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| TP HEY called him the Bounder.
o I was bestowed upon him the first d“:i he
"~ tF came to St. Egbert's, and it stuck to

bulk® ihe Bounder.” Even after the Lyndale
“Hootball match—— Bat that 1s my story.
U was perhaps natural that St Hgberts
- mhal take cxception to him. They were very
Beive at St. Egbert's, and they fancied
fkalves immensely. The Bounder was not
§of them. He was with them, but not of
O them. lc came to the gchool on a scholarship—
R e sy, beggarly scholarship, as Higgs, of the
Kifth, put it. "The chaps couldn’t be expected
& stand it They cut him from the start, most
thom. From thoe hmughty Pooh-Bahs of the
Sixih, down to the littlest and inkiest fags, the
gpised the Bounder, and treated him accord-

llllll
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DMPARd the worst of it was that the Bounder
¢ hde't soom to mind it very much. He seemed
Cuige Tl 1n the sifuation at & wlance, as it wers,
H f H}J;tat_jtﬂ' dﬂwnr'_ﬁﬂ EI g};ﬂﬂﬂﬂ a guiat, plal

L aeeE of fdllow, pot very Sandsome,
q: nk, Leheerful «fate, “nd - a body  wyll
- ideweloped by manly exercises. e kept wvery
“ismeh to ‘himself, only spoke when he was
" J#ppken to, and took his exclusion with aggravat-
- #0t was just as if the cad was looking down
@n us, instcad of us looking down on him,”’
v Hapgs complained to his friends. ‘‘It's annoy-
“ that's what it is. But what can you ex-
 peet,”” he went on plaintively, * when Corcoran
~ {Babks him up in that idiotic way?”

" Coreoran was captain of St. Egbert’s and he
“was about the only fellow there who wasn’t
" down on the Bounder. He didn’t care a single

Y

o

rap whether a chap’s father was a duke or a
“dustman, so long as he behaved himeelf

décently, and turned up regularly in the play-
ime fields. They argued with Corcoran, they
Slked with him, and at him and round him,
Wt they couldn’t convert him from this shock-
‘Ing heresy. The captain of St. Egbert’s always
had a cheery word or nod for the Bounder.
But even he had no idea how dearly the
Bounder, in his heart of hearts, prized those
friendly signs.

The dead set made against the Bounder ex-
cluded him from meost of the life of the school.
He declined to join the clubs when Corcoran
‘asked him, because he knew that his joining
would make bitter blood, and perhaps get the
‘captain himself’ into difficulties. It was the

summer term when he came to St. Egbert’s, and
ho was néver seen to.take up a bat all the time.
He was pretty fmgqﬂar in the gym, but the
prejudice of the rest kept him off the cricket
Eel&.  This gave Corcoran the impression that
he didn’t care for the school games—a wholly
mistaken impression. Football was on new, but
nobody expected ‘the Bounder to take an
interest in it. _
Bounder felt his seclusion so keenly as when he
saw the boys going down to the football ground
for the good old game, He was contemptuously
alluded to as a ‘““swot’ by the very boys who

would have bitterly opposed admitting him to.

the games, and Corcoran was so far influenced
by public opinion, and by his mistaken impres-
«ion of the Bounder, that he never onece thought
of him when he was puzzling how to make up
the college fifteen, |

The school game was Rugger, and at Rugger,
as at everything else, the Saints fancied them-
zolves extremely. But no one could deny that
this season the school was in shocking bad form.
Some of the first fifteen of last season were

gone, others were off their form, and Corcoran’s’

new recruits were far from being conspicuous
successes. The captain was worried; the foot-
ball reputation of the college was dear to him,
and he hatpd to see the colours of St, Egbert's
going down time and again.

[ “We amn’t so bad in the scrum,” he said
to a meeting of seniors in his study one
afternoon. ‘‘But where are we to find any

| Lyndale?

{ marked Harris, of the Sixt

The :t-nma ;'-‘-fﬂlﬂ he saw the

him ever afterwards. His pame wa#
 Liaence; but he was never called anything

1t - Wit-h: A,

‘this afterncon.”

