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The Boys’ Realii

even entered for a battalion event. That
founded poam-writit:f of his made no end
trouble for him, and his only way of gett
level with his tormentors was by refusing
turn out in our teams.” .

“I saw him in the baths, sir,”” BRon
marked, ‘“‘and it struck me then that he had
the Iegs of a sprinter, Has he been training
at all?”

“He goes out alone,” said the dergeant-
major. * That poetry of his makes him_dotty,
I'm afraid. But last year, when he was on
furlough in S8eptember, we got newspaper cut-
tings proving that he romped home in two

-8
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three really hot handicaps. If the pig-headed
fellow had only listened to reason we would
have .had a different repytation in Blacktown

now.’

This was good news for the brothers. They
had now a decent candidate for the *‘220,” a
dark horse of promise for the ‘‘ quarter,” in
the J»erson of the despised goet. and Val
:ﬁul beldependod upon to hold his end up in

e ‘‘ mile.’

“Hang it! T believe we will put up a good
fight, after all,”” Ron said. “If we only
find someone to go the half-mile in a ing
like decent time, we'll give th wn
Harriers @ run for their money.”

*‘That's what I hinted to P’ritchnd.” Val
said, with a'smile, ‘ and you ragged me about
it, too, by the way!”

At two in the afternoon, the competitors
piraded, and were marched off to the ground
where the trials were to be held. This was a
huge field, about a mile and a half from
barracks, rented by Colonel Armytage for the
purpose of grazing his horses, of which he had
a fair stud, and was very proud.

Ron and Val were walking by the side of
the party, when they swept past a “tiny church
with a very high belfry. A number of work-
men were engaged about the place. Just as
the rear file of soldiers passed the door, a low
rumbling noise, followed by a tremendous
crash, sounded. lLooking round, they saw a
dense volume of white dust pouring out of
the porch, and r huge beam tilted - out
through the wall.

Quick as a flash, the two eorﬁrah leaped
the low wall, and dashed along the wide path
towards the porch. As they did so a lime-
stained figure came scrambling out across the
heaps of fallen bricks and fragmemts of wood.

“* My child—my child!” he moaned, cover-
inﬁ his eves with his hands.

on caught him by the arm.

*“ What has ha;pened!" he cried.

He saw by the cut of the coat and the white
collar that the man was a clergyman.

*“The inside of the tower has fallen,” the
hoarse voice gasped, ‘‘and my little darling
had gone up to see the bell. God help her—
God ioe!p her ! .

It was evident to the lads that the unfortu-
nate gentleman was incapable of coherent
:reeoh. Whatever had to done had to be

one quickly.

“Come along, Val!” Ron cried, sprinting
{or the porch. “ There is no time to be
ost.”

Over the mournful hea,
and broken bricks they clambered, and began
to search feverishly among the ruins. Several
of the workmen and soldiers joined them
tearing at the fallen beams, coughing end
choking in the pungent clouds.

Presently the dust cleared .“i' and look-
ing upwards, Ron saw something which
brought a cry of joy to his !r

‘ See, the top floor still holds, smd the child
is there yet."

of shattered beams

High above their heads, th the jagged
beams and twisted supports, saw the
solid floor, and peering down at them through

the square opening up which the bell-rope
pum:g. was a tiny white face! .

But the whole of the rotten old staircase had
fallen. The child seemed cut off from all
earthly aid.

. A groan of pit{ ran around the watchers.
Then Ron leaped forward, and pointed.

“The rope—the rope!"” he cried. _

The huge cord swun alowlf to and fro
some ten feet above his Lud n a flash, Val
saw what his brother meant, and scrambled
over the debris to his side.

“It's over a hundred and fifty feet, old
chap,” he whispered; “but if anyone can
clilt‘nob ihhyou c;nh" cket, & ing bi

n threw o 18 }ac and, loosening his
braces, tied them t’i'ht!y .round his waist.
Then, kicking off his boots, he turned to Val.

“Give me a lift!” . .

The young instructor fell into position at
once, left foot forward, leg bent, right foot
'l:rnge;i behind, hands clasped in front and

eld low.

Ron placed his foot in his brother's hands,
and touched his shoulders slightly.

‘“ Now !"" he cried. .

With a mighty effort, Val straightened up,
raising his hands at the same time, y
and fgracﬁfully Ronhlhot-_inteodtha_u[i:o.dnwlgin
out for the rope. e gripped, sl an
or two, then, as the watchers d-&od forward
to catch him, his great muscles tightened, and,
arm-over-arm, he awunf up the tossing rope.

A faint cry sounded from the doorway, and
ooking round they saw that it was the vicar,
who was aunding with head back _tnmh‘.i:s
the lithe, sturdy figure as it went higher
higher into the ruin above.

glis lips were moving, but no sound came
from A strange hush descended on the
rough workmen and soldiers gathered there.

A father was praying for his child’s life.
Would his pra¥er be heard and grapted?

(A nother powerful long instalment next week.)

4 24 "M sorry,” eaid Pendleton—and- he really
was sorry, though he was half lsugh-
ing—*“I'm sorry, but it's absolutely
i ible, old chap ! .

