melee.
But in a flash, as it seemed, it was
sent m again, and the goalkeeper,
who was looking for a soccer [:Gll
and not a flash of lightning, darted
at it too late!

From every Westmoor lad round
the field a yell went up.

“Goal!"

And another shout followed :;

“ Bravo, Conroy!”

“Good old Tommy !

Tt was Tom's goal, and O'Connor
patted him on the back as the St.
Hilda's goalie sent the leather hurt-
ling out.

““Good old Tom!
wo've got you!”

And the lad's face flushed with
pleasure. He was cleared in the eyes
of his form-fellows, and he was play
ing the grand old game, and he had
taken a goal for his school. He

I'm jolly glad

i I
ol
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wanted nothing more to maké his

happiness complete; nothing, that 1s,
| but the victory of hie side, and that
| he was determined should come, if
| he could help to bring it.

And he did his best, and a splendid
best it was. He secmed like light-
ning on the move, and the St. Hilda'e
forwards could not touch him. And
just before half-time another delighted
yell from the Westmoor boys an-
nounced another goal for the school,
and though Tom had not kicked 1t,
it was ho who had bafled the -8t
Hilda's backs and given O'Connor the
pass which materialised in a goal.

*Good old Tommy!"” ehouted the
Westmoor  fellows, the players
streamed off at half-time.

And in the dressimg-room O'Connor
gripped his hand.

“T haven't had a chance to say eo
yot.,"" he exclaimed ; * but I beg your
parden, Tom, for ever being “ara
enough to think badly of you, and I
want you to forgei all about 1t.”

Tom smiled cheerfully.

“That's all right, old chap. By-
gones are bygones, I fancy we ehall
beat the Saints.”

“I faney s0,” said O’Connor, with
intense satisfaction.  “But if you
wern not here, Tommy, I reckon it
would have been a bad case for us.”

And O'Connor's words were true.
In the second half 8t. Hilda's made a
desperate effort to recover their lost
ground. Tho changoe of ends had
given Westmoor the advantage of the
wind, but the Saints came on gal-
lantly, and almost before the red-
and-white team knew where they
were, St. Hilda's had equalised.

Loud cheers greeted this feat of
the home team. The score was now
two and two, and only five minutes
gone of the second forty-five, It wae
anvbody’s game, or looked so. Ten
minutes of brisk but uneventful con-
tending followed, and then the West-
moor forwards got away-in a fine
rush, and scattering the defence to
the winds, they slammed the ball into
the Si. Hilda's goal.

Again the visitors wero one ahead,
and the home team were hard put to
it to equalise.  But they did it at
last, after a hard fight, which left
both sides pretty well spent. Tha
ball went into the Westmoor goal
from Bt, Hilda’s inside.right.

It wanted now only ten minutes to
tume, and both sides were breathing
hard and heavy. That last tussle had
taken it out of most of them, though
they were all ufamn to the end.
Noither side could get going after
the restart, and the minutes ticked
away, and it began to look as if a
draw was inevitable. Some of tho
speotators strolled away to spread tho
news that 8t. Hilda's Juniore had
drawn with the visitors from West-
moor.

It was in the last three minutes of
the game that the play suddenly woke
to new life, with one of the delightful
surprises that the great game is pro-
lific with: The left wing of Westmoor
got away with the ball, streaking
through the opposing ejde like light-
ning. e halves were hopeleasly
beaten. Tom gave the ball to ouf-
side-left, received it back from him,
and let O'Connor have it, with a
ewiftness and precision that baflled
the St. Hilda’s backs.

O'Connor sent in the leather, and
the goalkeeper, with a spring like
that of a tiger, caught it. f;x a second
more it would have been hurled forth.
But that second was not granted him.
For with instant promptness, Tom
Conroy charged, and cgarged goal-
keeper and ball right in together.
Pheep! . It was the whistle!
Westmoor had ‘won, with just one
second to spare!

And with the victory of the Waest-
moor Juniors over the Lower-Form
Champions of St. Hilda's we con-
clude our story of Tom Conroy, the
hero of  the Fourth ¥orm at

Westmaor. :
THR BND),

(Another fine, mﬁlm Vatory or
Tuesday next, Look out for it.)
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