But never, probably, had the

They've licked us once, and they’'ll
lick us again. Hanged if 1 don’t feel inclined
to chuck the whole thing up, and seratch the
rest of the matches! What's the good of mak-
ing exhibitions of ourselves?’

And the meeting looked glum in concert.

“Look at that beast,” said Higgs, with a nod
towards the window, The Bounder, with a bag
in his hand, was crossing the quad towards tne
gates. * Going off on a jaunt, as usual, while
we’'re worryin’ our brains out. A lot he cares

“for the honour of the school, don’t hel”

‘“Well, after the way you've treated him,
what do you expect 2’ asked Coreoran. ** You're
an unreesonable animal, Higgs.” b

“I wonder where ne's Tm , though?’ re-

., “Do you know,
regularly, every half-holiday, he trots off with
that procious bag under his arm. My fag told

undemt;tlng football things
into it one day before starting.”

Corcoran’s brow wrihkled. .

““He doesnh’t play footer, does he!’
- “He play!” said Higgs eontemptuously.

"“He can't do anything except swot over filthy

Latin, and keep his nose in the air. Ha, ha!
Fancy the Bounder playing the game'!"
““He's got the cut of a footballer, ‘_5&1(1
Corcoran, his eye following the Bounder. * He
ought to be able to play. If he knows anything
about the game, he might make us a recruit.
The meeting stared at the captain aghast.

““Youw'd ask that horrid bounder to play for |

il

the school !’ gasped Higgs.

“ Certainly, if he could help ue keep our end
up,”’ repliexd Corcoran. |

‘* Then—then 1 wouldn't play.”’

““ Quite so,” said the captain, with a nod.
“You wouldn't, because you're the worst in
the team, and 1 should have to turn you out to
make room for him.” i

There was a laugh, and ng}gt turned red,
% Bat it’s no wood discuseing impossibilities,
said the captain, with a sigh. “ lLet's put our
heads together and

may as well chuck footer, and take to playm’
marbles.” _ ‘

And so they discussed the question without
much profit.

But those mysterious excursions that the
Bounder made every half-holiday remained 1n
Coreoran’s mind. He wondered where the
Bounder went, and he decided to ask him in a
friendly way. As captain of the school, he
ought to know something abeut it. And the
fag’'s story of football things in the bag rather
made him curious. _ _ ‘

The Bounder returned just in time for
calling-over. He looked healthy and cheerful,
and a little tired. The captain found an eppor-
tunity of speaking to him.

“Hallo,”” he said, ‘‘you were off, as usual,

“Yes, Corcoran.” |
“1 don’t want to be curious about your busi-
ness, old eha;F,” said the captain, “‘ but these
excursions of yours are a bit mysterious.
Would you mind enlightening me?”
If any other fellow at St, Egbert’s had asked
that question the Bounder would have stared

at him quietly, and turned on his heel. With |
Corcoran it was different.
“Not at all,” he replied cheerfully. “1 go

over to Aybrooke. You know, that’s where my
people live, and it’s only five miles from the
cu::rllg{!:e.” o

“You go to see your a?’

““Yes: ga.nd for gf-her Iﬁ?ﬁgs"‘

“ What other things? Not to play footer?”

“Yes, .if you want to know,’”’ said the
Bounder, after a long lpnuﬂe. “1T used to
belong to the Aybrooke club, you know. I go
over to play with them whenever they have a
match, and I can get awav. I like to keep up
the footer, and they always give me a welcome.
You see, they're of my own class, and good
fellows.” |

‘““Yon never told me you played footer?”

““ You never asked me.”

'““ No, because——— Well, why don’t you join
the clubs?”

“Because I'm not wanted. Even a Bounder
may have glimmerings of pride, you know.
Besides, 1 don’t suppose I should be of any
usc¢ to you, Corcoran. There’s no good a chap
shoving himself in where he isn’t welcome, and
making bad blood.” _

Corcoran pursed his II?IE; thoughtfully, reply-
ing only with a nod. The Bounder walked
away, leaving the captain of St. Egbert’s deep
in thought.