Pye couldn’t see it.
. But then, itwunomexcﬁm'n; Pye to see
it. ‘'Pye was a sensil p on ,all other
points. He was the top of his Form in most
thin, In the class-room, in fact, he was un-
equalled by any other fellow in the Sixth Form
at Mornington. He was the best German
scholar in the school, and he would read big
books, with every sign of enjoyment, that made
other fellows' heads ache stmqky to ‘look at

them. But on the cricket-field Pye was a

duffer.

bea couldn’t Ilee it; hrlivut the fact W%hplk‘l:t

everybody else at Mornington. at he
knew :{aout _German irregular verbs would
have filled books, and what he didn’t know
sbout cricket would have ove - whole
libraries. Pye’s oricket was the joke of fags in
the Remove, and had even been known to bri

a smilo to the grave and solemn countenance

the revéred Hou;.

Under the oircumstances, his ambition to

pllg in the first eleven was, as several fellows
said, ;rather too rich. Why the chap’couldn’t
be with'doing what he could: do, and
lea what he couldn’t do, was a

to all ¥ gton. The m thou ®
at the made the most .erigub: ‘.“l:‘y"
smile. ;- °

Yet who could talk German and Greek
faster endleton could talk Entlﬂ. and
who scholarships * on his’ " s0

s ed with an nnqualﬁ..ble
desire e as a cricketer. He fancied him-
self in flannels. He m"d himself upon s cer-
tain “late cut’ he cultivated, and with
which he had sometimes knocked the bails off
his own wicket.

ot b et gt Lo g
ject. Ye was & a kind, obliging, -
natured fellow that his friends did not lose
patience with him. wasn't one who
wouldn’t have been Eioued to gratify him, if it
had been within the limits of the possible.
But, as Pendleton put it, what was the use of
bestowing & eap for the first eleven upon s
chap who couldn’t bave ket his end up against
s team of fagm?

Just now Miornington First had a big match
on—a big ma#ich for them ! They were playing
Underwood that week, and Underwood were &
strong side, & side that were to
the fixture with Mornington as a walk-
over. meant to beat Underwood
this hns,‘:r break something, and he was
sel wleven with awful care. In the
midst of the worries of a worried cricket ca;
tain, came Pwe's nodest roquest that he d
be played on Saturday.

Pendleton mould not help laughing.

_But he was really sorry, as he said. Pye was

chum, and Pendleton hated to say no to
s chum, ially to such a decent chap as
Pye. But the thing was wildly impossible. Of
oourse, it was imt like old Pye to pick upen
the most difficult match of the season to urge
his claims with unusual earnestness.

% dear thf." said the captain of Morn-
ington kindly, *I'd do it like a shot if it could
:::odon , you know that! But—well, not to put
toffee !"”

a point 6n it—you can't plsy for
“I've never had a real chance,” said Pye.
#Ob, come ' said Pendleton rather warmly.
“Haven’t 1 bad you out at the nets time and
again—haven’t !’ given you every chance in
w

actice ! L \
pra '.l\ll’r:l_tliferent. I've got a feeling that I
should show what I really can do in ‘a really
big match,"” said ';P:do.
Mm rinned.
“Wel l-gnre say you’ that feeling,
lcl'dl have mgsoiu l:::.l mxplioahlo fla

ings at times; but I haven't got it, so you'll
exouse ll._if~.i don't play you.”

HWQII. "::ﬁ r‘nado up your mind—"
8| 3 e T A

Pe - t:lcppedy bim kin on the
shoulder. ol

“ Look here, old chap, you stick to Greek and

and mathematics and things. You

weren't born to shine as a Fry or a Ranji.
Take word for it.” ;

A.ndmlio Mornington captain walked away,

leaving Pye ldoking very gloomy. Peadleton

- MATCH.

A NOVEL CRICKET STORY,
BY POPULAR

was a little worricd himself. He hated refus-
ing Pye. He wished the old chap would grasp
the fact—patent to everybody - else—that he
couldn’t ﬁny cricket. But that was about the
last fact Pye seemed likely to grasp.
Pye stood looking after the stalwart form of
the “cricket captain for a few moments, and
he thrust his hands deep into his -pockets
and walked away. He went 1nto his study, and
jammed the deor shut, and flung hi into
is armchair. His face was very glum.

From

the armchair he had a view through his open
window of the green fields, and he saw Pendle-

ton and Herbert and inwood and other
members of the first eleven going down to
practise.

The Underwood match was on the morrow,
and the Mornington cricketers were putting ir
all their spare time at the nets now. Pye
glance dwelt cnviously on the sunburnt fellows
in flannels. Hang it all, why couldn’t he get a
chance at cricket ?

The afterncon was warm and drowsy.
Faintly from the Close came the merry click of
bat and ball, and the cheery voices of the
cricketers. Pyo grunted in a dissatisfied way,
and turned his gfane@ upon a volume that lay
on the book-rest on his chair. Then his face
lighted up a little. ”

It was his favourite bpok—Goethe's ** Faust,”
in the original German. He had left it there
from the last reading—sind in his dissatisfied
frame of mind ho turtied to it again. After
all, there was always ation in reading a
jolly good book, and he his eyes fall upon
the ope;ao{nge. and began to read. .
The volume was open at the scene wherein
Mephistopheles®, in the guise of a 5"’
« Junker,”" enters Faust'sqghamber, and the dis-
contented philosopher is led to take the fatal
step. Many a time had Pye read those won-
derful lines, and he always re-read them with
increasing pleasure. . "

“Ich mocht~ bittre Thranen weinen,” says
the poor philosopher, ““den Tag zu sehn; den

“'# Satan.

