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i

The 1st Chapler,
Brag!

“T've done 1t}

Thus Tommy Dodd. i

Tommny Dodd came into his study
in Mr. Manders’ Housae at Rookwood
with a Ingubrious face, and made
that annouvcemnent in # lugubrious
voice. ;

Lugubriousness, indeed,
written all over ‘Tommy Dodd of
Madern Foyrth.

was
the

Tvidently something had hap-
pened. :
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle

regarded him inguiringly.

“You've done 167 inquired Cook.

13 YP.‘.”

“What may “it’ happen to be?
asked Daoyle,

“Pye faivly put iny fook in ik
said Tomney Dodd. It really wasn't
my fault. That sss Lovell was
bragging about foober———7"

“Put what beve wou done? in-
quived the other two Tommies,
together.

“You know ILovell's style,” said
Tommy Dodd, without replying o
the question. “How his pals get on
witheut pinching his nose every day
rogularly is a mystery to me.”

“Have vyon punched Lovell's
nose "

““No hgrm in punching a Classical
duffer’s nose.”

“No,” groancd Tommy Dodd. “I
wish I had. Perhans 1'd betier go
aver Yo the Classical side and punch
hia nose now. Not that punehing his
nose will do any good. You ses, it's
fixed now,”

“What is!" roarsd Tommy Cook,

Tommy Dodd fiung himsclf fato a
chair, drove his hands deen info his
wockets, and regarded his comrades
lugubriously and pessimistically. He
seemead in the lowesf of spirits.

“Tha worse of it,” he satd, *“is that
1 sha’p’t be able fio make good. It's
rotten nll round.”

Clook picked up an inkpot from the
table. He was gofting imipatient.

15 was clear that somnething very
serious had occurred, and the two
Modern juniors wanted to know what
it was.

“Are you going o tell us what's
the matter, vou thumping ass, or
shall I buzz thiz mkvot at you?"” in-
quired Cock.

“T may as well tell you, now Tve
dane 1. said Tommy Dodd. “As T
said, Lovell was bragging about
footer. Those Classical aeses seem
to think they’re the biz nojse in
footer, because they happenod o win
the last House match on a fluke,
Well, I zot fad-up, and—and—and T
said——r-2>

“You said?”

“T—1 said—"

Tommy Dodd vausod. He seemed
reluctant to state whaet ho had said
in the hent of a football argument
with Classical fellows,

“Well, what did vou sav?? de-
manded Doyle. “EHomething {fai-
headed. of enurse, or it wounldn’t be
you. But what was it?”

Fourth at football—*"

“8é we will infirely.”

“With Cuffy in goal,” said Tommy
Dodd,

“Whai?”"

“Phwat 1

Cook and Dovle stayed at Tommy
Dodd, and he blinked a% them dis-
mally. That reckless offer he had
made in the heat of argument. When
the heat of argument had passed, and
Tommy Dodd considered the matter
conlly, he reslised what he had done.

Undouhtedly he had put his foot in’

T-T said we'd beat the Classical '

ageinst

it. e had “dope it with a ven-
goeance,

“ (ufiy I repeated Doyle.

“Clarence Cuffy 1” babbled Cook.
“hat dumnmy—-o>

“That ass I said Doyle.

# Ehat frubjous chump

ool
“Phat blinking, burbling' bander-
spatch!  Why, he doesn’t know a
goalkeeper from a goalpost!™
“He dovsn’t know a faothall from
a fancy-dress ball!”
“hat howling duffer 1
0 Tha.fh—-ﬂ‘lﬂ} Cui’fy——f-”
“Yon ass!’
“¥ou chump!”
Tt wag a kind of chorus, shrophe
and anti-strophe, and Tommy Dodd
listened to it without a wprd in his
own defence, i
“Pile it on!” he said bitterly.
“You can't call me a bigger ass than
T'm calling myself. Keop it up,”
“Play Jimay Silver’s team with
Ouﬂ';y in goal!” roered Temmy
yie. “Ii's potty ye are.”
“lip it1”
“Cuffy can’t kesp goal.
can’t keep white mice !
“T know he can’t.”
“Wall, you ass!”

“Well, you chymp 1 |
The three Tommiss of the Madern
side at Rookwood wers gresl pals,
Being great pals, they talked to one
another with great frankness of
speach. But never had Cook and
Doyle bsen quite so frank as on the

present aceasion.
“Qf all the fatheads——"

Cook. {

“0Of all the blinking, blithering,
burbling dummies——"' said Doyle.

“Of all the chumps I

“Of all the idiots——"

Tominy Dodd stretched his legs and
nodded. He seemed almost o
weleome this chorus of opprobrium.

“You've got it,” ke said. “1 was
an ass, a chump, a fathsad—any old
thing vou like. I tald you I'd done
it, didn’t I? Yoau see, that ass
Toovell was brageing, and ho reslly
drew me ane made me nlay the goat.
I told him we’d beat the Classical
junior side, playing Cuffy in goal,
}nst to shut him up and make him
ging small. Of course, I naver really
meant it. But he ftook it seriously
and closed on it, and then, af courso, |
I couldn't back out. Bo there we |

are.”
“We're |

P gaild

-

Why, ke

said

;;Are we ¥ mf’mj Cug];.
jolly well not. T’m not playing in a
team with Clufly in §#.7 S |

“Nor little me * said Doyle.

“Tt's asking for a licking,” said
Tommy Cook, more ealmly. *Put-
ting swank aside, the Classicals are |
gnite up to our weight at footer. |
E\rcrg Hounse makeh is touch and go. \
They’'ve got more men to select from |
than we have, being a bigger House. |
That's an advanfage, and it’s no
good making out that they don’t win
mora matehes than they lose, because
anybody can vead it up in the records.
And now you think of tackling them
with a passenger in the team-——-"

“Tn  goal, tool” said Tommy
Doyle. *“Might as well leave the
chicken run empty. Befter, in fact,
then putiing Olavence Cluffy in i.”
Tommy Dodd nodded.

“We're for it;"’ he said. “T've got
to keep my word. Wao can’t let those
classival agses make out that we
swank and then eat our words. Next
House mateh Cuffy goes into goal.™

“You ass{"

“Vou duffer!"

“Go 1t said Tomtny Dadd re- |
sipnedly. “I've asked for it, and you
can sling it out all you want to. Al
the same, I keeping up the brag,

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Authey of the Tales of Rookwood appearing
i

Strange to say, Cuffy plays in goal for
the Modern House in their football maich

| nothing has occurved to disturb the

| goiug {0 do

the © Popular.'’)
4

the Classical juniors!

and Cuffy goes into goal next maich.
And--and-—and we've got to heat the
Classicals, anyhow, all the same.”

Tommy Cook f'umpe[_i up.

“You're not landing us like that,
voit asg! I dare say Lovell was jush
pulling your leg. T'll go over and sce
Jimmy Silver,” -

“I'N come with you,” essented

'Dotylc. :
“Nea good,” said Tommy Dodd, T
tell you they’re holding us to it. They

.2 word of

want fo make us look asses.”
“Ratst?
ook and Deyle, in a rather excited
frame of mind, aquitted the study.

Tommy Dodd was left alone to reflect” -

upon tho imvpudence of “gassing ¥ in
the heat of argument.

There was o gentle tap at the door
of the study, and Tommy locked
round irritably. L

A kind and gentle face looked into
the stady. /

It wes the simyle, benevolent face

in the passage with a terrific cou-
cuyssion,

A yell rang through fthe passage.

“ Y ovngooop I ¢

“Now wall a tick till T gef the
poker ! exclaimed Tommy Dodd.

Clarenes Cuffy did nob wait.

It was only too clear that the
gerenity of doar Thomas’ tomper was
very much distarbed. :

Cuffy was not a bright youth. Bub
he was far too bright to wait for
Tommy Dodd to get on with it.

He picked himself up and fled for
hig life. ‘

The Znd Chaptar.
Nothipg Boing !

Jimmy Bilver & Co. were siniling
as they sat down to tea in the end
study in the School House. 3

Arthur Bdward Lovell, sspecially,
was grinning bugely.

The Fistical. Four svere in enjoy-
ment of a great joke. Tommy Dodd’s
brag, which hod caused so much
dismay in Tommy’s study, was caus-
ing great merriment amopg the Fis-
tical Four, 3

“The sitly owl, you know !” said
Arthur Fdward Lovell, for about
the tenth time. “Swanking about
Maodern foothall—as if these Modern
cheps can play footer! T'told him
that marhles was mnearsr hiz mark

oy know. And then he said he'd:

eat the Classical side at Soccer,
with Cuffy ip goal! Ha, ha, ha !”

“"Ta, ha, ha!” echo Jimmy
Bilver, Raby, and Newcome.

“Inst swank, you know,” grinned
Lovell. *O0i course, he'didn’t mean
ite. But I nailed: him

T

dawn, ™

——

illl

1

o il | fiig
;lfllﬂ_ﬂflg[“ illl

|
il

BIFF

Clarance Qufiy In mild surprise,
words,
Clareance Cpfly flow, Ho s
conougsion,

Tommy Bodd plcked up a cushion. 0]
'.} what ayrp' you going mpdo with that oushlon ? * Inquireé

Hea lot his actlons apeak for him,
The cushion fiew, and it oau%ht Clarenes Qufiy upen the chest, 1m:!

down in the passage with a terrific
A yall rang through the passage.

" My dear Thom

Tommy Dodd did pot answer In
Whiz! Orash! Bump!l

# Yooooon !

of Clarence Unfiy, who was admitted
on gll hands to be the biggest duffer
inside Rookweol, or out of if.

He smiled sweetly s the frown-
ing face of Tommy Dodd,

“My dear Thomas—-—-"

Grrunt !

“1 trust, my dear Thomms, that

serenity of your temper,” said Clar-
ence Culfy anxionsly

Crunt |

“In the unfortunate ovent of any '
untowazd happezing having disturbed
your cqguanimity, my dear Thomas,
perhaps you would find wvelief in
confiding tho eirenmstances to me,”
suggested Cuffy.

Tonnny Dodd blinked at him.

This was the feilow whe, in a
wild and reekloss moment, he had
ongaped to play in goal in the nest
House mateh,

Tommy Dodd rosa to his feeh.

Ile picked up a cushion. '

“My dear Thomas, what arc you
with that cushiont™
mgnirad Ularence Cuffy in mild sue-
prise.

Tomuny Dodd did not answer in
swords. Ile' let his action speak tor
b,

Whiz!

Crash !

Bump !

The cushion flew, and it caughb
Clarence Cuffy upon the chest, and
Clerence Cuffy flsw.  Me =at down

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fairly pinned him,” chuckled
Lovell, *“You choyld have scen him
wriggle! Bat I had him. Whaty”

“Hay, ha, ha [

“ Hither he had to kecp to it, or
own up that hie'd been gassing. and
take it back. And he wouldy't do
that,”

“Couldn’t,
Rabiy.

“Of course, he eouldn’t! But I
faney the Modern chaps will jaw Lim
whan they hoar that lie's undertaken
to play a Soccer mateh with the
biggest idiok at Rookwood in goall”

“Ha, he, Hal” "

“Too much swank about thoss
Modern chaps,” remarked Newcome.
“It will do them good to take them
down » peg.”

“Vaos, rather!” agreed Raby.

“Ti’s  rather hard on  Daoddsy,
thopgh,” said Jimmy Silver laugh-
ing,  “Of course, he spoke without
thinking——">

“Time he learned to think. then,”
chitekled Tovell. “This will help

very woll 1 vemarked

- good telling us if was a joke.”

teach him to think.”

“Chap shouldn’t brag, if he isn'h |
prepared to makae it goed!” grinned
Raby. “Hes mado tha offer—it's
g challenge to us—and we'to bound
to take him at his word.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

A t{ap at the door interrupted the }
merriment of the chums of the Clas- |
sical Fourth. Tommy Cock and |

Tominy Doyle came into- the ena
study.

Jinumy Silver
them.

They could guess the purport of
the visit. Evidently Tommy Dodd
bad informed his comrades of his
unfortunate little brag, and Cook and
Doyle Lad dropped in to ‘speal on
the subjecs. .

The two Modern juniors grinned
rather uneasily,

“Trot in, old beans,” said Arthur
Kdward Lovell - hospitably, “lry
these muffins—they're good. T hoar
K;u’ve got a new goalie on the

odern side,™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Fack is, we camo over to speak
about that little joke of Daddy’s ™

& Co. smiled at

said Cook.
“Joke?” repeated Lovell  “Has
Doddy beep making jokes? What's

the jokeo this timo?”

“That little joke zbout Cuffy—=*

“Ta thore m joke about Cluffy?
Cufly’s rather 2 joke in himself, isn't
he? But what's the joke now?”

T'he Fistical Four smikd-—-po]itta!j,
but implacably, Cook and Doyle ex-
ehangsd o glance. -

“That little joke about playing
Cuffy in godl in a House nmatch,”
said Cook, *‘Ils, hal” i

“Ha, haf® echoed Doyle feebily,
“Oh, that’s not a joke,” said Loveli
cahnlg. “That's a fixture.” ;

“0Oh, quite,” said Jimmy Silver

“You see—" murmured Doyle.

“We soe.” apreed Raeby. ' You've
not sitished with Doddy's choice of
a goalkeeper. But Doddy's your
skipper, jsn’t he?” i

“¥Yos, but——"

“ Has Doddy sent you over to elinil
down for him?” prinned Lovell, © Iy
he/ o\;'ﬂing up that he was only brag-
ing?

“Backing out—what?” ‘grinned
Newcome, 3
“Woll,” said Doyle haltingly.

“QOur idea is thai it was just a joke,
you know—-7"

“Cut it out ! salil Arthur Edwvard
Lovell cheerily. “Tf Doddy wants. to
elimb down, and own up that he wis
gassing, let him go ahead. Ho said
before a dozen fellows ghai he would
beat the Classics ab foober wigh Cliffy
in goal. Tle's gob to do i, or olse
swallow hig Jolly old words. Ko
{

“You're holding him to it, then?”
asked Cook.

“Of course—uniess he climbs down.
Ie's only got to own up that he was
bragging, and talking out of the:back
of his neck.”

“Youn kpnow he- swon’t do that!”
snapped Coole g

“Then.let him go zhead, and leat
us ab footer, with Cuffy in goal

“Ffa, ha, hall*

The Fisticel Faur reared, and the
ambassadors glared. That Tommy
Dodd would consent ta eat his words
was tot fo be thought of—that was
out of the question. Bubt if he i
not, it was evident that the football
mafteh, with Cuffy bofween the posts,
was a fixture.

“0Oh, cut the cackle!” exclaimed
Cook. " After all, we c¢an beay you
all right, (lafly or no Unliy.”

“Well beat wvou with an empty
goal I snorterd Doyle.

“Js that a challenge?”
Lovell. “If you mean it——"

“(0h, go and eat coke! Tl jolly
well bet yon ten to one in dough-
nuats that we beat vou, Cuffy or no
Culfy I roared Doyle.

“Daone 1 )

Avthur Edward Lovell jerked out
a pocket-book and a stump of pencil.
Doyle glared at him, )

“Men ta one in dough-nuts,” said
Arthur Edward., “That’s all vight.
Save up your pennies for Saturday,
Doylo.”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“You phinging, too. Cook 1" asked
Tovell hilaricusly. “What's your
giddy wagor ?” !

“Hack up your own shie,
know !” chortled Reby.
the odds?”

Tommmy Cook onened his lips, b
dosed them again. Really, the
ambassadors were making matters
worse rather than bebfer.

“Oh, wo'll beat you all vight!”
said Clook ot lask,  “ Bup—2" :

“Put you don't fancy backing your
opinion ¥ grinned Newcomne,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

0, rats 1™ :

Tommy ook and Womumy Doyle
eachanged a glance, and made a
sudden rush at the Classical les-
1alile As ambassadors they had
failed, but a3 raiders they were faivly
successful.  Belore Jimmy Bilver &
Co. eonld make o movement the two
Modern juniors had grasped the iea-
table and np-ended i !

Clragh! Claiter! Crash!

grinnod
3

you
TWhat's
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*Hook it!” gasped Doyle.

“Why, you rotters——"’

“Oh, my hat!”

“Collar the cads?”

Cook and Doyle dodged ouk of the
study and fled. They went down the
Fourth Form passage as if they were
on the cinder-path., Jimmy Silver &
Co. lezped up, in the midsé of the
wreek of their tea-table.

“ After them I’ roared Lovell

The two Moderns had only a few
seconds’ start. But they made the
most: of it. 3

They arrived at the stafrease at top
speed. Tt was unfortunate for Tubby
Muffin of the Classica] Fourth that he
‘was coming upstairs inst then. Coolk
and Doyle had no time to stop for
him.

Crash !

“ Whoooop !” roared Muffin.

He sat down on the stairs.
rolled qver him, -and Doyle
over him and Coolk.

They had intended to go down
quickly. They went down much more
quickly than they had intended, They
arrived on the next landing, rolling,
in a breathless state. :

But they did not linger. They
picked themselves up and fled, and
vanished down the lower stairs, just
as Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived af the
top landing. As they went they
hoard behind a sound of rolling and
tumbling and bumping, which seemed
to indicate that the Fistical Four also
had come to grief on Tubby Muffin.

