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. THE Tet CHAPTER.
A Caso of Dry-Rot.
-4 T'S rotten!" said Thurlow dismally.
“Boastly ! " said Montague.
**Makos us Jook wuch silly oescs, you
know ! remarked Vernon. i
“ Blesed if 1 know what to do sbout it,
though,’" said the first speaker. It eeems as
if a sort of rot hes sct in in this echool.”

We used to play a Food game—""
* Once upon a time," murmured Montague.
** And now—-"
“Now we've just had our eleventh consecu-
tive licking."
“It's rotten!’” .
| ' That ain't the word for it. Did you notice
i how the Updule fellows were chuckling alter
o P

zme?
";ive goals fo nil! 'Nuff to make them
klo! "
. *Yuus, by Jove!” said Vernon. "I never
+ felt suoh a silly ass in my life, you know. It
seems that we can't win.'
1'"'Wa'd botter chuck up footer, and take to
playing marbles, think!" eaid Thurlow
despondently. N
“And the committee of the Sixth Form st

St. Ronan's, gathered together in Dick

Thurlow’s study, looked ut one another with

doleful glanccs.

~ {Matters were indeed in & particularly

“rotten ' state ot St. Ronan's just then,
‘Eleven consccutive deleuts on the footbull-ficld,

reocived by u college that had prided itsell on

ats play, were enough tp make the St. Ronunites
| paure and consider themselves.

" They had attributed it 1o a run of bad luck
at the start; but when tho bad luck had lasted
[ through threo-qunrters of the ecason, they felt
that they had to look further for the caueo
of it
A.ILhnugh they did not like to admit it, they
had a hazy fecling that tho fault was in them-

selves. They liked footer. They played the
geme lecauso they liked it, but they didn't
dike work.

hera wna one fellow in the Sixth Form at
St. Ronan's who played the gamne as it ehould
be played. lle was the finest forward the
“sthool had ever scen, and his name was Bob
Yorke, and Bob Yorke had eolemnly with-
drawn [rom the first cleven, and kicked the
st of the pavilion from his feet, so to speak,
rly in the season.
iAsked for his reasons, he had stated. in the
inest of plain English, that ho didn’t intend
. v any longer with a team made up of
ackers, who went out Jooking for fick-

orke was a North-country [ellow, with huge
inbs and u franli and honest nature, and he
Wd n painful way of telling the plain, un-
rnished truth at” all times and on all occa-

be truth from Yorke's lips had jarred on
0 nerves of the first eleven. They liked to
¥ footar, hut, then, they wanted 1o play in
M easy-going, gentlemunly sort of way, with-
08L muking any great efforts, or spoiling their
o jerseys.
orh,‘hwlzﬁ exprossed Lis opinion, and
hed his hands of St. Ronan's football, was
erfully left out of the ecloven; but after
the team had worse Juck than over.
hurlow was captain, and he was the best-
tured follow nt St. 's; but it was
Mginning o dawn on tho St. Ronanites, and
upon Thurlow himeoll, that a football captain
g r8quired other qualities besides -nature—
&bd mare important qualities, too,
Aa 0 matter of fact, Thurlow wos quite right
i saying that & “rot” had ect in ot Nt
Honan's. Follows were slacking, and slackin
record

roached now,
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played olevan matches, and counted up eleven
defpats. No wonder that even tho eusy-going
Thurlow was dispasnd to be enappy.

first. aloven had just come home from
a match—the eleventh licking,  Tive goals to
nil was rathes a severe defeat. even for St
Ronan's, and the fellows were worried a little
about_it. )

Their opponents had apenly grinned at them,
and had as openly ceased to make efforts in
the eacond half of the game. Without making
efforte, thoy had sucoceded in walking over the
St. Ronanites in an easy =ort of way.

It was not only the defeat that rankled; but
the first oleven felt their pride touched. They
wera all ‘ellows of the Fifth and Sixth—the
top Forms—and they had to keep up their
dignity in_the eyes of the youngsters.

