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Darmio, his face and shirt-front blackened with a mixture of soof and water, had his head out of the little window. He
yelied like a Kaffir who had just sat down on 2 horaets’ nest, but the crowd of half-dressed people were too convulsed with
~mirth fo heed him. Water leaked through the fioor of the caravan, and ran under the door in an ever-increasing cascade.




R Yty 1

demanded Paakh

Settling the Question.
2 OOTBALL ! What do you know about
icotball, Dick Neville ¥ ™

* More than you do, Panky—though
that’s certainly not saying much.”

“Rats! Who muffed a certain goal in the
last junior match——"

1 did, because you got in the way like a
clu agg——""

“Like a what ¥ ™

“Like a clumsy ass,” ssid Dick Neville de-
liberately. ™ You got in the way, and shoved
me off the ball.” g

* I was charged by a——""

*“1 don’t care what you were charged by, or
whether you were charged at all. You ought to
have been charged with being stupid and
incapable——"

** Look here, Dick Neville——"

“I'm looking ; and I can see the bigrest ass
and the smallest footballer at Cliveden.” .

Pankhurst pushed back his cufis. The argu-
rment was growing warm in the common-room at
Clhiveden College. Cliveden Juniors had Ilately
met  Redelyfie Juniors in an out maich, and
mstead of a sweeping victory over them, had been
lucky to finish with & draw—a result which each
member of. the junior eleven attributed to the
other members, each member being thoroughly
convinced he was one of the best footballers
ever sent out to uplold the colours of the old
school. *

The mivals of the Fourth—Pankhurst and
Price, known in the Form as the Old Firm, and
Neville, Flyan, and Poindexter, equally famous
a3 the Cembine, were firmly convineced that they
had playved up excellently well th but
their criticisms of each other's play were plain-
spoken, not to say rude.

“I've put up with a lot from thcose three
rotters,” said Pankhurst, looking round, and
mdicating the Combine with a gesture.
" Their very faces worry me, and they muffed
ti:e Redelyile match between them.”

“1 guess you ¢an put that down to vour
account,” remerked Pomdexter. “ You pot in
Neville's way, and——"*

* You mean Neville got in my way.”

** Neviile was on the £ .

* Neville was playving the giddy ox, and I——"

" You were playing t»ie giddy ;mf; >

“hljr you're locking for & thick ear, Punt.
pus ]

* 'm looking for all the thick ears either of vou
two can give me.” '

Pankhurst had finished pushing back his euffs.
His face had assumed a hue redder than his hair.
in his wrath—and his hair wes of the richest tint
imaginable.

i ['ve stood a lot from those kids,” he said:
* I've stood enough. If they came home humble
ac after a maich, i1t woukl be

and apcloget
tolerable. Bt&t to put the blame on fellows who
leved up and sueceeded in making it a draw at
east—well, that takes the bisenit. Are you going
to take vour Jacket off, Diek Neville ?

** Oh, no,” said Dick ainly, ** I can lick you with |

my j&.-li:i{E:tr on.”’

* Come on, ihen..’"

“I guess I'm on in ¢his scene,” said Lincoln G.
Poindexter, whippmg off his jacket, “‘ Arve you
I‘Eﬁudyi PHEE- A .

“ Quite so,’ said Price, Pankhurst’s ¢k
and he Efiuiﬁf;f:’-‘d up o the American. rs

“Arrah | ¥ exclaj Mic mn.  *“ Hoald
on intoirely ! Don't be kz.ﬁzf you Enow, if
you can help 1t. -

And Micky
in between Pank
result that two blows came home u him at
the same moment—Dick’s fist Elumpizn upon his
cheek, and Pankhurst’s hard Ennckies crashing
o terrific whoop

Micky gave &8 I e

“ Arrah ! Ye silly asses— hould on—

“ What are you getting in the way for ?”
“You've - hwrt my

peace-makér, rushed

Stop it, Isay!” 4
mam
énd Dick Neville, with the |

Jon, I tell ye.
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knuckles, shoving your silly neck in
the way.”

‘“ Get. aside, Micky.™

“Sure, and 1 won't, Dicky.
Hould on, I've got a sauggestion to
make.”” Micky Flynn rubbed his
injured places Tuefully. * Ye
silly spalpeens, why couldn't ye
look where yve were hitting? Ho
Ye'll have the prefects down
upon ye if ye start fighting in the commaon-room,
and you know Grahame is always on the look-out
to go for us.”

““ Waal, that’s so,” drawled Poindexter, " but
the cheek of these kids——" _

* Very true,” said Pankhurst, * but the cheek
of theoee rotters——"

** Sure, and will ye listen to me ? Ye've got
no logic. What's the good of punching one
another’s heads to settle a football guestion ?
I’ve got an idea. You two wrecks think you know
how to play footer :

** Look here, Micky Flynn

“ We know we saved the Redclyfie mateh,”
continued Flynn. * Some of the Form side with
vou, and some side with ns. Well, let’s settle
the quesiion by getting up & Form match. We'll
put up an eleven against any side you cen get
together, and we'll wipe up the ground with

you intoirely.”