But they did not stay to listen. In
a few secands they were rRoceding out
of the School House and sprinting
across big quad. ;

On the staircase the Wistical Tour
disentangled themselves from Trbby
‘Muoffin and from one anothor. They
veturned to the end study in a breath-
less state, leaving Tubby Muffin also
breathless, but appavently with
breath enough to roar. Tubby’s roars
awoke distant echoes, ;

“The cheeky cads!” gasped Lovell,
“T.ook at our crocks!”

Cook
rolled

“The blessed butter’s in the blessed |

grate "

“The teapot’s gone west !”

“My hat! We—we—we!ll-——"

Jimmy Silver burst into a langh,

“Never- mind!  It's all in  the
game!” he said cheerily. “XKeep
smiling *

“That's all very wellf”
Lovell.

“ And they're playing ug on Satur-
day with. Cuffy in goal ! said Jimmy
Silver. “We shall put the ball in
ahout fifteen or sizteen times!”

snorted

And the chums of the Iourth
chuckled once more. ;
And there was chuckling all

through the Classical Fourth when
the news spread. Tommy Dodd’s un-
fortunate predicament furnished feod
for merriment in all the studies in
“the Classieal Fourth passage.

Junior House matches wore always
keenly contested at Rookwood, and
gsenerally they were looked forward
tn with keenness. But never had the
Classical juniors anticipated a Fouse
match so keenly as on the present
aecaston, when Fommy Dodd was to
make good his reckless words, and
Claronce Cuffy was o figure as goal-
leoper, and the Alodern footballers
wore to be overwhelmed with defeat
nnd confusion.

The 3rd Chapter.
Coaching Cufiy !

“Wa've got to pull it off I

That was Tommy Dodd’s decision.

While on the Classical side there
had been .chuek]ingh and chortlin
withous limit, on the Modern side
there had Leen a considerable amount
of grousing.

Tommy Dodd, as junior captuin of
Manders' House, was very popular,
and as a footballer he was greatly
admired and vespected, There was
no doubt that he was as good
skipper as the House could have found
anywhere within its ranks. But there
was something very near rebellion
mnouaz the Madern footballers when
they learned to what Tommy Dodd
irad committed them.

Some of the fellows even went so
fnr s to suggesh that t was time that
DNoddy resigned. Some of them de-
olared that they wouldn't be found
dead in a team with Clarence Cuffy in
it. All of them told Tommy Dodd
what they thought of him in langnage
that was frequent and peininl and
free,

Whereupon, of course, Cook and
Doyle, like loyal ehums, railied round
their leader, and backed him up for
all they were worth. In private they
told Tommy Dodd that ke was every
imaginable kind of an ass, a duffer,
and 2 piffling foozler. But in public
they stood by him nebly, and even
went to (he length of declaring that

Tomey's rash challenge to the
Classicals was a jolly good idea.

It would, Cook declared, put the
Classics in their place if they were
beaten by a team winue a goalie, for
that was what it amounted to. 1t
would, accarding to Doyle, show the
Classic  side what the Moderns
thought of them, when they played
them with such a howling dummy as
Cufty between the posts.

Tommy Dodd was grateful for this
loyal support. Tt helped him to hear
what Cook and Doyle told him in the

study.
The fellows groused, but thoy
acquiesced, 'There svas, indeed,

nothing else for them to do, unless
they sacked Doddy from: the cap-
taincy. That was a length to which
no one wished to proceed,

But it was quite on the cards that
it would come to that if the defeas
in the House mateh proved to be
ludicrously overwhelming.

“We've got to pull it off ™ said
Tommy Dodd. *Ii's the only way. 1
admit I opened my mouth a bit toc
wide, talking to that silly owl] Lovell.
It can’t be helped mow. We've got to
play those blighters, and play them
with Cuffy in goal. Well, if we win
the match the Classics will he langhed
to death, especially after the way
they’ve been chaortling.”

“Busy?” asked Tommy Dodd
grimly, :

“Nat at all, my dear Thomas, if
there is any little service T can per-
form for you,” said Cuffy brightly.

“There is. I'm going to p?ay you
in the House match on Saturday.”

Cuffy starfed.

“My dear Thomas, I am very flat-
tered at your selecting me,” he said,
“But I feel bound to warn you that
i am not experi at this game. It
is nat one of the games I play well.”

“Go hon ! gasped Cook,

“It would be false modesty on niy
part, my deur feliow, to deny that I
am very expert indeed at noughts-
and-crossos,” said Cuffy. “I have
had some suceess, too, ot draughts
and—""

“Dranghts ! purgled Doyle.

“TBut to games of a more strenuous,
indeed rough, character, I have given
little attention,” said Cuffy. “To be

quite frank, I have rather considered-

them beneath my intellectual powers.
Projecting a ball across a field by the
impact of & foot does not appear, to
me, {0 be a form of activity adequate
to my menfal gifis, I érust, my

dear Thomas, that you will not regard
me as spesking in a boastful or vain-
glorious spirit.”
Tommy Dodd gazed at him.
“After all, he's got a good wind,”

|
. "My dear Thomas—-"

Clarence Culfy did not really seem
keen on it. His glance lingered long-
ingly on * Gentle Georgie.” He really
did want to pursug the enthralling,
if somewhat mild, sdventures of the
youth who never spoke an upkind
word, DBut the three Tommies per-

Dodd took hin by one ear, Tommy
Coole by another. Cuffy’s ears had
tc go down to the changing-room,
and the rest of Cuffy had mo ice
abont going with them.

8o Cuffy changed for footer, and
a few minutes later emerged from
Mr. Manders’ House, and. walked
down to the Modsrn practice-ground
with a crowd of Modern fellows.

Most of the foothallets seemed to

not expecting great things of Clar-
ence Cuffy. But it was agreed that,

was hetter to pubt him through his
puces. Even Cuffy, they considered,
ought to be able fo pick up a few
tips about keeping goal, with plenty
of coaching, and a little kicking and
euffing to brighten him wp—though,
of conrse, he could never expeet to
become so expert at-footer as at
noughts-and-crosses,

Temmy Dodd pointed fo the goal.

T

Bafore Jimm

and up-ended it.

RACGING JIMMY SILVER & CO.1

and made a sudden

Crash! *‘Hook it!’™ gasped Doyle.

“I 7 snorted Tommy Cook, *If
the skies fall there will be catching of
larks.”

“We've got to,” said Tommy Dodd.
“To-day’s Tuesday. Match en Satuz-
day. We've got nearly a week.
Cully's got to learn o play footer.”

“In a week!” yelled Dogyle.

% ESI”

“Maeke it ten years, and he might
begin o commence to start to get an
inkling of the game.”

“He's going to learn in a +week.
After gll, he’s watched games, and
he's done some games practice—mob
much, but some. We've got to coach
him and keep him af it, and make
him play un, Fet's go and see him
now about it.”

“Rai}s!”

(13 Rot !?,

“0h, shut vp and come on!” said
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Cock and Tommy Doyle
came on, bub did nobt shut up.
Tommy Dodd, in fact, had almost
given up hope that Cook and Doyle
over would shut up again,

Clarence Cufiy was in his study
when the three Tommies called. He
was sitting af the lable, gently pering
over a volume his kind father had
sent him on his birthday. T was
entitled, “ Gentle Ceorgie, the Boy
Who Never Said an Unkind Word.”

The vareer of Gentle Ceorgie was
deeply interesting to Clarence Cuffy.
His eves were moist with emotion as
he followed the adventures of that
interesting youth, But he locked up
with a sunny emile as the three
"Y'ommies butbed in.

he said. “Musl have plenty of wind,
or he couldn’t chin-wag like that.”

“That's s0,” agreed Cook.

“Well, you’re playing on Satur-
day, in goal,” said Tommy Dodd. * T
suppose You lmnow what a goalkeeper
does 7

“Certainly, my dear Thomas. I
have learned quite a %00(1 deal by
watching games, though I have sel-
dom taken a pevsonal part in them.
The goalkeepcr, T think, stands in the
goal area——"

“You—vyou think?" gasped Cook.
“You don't know? You only think?”

“T should be sorry, my dear Cook,
to speak positively on a subject in
which ¥ am not well grounded. Bub
I am somewhat keen of chservation,
and I think I may venture upon
saying that the goalkeeper occuples
the goal, and one of his occupations
iz 1o wave his arms about and thump
himself on the chest. Af least, T have
often observed whis.™

“0Oh dear!” :

“He also has to keep the other side
[rom putiing in the pill,” suggested
Doyle.

“PDear me! T did not know a pill
was used in the game,” said Cuffy.
“That 15 indeed news 1o me.”

“The ball, fathead—the balll”

“shricked Doyle,

“My dear Doyle——"

“Come on, Culfy.” said Tommy
Dodd. * We're going to make a
goalkeeper of you. We've gofi an
hour for practice this afternoon.
You're pubting in sixty minubes,
Come down and change.”

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle exchanged a glance,

rush at the Classical tea-table.

Silver & Co. could make a movement the two Modern Juniors had grasped the {ea-table
Grash ! Clatter !
my hat!’ ¥ Collar the cads——'" Cook and Doyls dodged out of the study and fled. |

“Why, you roliers——— 4 Oh,

“That’s the goal, Cuffy,” he said
| patiently. “Hep?”

“Y cortainly observe it, my dear
Thomas.”

“@et into 1.7

Cufty got intg it.

“Now, youw've got to keep this ball
out,” said Tommy Dodd, * We're all
going to pile in shots, see? Every
time you let the ball pass vou, we're
going to kick you, hard. Catch on?”

“My dear Thomas!”

' Play up i

“Loolk out in goal!”

Clarence Cuffy looked rather un-
hapoy in geal. Tle thought it very,
very hard that he should be kicked
if he let the ball pass him. But he
could see that dear Thomas was in
deadly earnest, so he vesolved to do
his very, very best.

Tommy Dodd sent the ball whiz
zlt(]jg in.

larence Cuffy blinked at it, Fe
had to turn his head to finish blink-
ing ot ik, 1t dvopped. and fhere was
2 shont from Temmy Doyle.

“Kick him, bedad!”

“My dear Thomas Yarooooh I

“Why didn’t you stop that ball?”
roared Tommy Dodd

“Yow-ow-ow! My—my dear——"

“Chuck that ball out, and stand
up to it I howled Towle.

“My dear Towle—"

“OChuck that ball ount, fathead!”

“Cerbainly, my dear Towle.”

Clarence Cufty hurled ths ball oub.
It landed on Towle’s nose, and thers
was a shout from Towle.
| “You clumsy ass——"

suaded him out of the study—Temmy

be in & mocking humour, apparensly |

“Really, my degt Towle—""

Towle rubbed Lis nose, and seemed
disposed to charge into the poal and
commit assault and bhattery. But
Tommy Dodd pushed him back, and
placed the hall for another kick.

“Look out, Cuffy! Mind you stop
it this time.”

“1 will endeavour—>

“Bhut up and look out !™

Whiz !t

Clarence Cuffy had been kicked
once. - He did not want to be kicked
twice, 8o he glupd his eyes on

| Wommy Dodd and the ball, and as it
| came in lie jumped at i, and stopped

' and dismal yell from

as Cuffy was to play on Saturday, it |

| a sprinter.

it—with his features, There was a
loud smack as the footer came on
Cuffy's features, and there was a wild
Chufly.

"“Ila, ha! Well stopped

“Brave, Cufiy!”

“Ha, t, ha!l”

The Modern juniors roazed. Somoe
of the Classical fellows, who had
heard that Cufiy was on the foothall-
ground, had hurried along to see
the entertainment, and they yelled.
The only fellow present who did not
chortle was Clarence Cuffy. He yelled
in quite a different way. The impact
of the whizzing footer had hurt
Cuffy’s features. There was a little
stream of red oozing from his nose,
and one of his eyes blinked wearily.
And he was feeling very startled and
shocked and upset. He had always
known that Soccer was a rough pame.
That was why his fond father had
stipulated that he should be exempt
from games practice. But he had
never realised that it was quite so
rough as this. More than ever, Clar-
ence Cuffy realised how much
superior noughts-and-crosses was, as

a gams, . 2 0

gﬁﬁy dabbed his injured mnose,
while the Modern juniors velled. He
blinked daredly at Tommy Dodd.

“hat’s right!” said Tommy en-
couragingly.

“ My dear Thomas——" ;

“You stopped it all right,” said
Tommy Dodd, “Do that agein!
¥ivery time you stop the ball, you're
let off & kicking, see?”

“Oh dedr! ut—but really, my
dear Thomas—" F
“Play up 1"

p!

Clarenco Cuffy blinked at the
juniors in dismay, almost in horror,
as Tommy Dodd prepared to kick the
ball in agatn. A;;parently he .ha.d
done right—by accident. Bub if it
was the duty of a goalkeeper to stop
a whizzing ball with his nose, Clar-
ence Cuffy felt that he was not really
up to a goalkeeper’s duties. He was

| very, very sorry, but really, he could

nob undertake duties iike that.
80 while Tommy Dodd was kiclk-

| ing, and the other fellows stood back

laughing, Clarence Cuffy made a
sudden bolt out of goal, and fled
actoss the field.

There was a roar al once.

&t Stop P ’

“ Stop him”

“ Come back!”

< After him!” yelled Towle.

“FTa, ha, ha ! yelled the Classicals
as the whole troop of Modern fellows
rushed in pursuit of Clarence Cuffy.

Chiffy was not, as a rule, much of
But circumstances alter
casos. Fear lent him wings. ’

He was off the foobball ground
almost in a twinkling. He was flee-
ing across the quad in a few seconds
more. Puffing in breath in greab
gasps, he fled jnto Manders’ House,
and raced up the staircase. h

He bolted into his study like a
rabbit info a burrow, and slammed
the door and turned the key.

A minute later Tommy Dodd was
rapping' '% the door.

“Oh dear! Go away!”

“Clome oub, you v11’1uam,!” .

“3fy dear Thomas, it is with ex-
ceedingly deep regreb that I resolve
to refuse a request made by you, hut
in the citcumstances 1 feel that T
have dnocaggernative but to do so,”
asped Cuffy,

; “%Zou’-\re got to practice !” roared
Tommy Dodd.

“My denr Thomas—"

“Will you come out?® shricked
Tommy Dodd.

“The answor, myv dear Thomas,
is in the negative.” ;

“PJl jolly well punch your silly
nose !”

“T trust, my dear Thomas, that
you will nof yield unthinkingly to
gn angry impulse—"

“Br-rr-ex!”

Tommy Dodd ‘Sramped away.
Football practice on the Wodern
junior ground went on without
Clarence Guffy after that, It was
not bill dark that Clarence ventured
to unlock his study door. The

(Continved overleal.)
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interval he spent in rubbing his
damaged nose, and wondering how
dear Thomas could be so very, very
cross, and what dear Thomas could
ﬁmsifaly see in so very, very rough a
game as football—which, as a game,
was so very, very inferior to
noughts-and-crosses.

The 4th Chapter.

Qunner Puts His Foot Down.
“Pm putting my foot down!”
Peter Cuthbert Gunner, of the

Ulassical Fourth, made that observa-
tion, in emphatic tones, to his study-
mate Dickinson minor,

Dickinson mi. looked at him rather
nervously.

“Hard!? added Gunner.

Gunner of the I'ourth had & hefty
size in fest, He could not have
put his foot down hard without mak-
ing the study furniture dance.
Really, from Dickinson minor’s un-
easy look, it might have been sup-
posed .that he fancied bthat to be
Gunner's intention.

“What's the matter, old chap?”
asked Dickinson miner,

Gunner of the Classical Fourth was
not a bully, But he had manners
and customs almost indistinguizhable
from those of a bully. I3
he made his study-mate walk in four
and trembling, Being always pre-
pared to introduce an enormous st
into any diseussion, Gunner was nob
a pleasant fellow to argus with.

Dickinson minor prepared to dodge
oub of the study. One of his chief
occeupabions was evading scraps with
Gunner.

“Phat silly ass Silver——" went
on Gunner, -

Dickinson minor brightened up,
Apparently he was not the object of
Cunner’s wrath; the ohject of it was
Jimmy Silver, captain of the
Foprth, Dickinson minor was very
glad to hear it. Jimmy Bilver was

wite oble to talke care of himself—
the wrath of P. C. Gunner was wont
to pass him by like the idle wind
which he regarded not.

“T've been patient,” said Gunner;
“I've given him his head. I've
waited o give him a chance to make
up his mind to
ball match, Ho hasn’t done it. He
thinks I can’t play foober. As if
he knows dnything about the game,
ihe silly ass1”

Dickinson minor gtinned.

A fellow did nol need to know
much about the game to know tha
P. €. Gunner couldn’t play football,
That fact leapt to tho eye, as if
were, when (runner was scen  ab
jgames praciice.

“J've talked o him,” said Guznaer.
“He can't say that I bhaven’t men-
tioped my eclaims.”’

“He can't,” agreed Dickinson
minor.

“Pve even pushed thom,” said
Gunner.

“¥on haye,” said Dickinson minor,
“Lots of times!”

*“And yet he leaves me ouf. I'm
putting my foot down now!” said
Gunner darkly. “I'm going to give
him his choice—he ean play me in
the next House mateb, or he can
take a thundering licking, What?*

“Oh, my-hat!” ejaculated Dickin-
son Ininor.