Fourth-Farmers and Shell chape had greeted
them on_their return with impertinent ques.
i e juniors did mot ask, “Ilow did it
r They know boforchand how it was
certain tp go. They ssked. *Ilow many goals
were you licked by 7' which was a painful way
of putting

And it was no use cuffing them. Aa Mon-
tagus pathetieally complained, the more you
ouffed thom the more they shricked at you
from innccessible corners—shricks about lick-
ings and elackers and mufls, which were
exnsperating to the high and mighty scniors
of the Fifth and Sixth. 3

Thurlow had called a meeting of the foot-
ball committee in his etudy. They came in
with downerast foces. They found a notice

ioned on Thurlow's door in the sorawling
Bmd of a fag. It ran:

** Notico ta
h

Forms, —
Eleven  arg N
exchange  loot!ally

I
marbles and pegt. .
Dy urderr " RPS!

firo too,
clear  that

the Lower
he i

This little jolks of (ke
fagn did not increass the

threw it into the fire
But a crowd of juniors
wero yelling with Jaugh-
ter outside the study
window, and he could
not thruw them into the
It was pretty
something
would have to be done,

_The Boys’ Realm.

reriondy, Wo muff eversthing.  What we
want is 1o be bucked up, and made to work,
I've been ton casy-going; [ can see that now,
1t's a came of peneral slackiog, and T toll you
— | pleinly that | don't feel up to dealing with ic

1o remign 5
I, [ say, Thurlow, old chap!
“T mean what 1 eay. Bat 1 con suggest o

& new eaptain—one  who will pull the team
:(;Tf‘;!lluv‘rg::x; A0 the | through, nd zive us u chanea—if wa atill have
eniors, on crum. | o cingg the re g s
pled the  paper and M V5 (recond by wioning

'\'uivh Yorke,”
And a silence of aAmaze h
oo ‘:‘.";':.”“’_x‘! 1mazement foll upon the

THE 2nd CHAPTER,

joking, 1

o O il the nevior Forms wera suprese?™ | said
not to be Iaughed out of Thurlow shoals hia head
the schoal. “T'm not joking. | wean what
Bob Yorke was not a
member of the com-.
mittee, e had resigned terms, 1 supposa.
bis place thers, nud

had vot been neked back.

ba

and sometimes Tound n chanco of playing in
tean in tho noighbourhoad.

The committeo had expocted him to come !
he | You'ra a jolls good captain, Thurlow,

back and aek for his pluce again; but

adn't come back, and he showed po intention

of dloing s,

all tgroed that it was rotlen, that

thing ‘must be dore; and there they stuck.

Something certainly had to b done; but
ur-
low had an idea_in his hand, shich ho hesi-
n Ho waited
till they had all spoken; but nobody had any-

what 1t should be remained n mystery.
tated to communicato to the rest.

thing to suggest.
" Well,” snid Thurlow at

Club, and drop the game—!?

And be |aughed out of existence,” said
c “This is botter than that, though
lhlllmzn ure bad enough now. goodness knows |

Montage.

re's only one alternative.”

" You don’t mean to say you have an idea?"

"' A'sort of one.' said Thurlow slowly.
‘" Then get it off your chest, old cbap!'’

“Look here, tho fact is, wa haven't played
It was truo what Yorke gld us

hard enough.
to ovr faces—

** He had a doocid unpleasant way of puttin’

it!"” said Vernon.

“Perhaps he had; but it was true. We've
gamo

been slacking. We don't take the

Sinca loaving (he
first claven, Yorke had been hard up for foot-
ball, hut he put in a good deal of practicn by
himeif, helped the junior Forms a great deal,

o committee met with glum faces. They
h i it was
beasiy, that it was intolorable, and that some-

; lost, “are wa
going to disband the Sixth Form Football

, ie has such a_doncid unpleasant way
of puttin® things," said Vernon.

I you ean put np with the fags' sneering at
us, you can put up with Yorke's deuced une
u | pleazant war, Verns, old man.”

* But what can he do? said Montague. **1
don't see how Yorke can pull us out of this

Thurlow grinned.

“I'm too jolly good, and that's what's the
matter. T've thought it out. You fellows have
been slacking——""

‘* Oh, come, old chap; don't begin to talk like
Yorke "

" It's the plain truth. Tho joh's too hig for
mo, and I chuck it up. If you like to ok
Yorke to be captain, there's a chance for the
club yet. If not, wo may ax well dissolve it."