Corcoran knew something of the quiet, ster-
ling character of the boy all 8t. Egbert’s spoke
of as the Bounder. He knew there was more
in him than met the eye. He wondered
whether he was up to the form of the first
fifteen. He said no word, but he thought the

more,

Ahree-quarters to make a show against, say,| The following Saturday the Bounder was off

|
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see how we are to iu'qrrm-*p h
the team. 1f we let Lyudale lick us again, we |
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the Boundef to. recognize him.

A Magnificent Long, Complete Football Story.

By Popular CHARLES HAMILTON,

Author of *‘ Football Fﬁrruue,” &c., &c.

as usual. And there was wonder in the play-
ing fields of St. Egbert's, for Corcoran, the
captain, was missing. He had gone off some-
whiere without confiding his object or destina-
tian to anybody—merely asking Smith major to
keep an e¢ye on the practioce.

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Corcoran’'s Pleasant Surprise.

of The Boys’ Frien

g HE Bounder! Oh, the Bounder!”
Corcoran muttered the words more |

in sorrow than in anger.
He was standing under an oak-tree
on the green at Avbrooke, intently watching a
game of Rugger. Round the ground was a large

crowd, following the game with keen interest..

The St. Egbert’s captain stood at a little dis-
tance, but he lost no phase of the game.

The two sides were pretty average—with one
exception. That exception was a player in the
Aybrooke ranks.

Corcoran had seen some fine Rugger played,
He had watched the New Zecalanders and the
Springboks. But he had never seen a finer

three-quarter back than the lad who was called |

“the Bounder” at St. Egbert’'s College, but

who was the hero of the hour at this quiet
village.

And that his own people were proud of him |

wiis easily to be seen.
work cheers
nan :

“ Bravo, Lawrence !’

** That's right!”

“Well run—well run, sir!”

* Hurrah - :

A red-faced old fellow stood close to the
ropes, watching with all his eyes. The com-
ments of the others showed Corcoran that it was
the Bounder's fathew The red face was glow-
g with pride at his son’s achievements.

Corcoran kept back himself. He didn’t want
| But he lost
fiothing of the play. He watched the Bounder
through the whole game from start to fiffish,
7 And I thought he couldn't play football,”
said St. Fgbert’s captain to himself, as at last
the match ended, and he strolled ‘away. * My
hat! T shall have a bone to pick with that
c¢hap when he comes back to the coll.”

He did not speak to the Bounder then. He
left him surrounded by an admiring crowd, and
walked to the station. He returned to the
college, and was immediately questioned as to
what he meant by deserting the big side
practree that afternoon. |

“T've been on a voyage of discovery,” he
explained.

“And what
Higgs. |

““ A new three-quarter for the first fifteen.”

“ Where did you ,pick it up ” asked Higgs,
grinning.  “ I suppose this 1s a little joke of
yours, Corky " |

**Not at all. I've got a rod in pickle for the
Lyndale lot. Higgs, old son, the first fifteen
will be forced to prefer your room to your
company.’’

Higgs coloured.

‘*T don’t mind standing out to make room for
a better man,” he said. ** Any decent fellow,
of course, would be willing to do that.. But
who's the recruit?® =

“ Lawrence.”’

kG Whﬂ?”

“* Lawrence.'* _

““Do you mean the Bounder 7"

:‘Y'EE.,,

““You are joking, T presume?”

** Never more serious in my life,
replied Corcoran cheerfully.

** Look here, if you think the football com-
mittee will stand it——" '

“1 think they will,” said Corcoran quietly.
“The committee’s going to meet after tea 1n
my study, to discuss the question.’’

““ There's going to be a row, then.”

l (5 Rﬂ.tﬁ !" ! ¥

Higgs lost no time in spreading the alarming
report that Corcoran had zone off his rocker,
and meant to play the Bounder against Lyn-
dale. The fellows simply refused to believe it
at first, Corcoran was joking with Higgs, they
said. He couldn’t mean it; he ocouldi’t,
shouldn’t, mustn’t mean it. There should be a
mutiny first.

The committee met in the captain’s study in
a humour of expeetancy. They didn’'t know
what to believe, but they were determined that
the Bounder should not play for St. Egbert's,
if they knew 1it. | :

Corcoran came to the point at once. He
referred to the generally rotten state of the
school three-quarter line, and made the happy
anpouncement that he had discovered a new
recruit, who would bring credit on the old
school, and give St, Egbert’s a decided leg-up
in the coming Lyndale match.