“That's what I've decided,” said
Gunner determinedly. “‘I'm fed-up
with being passed over like this!
Injustice is ‘s thing that rankles,
Mind, I wouldn't dream of pushing
my claims ¥ I didn't know that 1
was the best junior footballer Rook-
wood ever turned ouf, Being that,
T'm entitled to play. What?”

“0Ohi” gasped Dickingon minor.

“Don't you agree with me?”
roared Cunner.

“0Oh, yes, certainly!”

“Well, T hope Silver will, for his
own sake,” said Guaner. “Other-
wige, I shall fesl it my duty to smash
him up, T'm fedup with his cheek.
T'm going to ﬁut my foot down,
and puf 3t to him plainly.”

Cortainly, |

Elay me in a foob- |

| coupon, signed TN

{Continued from previous page.)

#1=I would!” gasped Dickinson,
“And I jolly well willt™ said
Gunner.

And Peter Cuthbert Gunner, in a
mood of great defermination, quitted
the study, much to Dickinson's relief.
Gunpey went along the Fourth
F%rm passage to look for Jimmy

1iver,

It was Friday—the day beforo the
Houge mateh—that match which twas
causing Tommy Dodd & Co. so much
anxiety., Gunner felt that he had
been patient too long.  He had
never figured in a mateh—even in
a game with the Third Form his
claims were overlaoked. DBeing bliss-
fully unconscious that he was as

Every eve was turned on Gunner
at once.

Ho was a truculent youth, and a
great fighting man, and more often
in & row than eut of one. If Gunner
had known -anything about hoxing
he would have beon quite a danger-
ous character. Yortunately, his
boxing was on a par with his foot-
ball and ecricket.

“Tallo, old bean!” seid Jimmy
Bilver oheerily.

Gunnper planted himself before the
chumng of the Fourth, with something
of the air of Ajax defying the light-

ning, Undoubtedly, Peter Cuthhert
Gupner was going fo put his foot
down.

“There’'s a House match to-

morrow,” siid Gunner.

“That's sol” assepted Jimmy
Bilver. “I believe I'd heard of it—
but thanks for the infornation, all
the same.”

;‘;You’ve nobt posted up the lat
el

“Not yet!" agreed Jimmy.
'“""I want my name to appear in
1

“Dear me r

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a general
cackle from all corners of the room.
Gunner and his claims to play for
Form and House were a standing
joke in the Classical Fourth. As

)21

“Hg, ha, ha!”

"Bum% the checky ass!” ex-
claimed Putty of the Fourth, “Bay
the word, Jimmy, and we'll rag him
baldheaded.”

A crowd of Classical fellows closed
up round the group. Gunner wis a

infty and dictatorial youth—qualitios |

that had often landed Iim  into
trouble. But to elaim a plice in the
Classic oleven, with the alternative
of committing asssult and batiery
upon the foathall captain, wasg really
the limit—it was altogether too thick.
Atb a sign from Juumy Silver, Poter
Cuthbest Gunner would have bheen
subjected to the yagging of his e,
_But Jimmy Silver did not make the
sign.

He smiled. -

“Y didn't come here to be grinnad
at, Jimmy Silver!” hooted Gunner.
“1 want a plain answer. Do I play
to-morraw, or do I thrash you f1ill
you won’t feel like grinning again for
a week—whioch ¢

“Dear man!” said Jimmy Silver.
“The fact i3, you order me to play
you—what?”

“If amounts to thatl”
(xunner.

“Well, if you order me, what’s a
follow to do? To hear is to ohoey,
10’ it ;

Gunner stared.
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hopeless o fumbler at football as af
averybhing else, Gunner naturally
felt indignant.

The captain of the Fourth was not
in his stedy—prep was over. Gunner
went downsbairs 1o look for him in
the junior Common-room.

There he found Jimmy Silver

The Fistical Four were all thers,
and they had smiling faces. They
had been discussing the mateh of
the morrow, in which Clarence Cuffy

| was to figure on the Modern side.

During the week they had watched,
with keen inferest, Tommy Dodd's
manful efforts to turn Cufly info a
foothalier. They had nof noticed that

' Doddy had met with any suceess.

And the feslings with whieh the
Maodern  fellows anticipated the
House match were a subject of great
hilarity to’ the Classicels. Tommy
Dodd's unfortunate brag had come
home to roost, as it wers, and it
was causing greal stress of feeling
among the Modern footbaliers.

“Bilver I bawled Gunner, as he
came in.

Mornington had pub it, Gunner and
football” were a contradiction in
terms. ,

Chunner staréd round angrily.

“You can ceckle!” he snorted,

“Thanks—we will!” sgid Conroy.
““Hx, ha, ha!” 1

“1 mean if, Jimmy Silver! I'm
fed-up with being passed over in this
scandalous way. The way you run
football matters is a disgrace to the
House and the Sehiocl. T'm speaking
plainly—Tm a plain chap!”

“¥ou are” agreed Jimmy
Silvor—""frightfully plain! How
your lonking-glass stands it without
cracking is s giddy mystery.”

“You-you silly assl |
mean that—"’

33 ‘[ do !!}

“Ha, ha, hal"

“T don’t want any rot!” howled
Gunner, in great wrath. “IU'm giv-
ing you an ultimatum—cither I play
in the House match to-morrow or

don’t

i give you the hiding of your life!*
‘Oh, gadl” ejaeulated Morning-
ton.

assentod |

|
| He had hoped, if not expcoted, to
| ‘gain his point. But this surrepder
| on the part of the junior football cep-
| tain was rather surprising.

“Oh! You—youw’ll do 6! he stul.

tered.

|  Jiminy smiled chaerily.

“Ilow can I help it, when yol
order me?” he asked pleasansly,
“Who am I to dieregard your in-
structionsg #7

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

“H thets z joke——" growled
Gunnor,

“Nok at all. You play.”

“Oh, good!” “said  Gunmer
astonished — buy greatly gratified.
‘Fm your man, then. Where are

you putting mef”

“Goal I said Jimmy Silver.

“I'm good in goml, of course—in
fact, I may say that thera isn't any
place on the footer field where 1'm -
not worth my salt, Buot I think Pm
rather better at centre-forward.”™

“Jush as good, at least,” assented
Jimmy.

“Well, I'm glad you can gee it.” »

“¥y dear man, I know yon're
quite as good in one place as in
another, in gny game,” said Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“But wo specially want you in
goal,” said Jimmy. “ 'l shove your
name in the list ab once, and you can

pin it up.

“Well, Pl play in goal!” said
Gunner graciously.

“Good man!” said Jimmy Silver
cordially.

Pencil and paper canie out of
g: immy’s poeket, und tho name of

. €. (Gunner was put on the
Classical football list, much to his
"| satisfaction. With hizs own large

‘ hand be pinned up the notive in a
| prominent position, e s
“That's good,” he said. “Tm glad

‘ we've al:l'ang‘led this without my hav.
| ing to plich into you, Silver.”
“¥ou've veamson to be glad!”

assented Jinuny.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Gunner walked out of the room
with his nose well up in the air to
carry the surprising and gratifying
news to Dickinson minor that the
name of P. (!, Gunner was, at long
last, down for a House match,

He loft the room in a roar.

“ Botter bave punchad hin: for hie
cheek. though,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“WWhy punch his pose?” smiled
| Homy Bilver. “It's all right. We'd

desided to play the biggest fool or

the Olassical side in goal, to make
things even for Doddy having to play

Cufly. Gunner offered——"

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“ %o it's all right.”

Peter Cuthbert Gunner strolled inte
his study in the Fourth, with an
clated look, Dickinson minor eyed
him rather uneasily. He had fully
expected Gunmer to return in a
thoroughly thrashed state, and a ter-
vific  temper. Guanner's  gheery
oquanimity surprizsed him. i

“It’'s all sorvenme,” said Gunier.

- “dilver decided to toe the line. I'm
down to play toamorvow,”

“Wha-a-at?” - gasped Dickinson
mitor. ‘‘Gammon "

*You can go and loock at my name
on the list”

“1 will!” said Dickinson. And he
did.

Dickinzon minor almost fell down
wlen he found P. €. Gunner’s nanie
| in the foetball list in the Conmmuons

roonl,

| “¥owre playing CGuuper io-
| morrow, Silver 77" he stuttered,

£ Nus. ! ]

“N'hat silly idiot 2 "

“That silly idiot!”  assented
Jimmy.

| “Phat burbling jaliberwock-—""
“That burbling jabberwock [
“QOh, my hat! What on oarth

for??”

| {Continued on page 320.)

e
e ——

H.M.5. HAW

—— e~

This is an outline of the farmous Warship
the ghnvo picture-puzzis. é

the histary of which is told In
an you read It ?

There’s « magnificent photogravare plate of H.M.S, Hawkins given FREE in this week’s * Magnet  Library Qut To-day!



15/11/24

Publishad
Every Monday

THE BOYS’ FRIEND ‘

Prios
Twopenos

315

YOU’LL ENJOY THIS MAGNIFICENT SCHOOL STORY NO END!

The 1st Chapies.

When it is learned at 8t Kit's that
& Doy without a name is coming to
tha school, and is to be put into
the Fourth Form, Vernon Carton,
chptain of the Fourth, decides to
give the nameless boy o rough time
when he arrives. When Havy
Numeless, on his way to Bi. Kit's
agrives ut the stone bridge which

rans over the River Wicke it is to

discover 8t. Leger, who is bathing
there, in difficuliies. Hawry imme-
diately dives into the water 2nd

rescues fhe dundy of the Fourth.
¥rom then on a fivmm friendship
springs up between Harry and Bt

Leger, and at the request of the
dundy of the Fourth the nameless
sohoalboy s pub into his  study,
which is alte shared. by Bunny
Bootles, the fat boy of the Form.
At the first opportunity Carton
picks 3 gquarrel with Harry, and,
nizch to the captain of the Wourth's
digmay, the nameless schoolboy gives
him a sound thrashing. To get even
with Harry, Carton & Co. rag him
just befqre Colonel Wilmos, 56
Legar's uncle, arrvives at the school
on a visit to his nephew, Colonel
Wilmot, seeing Harry in such a dis-
bevelled state, and learning that he
has no pante, informs St. Leger that
Harry is not a fit person to associate
with, and that St Leger should drop
his acquaintance. Hayry Nameless,
in ‘spite of the fact that Bt. Leger
still wishes to carry on theiy friend-
<hip, evades the dandy of the Fourth
a5 much as he can in consequence of
Colonel Wilmot’s opinion of him.
Tater, Harry rvescues St Legers
father, Lord Woestcourt, from the
hands of 'a tramp when his lordship
and Algy's aunts are on their way
to the school o see for themselyves

swhether ‘the’ namieless schoolboy 1s g sl 16 tall o aal il oo on

#it amssocigte for B Legen
court with Harry that he expresses
a wish to _ his son that he and the
nameless schoolboy will always be
fiem friends.

Colonel Wilmot pays another visit
to S5 Kit's, and openly accuses
Harry Nameless of telling lies when
the youngstér denies all knowledge of
ever havang segen the colonel before
he—1Rarry—ueanie to the school. Iiis
the colonel's idea that he has pre-
viously secn Harry Nameless whilsh

sitting on the magistrste’s Benoh. As |

a wesult of Uolonel Wilmot's aceusa-
tion agaiust MHarry the
seboolboy and 8t. Leger are sent to
“LCaventry ¥ by the Tourth ¥Form,
8o upset it Harry with the stato of
affaite ab the school that be seeretly
mepts Colone) Wilmot and gives him
his word that he will leave Bt Kit's
a2t the end of the term,

The 2nd Chapier.
A One-sided Conversation?

% Algy 1”7
No reply,
“Algy, old top!™

Bunny Bootles spoke in ifs pallicsh
tone, and with hie most vally grin,
But Algerhon Aubrey Sk Tiegor was
evidently not inclinedl to he pally,

Algy was seated on one of the old

henohes, under the ancieut oaks in
the quadrangle, cheerfully and
sedately ocenpied 1n polishing his

colobrated eyeglass. Ha did not
seefn aware of the existence of Bunny
Bootles. The fat junior stood in front
of him, grinning his friendlest grin;
but that grin was wholly wasted .on

favourably impressed i Loxd Wesb‘

m.melcss | > o
| of ‘an eyelid did he betray the facs

Algy, He did not look up, and he
sesmed quite deaf, :

“Algy, old fellow !” zaid Bunny
reproachtolly. 0

And as Algernon Aubrey was stiil
deaf, - Bunny Bootles reached out
with & fat paw and fapped him on
the shoulder.

Then the dandy of Bt. Kit’s looked

p-
He rose to his feet, and drew a
cambric  handlkorchief from  his
pocket, With the handkerchief he
carefully wipefl the spot where
Bunny’s fat fingers had touched his
shoulder, ;
Then he walked away to the next
bench and sat down again,
And siill he did nof ntter a word.
Bunny Bootles blinked after him
in surprise and wrath. Bunny waz
nok a very pleasant youth, perhaps;
bub he did not like being treated as
if hiz tonch were contamination.
“Algy, vou ass!” bawled Bumny.
Algernon  Aubrey
polishing his oyeglass,

u

recommenced
oblivious of

the existence of Cuthbert A hibald |

Bootles,

The fat junior volled after him, |

and once more planted Thimself
befors the elegant Fourth-Former,

“Now, lock here, Algy,” he said:
“ enough of this rol! %’ou oughi to
be jolly glad fer a chap to speak
to you when you're in Coventry, If
Carton saw me spesking to you, 1
should get iate a row!”

Again Algernon Aunbrey Bt. Leger
rose to hig feet, walked along under
the oanks, and sat down on anasther
beneh.

Again the fat and exasperated
Bunny rolled affer him.

“1 say, Alpy, don’t bo a beast, |

you know,”™ nrged Bunany. “Tm

really your old pal, you know, and |

I'm sure you must be foeling awfully
Jenely and down, and T've come

up.  You aim’t in Coventry so far
as I'm concerned. There!®
No angwer from Algernon Aubroy,
“The fellows would let vou off if

youwd give up sticking to that
bounder  Nameless!”  went on
Bunny. “¥ou know it's only jusk
obstinacy, Algy. Coarton says so.

But look here, old chap, T'm not
going to mive you the go-by. T'm
going to stick to yow. I really am,
old top.”

Algernon Aubrey St. Leger might

have been a stone immge for all the |

effect Bunny Bootles’ remarks pro-
duced upon him. Not by the flicker

that he was aware of the faf junior’s
presence.

“The afternoon’s post is in, Algy,”
continuod Bunny Bootles, “I came
along to fell you—like a pal, you
know.”

Grim silence.

“There's a letbor for vou, Algy.”

Algernon  Aubrey had finished
polishing his eyeglass. Now he pro-
ceoded ta jam it carefully in his
eye.

“IFe from your Uncle Wilmot,”
said Bunny., “I"know the eolonel’s
fist. T suppose you want to soe your
unvle's Totter, Algy. He used to send
vou jolly geod bips.

hiz letiors once.
to sae the letter?™
Hor a moment a faint grin dawned
upon the aristocrstic features of
Algernon Aubrey St Leger.
Bunny's sudden friendliness was ex-
plained now.

The fat junior—as ysual—was after

[ Cl
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“ from Bunny’s fat fingers,

| of his pnecle, Colonel Wilinot.

5. | remember see- |

ing you take a fliver out of one of

Ain’t you anxious |
|

| pursued Bunny.

il

Widon

¥R B8
— &

S1maj

{Author of tha Tamous {ales of Greyirlars School appearing
in the '* Magnet '’ Library.})

. !

All the nameless schoolboy’s cherished
hopes of securing the Fortescue Prize are
dushed io the ground!

the loaves and fishes. If there was
a “fiver* in the colonels leifer,
Bunny Bootles was more than pre-
pared {0 overlook the fact that ihe
rocipient thereof was in Coventry.
Such a trifle, was not likely to bother
Bunny when be was on the track of
the crumbs that fell from the rich
man’s table.

*“The fach is,” resumed Bunny, en-
coliraged by that momentary relaxa-
tion of Algy’s countenance—* the fact
is, old top, I knew vou'd be anxious
about the letter, so I've brought ib
fo you.”

Bunny falt in his pocket.

Wi \
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Silence.

“Dashed if I see anything to.cackle
at,” said Bunny peevishly. “But to
come fo the point, that pound note
hasn't turned wp yet. If you conld
let me have the pound out of that
fiver—"

Algernon Aubrey rose from the
bench and strolled towords - the
School House. Bunny rolled after

him, ¥

“Only until the next post, Algy.
My pound note is practically certain
to come by the next post, or the post
after—a"’ :

Algernon Aubrey walked faster

Bunny Bootles had to break inte
a trot to 'keep pace with him. He
puffed and blew as he tiotted. 1%
was not only cash that Bunny was
short of, he was short of breaih also.

“1 say, Algy, old chap! I say, old
top! Oh, you votter! Stop a minute

while I speak to you! I say, dear
old boy——"
Algernon  Aubrey mounted the

steps into the School House.