“T don't like the idea of asking him." said
Nortan; ** he will be able to crow over us,

** Yorke's not the sort ta crow over ansbody."

“Well, T'll do him that justice," ~ngreed
Vernon. " The only fault I have to find with
h;m m‘shnb bo has such a doocid unpleasant way

‘! Only, mind, if we ask him, and he consents,
we've got to play the game," suid Thurlow.
“There can ba no backing out afterwards
Yorke will be a real live captain, and his orders
will have to be obeyed.”

“ Yes; but—"

' You know my opinion.  Take it or leave it.
IX_ (cl!'you plainly, I've had enough of this rot-
ing.

Thurlow's tone was final. ‘He could be firm
on rare it was one of
those rare occasions naw. Thurlow was a good
footballer, and a good fellow, but Nature had
not made him for a leader. He wo back
mmubodif\ clsc up through thick and thin, so
long as he had his orders; but as a leader he
was lost. He realised it himself, too.

The foatboll commitree looked at one another.
The task of asking Yorke to be their captain
was not a pleasant one. But they didn't-like
to oppose Thurlow ; and, besides, they felt that
it was the only thing to bo done. The sugges-
tion had come as a surprise; but after the frst
surprise had worn off, most of them saw it to
be a good idea, and the only possible way of
saving St. Ronan's. N

For, slackers as they undoubtedly were, they
were good fellows all, and thoy had the honour
of their school vory much at heart. Thinga bad
got in a way of drifting, that was all, and had
gone from bad to worse, for want of a tight
hond on the rein. -

*“Well, is it agreed?” said Thurlow.

" Ye-e-e-es; I suppose so."” x

Thurlow rose briskly enough to his feet.

** Then let's get along and ask Yorke.”

* All of us?"

“ Yes, certainly. It will look like a deputa-
tion, and Yorke will sce that wo are all going
to back him up, il he accepts." S -

L' Oh, very well!” >

And the Sixth-Formers .made their way to
Bob Yorke's study. Yorke was sitting by his
window, repairing a very y-used [ootball
belonging to a hero of the Lower Fourth. He
lookeﬁ up as the fellows came in,” and o
rather grimly. Fia

' Hallot "

‘“ \We've come to sco
“ Well, bere I am.”
“ Wa've just played the Updales fellows—--""
“ Win?" asked Yorke sarcastically. $

The deputation of the Sixth Form blushed

\
you, Yorke—""

visibly., -

“No,” said Thurlow; *“we lost—five to
nought. We've come to ask you to rejoin the
frst oloven—""

“Can't be did." >

o Bat—at’ . .

"1 uwld you what I thought about you when 1
loft. Do you want me to repeat it

“Neno; but—-".
0o !]_\)url,,?| bg“n doocid unpleasant, Yorke, old
But I'd

tmp.”
v “pl don't want to be. unpleasant.
rather plsy in a fags’ eleven than in a team of
slackers." - e < S
' \We want. you to, rejoin s ekipper,” said
Thurlow. . "
Yorke gave a start. X
' You want to resign the captaincy to me?”’

door, written |

The members of the First Eloven at 8t. Rona
Thuriow's n the scrawling hand of & fw
brought a flush of anger and mortiication to thelr

found a notice pinned en
The glet of the notice
aces.

* Yen; and I'll back you up." i
Yorko wus silont for & few moments, avideotly
~ory much taken by surprise. Tha “deputation
watched hum anaiocusly.

¢ . ~
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The Boys’ Realm.

"1 svppome you've thoaght and talked  (his

0
prer ™ wand Yavke, at last
“Yem rather!
“1d do
i bat!

Tiwnlow, anly
Dot Rong (o refuse ™

You're
wy own terma
kvow the reason why,”

“We want 10 win,

of  course,™
Aostagoe

“But do you want to do the work that's

vecesaary 10 win'" wid  Yorke

i ract
“ Thiok it over Wwfore you make practioallx

we captan

If 1 bcome xour captain, 1 1 make you
;4.{ the pame. 1 shall keep you atat. 1 shall
ke you work. There wan't