CHARLES HAMILTON.

mir in seinen Lauf, nicht einen Wunsch
erfullen werd’. nicht einen.” (*I might
weep bitter tears to see the day, which, in its
course, will not fulfil a single wish of mine.")
And wasn’t that just how Pye himself felt?

Perhaps Pye did not feel quite so bad as that
about it, but in his present mood he sym-
pathised more than cver with his hero, and
wasn't at all nul;{nrised at his accepting the
‘tempting bait held out by the mocking demon.
Pye thought of his own case, and what he
would have said if Mephistopheles had
suddenly walked into his study, and offered to
,make him a ripping cricketer, and get him his
cap for the Underwood match on the same
.terms.

Pye smiled at the thought. Of course, any-
thing of that sort was impossible. But if it
had happened, and he was asked to strike the
bargain, he knew that he would be strongly
tempted to reply as Faust did, ‘Und Sohfl;
auf Schlag.’ es, rather. But, of course, it
was impossible; he would never get a chance
like that !

Yet the thought ran strangely in his mind as
he sat there at case in the drowsy afternoon.
He left off reading at the end of the scene,
and, in spite of himself, he allowed his mind
to dwell on it. Supposing there should be
something in it, after all?

The Faust legend had been believed, in some
form or another, from the earliest ages. That
story of selling onesclf to tho tempter was one
of the oldest. Of course, it wasn’t true. And
it would be wicked, anyway. ' Yet, if one could

terms, and dodge Mephisto at the finish, as
aust did—— Pye smiled at the idea, and yes$
he could not dismiss it from his mi.u%.. &

He yawned at last.
“By Jove, I believe I'm going to sleep! I
think I'll go out and have a look at the fellows

plly;i'ng, if I can’t play myself—=I—think—I

Then he gave a start.

He yawned again.
In the

Someone was tapping at his door. -

' | drowsy silence of the summer afternoon the tap
(Continued on the next page.)
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Fye's Big Match (cont.). ey The Boys’ Rea/m.

sounded with slmost ominous distinot- | had never done me justice, and ¢0 make ‘em "Oh.iutb-tii"hlhh_-ﬂod.“m after what had gone before; but there was the

ness. Pye felt too to rise, or even move; | all open their .".'iu‘n& in- for the school, | on earih have ’A beea burning here1’ plain fact, and ge wikh ntk Alaposadl b suartal

he just called out, * Come in " without turning | too ! You see, it's tof a to-morrow— P{; jumped. . with it.

bis head. ] .- Unde have ays beeh too strong for ‘ What do yow mean . The next morning Pendleton clapped him
Tap! But, of coufse, you “kmow that, as you *“There's a niff like sulphur! Been burning | on the shoulder cheerily, and asked him how"
Instead of the deor ﬁow everything. any matches?” he felt, and Pye answered that he was as

i there J .

another tap. Pye, a liuie gﬁum called |  “ Of course! How do you like the idea?'t b o trembled. .Was it true, after all, then? | right as rain. . .
out, “‘Come in!" a second time, in 8 louder 4e ;impute." “No,” he said. i ) “Good!” said Winwood. “ We rely on
tone. ‘‘ You have only to sey the word.” * Hum ! Pe sgain. It :tll?n. you, Pye.”

Tap! . . ‘l “Ye-e-es!” said Pye cautiously. He won- [ now. Never m Leay, I've something Btrange enough to Pye was it to be

Pye couldn’t help smiling. Whﬁ, this was g'eud for & moment whether all this was real. rather important to say to you. 'Y hope you're addressed in that manner on the eve of an
just the same as in * Faust.” The fiend could ere he was, talking to Mephistopheles, whase feeling fit?’’ i : important cricket match; but it was very
not cnter the dwelling-place without bei existence he had mever believed in, snd not | * Fit as » fiddle I said Pys wonderingly. | pleasant.
uf'"l?hmol. i""éﬁdmlok was part and pan feeling in the lOﬂtﬂd‘l’r U‘Tlgﬁh" T}“i: “W}ut is it rth'ukinc ove i hlb.Bl“!t' the rest :g‘Mominsto?deM the poms
of the o egend. ap who was knoc! was the curious part; ou, ve Ie “I've been thi !“Mlu‘. e was to pla: inst Underwood with in-
at his door sgoomod to be upfn-y on this ruﬁ astonished at the p'holo .‘tir?bBM it seemed | me. You've never had a resl ¢hance in a big ct.dlll{ty, and whel::‘f;cradulil.’ was no longer