* Algy I’ hawled Bunny Bootles,

Three juniors came oub the
School House, passing 55 Leger.
They were Carton, Tracy, M}&
Durance, of the Fourth. They did
not speak fo St Leger' or look ab
him, but they came towerds Bunny
Bootles and surrounded him,

“Talkin’ to a chap in Coventry,
what?" said Carton agreeably.

I}urmy jumped back in alarm.

&

h, no! ~ Not a word, Carton !”
he said hastily. 1 wouldn't, you
owy——r'
“YWhy, we heard you, you fat
fraud 1”?
“Nuomno, not at all!™  geasped
Bunny. “You—yon see——*

HIS MOTHER'S PORTRAIT!

Algy 27 asked Harry Nameless.

slender gold chain from under his waistcoat.

fittle gold locket. ‘He snapped open the locket, and Algy looked with
keen interest at the face of the miniature within.

“ Would you like to spe the
portrait of my mother,
**Yaas, rather.” Harry drew a
At the end of 1t was a

B extracted thevefrom o letter

| with several well-marked thumb and
| finger stains on the envelope. A

finger-print expert would bave had
nogediﬁ}cu!by in tracing that letter

| through Bunny’s hands.

“There, old chap!” said Bunny,
extending the letter,

Alsornon Aubrey fook the lefter
It was
addressed to him in the handwrit_[iing

ut
Algy seemed in no hutry fo open i,

He slipped the Ietter into his
pockei much to Bruny Bootles' dis-
appointment. The fat junior's eyes
followed it hungrily as it dis.
apPea:ed.

Y1 say, Algy,
open the letter?
No answer.

“There may be a tip in it, you

w.

zin't you going to
”»

Still no veply. L

*1 =ay, Algy, if yow're in funds,
I wanh vou to do me & favour. It
isn't offen I borrow. mopey

Again a grin dawned upen Algy's
Iace

“Neldom—I1 might say never,”

“But this is how
it is, Algy. My uncle's promised to
send me a pound note—""

“Ha, hp, ha!” :
“What are you cackling af,
Algy #°

‘ab the table, with half a dozen open

| little pale; hard study had left its

“Bump him 1”

“Here, I say! Ilelp! Vapoooh!”

Carton & Co. seized the alarmed
Bunny and bumped him on the
bottom step with a loud and heavy
bump, There wag a howl of anguish
from Bunny Bootles.

“ Give him another!” soid Tracy.

Bump !

“ Yow-ow-woocop ! roared Bunny.

“Once more!” grinned Durance,

Bump !

“Yow - oW - 0W « OW » OWWWWW-
eocooop

Then Carion & Co. walked away
chuckling, leaving Bunny Bootles sit-
ting on the step, shruggling to get
his second wind.

The Colonsl's Last Word}!

“Goin’ strong, old bean

Algernon Aubrey asked that ques-
tion cheerily, as he came into Study
No. b in the Hourth Form passage.

Hawry Nameless glanced up with a
smile.,

The nameless schoolboy was seated |

books before him and sheets of puper
covered with Latin ezercises. His
handsome faee was thoughtiul and a

there.
es1” he answered, “JI—F

traces
113 h, y 1
think T shall be all right for the

| about it.

g:m,:’n, Algy, Better chuck it now for

“Better chuck it, anyhow,” agreed
Alﬁy. *I want to talk to you.”
axry Nameless smiled and laid
down his pen. He had been “grind-
ing * for the Fortescue examination,
close zt hand, and he was tired.

The examination for the Fortescue
prize was only a few days off now,
and Harry was almost desperately
anxious to be sueeessful. Tt pleased
Carton & Co. to sneer at him 28 a
“prize-hunter ”; but it was not for
his own sake that Harry was keen to
“bag * the money prize. 0ld Jack
Straw, who had saved him from a
stormy sea in childhood, and had
been a father to hun ever since, was
falling on evi! days in his old age;
and it was for his sake that Harr
was grinding Latin for the prize, with
a grim determination #o succeed.
Theve were other fellows at 8t. Kit's
who were “swotting ”* for the same
exam, bui there was no one who
showed Harry's unswerving deier-
mination. The general opinion in
St. Kit’s Fourth was that Harry
would be the winner, probably by a
wide margin of magks, and that pro-
E_ah!y added to the feeling against

in1.

“Bwois ' were not populay, and it
seemed g good deal like “cheek ”
to many of the juniors, for a fellow
who was sent to Coventry to ecarry
off a prize over the heads of other
fellows,

“Go ahead,” answered Havey, turn-
g to St. Leget,

“T've got a letter from my uncle,”
contimued Algy.

¢ Colonel Wilmot (g

£3,

“Oh!” said Harry.

Hiz handsome face clouded a littls

“T haven't read it vet,” said Algy
“Bunny brought it to me in the
quad. He was kind enough to let
me out of Coventry for the occasion;
he thought thers might be a tip in
the letter. I've just left Carion &
Co. bumping him for speaking to
mB,”

Harvy Nameless laughed.

“ Not, that there’s likely to be & tip
in the letter,” chuckled Si. Leger.
“ More ‘likely some emphatic words.
You ses, I've writfen fo Uncle Wil-
mot about you."”

‘' About me ! exclaimed Harry.

“¥aaz, I've pointed out to him
that he did vou a lot of harm when
he came down fo 8& Kit’'s a couple
of weeks ago. His =illy prejudice got
known fo all the fellows, and they
sent you to Cloveniry, and Tin let in
for the same, bein' your pal.  I've
tolg‘t un(s:,le that—"

“ i

“Pitched him the whole yarn,>
said  Alpernon Aubrey’ cheeriully.
“I've pomnted out io him that bhe
played the goni—"

“You—you haven't—-"

“I have! Nothin’ like givin® i
to a man straight from the shoulder,
you know,” said Algornon Aubroy
cheerfully, “I've fold bim he’s dons
a ot of harm with his silly Tot——"
“8t, Loger!”

“Do you think that was pitchin® it
too plain 2

“Well a little,” said Harry Name-
less, hali-laughing and half-distressed.

“1 dow't! T wanted him to under-
stand, you know,” said St Leger.
#“1 asked him to do the right thing
now.”

% And what was that?”

“To come down to St. Kit’s and set
matters right. He's a giddy governor
of the school, arnd it's up to him,
He's made a mistake about you, old
bean, an’ I've told him so, and
pointed ouf what he ought io do.
Catehy on¥ The proper caper is for
him to come back bere and own up
he's wrong. ' That's what I told

him 17

Harry Nameless drew 2 deep
breath.

He could hardly imagine the effecs

of Algy’s sprightly letter upon the
stern old enlonel.

“Now he’s answered,” sald Alger-
non Aubrey, tuking the lefter from
his pocket. “1 hope he has seen
wizgdom, and is goin’ to do as I sug-
gested.  But I've gobt rome doubts
The colonel is a dey old
stick—awfully fough, yon know.
You've noticed that?”

“Vez,” said Harry. “he face of
Colonel Wilmot way before his mind’s
eye as he spoke—a strong, harvd facs,
bronzed, lined, stern, but not wholly
unkindly—the face of a. man Tlarry
could like snd vespect, though the
colonel had brought barm enongh to
him,

“He’s not a bad old sort, in his bwn
way,” said Algy, . “The mater is
awfunlly fopd of him; he's her
favourite brother. A horrid thing

(Continued overleaf.)
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happened to him years ago, when I
was & kidlet—Tve heard the mater
speak of it—and iR soured him a bit.
e never pmiled again, you know,
like the johnny we read about in the
history bhooks. T've always made it
a point to be nice to Usncle Wilmot
on that aceount, until he eut wp rusty
here and sst the fellows aguinst you,
Then I had to disown him." f

Harry Namecless smiled,

86, Leger olit the envelope and
took ouf the letter. Havry watched
his face with interest while he road

it.

Heo had no hope at all that the
eolonel had come round to Algy's
view of the metter. Colonel Wiimot
did not look like a man to change
his mind very easiy.

\lgy's fuee lengthened as he read.

Evidently the conients of the
letter dill not please the hopeful son
of the Righi Ilonourable Eaxl of
Waestoourt,

“ Begad !

Algernon -Aubrey S8t Leger was
distinguished in the Fowth FWorm at
St. Kit’s for the repose which stamps
the caste of Vere de Vere, But that
aristooratic repose dropwed from him
all of a sudden, and he crumpled the
letter in his hand, and started o his
feet. His eve gleamed through his
nveglass at Harry Nameless’ stortled
face.

“You silly 4531 shouted Algy.

“What 1>

“Vou thumpin’® chump 1**

“Eh

hums o S i1

i FRANK RICHARDS.

(Continued jra.m PrEVIONS pege.)

“You—you—you lmrbﬁ;n’ jabber
woek ! E
“My dear chap—2,

“You [rubjous, fromptious duffer I
ghricked Algy.

* But—but what—

“1 won't allow it 1”

“Vou won't allow whai?”? asked

2

Harry, in amezement. “What on
earth—->""

“Begad! I've a jolly good mind
to punch your head I Algy's face |

was pink with wrath.
you howling chump !
ff:But "

“Read it, you assi”

The Honourable Algernon threw
the letter on the teble. Ile paced
round the study, vestless and angry
whilo the nameless schoolboy Toolkad
at it.  Hvery moment or =0 he
ubtered un ejsenlation—not of a com-
plimentary nature. FEvidenily Algy |
was greatly exasperated with his
chum,

Without heeding Algy or his wrath-
ful ejaculptions, Harry Nameless
perused the lettor which had eaused |
this remarkable ebullition of wrath. |
It vaxn s i

“My Dear Algernon,—1 have re-
ceived your impertiment letter; T ex- |
ctise ‘the impertinence because I
think yon have written under the
influence of your new friend.

“Your foolish and unfounded rve-
marks have not changed my opinion
in the slightost degree.

“The boy called Numelsss 13 not, in
my opinjon, a fit companion. for you,
or a fit associate for other boys in
my old scheal.

“That there iz nothing to be said
against him sines he came to St
Kit's is beside the point, I fear ihut
there mny be miuch to be said against
him previously,

#1 repeat that when I was at St

* You—you—

EOOTBALL

GOSSIP!
“Goalie”

Difficelt Positions to Fill,

One of the mos{ surprising fhings
ahout big football is the manner in
which good pluyers for some par-
ticular position como in shoald, For
many seasons post the Tnglish Tuter
national seloctors have been hunting
for a centre-forward with whom they
would he completely satisfied; bub it
sesms as though such a player will
never be foupd. Anyway, we have
tried about a dozen in representa-
tive gmnes since the War, whereas
Seotland have invariably called vpon
Andrew Wilson wlen he has been
fit, in addifion tp having other ex.
cellent fellows in the background.
Centre-half seems to be another of
the positions difficuls for the Eng-
lish selectors to fill satisfactorily just
now, though a few years back-—just
before the War—we had at least three
men for this maportant post with
scarcelv a pin to choose belweesn
them. Vhey wore McUall, of Preston
North End, Roberis, of Manchester
United, ond Wedlock, of Bristal
City. b

Plenty of Ouiside-Lafts,

In recent seasons, Too, it has re-
guired t 4 specially brillant outside-
right to geb a place in an England
team, becansze we have been epecially
well blest in this particular position,
Now for the moment the glub hag
passed from ‘the outside-right posi:
tion to the outside-left, and if it were
necessary to.choose thres or four Eng-
land teams to-morrow we could find
outside-lefts for sach one who would
certainly not ist us down. ra is
Seymiour, of Neweastle United, gaood
enough for any team in the world,
and Tunshall, of Bheffield United, iy
an extreme lefe-winger, who is re-
garded by many people as the hest
who ever donned a jersey in that !
position,

A Man the Wolves Missed.
'I'hep the Mnglish League cloven
which played agoinst JYreland the
other week had in it apother brilliant

[

|

[
|
|
|

]

.
“W. ELLIS (Sunderland).

] Kit's a short time ago T recognised

| anothex
| over, that the occasion of cur meeb-:
| ing was discreditable to him; that I

|5

| having no honour in his own eountry

Nomeless as a person I had seen
hefore. His face was guite well
known to me. He denied havin,
been in any place where he coulﬁ
have been ander my chservation.
“Hrvidently he lied. *Nameless®
is & pame guite unknown fo me, and
I conclude therefore that when 1saw
him eailier he was papsing under
name. 1 conciude, morve-

was upon the maglstrate’s Bench at
the time, and he came before me as
an offender. This is the only way I
can account for my recognition of
him, and his denial of knowing me,

“Ife has lied; apd he would not
lie without some good reason, such
a5 a shameful secret to conceal.

“Hor this resson I intended to
bring the matter before the Board of
Governors, and cause him to be sent
away from St Kit's.

*“1 have refrained from doing this,
on his solemn undertaking to leave
the school quielly at the end of the
termy, and nob return,

“1f he shounld fail to keep his
undertaking, I shall take immediate
staps to have his scholarship can-
colled and himsslf exclyded from the
school. This iz my duty, and 1 shall
do 1t without compunction.

“Y trust that when this evil in-
fiyence iz vemoved you will be onee
again the respectful and dutiful
nephew you have always been until
now.—Your affectionate uncle,

“Henry WiLsor.”

A Face from the Past!

Harry Nameless laid ddwn the
letter, and a deep sigh escaped his
lips. An “evil infinence ”—that was
how Algy's uncle vegayded him., It
was upjust—cruelly nnjust! The in-
jnstice of it rankled bitber]f in his

Why did the colonel despise
him s0? What had he done fo
deserve it ?

His copseience told him—nothing.

e was nameless. He came from
nobody knew where. He had no
“people.” He had been brought up
in a sailormaen’s coftago; he had
come to 8t Kit's “on the Younda-
fion,” payving no fees;, Those facts
had set Carton & Co, agaiust him;
but they should mof have influenced
a2 man like Uolonel Wilmot. But it

reash.

extreme left in Willlam Ellis, who
hes played some mapgnificont games
for Sunderlond during the present
Season.

ilis iz of the younger school, for
he only jomed the Sunderland elub
some time after the War was qver;
hut that even in his early frial with |
thein he was regarded as a most pro-
mising player will be gathered from
the fact that when he was a member
of the feserve cleven he was chosen
to  represent the Nerth-Eastern
League against tha Central Yeague.
Itllis is a native of Wolverhampton,
and an_his teens he actuslly had a
trial with the Wandorers' club of his
native town, Asg they did not then
approciate his possibilities they must
have felt like kicking themselves on
many occasions since. 8till, the
Wolves ave not the only people who
have allowed good youngsters to sli
throngh their fingers, and, indeed,
there iz a pretty wide-spread belici
that the old adage about a prophet

can well he applied to the game,

Panic-Building Again,

The happenings sinve the start of
the season have led many people to
revise hastily-expressed opinions thab

we had seen the last of big lransfer
fees. Tt is all very well in the |
summer-time, when no games are |
being played, for managers to give |
voice o pious resolutions that they |
will not in fufure indulge in big |
gambles [or star men. %ut when |
the cold broeze blews—which belng |
interproted menns that with defeuts

' come the temptation to restore ths

was the colenel who had done him
the harin Vernon Carton had tried in
vain to do, His bitter condemnation
of the nameless schoolboy had set: all
S, Kit's against him, and the sen-
tenice of C%ventry was fhe result.
For a couple of wesks now Btudy
No. b had been sent to Coventry by
the school, and it dated from the day
of the colonel’s wisit.

Algy had theewn in his lot with
his chum, the only fellow at 8. XKit's
who staod by the nameless schoolboy.
Tt was very well known that Carton
& Co. would have veceived Algy
with open arms ii the dandy of gﬁ-
Kit’s had chosen ta desext his ostra-
cised chum. But the thought of that
never oven crossed Algy's loysl
mind,

“You frabjous ass!”

Algernon Aubrey came fo a halk
ab last in his restless tramp round the
study, and stared wrathiully at his
chum across the table.

“Vou fpotlin’ chump!”

e :Bufn—'“-'*”

“Nunky save you've undertaken to
clear out at the end of the term.”

‘FYes"?

“You sha'n't!” roared Algy.

Harry Nameless smiled faintly.

“I must,” he said. “The colonsl
will held me to my word., I-I've
given my promise, Algy. I~—I wasn't
going to tell you &ill the epd, 11
knew vou'd not like it !” i

“Like i£1” hooted Algy derisively.
“You she'n't do it! T won't let you.
Whet about your scholatship? It's
for lthra_e years.” i

“I'm going to resign it.’

“Assl “ﬁ'la,ﬁ will you do then?"

“Go home ! said Harry.

“'T'o Bouth Cove?”

E‘Y&.JI

“¥ou—yon shrickin® ass! You
sha’n't! ¥ou told me that old Jaclk
Straw, your old sailorman chap, was
hard-up—you were working for the
Fortesone prize to help him.”

“7 hope to win that, Algy. And
—and when I go home T shall give
up the idea of--of a lot of things
T've dreamed about,” said Harry,
with a clouded brow. I shall get to
work somchow, aud help old Jack
Straw that way. It seems rather
rotten, after I won my scholarship
hero—und that wasn't easy; but I've
got to stand it

Algy suiffed.

“You sha’n't stand it, and if -you
do, T won't] What en earlh pos-
sessed you to promise my uncle any-

thin’ of the lind?"

“I-T had to—=" Harry coloured
painfully.