#iacking —any more m

oFarctten’’
At lrast one
the unpat

o locked st one snother.,

marked, & " dooced
tiog st Tat they (o)
ST ahall ke
Yorke
not fooling about in pretty pick jerseys.
pay—real play; not Jickings wit
ml Ina word, I'm yoor capeain;
captain you. That's how it stands.
take it or Jegve 10"
“ We take it," said
**All may the rame?
Yoo " paid all,

vnpleasant way ” of

A:ﬂnulq- quietly,

1l make you skip 1™

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
Bomething Like a Reform, ‘
word

purning, suggestod that it was the

roper duty of a skipper to make his men skip;
bt the firet elnven 1

slence. They were not happy.
Thurlow kept hin word, and stuck (o his guns

like @ Dnton. He backed Yorke up through

thick and thin, without a question, even when
He set

be did ot agree with him in opinion,

1 face apainst any murmur of mutiny,
fact, proved himaelf n ton times better
than hn had ever been o captain, Yorke was
* Foing the whole hog." 1o mado the slackers
skip, and skip again, they hardly
ther they were on their heads or thetr heels,
Football practice beforn breakfast on  bitter
» id not suit the palate of the

=t Ronan's.  Sprinting round
5 ry evoning did not appeal
to them  But Yorke said the word,
did 1. The fiat had gone forth. There was to
be a reform at St. Ronan's. Yorke confided to
a friend that he would reform ‘em or kill ‘em,
and it seemed ta poor Vernon and some others
that the latter alternativo would prove to bo the
reault,

Vernon, for instance, lind a way of staring in
bed till the very last possible moment.  Yorke
bad often smiffed at hum, daocid "' uu-

deasant way, bLut had ntorfered with
birm.  Now Lie was football captain, however, it
was his duty to interfere, and Yorke was the
fellow o do his duty, though the skies fell. e

opted drastic measures with Vernon.
. *Get up!” he said crisply, oo Monday morn-
iny

'\"_'l“‘ i Mll, \'tmun.
v Get up !

* Who the doace are you ordering about?"
demanded Vernon, starting into broad wakeful-
pess 1o his amazement.
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We want you to captain us"
)

o: 1'm going Lo ancept, of T can accept on
I captain the eleven, the
wieven has ot 10 win the next metch, or 1'1

said

e any more
MuE peactioe bocause 1ty
cold. and Jounging belund the s, smoking

of the Siath-Formers bushed at

ubted!y bnd, ae Vernon often re-

t-
that he waa in the n:m‘.
You up to the mark," raid
* Regular practice, and real practios;
Hard
five gpoals to
I'm gOIDE 1o
You can

Thes the new regime commence
said Yorke; *“and, by gum, you

ONKE had said that he would make the
first eleven “akip,” and ho kept his
Montague, who had a taste for

rowned the punster into

“I'm ardering you about. I'm your football
caplain.”

“ Wo're not rln V' foottall now,™ o

2 You'll be playiug it mside of ten minutes.”

VU Rate! I'monot going to get o

Yorke 0 not reply.  Hao took a_jug of cold
water, and anverted it over Vernon's head, and
the slacker jumped up with a fendish yell :

“Ow! Owow! O.coohl”

He jumped out of bed, dashing the streaming
water from bix exes. He was inclined to ga for
Yorke on the spmt: but he refrained, for two
rasone. One was that he would have been
Auocked 1o pieces anoa fistical encounter with
the bix Northcountry fellow, and the other was
that he had secepted Yorke for his captain, and
was g fellow of his word.  He towelled his drip-
jung head, and submitted. 2

Veruon did not stay in bed after rising bell
after that. He had had his lesson.  But there
were diffcalties with others.  When  Yorke
came upon Norton one afternoon, #moking a
cigarette behind the pavilion, his brow grew
black as night.

* What's that?” roared Yorke.

Norton felt a slight inward tremor, but thero
wers fellows looking on, and he wasa't goung
to show the white feather.

“Tha It's a fag,” be drawled,

it out of your mouth."
Norton hesitated.

“Take it out, old cbap," muttered Montague.

“Hanged il T will!”" growled Norton, turn-
ing red with anger, 'm not going to be
hﬁ])«d."

“I'm captain of the first eleven,” gai
Yorke. **I warnad you beforehand that I was
going to b a real captain, and not an imita-
tion_ane."

" We're not on the football-fieJd now."
“But you will be, and you've got (o have
rome wind when you're there. You ought to
bo ashamed of these filthy tricks, anyway; and
as long as you're a member of my team, I'm
poing to cure you of them. 1 warned you that
you weren't to emoke."