as Mephistopheles. And Pye, smiling af ke a matter of vourse.~ “ But 's the | match.” possible, with disgust and amazement. at
odd thought, called out a li’t"d time, *“Come | word ?” he went on warmly. “I'm not goi 5 Yeg“" said with & ing eager- | was Pendleton thin®ing of ? Did he intend to
in I to strike any bargain with you, you know! | ness *'You den mean to say » | deliberately let down the side before the
Then the door opened. . I'm not going to sell—" . “Yes, I do. We want to-morrow.” enemy?  These guminm were debated in
Footsteps came over h-m? bim, snd a| He broke off as his visitor smiled. . wl *Toplay Und o Pye's hearing, and he listened with burning
sound as of a cloak rustling. Pye did not turn | “ Nonsense ! is & foolish old notion, “To play Underwoeod !" cheeks! But let them wait a bit, that was
his head even then. said Mephistoph “All 1 need is to place | pye drew a deep bresth.. Was this chance— | all ! Tbcrv would jolly soon see that he was
‘“Hallo,” he murmured, “is that you, | a slight mark on your arm—just a pin-prick, | coincidence—or was thet strange vision a true | worthy of -being played in Mornpington First!
Pendleton? You've just in time to save | so to speak—so—so that you will be num r_ed one? Was this the work of— Im 1 when the stumps were pitched, and
me from droppmg off ! [t's in here.” among my oclients. That is all! I claim | By, he thought he would sound Pendleton on Underwood arrived, Pye went down with the
There was no repl was #0 else.” the subject. Nothing like making sure ! rest, looking very fit in spotless flannels. But

y, and the . .
strangely cerie that started, and ‘“ Well, that isn't much,” said Pye. . [ here, Pen !" he said abruptly. *“ What | grins and open “jeers from his schoolfellows
up bia all his dmi:’y:i.- left ‘him of a **Of course not! It is less than nothing. If | ada you ';m,.m this dwi.?g.rp !Y want to | greeted his appearance outside the pavilion.
sudden. It was not Pendleton ! you agree—'' o know ! It's very . obody seemed to expect a victory. &he only"
A tall, handsom sinister |~ * ] M‘lt’-u why I shouldn't,” eaid Pye | . [ . been “‘mm“‘, with the chaps,” | Question was, how many runs would Under-

e—handsome in s si i g
By —wrangely-attired individual stood befose | the S — said Pendioton. Thev're all willing for you | ¥ood win by, or would they win by & whola
Pye did not need telling whom it was. Eie b-fuud s moment, uld then gave his :::. f,‘{;,o‘m"",g;";‘;,‘,_%w',.‘;m'm“‘ -?: The Underwood fellows, as usual, swaggered
T[:e tall, elegant form, the scarlet closk, the There was a sudden biting pain on his you had a feeling you could win ? '.{t".s,. on. They knew they had a ‘‘soft thing” in

whom his vaitor vas. ¥o6 b woa oh 10 Siidty | T Eialy ot wH Tt T tall you I S ey e veee; Wt L. Weira | T8 MeremEin matory sed ey il ot di-
ireaming. ‘Meph ophele o Feut's dim od | oy 10+ o1 o1 Do you beart 1o all| €f oo Pl B sowy. ton onked mors xngerous than on porvins
shember was obe thing, but in a Sixth Form | But there was no reply. He thought he heard | _ ** I suppose El":p::.'lillllgm‘;.lﬂ"r said the | oooasions. But the Underwoods weren’t im-

study in Mornington School quite snother. | the echo of a mocking chuckle—and that was M'f" nington s ressed. Pheir skipper tossed with Pendleton
Wuyit. one of the%ows hlvil:lc s lark with | alll He stared _at the chair where | '‘Ob, yes, rather! But—" besitated. | 27CH an air of care g:neu, which showed that
him. Mephi es was . It was empty! I say, Pen, have you seen a ra strange- he attached no importance to winning or
“Hallo! " said Pye. . 'Wlun bad he gone? . | look ?h‘m M,“" corridors—I losing the toss. The Mornington ¢rowd noted
** You were thinking of me,” said the visitor, | Pye, dezed and bewildered, started to his | think he's in _here—a fellow dressed in | it o4 they had often noted it before, and the
with an agreeable smile. ““You wished me | feet. The door_ was closed—the was | old-fashioned togs with & red cloak— would have given weeks’ and weeks’ of pocket.
to ccinal empty! He sniffed and miffed. He oould Eh? money to see Underwood soundly drul for
“Did 11" said Pye vaguely. “Who are : onoe.
u?” ] ‘oll:luththeral wasn'td much ciﬂanoa of that, they
* You know well encugh.’ : themselves and each other grumpily. Pen-
Pyo rubbed his dleton’s side had had a chlmx? butpP{n had

*“Oh, draw it mild!" he exclaimed. * You
don't mean to tell me that you're—you're

Pyt Liokpd o Liss saai
m agsin.
“Well, 1 suppose you are,” be said It
seems—queer ! You know, I never believed in
you."”
Mephistopheles laughed.
e et's sothi new,”” he remarked. ."Hu:

deliberately thrown it away by including the
rankest duffer at Morni n _in the :fe-nn.
th?t could be expected of a side that played

L)

And the Mornington fellows growled and
scowled and prepared for the worst.

The home side won the toss, and then there
were mocking cries of advice to Pendleton :

“Put in Pye!” *Open with Pye!”