‘“But what’s his blessed name?’ asked
Harris uneasily. |

At every fine piece of
burst forth, coupled with his

have you " discovered?’ asked

Higgy,”

|

“ Lawrence.”’

“Then what Higgs has been saying 1s true

“I really don’t know what Higgs has been
saying, or whether it 1s true or not: neither is
this meeting called to discuss the sayings 'of
Higgs,” replied Corcoran calmly. * Higgs can
say what he likes—generally something sully.
Lawrence is going into the first fifteen. ‘Any
objections?”’ |

** Yes!” was the unanimous retort.

© Btate 'em.””

“He can’t play.”

** He plays liké a Springbok.”

“How do you know 2"’

“* Because [ went over to Avbrooke this after-
noon to see him play, and he was just great.
You should have seen him.” :

“Rot! Playin’ in some blinking willag
team—— |

“* Do you know more about Rugger than I do,
Harrie?” asked Corcoran unpleasantly. “1f so,
perhaps St. Egbert’s would rather have you as
captain of the zports.”

“ Well, supposin’ he can play?’

“No supposin’. He can play.” |

U 8till, we don’t want such a howling out-
sider in the team. Wae're decent fellows. He's
What is he? Blessed if T know!”’ ecried
Northeote  indignantly. ““His father’s a
blessed watchmnaker, or something.”

“TU'm not going to ask his father to play;
though I’'m too stupid to see that it’s degradin’
to make watches, if he makes good ones. And
I believe he does.”

“That’s not what 1
class—he’s not like us.”

““ No, and a jolly good thing, teo. If he were,
I shouldn’t want him in the first fifteen, It's
because he’s head and shoulders better than the
best of you that I want him.”’

There was a howl of indignation.

“To cut the matter short,” said Corcoran.
“I'm captain ol this fifteen, «and I'm going to
pick my men where I like.”

“Then the team ought to refuse to play,”’
snarled Higgs.

Corcoran’s eyes sparkled.

““ Any man that refused to play would never
dave a chance of playing again for the school
s0 long as I'm captain.” he said grimly. *“If
there’s any mere rotting, I'll take a junior
fifteon into the field. You can all stick out
vou like.”? i

Dubious looks were exchanged, Cq’rbﬁr?‘ﬁvaﬂ
a determined fellow, and he was giite capable
ot carrving out his threat.

“Well, you're captain,”
long pause. \

“Tias that enly just occurred to vou

“We'll play, of course; we couldn't' desert
the college and let the Lyndale chaps say we
funked meeting them. But we don’t like i,
Corecoran.” \ .

“Loamp it. then,” said the captain of Si.
Egbert's.

And the meeting broke up.

A little later Corcoran Ilooked
Bounder's study.

“Hallo!”

“Hallo!” gaid the Bounder cheerfully.

“We shall want vou on Wednesday."”

“Eh?’ said the Bounder, not understanding.

Five Minutes With
Sal‘ldOW- .

1.

What Part of the Day to 'E#nr:iu.

No hard and fast rule can be laid down : exercige
according to leisure and inclination, but never until
two hours have elapsed since the last nieal.
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mean. He isn't our
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What to Wear When Exercising,

Exercise stripped down to the waist if possible,
flannel trousers supported by an elastic belt (not tao
tight) ; i a singlet is worn it ghould be of wool and eut
away round the arms. Avoid anything tight round
the wrista and neck. _

Where to Exercise.

Exercigse in a large weli-ventilated room with the
windows wide open, or even in the open air, if con-
venient, taking care to avoid chills and (frm:ghﬁaf
If possible, stand before a looking-glass, a8 it enables
yvou to see the varions muscles at work ; it helps you
to gain a greater command over each individual muscle.

&

How Long to Exercise. :

This is a very difficult question to answer, and a
certain amount of common-sense must be brought to
bear on the subject by the pupil. As a general rule
the average person will find five or ten minutés per day
enough to start with, gradually working up to
minutes per day, as the pupil gets more accustonied to
the work. Don’t mistake laginess for weakness.