1 shall smoke if 1 Like!”

*Take that cigarette out of your mouth!"
thundered Yorke.

Norton set hin tecth.

“ Sha'n't!" he said.

Yorke mrode towards him. Norton receded

a little, and tock the cigarette out of his
mouth being afraid, as a matter of fact, of
having it knocked down his throat. Yorke
threw his cap and jacket on the ground.

*“P'ut up your hands!™ be said.

* What?
“Put up your hands!"
 But—but—what do you mean?"

1 am poing to thrash you.
**Ob, I say, hold on!" said Montague. *“ A
fight between two of the Sixthb—it won't do,
‘orke.""
““It will have ta do. Norton has sct himself
vp ngainst bis eaptain., 1f he doesn't put up
lits hands, I'll sling him over my knce and
spank him.”
**You won't do that,
his teeth.
And be put up his hands. Fellows gathered
from far and near to sce the fight. Norton
hiad no chance from the first. In a few minutes
Lie was puffing end Dlowing, and he would haye
given worlds to have that cigarette unsmoked
at that mowent. He wanted every ounce of
wind Nature bad blessed him with, and he
badn't any to speak of. He was a sturdy
fellow, and he had pluck enough. But that
only made his punishment more severe. le
t+tood up to Yorke till he could stand no longer.
The football captain slegged him right and left,
and the mutincer received such a terrible thrash-
ing that ke bore the marks of it for weeks.
When, at lust, he lay on the ground, ard
couldn’t even get on his feet without help,
Yorke desisted. Norton admitted that he hed
enough. )
“I'm sorry,” said Yorke; * remember, I'm
captain next time, won't you, old chap?”’
Ie really looked sorry,” and Norton grinned
faintly through a mask of bruises.
“I'll remeimnber,"” he fvnp-d. .
He did remember. He bad smoked his last
cigarette.
Yorke's drastic measures could not be called
pular. DBut he knew very well that he would
f’: popular . enough il 'victory once more
favoured the St. Ronan's colours. Besides, he
didn't cnre whether he ‘was popular or not. He
knew his duty, and he meant to do it; and he
would have fought the whole first eleven in a
body rather than have given way an inch on s
single point. - -
And it could not be denied that the new
training was mnknnﬁo: difference to the eleven.
Fellows who had been unable to sprint round
the Close without puffing and blowing, found
that they could run miles without getling ex-
hausted.” Fellows who could rnot kick a ball
straight Jearned to doso when they wers kicking
at every avuiluble hour during the day. Yorke
kept them at it, at the risk of overdoing it.
They gradually eottled down to work, and found
their reward in deeper breathing, keener eye-
sight, bruced muscles, and strong nerves.
A -week after Yorke hud taken command,
there was a change in the first eleven_that
wos plain 1o the most casual glance. iero
was discontent, too, and in the second woek of
the relormation Vavasour went on strike.
Vavasour had had enough of eternal sprinting
and kicking, and heading, and when ordere
to turn out for an early morning practice, he
nelined.
‘It's raining,” he said,
Yorke glanced out of the window. p
“It's not enough to make the ground im.

" said Norton, Letween

1

Price =T BEach.
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possihle,” he snid.

1d.

— {

jolly wet."
ongh to make us Jjo S
o &hanie your clothes, I suppose
w Lok here, | can't come. B, of
ik oRed him up and down. Some of
the anleolers cxnected B () Vavasour felt

Norton, :
a be bl {rentss ke did not fouch him.
11, he said + I have been noticl r(
el e e Fifth lately, Thurlow
T eiping winger, and I had [N'..,nl.r..:.;‘z
"“-:rnulnpmr mind ta let new blood ml:cu 0
Bt cleven. e can have Varasours piaco.

‘avasour started. e
to-day, do you mean: 5
f‘:mn for the Jesl of :he ecason.
anged colour.
'\;\:‘:':0\:'1:0 gnin to turn me out Ig[[}tz
cen ™ he exclaimed, hardly able to believe,

said Yorke,

crvtn-'m turned out already,”

ing awayr. "
tu.x_nk:k here ; I'll come—

“It's_too late.” ;

AndYorke strode awas. avascur aad bis
friends could scarcely believe l! Robinson,
carnest, but it proved that he wa i
of the Fifth, was given his cap
team, to his huge delight.