“HBarguse you thought he’d in-

fluence the governors? I tell you
Iy pater was goin’ bo stand up for
you, and he’s chaipman, and I know
1olly well he would have his way.”

.~ “That's the vepson,” said FHarry,
i a low vaice, "“8f. Leger, old chap,
it couldn’t by helped. Your father
fies been very kind to me, gnd—and
you've been-a good chum, when I
wayted one badly, And—and Colonel
Wilmot is doing what he thinks is
his duty, I—1 conldn't be the cause
of trouble in your family-—"

* Pathead 17

“If Lord Westcourt defended me
hefore the governors——"

“No “if * about it—he would; he's
told e so0.”’

“¥es, aud you told me that if ba
did and the colonel was defeated in
his object there would he serious
dissgreement beiween them-—your
father and your mother’s brother,
who haye always been friends—->

“You ecouldn’t help that!™

“1 conld—and I think 1 ought.
Look 3t it reasonably, old chap.
You've been my only friend here, and’
your father has treated we kindly.
Your mother has been kind o me.
Dash it all, you must sea how I feel
about it! T'd rathsr clear cut of
8k Kit's fo-morrow than bring
trouble among your people.”

“You~you awiul old ass!” mut
tered Algy:; and there was a shalke
in his wvoice. “Vou're sacrificiy’
everythin’® just for my. sake and the
salce of my poopla! ¥ou-—you frab-
jous ass !

“Tt's  better
quietly. s

1 might have guessed 1t was some
quixotic rot like this!” said Alger-
non Aubrey wrathfully. “Now you
hpve promised nunky——"

“Yes. And I must keep my
promise, though he docen't scem to
icel surs that I shall,” said Harry,
his lip quivering a little.

“You can’t break your word,” said
Algernon Auhrey. “That’s impos-
sible, of course. But you're not
goin’."

(Continued on the next puge.)

said EHarry

s0,”

e T e ]

falling fortnnes of the side by in:
dulging in wild gamblés is oft-times
too strong to be resistod. Herein is

. §. SUTCLIFFE {Shaffield LUnlted),

the real explanation of the three and
four thousand pounds transfer fees
whith have been opaid in repent
woeks, and there will be mora of
them before the season i much older,

Troubles of Sheffield Unitsd.

During  the summer, Sheffield
United had a difference with their
International goalkeeper, Hareld
Gough. who went te be Thost in
liceneed premises against the wishes
of the directors. This meant that
the Bramell Lane people had to
bhunt around for a new poalkesper,
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WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN ON SATURDAY.

|
Below will be found our expert's opinion of the prabable results of the big games to be played on ’
Saturday, November 151:‘1;: The likely winning side is printed in capitals. Where a draw is |

anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters. ’

Firat Division.

Scottish League.
ARERDEEN v. 8t. Mirren.
ATBRDRIEONIANS v. Falkirk.
Ayr United v. Partick Thistle.
DUNDEE v. Cowdenbeath.
HEARTS v, Third Lauark.
Morton v. Hamilton Acads.
MOTHERWELL v. 8. Johustsne.
Queen’s Park v. CELTIC,
TATTH ROVERS v. Kilmarpogk,
RAXGERS v. Hibernians,

and they tried a couple before hitting
on the right man in Charles Spencer
Sutclifie, from Rotherbam County.
Incidontally, the Sheffield United
directors have frequently shown a
preference. for Rotherhamn County
players.

Possibly the name Sutcliffe conveys
little to the young football enthu-
slast of to-day, but we players of
yesterday never hear the name in
cannection with goalkeeping without
being rominded of one of the moss
brilhant keepers who ever stood be-
tween the posts. I rvefer to John
William 8uteliffe, who kept for Bolton
Wanderers many years ago. He 1s
the elder Lrother of the Suteliffo who
joined Sheffield United recently, and
thero will he no canse for complaint if
the new Blade turns out eventnslly
to bo as good as his jHlustrious
brother,

Master of Both Godesz.

I have some niash vivid memories
of John Willic Sutdiffe in his Bolton
Wanderers  time. cannot  agree
with the people whe held the opinion
that he was the greatest goalkesper
who ever stoppod u shot, becanse he
had cerfain wenknesses. Bub I say
without hositation that I have seen
ue custodian in all my foothall ox-
pevience whe was capahle of doing
more  brilliant, worle than “John
Willie.” He simply revelled in play-
ing alltheother fellows himself  thrived
on work, and was g Hne figlire of ar
athlete. Incidentully, Sutcliffe was
one of the very small band of fellows
who have played for Tagland at both
codes—Rughy and Assocfation. Ba-
fore Sutclife took up the Association
game he was a fine Rugger playes,
aznd it is interesting to recall thet
he first played for Tolton Wandoerers
2% a conbreforward.  Hawever, lLe
could wot geb out of tho habit of
catching the ball and darting oven the
livo with it in his avms, so #e
Bolton people dedided that he haud
better go wto goal. I was an in-
spired —decision, as  Jaler events

proved,

(*“Gloalic ™ will contribute wnother
fop-notel footer chet ta our- newd
tosue. Dow't niss itf)

e L]
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“My dear chap—"

“There's another way—munky will
have to relipse you from = your
promise.””

"“He will not do that.”

“He will if he finds he is mistaken
about you, and iz playin’ the gout on
the subject.”

“But he won't—"

“Tll make hm!® said Algy
qn\‘agirfly. “I'll make him see sensa
somehow. ¥ou're not goin’ to leave
Bt Kit's. If yen do, [—TI'll leave,
too. Tl jolly well chuck up, and
comae along with you.”

Harry Namoless smilad.

“1 wmean it,” said  Algernon
Aubrey. “I tell you I won't let you
go. Nupky has got to ses reason,
and I'm the marchent that iz goin’
to open his eyes. CUatchy on?”

“But how—" |

“1 den't quite know how yet,” con-
fessed Algy; “but T meun ixiznay.
I'm n no end defermined chap, as
perhaps you've noticed. And I tsll
you I'mi goin’ to bring nunky round.
I shall speak to him very severely
when I sce him on Szzturdu{'.” ]

“You're going to see Colonel Wil-
mot on Saturdﬁy‘t” asked Harry,
surpzise. ‘‘Is he coming here?”

“No; P'm goin’ to visth him, I've
teléphoned to the pater, askin’ him
to beg me off for the week-end from
the Head,” said Algernon Aubroy
placidly. *I'm goin' up to town to
give nunky a very severs talkin' to,
1 thitle I mentioned that ¥ was g‘;om’
to_bring nunky round, didn’s 7'

Harry Nameless smiled faintly.

“ You said so0,” he answered.

“I mean if, dear boxf) T'm goin’
to talk to him like s Duich uncle.
Fm -goin’ to make him gee your old
guardian chap——" |

“dack Straw?” ‘

Y Vaay,?

“YWhat. on earth for?? asked Harry |
Nameless, with o slare.

“T've been thinkin’ it out,” said | '

Algy cheerfully. “Im a bit of a
downy bird, you know-—as I've men-
tioned onge or twice. When I get
my pewerful intellect faiily geured
uwp, you know, it goes tremrendous.
New, Nunky Wilmet was down on
you. For what reason? He thought
he knew you—an’ as you denied it,
he thought you must have been pass-
i’ under another name at the timoe
—p'r’aps came before him as i magis-
trate. Don’t look wazxy, old hird=
1'm only goin’ into the majter, Now,
you deny havin' met hint before you |
came to St Kit's, and 1, of course, |
talte your word. So there’s a mig- I

l

take somewhere. Nunky must have
seen somebody liks you at some time,
an' got it all mixed. See?

*“1 suppaose z0,” said Hairy slowly,

| — Pve wondered sometimes
whether Colonel Wilmot may have
sean some connection of mine—I must |
have relations Bomewhere, though 1
dop’t know them. I—I may even
have g father living, without know-
ing hitn. Thongh T'm afraid he must
have been on the ship when she weni
down off Bouth Cove ten or eleven
years apo.”

Alpornon  Aubrey locked
curiously at his chum.

“It's a jolly odd story, yours,” he
remarked. “Never heard anythin’
like it before, by gad! Nobody slse
was saved from the wreck?”

“Nobody I’

“What tvas the nawme of the ship?”

Harry shook his head.

“Phat’s not kuown,” he said. “Bha
went down with all bands on tha
shoals, and hardly a stick came ashore
—s0 I’ve heard from Jack BStraw.
Ile was out that night, having seen
signals of distress, 1o help if he conld, |
But the vesssl went down on the
supken rocks a guarier of a mile ayk
at sea.”

“Bot you—"

YT was threwn ashore by tho waves
—ivom a boat. The hboat got quite
close in, when it was overwhelmed
by the waves and sunk. Who was in
thyn boat beside myself. T've no idea
—Dbut nobody was saved, Jack Straw
plunged into the wator to help, and
he got hold of me and brought s
safe 'to land—but he was cxbjusted,
and fell down beside ms on the sand
just out of reach of the sca. Of
course, L only know .this from what
he's told me; T was too young to re-
momber.  Ho thought L was about
four.”

“Jolly queer!” said Algy. * And
nobady ever inquired after you?"

“Nobody. T suppose my poople
were on jbe ship.” said Harry, with |
a clonded brow. * Father aud mother,
perhaps—and I never knew them io
rermjeniber. I—T've got a faint recol-
lection, I think, of my mother—but
nothing of my father.
kuow my mother’s face.”

“How's thag?”

“T've gob her miniature in a locket,
It was on a littls gold chain round

Weonder

rather

Of course, I |

my neck when Jack Straw picked me :
up>
*You've got it sflly”
“I'mi not likely to pert with it."
" And there’s no name on it?”
“Np

“Yon're sure it's your mater?’

“T shouldw’t be likely o have any-
body else’s portrait in a locket round
my neck,” said Han'ﬁf, with a faint
smile. * Basides, it’s like me 3 good
deai—difforant, of course, but there's |
a likeness, 1 don's know her nane
=0 Ny oWn-———"

" But youw're called Harry——"

“¥Yez, I know that wuch—1I don't
remember, of course, but Jack Séraw
says that I said st the time I was
culled Flarry. That’'s my Chyistian
name right enough; the surnams I |
suppose 1 shall never know.” Harry
sighed a little. “When I grow up ab
Bouth Cove I came fo be ecalled |
Nameless—that’s the enly name Pve |
ever known. Would you like to see |
the portrait??

“Yaas, rather [”

Harry drew a slender gold chain
From under his waistcont. At the end
of it was a little gold locket.

He snu{:ped operr the locket, and
Algy looked with keen interest aﬁl
the foce of the minjaturs within,

1t wos a sweet, kind face, with hiue |
eyes that were very like Harry’s own,
Thore was some resemblance of feg-
tures—though those in the minigture
were of o softer cash,

I

)

COnele Wilmot suspects. Then there's
the neighbours—~1 supposs you had
neighbonrs

5 Ijl&llty.”

“They all knew you2”

“OF course.”

“Well, then, if nunky goes down
ta Bouth Cove to inguire, he’s bound
to find that you're all O.K.,, and that
his'fzsuspicions are simply silly. Catchy
32 4

“But will he go?” asked Harry
doubtfully.

“T'H make him.**

£ Dh 'JJf

(o}

“1 shall put it to him as an ‘old
sport, you know.” , said Algernon
Anbrey. “He's bound to give you
a c};ance. Fll make him, yow’ll
see,

Algy's Misslonl

Algernon Aubrey B, Leger came
out of the Hehool House on Saturday
afternoon, with a bag in his hand
and a rug over his arm. Algy had
obtained his “exeat ” from the
Head; his noble pater had requested
week-ond leave for him, and Dr.
Chenios hed granied it, There was
some envious glances af the damdy

| of Bt. Kit’s as he came ont, Harry

Nameless with him.

Harry Nameless was to walk to
the station with his chum and see
him off. Vernon Carton scowled

sfter them from the gateway. As e

B

iy
0l

7

pal,” said Algy, as the train was
signalled. “Your Uncle Algernon
is a downy hird! Ifeep your pecker
up, and don't be surprised if I bring
the merry old colonel back with me
to_extend the right hand of fellow-
shipn apd spologise handsomely for
playing the geat. He's a good old
sort is the colonel, really; a bit of a
back number, of course, and lackin’
the bright intelligence of the present
eneration—our noble selves, wonu
ow. Bub ho's 2ll right when you
get through the crust., I'm gain’ to
talk to him till he sess reason.”

“I—I hops yowll succeed.”

“My dear old bsan, I'm goin' to
succeed. I dare say it will surprise
nunky a bit when I walk info his
club,” rematked Algernon Aubrey
yeflectively. “Blay do him good.
P'm going fo wark him round all
serene. He's made me his heiy; but
T'm not going te crawl up to him for
his money. You see, he rather likes
me personaliv—no  accountin’®  for
taste, you know.”

“Y should fthink he would,” said
Harvy, with a smile.

Algy nodded.

“Hallo! Here's the train. Now
keep your pecker up and pué your
mopey on  your nele  Algernon,
He's a deshed dewny bird!”

Algernon Aubrey stepped into the
tiain and shook hands with his chum.
Harry watched him till the frain was
| out of sight beyond the curve.

| A BUMPING FOR BUNNY!

Bunrny and bumpsd him on the boftorn step with a loud and hsavy bump.

Bunny Boofles,

“ Bump him ! exclaimed Wernon Carton.
Yarcoch IV roared Bunny Bootles,

" Hore, | say—Help !
Carion & 0o, seizad the alarmed
There was & howl of anguish from

“ha poor lady ™ murmured Algy
goftly.  **What a Dbesutiful face,
Harry, old chap. And you thinlk she
was on'the ship with you?”

“Y think she must have been.”
Harty repliced the locket. “But 1
don’t koaw—l can’t
coulel not have heen more than three
or four yeavs old. I shall never part
with this—it's all T have of my
people.” Ile smiled faintiy. *“The
{ellows here think a lot about a chap's
' people.” I can understand it, too;
T'd give a great deal 'to find even
one blaod-relation. But I never shall,
of caurse.”

8. Leger looked vory thoughtiul.

41 don't know,” he said slowly.
“Thera’s the fsct that nunky is cer-
tain that he knows your face—and
vou know that he nover saw you
before you came to St. Kit's. Isn't
it jolly likely that ho may have seen
some relation of yours—perhaps your
father—yoars ago, when e wag
voung? I sholl jolly well put thaé
o him when T seq him.”

“1'wr afrafd i¥s not much good
your seeing him, B, Leger,” :aid
Harry cwetly. " He's down on nie
—and you can’t alter that. And—
and if hs gees. Jack Straw 1t can't do
guy good. Iow gould it?”

“Asg P said Algy politely. “Don’t
you seo this? Old Jack Straw cun

prove that you'va always lived at
| Sourh Cove—wherever that 1s—and if
| vou've always lived there, you cau't
. have goue xound on the ran-dan as

ful treat in store for readers

remember—I |

matter of faect, Carten would have
been very glad to join the noble
Algy in that trip for the week-end;
anﬁ but for Harry Nameless he might
have doue so. 1t was the nameless
schoolboy, be censidered, who caused
him o be on his present Litter ferms
with the second som of Lond West-
court,

There was five minutes to wait for
the train on their areival at the
stafion,
platformn with his chum, His hand-
somie. faceo was very grave. In apiso
of Algy’s assuvapeo that he wounld
“make *  Colonel Wiluiot take a
right and propor view of the matter,
Harvy hed liftle faith in the suceess
af the mission. He did ngt share
Algy’s lofty confidence in the least.

He swas #hinking, too, how lonely
aud cdesolate Study Ne. 8 would be

without Algy’s cheory presence thero, |

The senfence of Ceventry would
be daubly and trebly severs when his
chun was goune,

But he would nol say a word to
dash Aley’s high spirits, and he
wmiled a5 cheerfully as possible as he
listengd to Algy outlining hiz pra-
gratme,

“Pub vou old

I moliey ol your

and Harry waited on the |
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|  Thon ke left the station, his brows
knitted in thou!ghs.

It was for Algy’s sake that lie had
tade the promise to leave St Kit’s
ab the end of the terw, and, though
he had not repented of it, perhaps
he &ad ropined a little at the hard-
ness of Hate. But now he was glad
~—inore than glad—that he had made
that promise to bhe eolonel. Whe
stern, unhending face camo before
his bf:oughts. He had little doubt
that the grim eld man weould disin-
herit his nenhew if his anger was
seriously roused, and he was angry
already, 'The thought of causing a
heavy and irroparable loss to his best
friend was acutely distressing to the
nameless schoolboy.

Un all counts, it was hotter for him
to ga; he realised it very elearly.
Without Algy's friendship he felt
he woull searcely esre 1o remain at
St Kit's, if it came to that—and if

he kept Algy’s friendship it would |

be ruin to his chum’s prospects.
It was better for him to go—bettesr
for hiin to rebnguish his ambitions
than to cause injury ta his  best
frisnd. T6 was havd bitterly bavd:
but he bad to faes it. He would not
liave recalled that promise to Colpnel
Wilmot if he could.