Abnormal Development Iimpossible. &

It muat be clearly understood that if the exercisea
are performed according to the directions given, all
the muscles in the body will be developed in an equally
perfect manner, and that no muscles in the body are

"abnormally developed at the expense of others.

The exercises will be equally suitable for those who
are no in robust health and who wish to develop
themselves into sound men, and for those who are now
healthy and strong but who wish to obtain great
musgcular development. .

Boxing will be dealt with in the first of these articles,
then wrestling, football, hockey, running. walking, ete.,
and special exercises for the development of the
principal muscles used in these np-?rtﬁ will be illustrated

and described.
(To be continued.)

N.B.—We urge upon our readers to write to No. 4,
Sandow Hall, Victoria Embankment, London, W.C.,
and they will receive by return of post a imnkiet
entitled “ Sandow’s Way to Health and Strength,”
which describes how Sandow developed his great
strength, and how others may improve their physical
condition in a similar manner. |



F_,_..f ooked a good side as they went into the field.

The Boys’ -Realm. ‘' §

““We shall want you on Wednesday—the Lyn-
dale match, you know.” * ?
The Bounder stared at him wide-eyed.

“You don’t mean that you want me to play
for the school ! - :
“*Yes; that’s just exactly what I do mean.”

‘“But { can’t!”

“I saw you at Aybrooke to-day.”

“You saw me?’ exclaimed the Bounder, in
amazement. | -

“Yes; 1 went over on purpose. I had
smelled a rat, you see. We want you; we can't
do without vou. You’'ll play?’

‘“The fifteen won’t like it.”’

“I'm asking vou.”

“I'd do anything o oblige you, Corcoran.
I'll be glad to play. But—"’

**No buts. Remember, I depend upon you.”

And Corcoran went away whistling.
THE 3rd CHAPTER.
The Bounder'as Triumph.

HE match day came—a clear, cold day,

with a sharpish wind blowing. The

St. Egbert’s fifteen were not feeling

particulurly cheerful when they turned

out. The presence of the Bounder in their |
ranks was as a thorn in their side.

Black looks had been cast at the Bounder
many a time and oft since his selection for the
first fifteen. But they had no more effect upon
him than they might have had upon a stone
image. He was plaving to please Corcoran,
and for the sake of the school, and the diszust
of the others was nothing to him. Something
like contempt shone in his steady eves when be
caught u nasty look. It was for all the world,
as Higgs had said, as if he were looking down
upon them instead of being looked down upon.
And that made the Saints very wild.

The sight of the Lyudalers in their - blue
shirts, looking very fit, rather pulled the team
together. BStronger®than any other feeling in
their breasts was the desire to beat the rival
side. They counld even forgive the Bounder if
he put up a good game.
that was unpossible. What did the Bounder
kuow about Rughby ?

“He’ll let us down: that's what be’ll do,”
‘groaned Harris. * The Lyndalers will have the
grin of us, He'll make an exhibition of himself.”
~ *“And of us,”’ grumbled Northoote. “ [ am
convinoed that old Corky 18 off his rocker.”

*Nat much doobt®about that. Look at the
Bounder-—~how smug he looks!”’

“Mhe beast!™

“ Now, then, what are you grousing about?”’
broke#n Corcoran. ‘‘ Pull yourselves together,
lads 'y The Lyndale lot are in first-class form.
Do wbha know at their captamn, Bruce, has
kicXed goals for lthe county " —

It was not cheerful news. However. the

aints pulled themselves together, and they

Round the ropes clustered about all St.
Egbert's, eager to see the match, still more
eager to see what kind of an exhibition the
Bounder would make of hims¢lf. It was noted
that the Bounder looked very cool and self-

, and not at all oppressed by the know-
iedge that he was facing the most dangerous
tcam the school ever met, and that the Lyndale
captain had kicked goals for his county.

But then, of course, that was just like his cheek !

The kick-off fell to the Saints, against a cut-
ting wind. That was bad luck to-start with,
and the Lyndalers did not fail to take advan-
tage of it. They were soon in the home terrl-
tory, coming on gaily, and the first scrum was
formed right up to the school twenty-five.