“My hat )™ exclaimed Pankhunrst, ““ that’s a
jolly good idea. But, of Course, Neyille and
Puntbuster won't take it on.”

* Wan't we ¥’ exclaimed Dick, hotly.
on this, and we'll give you 2 1
“You'll give us an exhibition of how not %o
play footer——" -

& “retu Ty

* 1 guess we'll lick you hollow,” said Poindexter.
“We'll do our level best, anyway. Micky, old
kid, this 18 the firsi time I ve ever heard you talk
hoss-sense.” _

* Arrah, Peommtbuster iy

*It's a go,”" exclaimed Neville. * We'll fix it
for Saturday afterncon, Panky. And if we don't
give you a lesson——"’

“*Rats! You're going to get the lesson. Of ell
the clumsy bunglers I ever saw on & football
field i

“And ﬁf all the asses I ever saw mufiing a

*Of all the i

“ Of all the S

1¥

“We're
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Another of the Popular

Cliveden Stories.

You’ll enjoy this story of the great football
struggle between the Combine and the
Old Firm.—YOUR EDITOR,
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! and the Fourth, and &}l ou¥ old friends
{ toit. Crang of the Fifth was the captain, though

o

ing concern.

“The Cliveden Waxworks "—Something Extra Special—Next Wednesday.
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“ Not so much noise there, |
vou kids,” said a woics of
guthority, as Crane and Cufly

:flf the Fifth Fﬂ_irm cam; into
the room. *“ You're alway
guarrelling, you young mscaﬁ
Hold your row.”

If anything could unite the
warring factions of the Fourth
into harmeny, it was inter-
ference from the Fifth Form.
The Combine and the Old
Firm forgot their dispute at
once, and joined in-a yell of
defiance at the Fifth Form boys.

“ Shut up that row,” ex-
claimed Crane threateningly.

*Ratsg!” shoated the
Fourth. “Gat out! What
do you want in our room, any-
WE}* ? 23

“ We'll come where we like

“No, wvou won’t! You'll
get out,” seid Nevyille, con-
fident in nDumbers, ** Now
then, we don't want wyou here.
Clear!™

“If you can put us out

“We'll joliy soon do that,”
exclaimed Neville, ** Come on,
ki@.f]

‘* What ho1?” _

The juniors made a rush. Crane and Cuffy,
in spite of all their dignit? as iull-fledged seniors,
were seized and hurled forth into the passage.
The Fourth had to the Sixth, especially
the prefects, but nothing put their backs up so
much as any atiempt at control by the Fifth.
The doorway was crammed with grinning faces
as Crane and Cuffy pitked themselves up. And
a loud hooting and cat-calling followed the chiefs
of the Fifth, as, feeling that the odds were too
great for a tussle, they went disconsolately down

the passage.

The 2nd Chapter.

Looking for Recruits.
HE Fourth Form at Cliveden was divided.
The Combine and the Old Firm equally
claimed to be the heads of the Form,
and the question had mever been satisiactorily

settled.

The rivaelry between them never ended, and
sometimes one party gained an advantage, some-
times the other. Each party had plenty of
backers in the Form, and their rows very olten
made things wvery lively in the Fourth. The
proposed Form match ceused a good deal of
excitement.

Clivedeén . was a foothalling college. The first
eleven. captained by Trevelyan, the capten of
the school, had won & great name for itself, and
the second eleven playved in a good many matches
with the juniors of other schools. The second
eleven was chosen from  the Fi the Shell,
belonged

g

there were & good many youngsters m the Fourth
who were fully convinced that they were more
fitted for the post.

The Fourth Form Football Club was a flourish-
Nearly every boy in the Fourth
wes a member, and most of them playing members.
It was easy enough to get up a twenty-two for a
Form match, if that had been all; but the rivals
of the Fourth were naturally anxious to secure the
best players.-

““ We shall have Jefireys and Simpson,” Poin-
dexter remarked, in No. 4 Stuody, the home of
the Combine, ** that will make five, I'm afraid
the other six will be only passable.”
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They rushed the ball down the field and packed before the goal. King, the goalie,

was not equal to am attack like that.
and it lodged in the net,

Right in came the ball from Pankhurst's foot.
“Goall' shouted the excited spectators.

B

| philatelist papess,” explained Getty. “One has -

remarked. ** He’s been coming on very well in
the footer lately.™

Poindexter shook his head decidedly.

“ We should have to listen to his econtertina.
You remémber the last time we wanted something
from him.™

“ Yes, rather. It was hormd.” .