Several of the clnvz_:l' remonst.
was asked in committes H
matter of Vavasour. Ilis reply was ('l'":d‘.'d

“You can turn mo out il you like,"" he said.
 You have the choice of keeping n.\; h:r your
captain, or kicking me out. .I'm re \f 0 KT’-G

*We don't want you to g0, said Montague.

“ Ol course we don't; don't be eo doocid un-

leasant.' R 5
R “Well, so long as I remain captain,
sour won't plny for the first eleven.
subject’s closed.” 5 "

And that scttled it. Strange to say, chafing
as they wero under his iron rule, the eleven
began to feel a strong admiration for Yorke.
They were fecling the benefits of the new
regime. They began to feel that their next
inatch would rot be so hopeless an affair as
he o h was with Turberville

The forthcoming match was wil urberville,
a neighbouring school. They had met Turber:
ville once already, and had been 'hnpﬂ.‘leslly
licked. They knew that tho Turberville fellows
wero looking forward to the return match as to
a comic play. They had asked their friends
to come and seo the fun. That St. Ronan's
could possibly get anywhere near winning
never entered into \lf‘:e calculations of the Tur-
bervillians at all. result of the match was
a foregone conclusipn; it was to h'm the
twelfth consecutive licking of St. Ronan's that
season. i

And so Thurlow had thought a fortnight be-
fore! But now a change had come o'er the
spirit of his dream.

When, alter school on the Friday before the
match, tho cleven turned out for a final prac-
tice, those who came to watch were amozed.
The running powers of the forwards seemed to
have doubled, and their dribbling was a
picture compared with what it had been a few
weeks ago. The backs scemed to be able to
stop the ball—a thing backs are generally sup-

osed to be nble to do, but which the St.

onan's back had never quite managed. The
goalkeeper kept the goal clear against really
ripping shots, and was oniy Leaten when the
shooting was next door to irresistible.

And the juniors of 8t. Ronan's no longer
shricked and chipped the first eleven. Thoy
yelled “Hurray!" at the top of their voices.
The first eleven was playing a scratch team,
and knocked them into a cocked hat. And the
first eleven came off the field feeling o little
more satisfied with their leader, and extremely
Ensl;;‘ﬁt? wir}}; then:iselvu

urlow thumped Yorke on the back as
left the eld. a8 they
“

Vava-
The

Good for you, old fellow,” he said; “I
hardly thought it would work out like this,
but it has!"

Nob Yorke laughed,

";x'iu, n?d 1 i-r:ciad' at ﬁruﬁ :jhat, the rot had
gono too far; A i
Rl el that ends wellii 0 UP/" he said.

will be able to do

“If we win to-morrow, you
wl}‘n{vvyouh lilkc with the team, [
@ shall win to-morrow, or there wil
deuce of n row,"” said Yorke. here miLbers

THE 4th CHAPTER,
The Result.
RIGHT and early the next aft.
B the 8t. Ronan's first was on ﬁf.""rn:?
:zﬁr:lllo g:’n\{nd."Tbe'kick-oH was at
- ree, and in time i
arrived a goodly crowd of lpneu.loorrlt.h‘N‘:tds:l,;
the Turbervillians were there, as was naturai
but crowds of fellows of all Forms had walked
or_rr,:ddm ml'e; from 8t. Ronan's,
cy wanted to see how the
:;olll’:lnglny,lgn(ll they wildl{ hop’e’éolro"rw:l :il:(;:fr;
e long run of bad luck
ung | » blight over the En. N had

lir:l‘egeu?rbeniulm: wero

"“'}K li Ronan's foot-
grinning when they

not mean {o bo rude, but 3
‘Iit.”'l‘hey had }nll ox; u‘é’l
me ¢
return match. The "73?«\?'"'“ l{"-' g:
l'?hé; m«\lhm: them exciled thejr ?no-
i resol vy
the visitors gucl n(\cniriv;c;ngt;‘ldten\sclm be

e Eight or nino goals to nil
& 8uitable reward f i
slacker alev. d for the nerve of the
Tusrbe'rvill:‘::,,::'u hed ‘dared to take

uch were the ki
team, and 1hey° 31(.‘;

ron & |
Wiy

ﬂe_’;-! ;‘S,qtu I'qq

But somchow it didn't Work

The game had not been arer® oug SN

; " lig,

before they realied that theped fivg'*s

in their opponenta, an 'y M4
.