The Lyndalers were mostly bigger and

eavier than the Saints, and 1L was soon seen

s

But, as Higgs said, |

e

that their pack outclassed the Saints. In spite |

of the shouted encouragement from the crowd
to buck up and put their beef into it, the school
forwards were vielding to the steady pressure
of the Lyndalers. The ball came out from a
maze of legs, and a Lyndale three-quarter cap-
tured it and was off like a shot,

Then there was a sudden roar from the crowd.

The blue shirt was down, a red jersey over
| him, and the ball, dropped from his hands, had

been captured by Harris in a flash. Who had
made that prompt tackle?

The Bounder!

Harris made a good run, and the next scrum
was well in the enemy’s territory. The St
Egbert’s pack bucked up for all they were
worth, but again the superior 'weight of the
Lyndalers told. - :

““ Plav up, Saints!” cried Corcoran.

The Saints played up, but it did not avai
them. The ball came out to a Lyndale three-
guarter, who escaped with it, and beat the
home defence, and passed just in time to a
comrade as he was tackled. and that comrade,
handing off the school full-back, ran in and
grounded the leather right under the bar.

“Try! Try!” shuuteﬁ the supporters of the
visitors gleefully. -.

The iry was easily .converted, and Lyndale
‘were five points up. :

Kick-off was followed by a vigorous attack
by the Lyndalers, and a scrum was formed in
the home half. On the outskirts of it hung the
three-quarters with eager-eyes. The ball was
heeled out by the home forwards, and a home
three-quarter was on it like a flash. .
& Eiﬁ he went, like a streak of red across the
eld.

Three Lyndale forwards streamed into his
path, and he dodged two of them, and left the
;hi]rfd ou his back, and handed off a clutching
alf.

Then on, running hike a racer.

And a gasp of amazement came from the crowd.

““The Bounder!”

They had never seen a finer burst on the
Rugger field. And the man who was doing it
was—the Bounder! .

The despised Bounder!

But he would never get through—never if
Lyndale could help it! There was only the
full-back 1n his path, but a three-quarter was
racing on almost within reach of him. The
crowd gasped as the pursuer made his tackle.
As if instinctively feeling his penil, the
Bounder made a spurt,- and shot just ouv of
reach of the clutehing OGngers.

“*Well rup, sir! Oh, well run!” roared the
crowd. ‘

-And then came cheering cries.

** Buck up, Bounder!”

“ Buck up, old man!”

But the full-back was upon 3
the Bounder twisted! The full-back made his
tackle, ‘but tiie Bounder worinedd sut of 1t Foss
an eel; the Lyndaler staggerad and almost
went. down, while the Bounder tore on over
the hne.

“Try!" shrieked St. Egbert’s, as one man.
“Try! Oh. glorious!”

A try it was, and when it was converted, the
crowd cheered frauntically. Five for Bt
Egbert’s—and the score was equal.

“Good old Bounder!”’

A strange smile came over the Bonader's
flushed face. .

It was strange and thrilling to the outeast to
hear -himself cheered by the bhoys of St
Egbert’s. | | -

The rame went on, with varying fortune.

Fvery eye now followed the Bounder, and
marked his play. And splendid play 1t was,
At half-time no further score had been made,

‘The Bounder had scored a try with two of the enemy clinging to him. Loud ]
and long rose the cheering. ek _ '
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but St. Egbert’s had held their own; and}
everyone knew that half their success was due
to the Bounder. 'The home team was out-
classed by the visitors—except for the Bounder.

He was worth any two of the Lyndalers. What }

speec] ! Whai resource! What Leenncss!
(iood old Bounder!

Half-timne gave the two teams a much-needed
rest. The game had been a gruelling one. In
the interval Corcoran spoke ::heeri?y to the
Bounder.

** Keep it'up, old son. Only keep it up, and
you'll see.” .

And the Bounder grinned. |

“T'll do my best for the school, Corcoran,”

“ Not that K the school deserves it at your
hands. said Corcoran. ' “* But I fancy there’s a
change coming, old man.” 1

The second half opened amid breathless .ex-
citemment on the part of the ecrowd. Nobody
would be surprised now at anything the
Bounder did. But the Lyndalers were bucking |
up, too, and they were not done yet.. A try
fell to the visitors, and a little later the Lyn-
dale skipper dropped a goal in fine style.