“ We'll Jeave him to Panky and Price, if they
like to risk the eoncertina. There's Gatty,
thongh. He wasn’t in the second ecleven, but

he's v goed at back, and we want a good
back. don’t think Panky heas got hold of him.
He thinks 7 of his precions stamp-collecting

hobby, &nd doesn’t teke any interest in Form
TOWS. -

" Bure, and we ought to secure Gatty,” ex-
claimed Flynn. * Let’s go and interview him
beiore those bounders get hold of him. They're

| quite mean enough to try to collar him for their

side before we get a chance.”

-** Ha, ha, ha! Come on then."”

The Combine at once made their way to Gatty's
study. Getty was a fervent philatelst, and ono
of the most active members of the Cliveden Hobby
Club. It was re thro Neville that he hed
joined the Form football club, so the Combine
had a claim on him,

Gatty wes alone in the study, and he'looked
up from an album as the chums came in. .

* Hallo,” he said, “ I'm rather busy now——"

‘*“ Been collecting any more stamps, Gatty * ™
asked Micky Flynn, with a wink to his chums.
bl | ]hea::'d that you've been inquiring for a green

ﬂﬂ. b

Gatty loocked more cordial at once,

* That’s so,” he replied. “I wanted & green
Cevlon—1864, and I've got it at last, to complete
my collection. I was in luck.”

“ You were, darlint, and no mistake. Will you
show it tous 17

** With pleasare.” -

Gatty was quite sincere in that. He would
have walked a mile to show hjs stamp album to
anybody. He opened it willingly, and the chums
looked at the famous green Ceylon with a great
deal of interest.,

* Splendid,” said Neville.
rotien postmark on it.”
Itoo{.he youthful philatelist gave himn a withering

“That what ? ¥ he inquired.

“ I mesn,” explamed Neville, who knew nothing
about philately, but realised that he had put his
foot into it somehow, ' I mean, if the postmark
were fai;?t-er cne could see the stamp better—
and 1

*That’s the best-defined postmark I've got in
the book,” said Gatty., ‘“No mistaking that.”

“Oh yes, of course, That was really what I
meant.”

“What was ¥

“ That—that there was no mistaking that for
a postmark—I mean that there was no mistaking
that mark for a stamp—that is to say——"

Pomdexter trod on Dick’s fgot in time, or he
might have e on for ever.

* 1 guess that's & fine specimen,” said Poin-
dexter. ““It must have t a lot of time
to get hold of such a jolly good ane, Gatiy.”

“ Oh, I wateh all the advertisements in the

| to be up to snuff, you know.

* What did it run you into 7 7 ~

“1 pot it for fve-and-six,” said Gatiy, with &
satisfied smile, ‘

“Jolly clever of you,” exclaimed Neville,
feeling that he was on sure ground now.
knew a chap who

green Ceylon, 1864.°
“You ass!” said Gatty. “ A lot you know
about stamps. Thet would be a different green,

and not this kind at 211.”
“Oh,” said Neville, quite crestialien,
thought——"
“I don’t believe you can think,” said Gatty.
*“1 can't understand a fellow who doesn't take
an interest in stamps,

III

They're an education in

: themselves."

“Yes, yes, I Eknow they are. Theyre a
classical education——"

Poindexter trod on Dick’s foot again.

e cnﬂem that’s a good specimen,” he remarked.
= you mind us looking through the rest of
the album, Gatty ? ™

Would Gatty mind ¢ He was delighted. He
took the three chums on a tour through his album.
They moved by easy stages from Europe to Asia,
from India to China, irom Japan
States. Gatty, who had the subject
finger-tips, knew the history of every
about the water-marks and
was to be known, apparently. He was

“ Pity it’s got that

-l-LI ,‘4:
gave twenty-eight bob for & [ &

to the United
at his S8
issme, all =
postmarks—all there &

quite SEEe
willing, and even eager, {o spread his knowledge. =

After a quarter of an hour the interest of the topic =

somewhat paled. After half an hour it
be a terrible bore. But Gatty was not hali
through the album yet, and he appeared to be
wound up like a clock—and an eight-day one
at that.

“I say, I forgot that I had to speak to

Jefireys,” exclaimed Dick. " Excuse me, old
man.”

He rushed from the study.

* Gatty hardly noticed him He was holding

forth on the subject of the issue of stamps by
certain South American Republics, not for postal

but as a means of turning an honest penny—
much to the distress of collectors.

** Jolly interesting,” said Poindexter, after
waiting ten minutes for an opening and finding
none. He had to interrupt Gatty, but the matter
ET gett-i::lg desperate. '* Jolly interesting, Gatty.

T —

Gatty did not appear to hear him. He had

arvived at Chili by this time, and was talking -

nineteen to the dozen.
“I guess all that's worth knowing,” said
Poindexter ; * bui, as T was saying——"'
“ You see, in Chili they——"
i 'i-'"ar but .Il .
“In the year 1896, for instamce——"

grew to .