The cries were sheer mocke , and nobod

expected Pe:;:lh:;on to dofit,',h hur{bo dic:d ®

name was e top o ']

opened the innings m':h Herhert.h't. ”
amazement of the crowd when théy saw
Pye come out of the pavilion with his bat
under his arm knew no bounds. It was with
dificulty that they restrained a yell of pro-
test. Pye was certdin to make an n;hibifion
of himself, and a duck's egg to d:rt the
innings with might have a hogc]eul lemora-
hﬂ::f effect upon the side. But Pendleton’s
word as cricket captain was law. He was
well-known as a fellow who would have his
own way. And the crowd wai y
for Pye’s wicket to fall to the i " of the
first over.

But it didn’t. y

I take u_nulP! - g He )

up o te Pye, and sst down,
{Epiieg:lc?refgtlll;y wwulhu knees. “ .: s
itt! wi . 1 never appear
-:-ho}rolnr?t u:;liu for me. You're ready.”

“ » “i .

“ Y?u are! Youy‘lre willing to go to grest
lengths k:g sl.ikn m; ambitic have even
allowed dislike and suspicion enter
heart against your old friends because
don't gratify you.” )

P ebturn:ﬁ.roih‘d bee smoulderi

o re n some
hl.li-;o::;d feeling of this sort deep down t
his heart, hardly known even to himself.
was horrible to have it dragged out b
into words like this.

Birdseye View of Thres Pesitions in the Overarm stroke (ee bensd.

““Oh, hold on!” he a:‘duud- “I know the mPr);; blmfhd the first hdl,‘m there was a
't justi e - urmur of surprise on a

'fdhllo:'hidu?:phe?:a :J:v:d his sworn there was a emell of sulpbur in | ‘ And a cock’s #sther in his has, and wear- o Not, out, by 'inio["
s I&ur mind that. You want to realise your room ! * ing a sword?” .. “ Pye's stﬂppeé the ball 1”?

ambition 1" ! He had been asleep and dreamed | Pendleton staredst Bim, ' Marvellous |” )
“ How do know anything about i$?"” it all—that was the explanation. Then he | *Aro you jokiss Pye? e * Who said the age of miracies was past?”

* “Y know all! Allwissend - bin mﬂ tht E.‘ull::- his wrist. A oalll ran Mth:shh"tlel “Nenol™ stah y I-1 only yf'.tﬁ:ﬁ'i: 1:381:;(1 He' whild ‘dhe

. . I 9 . .'l’ ) “ re a see on whi — . " I o

e vy ueks Fou ket i *-‘" ﬁw a tiny -:vkl - Only a tiny mark | * You've been ! ;" said Pendleton. | them yet that he waen't to be despised as :

the very words Pye had been reading P h .
IR0 bee de | “ Ah, 1 hat i38. You fell asleep read- | batsman! Let t!
T i s | BTt o | Ly Sy BT | ML
@ can r{th you i . It was—it must a | seen Me phele- ) e next ball down w »
gl Eo b . YT | dream - in _the tieth‘e.n- “Ha, %ul ha | " choed ; according to all the lm-“oi':pubcbilirfin, it
n.

wish,” said Mephistopheles vely 1
"nothi icall , at Mornington! | Put that way, "9 understood it clearly ht to have knocked Pye's wi -hi
;r_.:u :o:'l:‘lng—pnctm:lj JTetu tury d! ngso eno:gh. What § thought was clearly :ﬁlo he was fumbling .fguu":m ! bla.':l
i - ‘f that Pye dream ; -

- §
g

i+ " said : . ve was with relief saw his .stu the truth. It was® nothing more. Instead of which, Pye swi it aw ith a
_‘MY.“- 0 ?: :und abruptly, ‘:l’i ol'  Wondiston cams ju. setds ‘:!” Pye brightened "ﬁg‘“”‘ﬂ&" that assur- | mighty stroke, and th’t aye failed to m-thih
drudﬁ crossed his what diory,mm the cricket-field, his under his | ance came to him;d he w disoussing the ﬂa&t; and the Underwood fieldsmen stared,
visitor might arm. ~ He looked at Pye, and his expression | cricket prospects wit raington IHPP-I" and trotted after it, and murmured to them.

Mephi nodded . ¢ a little. and dismissed all $Highits of that unpleasant | selves that they hadn't dreamed that ﬂ'ming-

s ! You'd give 'l Good! ‘“ Hallo, old chap! What's-the matter? " ision from his mf. What an ass he had | ton had such a Jessop in its ranks.

Suppose I made you a or sad | “Matter?” s ered Pye. 4| Been tge:hink !lo'rolil. moment that it dould | * .tun—runA!" i :;;"N’ fheh crowd, but Pye
. your chance i -.d “ Yes. looking * very queer an ave n real!’ didn’t run. n ey saw the reason 4|
ﬂ;,?m, iy - 3.-' You're Pendleton had stid oaly the truth when g:ument. It was a boundary, and Pyl:.kl:.::
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1d. Every Saturday.

“My word, what a ghastly fluke! said
somebody. .
inned. He could afford to grin now,

for hez;elt within him the stuff of which
Jessops and Haywards are made. It was a

surprise to himself, but there it was. He

knew that this innings of his was going to be

a wonderful one.