A fow more short weeks and he
would be gone. At least, ho wonld
win the Fortescue prize. The exam
was on Monday, and he was prae-

| tically sure af success, He would be
i able to help Jack SBtraw, as he had

hoped ; and, after all, the old sailor-
inan, though disappointed, would ba
glad to sce him home again. ;

He thought it over as he walked
back to 8t. Kit's, his faco grave, but
cheerful. He little dreamed, at thab
moment, of what was o happen
beforo the end of the term.

The Ragging !

Bunday was not a happy day to the
nameless schoolboy.

He missed his ehum sorely.

Never had b felt the sentence of
Coventry so keenly sz he felt it
now. Btudy No. 5 was silent and
desolate.

Yyen the far from fascinsting
soclety of Bupuy Bootles was with-
drawn. Tt was ouly when Algy was
thove that Study No. b was a land
flowing with milk and honey. While
Algy wazs away, Punny Bootles did
not honour Study No. & with his
presence.

arry Nameless had his “Sunday
walls * by bhimself. It vame as quite
a rolief to him to “do ” Milton in
the Sunday class with Me. Rawlings,

The nameless schoolboy still held
his head proudly evect, and did nog
allow his face to betray his feelings.
But undoubtedly that ‘day hiz looks
were move clouded than his Form-
fellows had scen them bofore.

Thero was no “swotting ** that day
for Harry Nameless, It was Sunday,
a day on which swotling was barred;
atid, moreover, he knew that it was
Wwiser st to grind on that day
before tho exam. He fixed all his
thoughts on the examination that
was ta take place on Monday. Most
of the day ho spent in the open air,
taking care, however, nok to fatiguc
hunself. He had to be at the top of
his form the next day. He bad eight
competitors for the Hortesoue prize—
thres of thom in the Shell—and
Babtie of the Shell, af least, was a
dangerous rival. He conld not afford
to run risks.

The ovening was fine and clear,
though dark, when he turned out
for bis usual “trot * round the quad-
rangle. Not the remotest suspicion
of danger erossed his mind as he left
the jighted Bchool House and followed
the gravel path round under the old
oaks in deep shadow.

Deep and dark shadow was reund
him, but he was familiar with every
inch of the way, and he kept up an
casy frot. And he was taken quite
Dby surprisce when dark forms leapod
suddenly from tho shaodows and
seized hin.

He staggered. with four pairs of
hands grasping him, and canie down
with a crash fo the ground.

The shock half dazed him.

“Bring him along |’

Bt was Carton’s voiee in a pantihe
whisper. i

Dazed as he was, Hawy stougelod
as he was lifted from tho ground,
But each arm and log was grasped
by one of his assailenis, and he was
helpless.

Ho was rushed along in the derk-
ness, writhing.

ITis teeth sel.

He knew that he was in the hands
of Carton & Uo, and was bookel
for a ragging. But even vob he did
noft suspect the Lruth,

A dim shape loomed up in the
davkness. Tt was the old stone foun-
tain in the quad.

“In with him[®
. Harey struggled desporately, bub
in van,

Bplash !

He rolled into the great slone
basin, and the icy waler coverad
him, oven hiz face. Tfe came up.
spluttering, only 1o find the grasp of
hostile hands upon him again, -

“¥You cowards ?* he gaspod. “Lot
me go—let me go——->"

“Duek him ™

Splagh |

Ie went under again, gasping snd
choking, ‘

“I—1 sav, that's enongh, Carton!”
miittered Lrucy,

“Shut up, you fool! Duck him

apnin [

Splash ! N

ITarey WNamoless struggled fusi-
cusly.  The water splashed round

bim in showers, and there were gasps
and exclanmtions from the ragmers,
as they canght many of ihe splashes.

“Hang hiny! Keep him in—"

“Dash it all, T'm drenched——""

“Confound the fellow—"

“T'm sonked—-"

“Keep him in, T fell you!™ hissed
Carton. ;

Harry Nameless sore himself loose
at last. le struggled away in the
water, and rolled out of the steno
besin on the other side.

He was soaked to tha skin, iey

(Countinued vverleaf,)
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cold, and his teeth were chattering
together.

For a moment he was inclined to
charge at the four 1-u%1gexs in the
dark, but he restrained himself. He
started at & ran for the School House,
e, was shivering with bitter cold,
and he know that it was dangerous
to linger in his web clothes. 1f he
was Ill—if he even caught a eold—it
was all up with the exam, Of course;
Curton had thought of that! Like a
flash it camo to Harry what was the
meaning of that savage ragging

He yan on, sque]c%?lfng out waten
with every step. Ile left wet foot-
prints on the stone steps as he ran |
up to the open lighted doorway. He
left .wet marks across the hall when
he entered, i

ITalf a dozen fellows stared at him
in amazement as he came in.

Harry ran up the stairs.

« In the dormitory Harry stripped |
off hig drenched clothing and rubbed |
himself down hurriadly with a towel.

His fingers were blue with cold and |
plinost frozen stiff, his teeth chattered
itk castanets. Tt was long before he
ponld restore the circulation.

When he came down at last he was
very pale.

The BAre was out in Study No. 5,
nud he relighted it and sat down
before it to warm himself through.

I1i= thoughts were bitler enough
us he sat there.

No one came to the study; even
Bunny Bootles did mnot look im,
Harry remained in Study No. 5 till
hed-time, when he went guietly to
the Fourth Form dormitory. Carton
& Co. were ziready there, and they
grinned as the nameleoss schoolboy
cume in.

THarry walked divectly towards the
captain of the Fourth, and the mock-
ing. grin died off Carton’s face, He
maige & movement to back away, and
@ scornful smile erossed the nameless
schoolboy’s lips:

“T am not going to touch you—
now,” he seid quietly.

“Pon’t talk to mel” said Carton,
with an attempt at bluster. “You're
in Caventry i”

Harry looked at him steadily.

“You've tried to crock me for the
exam to-morraw, Carton.”

1 don’t know what you're talkin’
ahout.”

Y Whether you’ve succeeded or nok
I don't know wet,” said Harry, un-
heeding the interruption. “1I1 shall
know better to-morrow. But if you
have suoceeded in that, Carion, wou
shall be sorry for it. I will thrash
¥on ]Eke f llnt.‘{ i<

“Yaou bullym' cad!”

Harry Nameless turned away with-
put another word.

The Examination !

"My, Rawlings, the mastor of the
Fourth, glanced rather curiously as
Harry Nameless at the breakfast-
#tuble” the next morning. e could
not help noticing that the junior did
not look well.

Harry wus feeling far from well
that morning,

it and healthy as he was, the
“wrtdeal he bad been through had teld |
severely upon him. He had caught

not think of standing onf.

a cold, and though it was not de-
veloped yet, it-lurkad all over his
system—hiz throat burred, his head
was heavy, and his eyes had lost their
brightness. Fis keenness, his fitness,
had gone, his energy had lost its edge.
Carton had rather over than under-
done the ragging; but far Harry's
perfect health he might have been
made really ill. - As 1b was, he was |
feeling “rdtten ” from head to-foot—
“rotten ” was the only word that ox-
pressed it. IHe would have found it
2z heavy labour to go through the |
ordinary elagss work that norning.
And it was the morning of the exam
—the exam he had worked for
thraugh long weeks.

Ho knew that he was in no |
condition to enter the examination-
room—he knew that only a miracle

pay for it-—and for many other trans-
gressions et the same time,

While the other fellows were in
Form that morning the entrants for
the Fortescue were shepherded into
the examinafion-roorr Thres houis
was the time allowed, and there was
plenty of work to fill the three houis,

Harry glariced over his paper when
ik was handed to him, and he saw
that it wuas a paper he ceould have
dealt with easily—alter his long, long
prepgration for the test, e was
confident that under normal condi-
tions he would have finished his
paper well within the specified tine,
and thet he would have scored at
least as many marks as any other
fellow present:

But it was not to be,

By sheer effort of will he comncen-

He had barely half-done his paper
when Mr. Rawlings gave the signal
for all papers to be handed in.

Harry tose, with e heavy heart,
and took his unfinished paper to the
desk with the rest,

Then he left the examination-room
with the other fellows, with a black
cloud on his face. Babtie of the Shell
glanced after him curiously.

“'Thet’s the only chap I was afraid
of,” Bubtie remarked to hiz chum
Verney, “hbut dashed if he looks like
a4 winner now,” :

*Anythin’ but that!” grinned Ver-
ney. ““He don’t seom %o think so.
Judgin® by his merry and bright ex-
pression, he will be at the tail-end.”

* Just about,” remarked Secotth.

Harry Namsless weat out into the
guadrangle alone.

:
!
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could bring success now. Bui he did

111 or well, he had to feve the musie
that morning and do his best, for
old Jack Btraw's sake. e was at
liberty to take his mume off the list
it'he liked; but that was all, e did
not care to do that, He had a faint
lLiope that by sheer determination he
might pull throngh yet.

He would—he would pull through,
he told himself. But if he did net.
His eyes burned as they rested on
Vernon Carton, cheery and debonair,
on the other side of the long table.
If he failed Vernon Carton should

[ =Tl f s =

If you are in need of any informa-
tion concerning health, sport, or
general fitness, write to Mr. Fero
Longhurst, ¢/o The Rditor, TH
BOYS' FRIEND, Ths Filectwoy

I | s . T,

PERCY LONGHURST

Hounss, Farringdon Street, London,
B.C. 4, enclosing a stamped
addrassed envelope jfor & reply.
the pender, and

these columns.
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Mr. Longhurat and
lettar and never in

A Health Hint.

Otherwise perfectly healthy persons,
who toke pienty of exercize, eaf
frecly of frsit and vegciables, and
chew their food thoroughly, some-
times find themselves suffering from
constipation. In such caszes, the ox-
iplanation is very likely to be too liftle
ivariefy it their dief, or clse that their
diot 15 of too dry a pature. An in-
isufliciency of liguids taken daily fre-
‘guently brings about the trouble, the
‘cure of which will be evident, ¥rom
itwo and a half to three pints of
Jiquids a day, about one-hzlf of which
is-'eold water, is ecnough for the
average person, who is almost certain
to drink less in winter than in sam-
mer, The practice of g tumbler of
cold water before breakfast, and
again just before going to bed, has
_nothing disagreeable abount it, and is

gueries are a confidence between
are always answered hy a personal

The inlormation is enfirely Iree,
and is the best ebtainable.

highly useful in obtaining a daily

movement of the bowels.

A Cura for Backache,

Backache, even with these who are
not unused fo physical exercises; will
frequently follow upon certuin kinds
of muscular exertion to which one is
not used—digging and rowing, for
instance. Such pains are purely
muscular, and have nothing to de
with rheumatism or lombago; they
are the resilt of use of muscles which
in the ordinary way do not come in
for a great deal of work, These are
the loin muscles, and: here is a simple
means of strengthening them and
training them, so that 51&37 will nob
become sore and stiff if called upon
for a bit »f prolonged work.
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trated his thoughts on the paper
before him, But he worked slowly,
and he knew that he was nif work-
ing well. IHs head ached, his eyes
were heavy. In spite of his detei-
mination, 1t was itupossible to keep
his atfention concentrated.

But he worked on grimly,

He knew that he was better up in
Tatin than any other fellow in the
roout, but it did not serve him now,
Passages that he would have eluci-
dated without & second thought the
day  bofore now seemeéd to him
cribbed and thoruy and full of diffi-
culties.

You want a weight of some kind,
but T hesitate to recommond a fuirly
heavy dumbbell, beesusa the chances
are too heavy a one will be made
use of; and a barbell s swkward.
With a %itidle trouble you ean snake
a vaight which will be more usefal
than either. Get a seck—nol loo
biz a one—and he sure that the
battom of it isn’t unsound. Put into
it something solid and welghty—sand
or dry cavth will be the most con-
venient material. Put in enough to
weigh up to, say, 14 or 161bs.; 10 1bs.
if you're nob particularly strong or
are less than eighicen years of age.
"Then get a length of wood—aboub
12 inches of a broomstick or a similar
rounded bit of wood—and fasten fhe
double. edge of the mouth of the saclk
to if, not bunching up the sacking,
but spreading it out so a3 to leave
about four inches of the stick clear at
epch end. Lay the weighted sack on
the floor, and turn the stick over and
over into the slack of the sack until
you can wind ap no more and the
stick lies flat on top of the sach.
Then secure et each end with a few
turns of strong cord. Yoo will have
something resembling the objeet in
the accompanying sketch. Tf won't
be elegant, but it will be useful.

B & e
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If' Algy had besn there he would
have found sonie epmfort in kis
chum’s society; bué Algy was not
there. There had beon a {etter from
him, stating that ke was going down
to South Cove with ('olonel Wilmot,

for a few duws.

Not before the middle of the week,
at the eurlicst, was ITarry Nameless
likely o see lis chmm again. And
nevor had he missed him o sorely.

But, for once, Huwrry was thinking
less of his [riend than of his foe,

R N T N A P T el

CUarton had robbed him of the
fruits of his toil.
Stand crect, feet well apart, the

sack being between the feel, bub back
of the heels. Now for the exercise.
Breathe out as you bend down, being
cazeful noi {o bend the lnees, and
grasp the handles of your piece of
apparatus. Take in a good breath,
and rise to an uprightposition, bring-
ing the sack with you, arms straight
all the time. Then bend and replace
sack whers it was, arms guite
straicht.  Repeat until your loin
muscles let you know they are being
worked.

Note : Both when raising and lower-
ing the sack, don't cariy it divecily
upwards or with a jerk or snalch,
otherwvise the back musecles get all
the benefit of the cxercise. Lean well
forward as vou raise the sack, carry-
ing if forward, say, a footl, just clean-
ing the.ground, beforc yon begin to
straighten the back; the same when
vou bend 1o replace the eack, buf “vo-
versing the movement. And he sure
you keep the arms quite rigid.

Strong Wrists,

Some of vou know the resistance
exercise performed by placing palm
against palm, {ingers also in opposi-
tion, and then, keoping the hands in
posifion, for right hand to foree the
resisting left over backwards as far
as it will go, the exercise to be con-
tinued by the left fand next forcing
back the right. Well, here is & varia-

tion which, like the other, can be
l dope ab any odd minute, with

splendid resulis =o far as the strength-
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and that his “eseat ' was oxtended |

For long weeks be had worked and
“swotted,” and all for nothing—al
to be robbed of his prize by treachery
at the last monient,

i was not like Harry to nourish
bitterness in  his: kreast; hbut for
once he could not help it. He
thought of old Jack Straw, in his
cottage on the cliff at South Cove—
of his needs, that could ngt be sup-
plied.  This opportunity had come
of repaying a fraction of what he
owed the kind old man—of helping
him in age, as Jack Straw' had
helped him in childhood. And the
opportunity had been taken from
him by the foulest of foul play.

The result of the examination was
to be announced on the morrow,
when the Head was to award the
prize. Perhaps the nameless school-
boy was still elinging to a faint hope.
Ife knew his paper was bad, but i
was barely possible that the others
were worse. As  all events, he
avoided Vernon Carton that day—
much to the great Carton’s relief.

Tt was the following day, at tfea-
time, when IHarry Nameless was
alone in his study, that Bunny
Bootlés pup 2 grinning face in af.the
deorway. : 3

“ Ain’t you anxious fo see it?"” he
asloed, "

[Tarry looked up without speaking,

He was feeling beiter that day;
the threatened cold had been staved
off, and he was feeling more like his
old self. Indeed, he had a thought
that if the exam had been postponed
| for one day he nught have done well
enough, ‘

{ “Ain't you anxious to see il?¥
[

continuod Bunny. “All the other
fellows have been staving at if ever
since it was pub up.”

LAt what?”

“The list,”

“What list?”
impatiently.

Bunny sniggered. '

“Of course, you don’t know any-
| thing about the rules here,” he said
scornfully; “a Dblessed ouisider. like
vou! Don't you know thag the list
18 put up after an exam as sooh as
| the result’s known, with the fellows’
narnes and the number of marks?”

“Oh ! exclaimed [larry; and he
rosc guickly. !
i “ e, he, he! You needn’t break
| your neck to see it, though! Babtie’s
| bagged the quids, and you're last on
the list 17 _ :

Harry's heart sank. His last faing
|hope, such as it was, vanished.

ITe broshed past the fat junior and
 huorried downstaivs. There were shill
a few {ellows hanging aboubt the
‘ notice-board, and they grinned as
Tlaryy Nameless came up. A glance
at the paper was enough for the
nameless schoolboy.

Bunny had told him the facis

He turned away without & werd
prid strode towards the door of the
Glory Hole. Bome of the junios
round the board glanced at one
another. ¥ !

*There’s going to be ructions ib
the Glory Hole this evening ! snid
[ @eubbs, ~ “I'm going fo sce the
| civeus.”
' {Continucd on the next page.)

exclaimed Harry

ening of the hands, wiisls, and fore
arms is concerned. )

Place the bands in oppositior
exactly as for the other movement
but instead of foreing one hand baclk,
It fingers work against Hugers until
the hands come apart just above tho
wrist, then at the base of the fingers,
continuing ustil the tips of the
thumbs arve separated. Take a deep
breath and start again, going on uniil
the hands begin to ache.