It was the same team, o |
but a change had come .,'\L,‘:I'“:.\y i 4
amazing 83 it Was unexjpecye " thad Ny,
The lorwards apparertly o ",
and how to cdpture, how to
and how to stop their Oprone
Jikowiso. Tho halves had mw.
that it waa thoir duty to fee '
they fed them.  The backs
doubted ruth that thay ware
and theyAdo!end(\lA' Tho Roal
it borno in upon him that |y
to keep the ball out of the 4,

wa,

it out. Never before was y}, ""‘-
utterly amazed a8 the Turbers ., &
match wore on to tho interya|.

They didn't understand jt. 3
pluckily enough, in spite of the;, ¥
and gave tho visitors a hard 'y
had no man in the field why
Yorke's form, and Yorke's mq,
him up in a way that had ney,, \
a St. Ronan's match that reac,,
The leading was first-rate, ;. Lo |
was good—and fellows who hag ¢ foiy,

performances of St. Ronan's first, r\fl\ the

eyes. beg .
y)’lut it was no dre.-mi. T,
St. Ronan's were playing up,

the First goal of the match wiy 5780l

- taken 1 &,
Yorke, and the second goal b en by o
a pass by the skipper. ¥ Thurlgy by
Two goals to nil in the first halfy
Turberville gasped with astonishy
And the St. Ronanites round ‘he%
and shouled, and cheered ang clarcd v,
tossed their caps into tho air, v..".hf‘m)d, N
whether they ever saw them agyjn Ot tany
Tor St. Ronan's wes winning—ag jy, | |
But Turberville was not beaten ot
for the eight or nine goals 1o nil’r“', Ay
formed the subject of their fond e
Instead of o walk-over, they were b Bl |
the hardest struggle of the season. Bhd
“bucked up,” and they put thejr b:"!r
the gamo in the second half, g
And then they succceded in break; |
duck, ot all events. Alter  stubbest'? he
beloro the visitors' goal, the ball ucm‘f"m |
tho éumlc crowd cheered with relief, ¥
 Goal

before expiring.
Two more_goals followed, but (e,
taken by St. Ronan's men; and the }mm‘g"“
realised” that their only hope was to pack |
goal and defend, and cut down the s
defeat as much as possible. Ty
And they did it—but cven a g
defence could not save them from Bob Yoy
and his merry men. Right Lhmugh then g}
St. Ronanites crashed, onoe, twice, en 4
welcome whistle went, and added two gou,
the score.
Six to one! '
The players went off the field breathing ks
alter a gruelling game, the Turbervilliauly!
in amazement, the St. Ronanites chudk
with glee. ; .
In the dressing-room the victors gatbe|
round Bob Yorke. The St. Ronan’s captaiz &
not conceal his satisfaction ; his honest (ueul
wreathed in smiles. Thurlow thumped bize
the shoulder.
**You've done it, Bob!"
*Yes, I rather think so,” agreed Yoiy
“I've brought you up to time, you retiey
We rather took Turberville by surprise,
shouldn't have licked them so awfully
but there's no doubt we were tho better 2|
And we're going to win every othef match ¥
season, or I'll make you skip!” i
" You'll jolly well find us backiog 3 1
along the 'line,” said Montague. ‘Mr
What will they say at St. Ronan's?” | ™)
They had much to say at St, Ronsn® &
said it at tho tope of their voices, in fhe &
of cheering, as the victorious team ‘f‘;
There were cheers for all the playerdi
was Bob Yorko who came in for
or_ﬁ.}on. 'ndEl‘\'Xen Vavuol:;“ was ¢ bi:ﬂ o
wildly, a orton was thumping 2
Back. " The captain, who hed ruied ¥ib
iron hand, had sucoessfully eaved bl
from the * rot,” and from that MS“!: o
was law among the footballers of. ns?
And in tl:(amm %I mind, lih: were
to win—; the history.-of th ron
gl_' that l”ml'::e was_ very dcﬁ;";'{.-
istory of its beginning—a T 0
credited to the Reform at, Bt. o2y
THE END. 2

But it was the solitary flicker of the cug)
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perfect development by exorchs

faten \he homa
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