.dAnd ‘;aondm;{'l;al it ":ﬂ!'l 'fhbe crow:dhnghb
mit that. ey stared, they gasped, they

wondered ; but they had to admit it.

For Pye cut away that over for 15, and
the odd run gave him the bowling again at
the other end, and then the fellows watched
him, breathless.

The Underwoods looked astounded! Where
had Mornington picked up this miracle? Wh
hadn’t they ons of him before? Why, sucl
a fellow ought to have been playing for his
oounty !

Unless it was all a fluke, that wonderful
over! But it wasn't, as the next over showed.
Fourteen runs to Pye; that was the total of
the second over! onders would never cease.

And that was only the hoxinnin !

Herbert’'s wicket fell, and Pendleton came
in, and his wicket, too, went down st last to
the Underwood bowling. But Pye’s stood fast.
The runs were piling up at an amazing

rate! The Underwood dsmen groaned
when Pye had the bowling. He sent
them leather-hunting in s way that they
did not love. He never gave them the chance

of a catch. The best throw-in found his bat
on the crease. He was wonderful! He
awiped and swiped, with threes and fours, and
never a chance did he give the fieldsmen.

The Mornington crowd were cheering now

Their amazement continued as great as even
but th;jv were delighted, and y n to
watch Pye, and to note every stroke, and the
cheered every time his bat nfioked on the ball,
and sent it on its journey.

The ecore ran up marvellously. Five
wickets were down for 200 runs when Pendle-
ton mercifully declared. And of the 200, 107
were due to Bye. He easily passed the cen-
tury, and he was not out when the innings
was declared closed. From first to last, Under-
wood hadn’t had a chance against him,

They orowded round him, they shook his
hands and cla him on the back as he
came off the field. Never had there been such
an outburst of hero-worship on the Morning-
ton ground. .

And when the Underwood innings opened,
and Pendleton put Pye on to bowl the first
over, there was no dissentient voices.

The Underwood batsman looked at him un-
easily. The ball came down like a bullet, and
the batsman didn’t even see it. Before he
knew what was happening, his middle stump
was out of the ground.

‘ How's that?"’ roared all Morni

And the umpire grinned, nnn:hmrieﬂy
respol :

a“ O“t Ill

Next man in was awfully careful. His care
availed him little. His off stump reclined at an
angle of forty.five when Pye had bowled, and
he carried out his unused bat to a chorus of
cheers from the crowd.

“Bravo! Well bowled!”

The third man fared the same, and then
there was a roar.

*“The hat trick! Hurrah!”

Pye—Pye, the champion duffer, has done
the hat trick! It was incredible, but true!
There was the wrecked wicket. There was the
hapless batsman walking away topards the
pavilion! ]

They eagerly watched the fourth ball of that
amazing over. re was a click, and the
bails were on the ground! Then the next ball,
the same result ! ‘.l'he sixth and last ball came
down, and the sixth batsman was caught un-
awares! t!

They !‘”" too astounded to cheer for a full
minute
It was the double hat trick from Pye—Pye!
Underwood : depressed, and mno
wonder! Never, in all their utnmm. had
their wickets beeq wiped 3 like this. S8ix
down for nought! It was &' ull unexampled |
And the terrible bowler was as fresh as paint !

Pendleton, grinning, took the next over him-
self, and Pye was put on to field. The school
were pnl:and for anything now, and when
he next batsman out, in the diﬁ
ry difficult they ceased to
astonished. They cheered, though, with a
tremendous cheering.

And the next wicket fell to a throw-in from

the long field, of course, it was Pye who
threw in the ball! Eight down for ht !
No wonder the Underwood batsmen sh in

their as t went to the wicket. It
really wasn’t muc

good going there, their
stay was so short.

ey lived through an over, and then the
bowling camé to Pye again. 'I'hey knew what
to expect, and they received it.

Two wickets down to two suceessive ball
and the innings was ended! Underwood blz
hl’ﬁ;;ntohdlolarmr! i l e

crowd were laughin, ’
Underwood, of course, buf to log‘:' on,
though they might as well have thrown up the
sponge at once.

,The second innings was not quite so ruinous
as the first. Pendleton, in mercy, kept Pye
idle in some of the overs. But his fielding m

almost as dangerous as his bowling.
agony of the Underwood fellows was short-
lived. In half an hour more were
down fer 20!

Mornington had won the great match—won
it hands down, by an innings and 177 runs!
It was incredible, but it was true! Needless

to sy, Pye was the hero of the hour, the
newr-sufficiently-to-be-glorified-hero, and
was carried shoulder-high off the field,
rouid the Close, amid hat-waving and cheer-
Ing such as the old school had seldom wit-
nessd.

Pia’s brain was in a whirl, but he was happy
—heypy as sunshine. Breathless. delighted, he

was jot down at last, and allowed to pe to
his sywn quarters, He sank breathlessly. into
the armehair in his study, the ch from
belov still ringing in his ears. t a
glornus day it had been—what a triumph! It
seemd like a miracle to him. How he

done p?

"“ I hope you have not forgotten me."”

The voice sounded softly, suddenly, through
the sudy. Pye started, and s shiver ran
through gim. e knew that voice.

He stared up at the tall figure in the red
closk, with the cock's feather in its hat,
helplesdy. .