It is quite likely that during the
oxercise yow'll forget to keep up the
pressure of thumb against thumb,
though the fingers are pushing far all
they’re worth. But the thumb action
must not be neglected. 1f yow’ll give
the thumbs as much sideways exten-
sion as possible, the samme with ihe
little lingeys, vou'll discover that it .is
casy to got the thumbs working as
hard as the otker fingers,

Here is another good movement for
the hands—one at a time. Placo
hand quite flat on a table or bench.
Pressing firmly downwards with all
first joints, slowly raise hand, forcing
the knuckles forwvard, uniil the upper
joints of the fingers—not including
the thumh—are almost at a righi
angle with the lowest joint. ¥

Rl et
R

(Vext Monday Perey Longhurs
will impurt more uscful Health and
Sporé knowledga to readers of ihe
Boys® Wrienv. * Be surc yor rowd bis
article])
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#Hame-here [ -
And the juniors followed Harry
Nameless, -

Paying the Penalfy!

There was mlready a cvowd of the
Fourth Formn in the Glory Hole.
Vernon Carton had called a meeting
in that celebrated apartment to sstble |
vertain important matters in connec- |
tion with the juuior football elub.
As-a matter of fact, nobody but Car-

of ‘the meeting; and Durapce, ab
lnast, guessed Carton's real motive,
Catton had called the meeting bur-
riedly after looking at the announce-
ment of the Fortesoue vesulh, e
eanted to have g crowd about him of
-his iviends and hackers when Iarry
Nameless started on the warpath—
ay Corton knew must happen socon,
Ile was right on that point, The
flinging-open ‘of the door of the
(tlory llole, and the abrupt entrance
of the nameless schoolboy, inter-
vipted the meeting,

% Here he comes, Carion!” mur-
wiired Durance,  “FPull up zour
socks, ald pran! He looks wrathy.”

Carion answered enly by a ferce

scowl,
w. The buzz of voices in the reom
died away, and sll eves were turned |
on «Harry Nameless as he strode
towards the captain of the Fourth.
The lgak on his face made a fremor
pass through Vernon Carton. For
the tnoment he wished fervently that
he had never thought of that cun-
wing schems for ‘“dishing” the
Founddiion junior,

He pulled himself together, how-
ever, and faced the newcomer with
asmoch coolness as he could muster.

“Got out of this, Nameless!" he |
said sharply. “You're mnot wanted
here ! This is a football mestin’.” !

Harry did nof heed.

e came sfraight on towards
Ugyton,” his hands clenched, and his
eyes plittering under knitted brows,

“(Collar him ayd put him oup !
shouted Carton.

No one stirred.

A number of juniors followed
Parsy Nameless inte the room, and
Uatesby closed the door after they
were 1n.

So far from showing any desire fo
“put out” the nameless schoolboy,
the juniure seemed rather inclined
to watch the proceedings with some- |
thiug like enjoyment.

“Carton hreathed hard.

Ile had. carried all the Lower
School with him in ostracising the
nmimeless junior; but there was a
limit. The trick that had been
played on Harry just before the exam
avas pretiy well understood by the
Fonrth, and it was condemned on

i] sides, liven the fellows who had

elped Clarton were noi prond of
thomselyves or snxiods to haye their
part in the affajir known, And all
the rest considered that, as Cavton
had done it, Carton counld answer for
it without fheir assistance. Indeed,
some hegan (o suspect; as well as
Durance, why Carton hed called that
superfinous meeting ab that precise
time.

“Will you get outside, Namoloss ?”
pm{{_sd.gsartw,

Put that cad out!” exclaimed the
captain of the Wourth.

“Put him out yoursell if you don’t
want him here [ said Hlliobt,

Harry stopped a couple of paces
from Clarton. ‘The captain of the
F'ourth backed a step.

All eyes were fixed on them; aml
not a hand was vaised. [0 dawned
upon Vernon Carton ihat he had
only himself to. depend upon at that
moment,

Harry glanged round at tho crowd
of faces.

“¥ think you fellows know what
‘hat cad has done!” he said, his
voice trembling with anger. “You
have sent me to Coventry. That's
your awn affaiv. . Bul on Sunday
night that coward, with three othevs,
caught me napping in tho quad after
dark and ducked me in the fountain
amd bheld me in the water a long
timg! On Monday I was too rotten
to work in the exam, You all know
that he did it. He dare not deny

§1 %

Carton shrugged his shoulders,

It was not of much use io deny
what every fellow present knew to
be the trath.

“1 am not sure who the others
were,” continued Harky Naumsless.
“T think Tracy was one. [ don't
care about that. Yt was Carton’s
doing, and Carton & going o answer
for it. I've lost the exam thai T've
been swotting for for six weeks!
Uarton, before all the Form, I call
vbu # cowawl and a zcoundrel!l

Now put up your hands |”

Carton put his hands behind bim. l

“T'm not goi’ to fight you,” he
said sullenly. “PI've " fought you
onge, and given you best. L not
goin’ to &g?sﬁ'yml again.”’

“You arve going to be thrashed
whather you fizht or not I answered
Harry Naneloss.  “You con pleaso
yonrself,”

“¥ou rotien bully—"

“Btond up to him, Uarton,” whis-
pered Durance. x

Harry Nameless advanced a step,
apd Carton backed away, a savage
glitter in his eyes.

“Stand baek, you rotter !

Ile cast a fierce glance roumd.

The meeting was there. There
wers two dozen fellows in the roont,
or more. But the crowd brought ne
safety to the plotting junior; they
were only witnesses of his humilia-

ion.

He backed further away, and there
was g murmur from the Fourth.
Formers, and the word “{funk” was
plainly andible.

*“Pu up your hands, you cadl”
said Harry Nameless between his
teeth,

Snjack ! ;

His open palm struck the captain
of tha Fourth across the face with a

| ¢rack like a pistol-shot.

Carton stoggered, :
The scorn in every face stung him

The Fourth-Formers were grinning
oW,

Their derisive remarks lashed
Vernon Carton like whips; he
realised, only too clearly, that his
hold on the Wourth Form of 8t Kit’s

wag gomg, if it had not alrendy
‘ gone. After this bitter humiliation,
he would have fallen from his high
astate.
pierce even the shell of the tortoise;
and Cartorr was by no means thick-
skinued. But there was no help tor
it—hiz courage fsiled him, and he
backed away, and backed farther, till
he was almosh running backwards.

Loud laughter vang theough the
Glory Hole now.

Harry Nameless stopped at last.

“Will you coms on, you coward?”
he exclaimed.

Carton pavted, but did not answer.

*That's ertough, then,” said Harry
contemptucusly. “You haven't had
half the licking you've asked for;
but you've shown yourself up as a
| coward as well as a hoolizan and a
rotter. If wou like it better that way,
please yourself.” ]

And bhe turned on his heel and
walked qut of the Glory Hole.

Corton panted for breath.
| He hardly dared fo laok &t the faces

round him., In avery face he kmew
was scorn apd contempt and derision,
He glanced at Durance, and Durance

Contempt, it is said, will |

ever forget that scene in the Gloty
Hole. It was very doubtful whethes
he would zemain captain of  the
Form; but if he did, his position
would never be what it had been of
old. He shut himself up in his sbudy,
and tha feelings of rage and hatred
and shame ran viot in his breast.

Vengeance upon tho nameless
schoolboy was his thought now—
vangeance upon the fellow who had
shamed hhn; vengeance, by any
means, and the more savage and im-
placable, the botter, That was all
that rernained to Vernon Carton.

A Leiter from Algy.

Theve was a lotber from Algernon
Aubrey St Leger the next day, in
the afternocon, and Harry Nameless
was very glad to receive it. T was
Wednesday, a halt-holiday, and
Harry had the afterncon to himself,
Football was going on, on Little Hide,
but ths mnameloss schoolboy had no
congern with that. The Fourth were
playing the #bell, and Vernon Carfion
captained the Wourth Form side. 1s
was hob easy for Carton, with all his
nerve, to face a crowd of his Form-
fellows again, after the seene in the
Glory Hole. And the derisive grin
that greeted him on the foobball
ground stung him to the quick. If
was likely %o be a long time before
his  humilistion was forgotten—if

BUGKED ! “* In with him-1 ¥

him

Harry Namaless struggled desperately in the grasp of Carton & Co,, but in
vain, Splash ! He polled Into the great elons basin of the fountain, and the ioy water coversd

then, and he made n savage spring
at Harry Nameless.

In & moment morc they were
fighting furiously.

(.’rasﬁ! ;

Carton went down heavily.

“ Man down !” grinued Wheatford,
“Pick him up, somebody, He can'f
got up by himself.”

* Ha, ha, hat”

Y waiting for you, Carton,”
sald Harry Nemoless, after the cap-
tain of the Fourth had sprawled on
the floor for fully balf a minute.

Uarton raised himself on his elbow,

“Hang you! I give you best.”

“You are not thrashed yet,” said
Harry Nameless grimiy, “You
should have thought of this belore
you ctogked me for the exan.”

“By gud, you should, you know,
Carton ! romarked Durance. Get
up, man; vou're not licked yet 1”

¢ Funk!®

“ And that fellow’s the captain of
the Form!” sjaculated Stubbs. “1
faney the Fourth will want & new
caplain after this.”

“Stand mp to if, Carton 1™

“ (ot up, man!®

“ Funk 1”

Cavion staggered up. Shame was
sironger than fear, and once more he
faced the lashing fists of the nameless
schoolboy,

The juniors looked on breathlessly.

Carton ‘had screwed up his courage
to the sticking-peint, and for a full
minute he fought gamely enough.
But he soon began teo give ground,
and backed away, and hacked farther
and farther, 1ill be was driven fairly
round the long mahogany table.

turied his back on him, with a shrug
of the shonlders. He looked at Tracy
—and Rex Tracy carvefully avoided
meeping his eye.

“ Funk!” shouted a dozen voices.

With a crimmson face, Vernon Car-
ton limped to the door. Nothing
seempd so desirable at that momens
as to gat oud of thoe sight of so many
spornful eyes.

A howl of devision followed him, as
ho disappeared,

Carton almost staggered away to
the top study.

He had not been mueh huvt in the
fight, such 48 it was; but he writhed
with sheme and rage and humilia-
tion. Ile had lost his place in the
school—lost it for ever. He knew
that. Nobody in the Fourth would
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ever it was. Ile played badly enough
that afternoon, which was nobt sur-
prising.

Harry Nameless gave liftle thought
to his enemy. Fle had lost the prize
he had laboured for, and it was a
heavy blow; bub he was not o fellaw
to keep on mourning over what could
not be helped, He fried to dizmiss
the matter from his mind. Algy’s
letter helped. It was a very cheerful
lettier, and quite in Algy’s style.

“Dear old bean,” it commenced.

“T hope you are going'sirong, and
not missing me much. I'm off 1o
South Cove with nunky on Wednes-
day. I wanted him to make it Mon-
day; but it couldn’t be done; nunky
has his own affairs, you know—not of
very much importance, 1 dare say;
but he thinks so.

“Nunky is upusually calm and
reasonable, Ile was ug end flabber-
gasted when T meandered into his
club on Satuzday eovening. He was
there, snorting over politics with
some other old fogies, and he nearly
fell down when I walked up and said,
¢ Hallo, nunky !’

“But he was glacl to see me. Not
anly because I'm an awiully mnice
cliap, you know. I see right through
nunky. He's chinned the pater, and

ob him to get me a further exest
ran tlh-lz- Head. T can stay away till
the wind up of the term if I like.
Guess why? |

“Nunky hase’t told me; but I
raad the dear old boy like an open
hopk, He's glad of the chance of
kesping me away irom my dear old
pal! He thinks you're nok coming
back to 8t Kit’s next term, and he
caleulatey T shall pever see you egain,

T'm very kind to the poor old soul; I
believe "in treating grown-ups with
gentleness and tact. They need it,
poor things.

“We shall be at South Cove about
the time you get this letter; and in-
torviewing your respected guardian,
or whatever he is, Mr. Straw, Trom
what you've told me about him, I'm
gure I shall like the old spert no end.
Lhbope nunky willk Depend on it, old
bean, everything is geoing to turn
out all right., .

“Nunky is still very grim on the
subjectrof you. He is convinced fhat
bhe knows your face guite well, and
that you've related farradiddles on
the subject. Don't be waxy; man
can’t help what he thinks. Mr,
Straw will convince him all right, I'm
sure. As soon as nuoky knows he's
made a mistake, he will own up liks a
little man ; he's a real sportsman, you
know, though & bit rusty and crusty
and dusty. |

“T hopa you've bagged the Hor-
tesrue. The names should be out on
’l‘msda{y—to-c}ay. L wish 1 knew!
But T foel sure you are volling in the
quids by this time. Dow't lend any
of them to Bunny, Bxpect to ses me
Thursday morning. An revoir, old
bean.—ALSY.”

Harry Nameless smiled as he read
the letrer, and he read it a second
time. It was a cheering letfer; and
it scemed to bring Aﬁgy'a cheary
presence hack to him,

As for faith in Algy’s mission, he
had little or none. Jack Btraw, cer-
tainly, could prove, and his neigh-
bours could prove, if necessary, what'
kind of a life Harry MNameless had
led at South Uove. But was Colonel
Wilmot likely to take much note of
evidence, in his bitter prejudice?|
And in spite of evidence, the strange’
fact remained that the colonel waa
convineed that he had seen the name-
less schoalboy before he came to 8t.
Kit's; his convictiop was too strong
to be shaken by evidence to the con-
trary, Harey feli sure of that. For
he knew that the stern ald man was
just and honourable ; without a strong
conviction in his mind he would
never have ubtered the words at St.
Kit’'s which had turned the scheel
against Ilavry,

Bub though Algy's letter gave him
little hops, it brought comfort; with
its assurance of his chum’s loyalty.
That the eolonel wonuld desire to keepn
Algy away for the remsinder of the
tecm, and prevent any further mest-
ing between him apd his chum, was!
cortain; but Harry did not think it
wus likely that he ‘would succeed. He
would see Algy again, once at least,
bafore he left Sf. Kit's for ever,

He put the letter in hiz pocket ab
last, and strolled out of the school
gates, It was @ rough and windy
afternoon; and Harry spent it in a
ramble over Wicke Heath, He
did not return to 56, Kit's $ill dusk,
when he went inte Hall to tea. He
did not eare for tea in the study in
Algy's shsence,

ﬁs a rule, when the pameless
schoolboy turned up to tea in Hall,
there was o good space loft on either
side of him, and the rest of the
juniors displayed 2 total ignorancs of
his presence there; the sentence of
Cloventry was rigidly enforced there.
But on this ocossion Harry Nameless
soon became conscious of a relaxa-
tion, \ ’

Licke dropped into the seat beside
him and gave him a nod.

*Been for a strpll i asked Licke.

Harry nodded,

Durance passed him bread and.
hutter, and Jones minor pushed the:
marmalade dish his way,

Harry smiled a little.

Tt was the beginning of the re-
laxation of the severs rules of
Coventry, and it was due to the
fall of Vernon Carton from his high
estate. Carton’s infuence counted
for little now in the Fourth Form' of
8t Kit's, and without Carton keep-
ing them up to the mark, many of
the fellows were naturally inclined to
let the matter “slide,” It was some
weeks now since Colonel Wilmot had
been at St Kit's, and schoolboy
mentories are shor,

Iarry Nameless wondered whether,
after all, ho could have succeedad in
living down that painful episode, and
holding up his head at St. Kit’s, in
spite of fﬁe colonel.,  But that wasg
not to be thenght of now. His pro-
mise wag given, and the end of the
term was near at hand, when he was
to leave for ever. That was his pwn
sacret, so far, shared oply with his
chum. And bitterly a5 he regretéed
Eaa,vmﬁ the school e had learned o
love, he did not regret that he had
given his waord,

{Thera will be another long instal-
ment of this megnificent schaal story
i newt Man_clay‘sdBeYs’ Frizxo.
Order your gopy to-doyl)

Look out for the return of Dick Dorrington & Co. of the Bombay Castle in a great new series of stories!
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CUFFY IN GOAL!

(Continved from page 308.)

(LI

AL R TR L A S R S TR R

“To make things fair all round, as
Tommy Dodd is playing Cuffy. It's
up to us to play our silliest ass if
Tommy Daodd does.™

“Oh! Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dickin-
sen minor.

He undorstood then. But P. C.
Gunner did not understand—and
Dickinson minor, when he returned
to the study to congratulate him, was
careful mot 1o explain. It would
really have been a dangerous under-
taking to explain to Gunner that he
was being played, on this special
occasion, because he was the silliest
ass and the biggest idiot in the
Classical Wourth, Dickinson minoy
wisely left him to make the discovery
for himgelf.

The Gth Chapter.
Woell Matched.

“ Will it rain " murmured Tommy
Dodd.

It wouldn’t !

This was the very first time that
Tommy Dodd had desived to see a
heavy downpour of rain on the occa-
sion of a foothall match. But that
Saturday morning was quite bright
and sunny; and the weather showed
1119 sélgn whatever of obliging Tommy
Jadd.

During the week, Clarence Cufty’s
caveer had been something like that
of a hunted rabbit,

Tommy Dodd was determined to
turn  him into something distantly
resombling  a  footballer. Although
very, very anxious fo oblige his friend
aned relative, dear Thomas, Cuffy had
‘developed surprising gifts as, a

ger.