Then came the Bounder’s chance once more.

He received a pass from Harris, and was
away like lightning. His quick eye had noted
an opening in the enemy’s defence, and he was
swift to take advantage of it. He went through
Lyndale like a knife through cheese, and made
a splendid burst for the goal-line, A three-
quarter raced at him and made his tackle, but !
could hot stop him. The Saints cheered
frantically as tﬁey saw the Bounder dash on
with the foe clinging to him. The full-back |
dashed out, and under his tackle the Bounder
staggered, recqvered himself, and plunged for-
ward, VEds

“He's down!” 00 S bt L

Down he was, but right on the lingé, and the
ball was grounded well over, and the Bounder

ing to him. % :
ud and long rose the cheering.

And though the try was not converted, the
home crowd was wild with delight.  Loud and
louder rang their shouts. -

“ (tood old Bounder!” '

Hard and fast play, with no advantage to
either side, followed. Minutes wore away, and
scrum followed serum, and there was no
scoring. The Saints began to look at their
watches, and to realise uneasily that the visi-
tors were four points ahecad.

But now the school made a fine advance, and
with as pretty a bit of combined play as one
could wish to see, brought the leather up to
the enemy’s line, and Harris crossed. . It was
another try to St. Ecbert’s, and they were now
ten to twelve.

'Then more hard work, heayy scrummaging,
and little rcsult.

Prioted and thﬁshed weekly by the Proprietors, the Lnﬁumnn Press, Lyp., of 1,

te House, Carmelite Street, London, England.  Subscriptiop, 7s. per annum, Saturday, February 9th, 1807,

The Lyndalers could not |

1
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enlarge their score, but they .cnﬁmed'
certain victory,  Minutes were precious
and still the school were baflled Ly the vi N

“ Buck up, Bounder!”
“Give us one more!” Wil e (0

The Bounder’s eyes sparkled.” -He |
watehful as a cat. If he only had & ehan

It was close upon time now. - 8

But the chance was to corae, though if
have escaped any less keen and ready p
than the Bounder. .

The Lyndale back sent the ball up the fi
and the Bounder swooped down upofi 1t hike
sireak of lightning. L :

Round him the Lyndalers closed. There
a foe on either side, two rushing on i {r
one behind = with outstretched, clutck
fingers. The Bounder could not have got
of them unless by a miraele; but he di
think of trying. He ran forward a few paces,
drepped the ball, caught it beautifully as 1t
rose, and sent it soaring through the air. The
next instant he was down, with three blie
jerseys sprawling over him, but the eyes of the

crowd watched the flight of the ball.

‘“* Goal V'’ shrieked all St. Egbert's, as the
leather flew over the bar. ' Goal!” ' |
The whistle went two seconds later. |

The Bounder staggered to his feet. = Therg
was blood on his face from a damaged nose,
and he limped a little. But he was smiling.

“* Hurrah! Good old Bounder!” -

The crowd surged over the field. ‘'The
Bounder was caught up in willing arms, and
carried off shoulder-high. And the first man to
seize him was Higgs, of the Fifth, yelling and
cheering like a maniac. |

It seemed like a dream to the Bounder.

But it was real enough. . He had been the
outcast—he was now the hero of the school.
Whatever fauits the Saints possessed, a healthy -
love of sport, and a deep and sincere admira-
tion for a splendid player of the grand old
game, could be numbered among their virtues.
They forgot that the Bounder was a pariah—
he was a hero! He played the game as the
had seldom seen it played before. He had wo
the great match for St. Egbert’s—won it on th
stroke of time. They did not merely take him
to their hearts, they idolised him.

The PBounder never last his name. [Even
after the Lyndale match they still called him
the Bounder, but in an affectionate, playful
sort of way, devoid of offence. And when new
boys come to St. Egbert’s, and talk footer,
and think they know something about the
game, the old boys smile supertor, and say:

“But you should have seen the Bounder,
play Lyndale!” .
THE EXD. -.

(Next week *The Winning Goal” by Charles Hamilton.)
' Don't miss it.) |
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