*“ What do you want here?” he asked. with
an attempt at bravado, which was betrayed by
the weak quaver in his voice.

Mephistopheles laughed.

“ Didn’t you expect me?"*

* No, I didn’t."”” said Pye hotly, *“and I don't
want anything to say to you! I'm not goin
to have i ike this, an:

ou coming into my room li
I don't like that beastly smell of sulphur you |
have a you. Get out of my y!"

*I am going, and you are coming with me."”

*“I—I won't—I won't!" .

But Pye felt a sickening feeling that he
would, lﬁ the same. He was in the grip of
this—this demon, and there was no escape from
his bargain. Yet he resisted.

“I won't come! Get out!

M;{)hi.lwphelen smiled.

‘ Hither,” he said—* hither to me!”

And an irresistible force seemed to tear Pye
from the chair, and drag him towards that
mocking figure. He struggled—he clutohed the
chair, he fought., His senses reeled, and a dim-
ness came over him—a grasp fastened upon his
shoulder, and he cried aloud, and struck out.

‘“What on earth's the matter, old chap?
Wake up!”

It was Pendleton's voice. .

Pye started and shuddered and opened his
eyes. The sunset was glel.mmg’ in at the ?on
windows of the study. Pendleton was stan mﬂ
before him, blank amazement in his face, an
save for himself and the captain of Mornington,
the room was empty.

Pya gasped with relief.

*“ He's—he's gone, then?”

Pendleton stared at him.

*‘Gone?! Who?”

' Mephis eles.”

Pendleton looked concerned.

*“I say. old chap, you've been dreaming. It's
a nightmare of a sort, I su . You've been
reading this old thing, dreaming about
lt "

‘“ Yes, that's what you said before, but—-""

‘ 8aid before? What do you mean?”

‘“ Yesterday, when you noticed the smell of
sulphur in the room.’ .

‘" What on earth’s the matter with you, Pye?”

P{:{_ laughed econstrainedly.

I won't!"

hy. “of course. that was of the
dream,” he said. ““It was all -l::{hb-
topheles never came, and there's mo on

my wrist, is there?”

“ Of course there isn't!""

“No, of course. Yet—yet it was wonderful
m[v winning the match like that, wasn't it?
Almost enough to make a fellow believe—"

Pendleton looked at him very attentively.

* What match are you talking about, Pye?"

‘“ Why, the Underwood match.”

“ To-morrow’s match?”

“To-morrow's!"” yelled Pye. * What are rou
talking about? dn't {ouoghy me nst
Underwood, and didn't it em!? reat

Scott!” he broke off, as he saw Pendleton's
face. “Was it all & dream? My hat! Is it
still Friday afternoon?”’

“ Of course it is!”

Pye rubbed his eyes.

es, of course, it was all a dream. - He had
fallen asleep over * Faust’ that Friday after-
noon, and had slumbered undisturbed—save
a wild dream—till the Mornington captain came
in from cricket practice, and awoke him.

He understood it all now, and he h hed. It
was a tremendous relief, and it ?bun a
strange—a very strange dream !

“Feel all right now!' asked Pendleton,
rather anxiously. *‘ You shouldn’t go to sleep
with your head hanging down over the srm of

your chair. It's bound to make you dream.”
Pye laughed.
“Yes, I su so! I've had an awfully

queer dream. I'll tell you sbout it presently:
but just now I've got something else to say. I

know I can’t play cricket, Pen, and I'm going to

5".'. up the idea, and take to something I csn
o.

“ Well, I don’t know what your dream was,”
said Pendleton, grinning; “ bus if it
of wwmm lay in Morni :
one you gox me on; we're going to have
a little feed in my study, and we want you."
And Pye went. He was 50 relieved to find
that it was a dream, after all, that it seemed
a very little thin{ to part with his ambition of
shining as a cricketer in the first eloven. And
the next day Pye. without a trace of envy i
his heart, watched the great match, and cheered
as loudly and heartily as luybogi when Mom-
ington just scraped a victory with a single
to spare, after a hard game to the finish.

=
-

and the next ver Such tactics would
never ive anybody but the merest novice.
way to deccive in pace is to dbliver
the ball with lthe! same action “hu.m’t nllerolr
im| ing s little extra strength as it leaves
iha”ﬁx:::’a. Ever such a slight variation will
T g
which is uen :
when bo:r?in‘ against mul batsmah is to
keep him playing forward at good length balls,
and then send one down with precisely the
same delivery, but just s trifle slower and an
inch or two shorter. In all likelihood he will
play his stroke without seeing the difference,
I-I)J will consequently spoon the ball gently
back into the bowler's hands.
Bowling Breaks.

I know vou are all eager to know something
abonit ‘“ break,” but I wonder how many young

lavers knew that it is almost impossible to

wl a ball without getting a little break on,
and that this small amount can be easily added
to with contant practice. If you hold the ball
with the tips olptho fingers and bowl right-
handed, the ball naturally spins slightly from
the off to the Jeg. In the same way, the left-
handed bowler naturally imparts break from
the leg to the off. .