Nevertheless, he had been dragged
down to games practice several fiimes,
and cach time Cuify’s sufferings had
been enough fo touch a hear: of
stone. But his knowledge of the
great game had not percepiibly in-
creased,

In fact, his preference for noughts-
and-grosses, as a game, had been
greatly intensified. :

But hope springs eternal in the
human breast; and with a few more
days. or a week, to work in, Tommy
Dodd would not have despaired of

turning Cuffy into a rather less hope-
less ass. 8o a downpour of rain, post-
poning the match, would have been
welcome.

And so, as Tommy said biiterly to

Cook and Doyle, it was bound fo be
fine! You could always depend on
the Brifish climate to play up in the
wrong way !
. Kick-off was timed for two-thirty;
and it was not in cheery spirits that
Tommy Dodd led his merry men
down to Little Side in the sunny
afternoon,

Clavence Cuffy was with them.

Dearly would Cuffy have loved to
dodge oub of gales, or into n coal
cellar, or anywhere; but that after-
noon there was no dodging for Cuffy.
Tommy Dodd had to make his words
good-—he had said that he would play
the Classics with Cuffy in goel, and
that he was going to do, He had
said also that he would beat themj;
but that was quite another matier,

Jimmy Silver grested him with a
sheery smile.

“Goalie going strong?” he asked
affably.

Tommy Dodd snorted.

“Oh, cheese it!” grunted Tommy
Cook: “H you -ask me, it’s rather
mean to hold Tommy to it, beeause
ho gassed = bit © Just like you
Classicals ™

“Oh, just!” said Doyle.

“Cut that out!” said Tommy
Dodd morosely. “ We're going to be
as good as our word, and we're ready
when you Classical chumps are.™

Jimmy Bilver laughed.

“We're ready,” he said.

It was then that Peter Cuthbert
Gunner, in shirt snd shorts, as a
member of the Ulagsical junior team,
dawned on the Moderns.

They blinked at him.

Gunner, with an air of great self-
satisfaction, walked to the goal after
the skippers had tossed. Tommy
Dodd blinked after him, nof under-
standing.

“1 say, Silver——"

“Hallo!” smiled Jimmy.

“You're not playing, Gunner?”

“Oh, yes1”

“What on earth for?” asked the
amazed Tommy. “He’s jolly nearly
as big an idiot at footer as our man
Cnffy.” f

“My dear Thomas——" murmured

uffy.

Jirj::my Bilver laughed.

“Phat’s why!” he said.

Tommy Dodd locked at him., He
seemed slow to grasp the situation.
But at last he grinned with relief.

“Bilver, old man,” he said, with
feeling, “youn're & brick! ¥ou know
I got myself into a scrape by open-
ing my mouth too wide—and you're
letting me off. Vou're a real brick.”

That was_all that was said; but
Tommy Dodd lined uwp with his men
in much better spivits. All the
Moderns, in fact, seemed to he con-
siderably bucked, by the sight of

Peter Cuthbert Gunner in the
Clasgsical goal, )
Apart from the custodians, the

teams were fairly well matched—ten
good men a side. Aund ihe goalies
were fairly well matched, too, if i%
came to. that—for two worse goal-
keepexs would not have been found in-
side Rookwood or out.

Quite a crowd of Classicals and
Moderns gathered fio see the game—a
game without goalkecpers, for that
was what it amounted to. And the
Moderns penerally agreed that

Jimmy Silver was no end of a sporis: |

man.

Tommy Dodd kicked off in great
spirits, He had kept his word—he
was playing Cuffy; and he was escap-
ing the dire consequences of his brag.
For Cunner was undoubtedly as
heavy a handicap to the Classical side
as Cuffy could possibly be io +he
Modern,

It was a match on fair terms affer
all, and on fair terms the Moderns
were sure of bealing the Classics. The

 Classics, on their side, were equally

sure of beating the Moderns,

¥t was guite an interesting game,
Arthur Edward Lovell put in $he ball
first, catching Cuffy on the chin with
16, and causing him to sit down with
surprising siuddenness.

But Tommy Dodd seon followed
that up with & Modern geal, the ball

|

‘you vead * Eegving It To Lovell!"—

missing Gunner’s elutch by about a
¥

yard.

The full-backs kad the duty of de-
fending the goals; and 4t one end of
the feld Cuffy thumped his chest to
keep warm, and at the other end
Gumner stamped and thumped like-
wise, neither of them having any-
thing else to do. For when the backs
failed to keep the goal intact, the ball
always went in—Cufy generally seek-
ngito dodge it as it came, and
Gunner sprawling at it in vain,

In the peculiar circumstances the
footballers expected a heavy score, It
was heavy enough. In the first half,
Clgssics led by four goals to three.
After the interval the Moderns picked |
up, and for a time they led by seven |
goaly to five. Then the Classicals |
gave Cully some concentrated atten-
tion, and their figure jumped to eight, |
By that fime it was getfing near the |
finish, and almost on the stroke of |
time Tommy Dodd planted the ball on
Gunner’s chin, and Gunner sot down
in goal apparently nursing it like a |

aby.
Then the whistle went, ‘
“Hight all'” grinned Jimmy |
Silyer, “It's a giddy draw!] Well,
Gunner hasn’t beaten ug!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” |
“And Cuffy hasn’t beaten us!” |
chuckled Tommy Dodd. “I was going |

| to slaughter him if he did*

“My dear Thomas—" |

“T'1 kick him, anyhow,™ |

“ Yarooooh !” |

Clarence Cufly quitted the football |
ground, determined that wild horses
should never drag him into so very, |
very rough a game again, Peter |
Cluthbert Gunner walked off, with his
head up, apparently quite satisfied
with himself and his performances,
In the changing-room he called to
Jimmy.

] sdy, Bilver!
quality now.”

“He, ha! Ves™

“Satisfied, T hope??

“Quite. Ome sample is enough.”

“When are you playing me in a
House match agamn?”

“Next time Tommy Deodd plays
Cuffy.” -

£ !‘h?”

“Ha, ha, ha ! ’

You've seen my |

Which was not 4 promising pro-
spect for Guuoner.

Clarence Cufiy was quite, quite
determined that he never would play |
in a House match again. Bub he was |
not quite .80 determined mpon that
point as Tommy Dodd.

THE END.
(¥ou'll lough loud and long when

next Monday's ripping long stary of
the chums of Rookwood Schaool?)
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Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

LONGING FOR MONDAY !

That's what a Canterbury reader
of the Boys' Frrenp is doing. lie
finds the old “Green *Un ” the finest
weelly obtainable. Thet’s natural,
Just ook at what the Boys' Krrenn

CUR QRAND COMPET ITION.

To begin with, there is this mag-
nificent Competition. A TFive-ponnd
Note and ix Maich Footballs are
given away each week. In thc pre-
sent issue of the Boyy’ Frimeyn 1 is
the history of HL.M.8, Ifawkins which
is in gquestion, and you will be in-
terosted to hear that in its current
numhber our Companion Paper, the
“Magnet *  Library presents a.
splendid TWree Photogrovure Plafe of
this famous ship. Get this grand
pigture, and then sail in to win a
prize.  Wou might as well also tell
your chums what a chance it is—ons
not to be missed on any account.

ANOTHER COMPETITION POINT!

Competition No. 3 supplies another
record! Yeou will sea all details on
page 311 of this number of the Boys'
Frinnp, Hight readers tied for the
six footballs, so, once again, I have
increased the number of ““leathers”
to be harded out. It was the only
way, and a joily good way, too!

SLEAVING IT TO LOVELL!?

Next weck’s Rookwood complete
goes with a bang. There iz an extra
special reason for the erash this time,
for an auctioneer’s hammer, figures
conspicuously in the yarn, Thory,
Nulean, and all that old-iime lot were
handy with their hefiy hammers, but
the whole boiling was neb in it with
the presiding geonius at a brisk
awction szle. Mattors are very brisk
nexf Monday, for the one and enly
Lovell atiends the sale. Tt is a
knock-down for him, and almost a
K.0O. in the way of a sensation. You
can’t trust Lovell anywhere, he is so
impulsive. At an auchion the fellow
is simply mad and hopeless. e gets
lznded; but, after all, it iz really
Mr. Owen Conguest who lands the
big thing—{o wit, & thumping new
Raokwood success,

“FLEET STREET FRANK!" @

This fine long tale of the Fourth
Hstate and a young journalist who
hifches himself on to the ladder of
fame, iz really good. Thousands of
my chums are keen on amateur

and brings along thak magical thing
called kudos, -

“"THE TRAINER'S SECRET [ »
by Victor Nelson.

“Good old Jock! "His other nane is
MaclPherson, and you cannot go far
wrong with a name like ‘that ! Jock
is  foothall trainer fo the Red
Crusaders, and good things, goals in-
cluded, depends on this engaging
little circumnstance. There will he
plenty of compliments to this well-
knit story of the Crusaders, in which
“Bulldog " Holdfast and Don Darrel
ﬁtgtiu‘e in more than wsually effcctive
style,

"OHUMS OF 8T. KIT's1 7
by Frank Richards.

Bt. Kit's for cver! As you read in
all the dog's-eaved voluipes of ancieut
philosophic Jore, life iy nisde up of
just one giddy thing after another,
They may put the thing differently,
but that's what it all amonnts. io.
For the namecless fellow af 8t Kit's
all this is especially true. His caveer
is all ups and downs, a perfect
switchbock of misunderstandings, and
with each instalment intevest in-
creases, with more sympathy for the
hard-pressed fellow. This serial is
magnificent. It touches the heart,
and it has got humour in it, just the
erisp, enlivening, cut-and-came-agnin
humour which makes one step out
lively and feel glad ahout the jollv
old world. In other words, the story
is by Frank Richards!

THE BOMBAY OASTLE !

This is real hurrah sort of news!
In a few weeks’ fime Duncan Storm
will weigh in with a fresh servics of
the Bombay Castle, that A 1 at
Lioyel's erafs, Three cheers for the
school ship! Look out for a freat!
Dick Dorrington & Co. ars in foe
some more adventures compared
which pll others will pale their in-
effectusl fires, as the poct sn beauti-
fully says.  Also, some fine new
characters come ahoard—notably, the
two Jocks! Look out for them !

FOR CHRISTMAS!

" This iz g hint & ___L!;-\ “Iolilay
Annual.,” It is tho beGhristnns
present in the world,  Verb “sup.
When someone comes hustling up

journalism. If you take the reai
meaning of the word “amatenr,” any |
rofessional journalist who was not |
heart and soul for his ecalling would |
not be worth his cost in ink, The

hero of the rew “yarn brings off a |
“seoop ” which puts him up pegs,

with the usual “TWhat will you have
tor a Chrisbmas present?” you know
the proper reply — namely, the

“Holiday Annual.” E/
Your Hditor.

GREAT NEW GAMES

“ POPSRIT " makes a
&l el

fasoinating  appe: £, Py
boye of all ages Na _"‘;—E_ﬁ‘
more dnll evenings - ]

valuashle for iraining tho i

eye. Btrongly bullh gun,

with captive missile, best

turged gkittles, and ¥

boxed complats, The best
indoor game ¢xbant.
Abgotuiely harmless.

el SRR I

No. 2 (smaller size} 3/@

*POPSNOOKA,” ithe wonderful game of skill, B/e,

post frea.

FRANK CLARKE, g, Whittall 8t., BIRMINGHAM,
Be sure to address “GAMES® Depariment.

ruiey

Case.

LUSHING

SHYMNESS,

Auto suggostion, drill; ebe.
YRE

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
TIMIDITY.
Simple 7-day Permanent Home (ure for sither sex. No
d get full parsicula ?m;r E;fgge g m“ﬁlm
B and ge particulars quite vately,
U JD, 12y ALl Saints Road, 8t. Annal-”o‘:l-hn?.

of 8

HEIGHT INCREASED

dieting. Complete B,

tem, §/-, — 0. O
Ioad, Colwyn Bay.

3 to 5 Ins., without
eppliances, drugs, or
i CLIVE, 8, Seafisld
Particulars, testimonials, stamp,]

When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper.

GENT'S LEVER
WRISTLET WATCH

AS TELUSTRATED,
A REMARKABLE BARGAIN.
Handgome, : ¥
Wristlet Watch, complcie with
leather slrap. 1
polished  Nickel Silver-finished
. Luminous 4
Uk Dial to see fime in the dark.
Carelully adjusted Lever Move-
meant,
werranted for 5 years.

YU RS for

DUR UNEQUALLED TERMS.

80 sure are we ihet you will
be wmigre thon delighted with
thiz handsome watch, that we
send it post paid upon receipt
d, only,

=ond 1/6 more, and the halance
by instabnents of /- per month
yutil only 16/- is paid.
full eash with order, or halanee

WHO.

models  at
'‘RICE Write now

Gent’s size Tover

phonie
metal  horn, extra loud
sound-box, massive oak case
and 41 tunes, Carriagepaid. 10 Days' Trial. &
%m merl?’l] 3(;?!8 ﬂu.:!s'l'l to ieconi agfrsi
alaid Table Grands, and mahogaay nef
LRiaAL

‘| gpWeekl

mCDMPANY (Dept. Gk

Sparkbrook, Bipmisgham.

with giant

HEIGHT COUNTS

In winning succens Lot tIw-Girvan System
Iucraase your heighit. Sand J.0. for partio.
ulary and our £100 jxmrlmnu to Enguiry
Depv., A M.¥,17, 8troud Ofves RA.. Londow, N &

e a

)

FACTORY
for art Catzlogue,

Best, qualivy
Hands and

Jowelled Balance,
Course fo
Easy 'Terms.

DON'T BE BULLIED

Speaial offar. = B
from my Com plete Conrse on JUITTET for four
PSNNY stamps, or a

(Dspt. AR.), 18, Quesnaway, Hsuworth, Feltham, Middlesex,

3
(@)
4]

@)

TWO ILLDS, SAMFLE LESSONE
Large Illus. Portlan of
r PAO. 3/6. Tujitau is the best and
simplinst science of self defence and
alkack aver inventéd, Learn to Laka
care of yourself nnder ALL cironm-
stinces. SEND NOW. “YAWARA”

After receipt you

Trice,

FREE Fu" z—‘i’zmtz-imquists'lnsirmmnts wven¥Pree

to all sending 7d. (P.0.) for Sample
Urick snd New Illustrated List of Magic Tricks, Novelties,
eie.—P. FEARING, Travancors, Seafield Bd., Colwyn Bay,

A

Row, London, W.C.1

THE SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY

o, 365 —~THE SECREET PEOPLE; or,
A Vivid Talo of Adventuro and Delsctive
Work in tha Heari of tho Salilte.

No.356—TH 5
A Magnificent Story of Dr. Huxton Ryuwer's

Adventuro in England,  Featuring alss that
Captivating Characlor, Mary Troni, ste,

No, 357.—THE MYSTERY O

Deteclive Adventure.
“The Prisonce of Elliz Tslend,”

‘No, 352.—THE TRAILOF THE TTHER 1

0 AR D Ry Ay (i Ay A e A e ey 4

——

A e a

8

NOW ON SALE!

e T

Burning Sands,

CAS

E OF THE
CLAIRVOYANT'S RUSE,

)

o
P THE

ABANDONED COTTAGE, £l

Tale of Bafiine Mystory and Anigzipg

By the' Author of \iz

within 7 days of receipt, 18/- CHOOSE 76 STAMPS FREE {rom lurge pickel g or,The Pirates of Hoang Ho I: )

oniy. Reduced from 25f-, Cash sent with BLUE TABEL APPROVALS, — Ask l%(3:' Stor i i bt B .

;‘E{E;f“d iy i %{?tt rinp I?&fwa“' it viha bodtgge. 5L, CoRyN, 4 Story of FPhrilling Adventuro in China, &)

i Raj1g! an atel is x ave Creet, istable, ent. !

‘ r;%l;!ned within 7 daws. Send Price fourpence each. &

S S fosr iy o nhoe o { Gureyourselfas ' &
SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON), LTD, ?TOP RSTAMM ERING ] furgvquirseltas Get your copies to-day. &)
wept. 883), 94, Quesn's Road, Brighton, Sussex. | B Fondoy fuy (LUGHES, 7, Southampton J

Printed and published every Monday by the Proprigtors,
Eeglstored for trapsmission by Oanadian xigaamu Posk.
and New Zes'sudi Messrs. Qoido:

'

0 & Gotch, Lid.; and for

Ibe Amnigrinated Prass 0429), Lid., 1. ‘lept H .G 3
Submrlpuo?n B I?lwga;:fld ¢ '.lé:e i.'ﬁes way Hooge, ]::arrzugdou Street, London, E.C.4. Adveriisementoflicen: The Vles
ads, The Im p

DEr ansu, 59, 6d

Lway House, Farringdou Strest; London, E.04.
. for six mopths. Bola agents for South Afring: 3 ¥ daty
erial News 00u' Ld, Wruaanpoe Saturder, Novembor 15tk 1904, 0 Coneral NeW Agency, Lid._sale suorie for Adatialia

-



	BF 1223_Page_01
	BF 1223_Page_02
	BF 1223_Page_03
	BF 1223_Page_04
	BF 1223_Page_05
	BF 1223_Page_06
	BF 1223_Page_07
	BF 1223_Page_08
	BF 1223_Page_09
	BF 1223_Page_10
	BF 1223_Page_11