Now, if you study this fact very carefully,
and try to improve upon what nature already
has done for you, there is not the slightest

made use of

reason why you should not be able to break
almost as much as you like; but care will have
to be taken, so that length is not sacrificed.
Half an hour's practice every day th:

the season will work wonders; but always
remember that the ball which breaks two or
three inches serves a better purpose than the
one which breaks two or three feet. The
former will deceive, whilst the latter is so
obvious that the batsman will be on his guard
and will very soon get your measure, and
knock you off.

I am afraid in Saturday afterncon cricket
there is very little tine to try experiments.
Nevertheless, 1 cannot help telling my young
readers that in first-class cricket, hitting the
stumps is not the only way in which a bowler
tries to dismiss a batsman. You may have a
man op d to you who becomes well set, a
although he is unable to get runs off your
length balls, at the same time, vou are unable
to get him out.

Dismissing the Bateman.

This is the time when brain counts for a
lot, and you must attempt to deceive him b
every fair trick you have at your command.
If you don't come off, remember that there
are ten others in the field who are as anxious
as you to bring about the batsrman's downfall.
You may have noticed that his particular
weakness is a fondness for a hit in the diree-
tion of lom}«:ﬂ. Then put an extra man out
there, and let the batsman ‘‘have a go.” Or
he may be one of those people who cannot
leave an “off ball” alone. In this case, put
two more men in the slips, and bow] down a
few balls well outside the off stump. He may
score two or three 4's off you; but, sooner or
later, he is bound to fall into the trap of his
own mulnni.

I would, however, strongly advise the oung
bowler to consult with his captain fore
acting as I have suggested in case his efforts
may not be appreciated, and he should not be
Eut on in the next match, simply because the

atsman scored rather freely oE the deliveries
which were specially served up for him to hit.

/7

(To be continued next week.)

THE CLOSE SEASON.

Notes Concerning Interesting Events in the Football World.

The Spurs.

HE Spurs have_ transferred, for a sub-
stantial sum, J. Walton (outside-right)
to Sheffield United. This well-known
player received the sum of £250 from

s benefit match last season. Two new phJern
have been signed on by the Tottenham olub,
both of whi ﬁ have previously been identified
with junior football in Scotland.
and tions are, Harris, back,
centre-forward.

The annual shareholders’ meeting of the
Bpurs took place on June 1l4th.

Swindon.

Last season the Bwindon club’s gates were a
record for a Southern League oluly the average
takings being £144, The commencement of
the scason found them with the sum of £977

Their names
Brown,

The following are a few items from the
balance-sheet :

Gates (first team), £2,870 25. 5d.; Reserves,
£376 12s. The total receipts were £5,342
including a balance of £ at the bank last
yoar and a £400 transfer fee. Concernin
expenditure, £2,835 was paid out in wages an
££ was spent on the ground and general im-
hprovements; £267 went in travelling expenses.

The directors are endcavouring to obtain the
sanction of the Football Association to their
proposal to present ecach of season’s first
team with a gold m in commemoration of
the club having gained the proud position of
runners-up.

Neotts Forest.

We regret to announce the death of Mr.
Harry Hallam, the much-respected secretary
of the Notts Forest Club. Mr. Hallam suc-
oum to a severe attack of pneumonia, and

after a very brief illness, His age was
forty. By his decease football loses one of its
best-known and most highly.revered officials.
He was a member of the Council of the Notts

K¢ More splendid, somplete yarns mexs week.)

Football Association, of the Management Com-
mittee of the Midland Counties League, and of
the Referees’ Association.

in hand, and its close arrived with that amount,
reduced to £835.

Notts County.

The annual meeting of the Notts County
Football Club was held a weck or so back. .
The balance-sheet showed that the loss on the
scason was £416. The income from season
tickets was £559, and gato money realised
£4,357, of which £282 was paid to other clubs.
The sum of £450 was received in transfer fees.
The expendituro was £5714, the principal
items being £3,736 for players' and trainers’
wages, £427 for travelling and hotel expenses,
£1 for training expenses, and £191 for
management. g

Owur Football Leagwue.
. Already we have received quite s number of
inquiries conterning our football competition
for the coming scason. Some of our friends
want to know if we are going to run a-football
league next year, and ulﬁen are asking for full
particulars concerning it.

Let us at once say, therefore, that Tug Boys’
REaLu Football League has come to stay, and
that we shall gladly welcome entries for the
coming scason. We are unable to give full par-
ticulars yet awhile, but it is safe to say that it
will be very much on the lines of lit yer.'s
competition. All bona fide clubs up to the age
of twenty-one will be eligible.

In making application, a letter should be
enclosed from the president of the club, vouch- *
ing for the respectability and bona fides of the
club. Il clubs competing mu have been
utnbl(i)shed at least one season, exclusive of

10.

Our Football Guide.

This bandy little book of reference will make
its appearance for the second time early in

August. At the special desire of numerous
friends the g:lce will this ycar be ome penny
only. As fore, it will contain practical

advice on the great national winter pastime by
experts, a list of all the principal fixtures for the
season, and a comprehensive guide to football
leagues throughout the country. All clubs be-
longing to football leagues should get their
scoretaries to send in full particular of the com-

tition at an early date. so that they may be
inoluded in “THE Bovs’ ReaLM Football
Guide.”

(Another interesting footlall artiale next week.)
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