~ elaimed Micky Flynn,
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The Fourth Form Maich.

. (Continwed froma the previovs page.)

“Rotten of them, and no mistake,” said
Poindexter. ** But will you 2

“Sure and I heard somebody calling,” ex-
hurriedly ; and he bolted
Not even for the sake of

out of the study.
winning the Form match would he have listened
further to that terrible philatelic disquisition,
*“Oh, you bounders,” murmured Poindexter,
“T'm in for it."
 What dﬂ' you think of an issue of two

[ n

Mean, I guess, But will you play
* And that wasn't so bad as——"
** On Saturday afternoon——""
“You're interrupting me.”

(94 '&FE, 'but L 2

“If you don’t take an interest in the matter

why don’t you say so ? If you—"

“ But I do—I 1

Gatby closed his book with a snap.

* A ftellow like you can’t be ¢ ted to under-
stand philately,” he said. **I've tried to explain
the t to you, but you can’t grasp it.”

* My chap, I——"

* Hallo, there's the bell. I'm off.” _

And Gatty leit the study, leaving Poindexter
standing there, the picture of wrath and dismay.

“Offi 'Y muttered Poindexter, ** I think you
are—off yvour pesky rocker! There's an hour or
more clean thrown asway, and my head's buzzing
like a bee-hive, and I haven't got the young
villain on our side after all.”

And Poindexter disconsolately left the study.
As he did se voices canght his ears in the passage
—Gatty’s voice qnd Pankhurst.

" Hallo, Gatty, T was looking for yon. Will
you play back forus in the Form match on Satur-

~ day, old fellow "

b 11

-~ Well, we'll see,” said Dick Neville,

*Certainly, Pankhurst, I'd be very pleased.”

Poindexter grunted.

The Combine had had all their trouble for
aothing, end then Pankhurst had come along and
secured the recruit for the Old Firm without the
slightest difficulty. It was too bad. Pankhurst
grinned at the Américan chum as he passed him
2 the cormidor, and it required =all Lincoln
G.'s self-confrol not to give him a sample of
the famons Poindexter left-handers.

 The 3rd Chapter.

Tea in No- 4 Study. ~
‘e Gga}n for you, Pointpusher ! 7 exclaimed

Diek Neville, az Poindexter came into

No. 4
* Arrah, and it's a foin bhoy he is, intoirely,”
said Micky Flynn smacking Poindexter on the
back with & force that almost took his breath

“*Trzt Poindexter to stick it out,” =aid
Neville, smacking the American in turn. ** Point-

plunger for ever! Good old Pointbhuster ! ”

*“ What the dickens are wyou driving at 1"

. Poindexter. * Stop that, you pesky
wdiots, or I guess you'll dislocate my spinal
column.” . '

** Sure, we're showing our admiration 5

“ Show it a bit more gently, then, What’s the
wheeze 17

* Why, your nerve in sticking it out like that,”
said Neville. “ I couldn’t stand it. I wonder
some doesn't slay Gatty. He ought to be
slain several times a day. But as you've enlisted

him——""

*“ Bat I haven't.”

Neville and Flynn gave a j %

“What?" & Rk

i N‘m -! e

*Certainly not. -He talked me nearly to death,
but Pankhurst has goi him after all. He plays
back for the Pankites.”

(1 HF hﬂt ! |

* We've lost him,” said Poindexter. “ I guess
it can’t be helped; and you were a little too
previons with your congratulations.”

** Sure and we might have known Pointbanger
would make a muck of it, Dicky darling.”

*“"That we might, Micky."

“I guess that's rot. T stuck it out longer
than either of you two did.”

** We left it to you.”

“Sure and we relied on ye, Pontpusher, and
ye've failed us in the hour of need. Don't say
a word ; we forgive you.”

* Why, you silly cuckoos——" .

*'Nuff saaid. 1 say, I've asked Greene in here
to tes, so put on your sweetest smiles, you two,
and do the polite,” said Dick Neville. ** Greene
i= the best goal r in the Fourth, and if we
get himn we shan't do so badly. He wastes a lot
of time on his photography humbug, but he kee
gnﬂﬁkaaehﬂuh,ﬁwam’t spare him. ﬁ
ﬁ(}-z rope him in that will make a makeweight for

tt}r.‘l ‘

* Good for you, Dick. What about Philpot 2 |

“ Oh, he's a rotter! We don’t want him."

*“ Well, I know he's a cad,” said Poindexter
thoughtfully. ** But sinece that affair in which
we showed him up, he's turned up arly at
footer practice. velvan has made him, and
he’s improved wonderfully. You see, it isn't
as if we had our choice of a lot of good players.
Half the team on either side will be very seratch,
U've noticed that Philpot has turned out very
zood in goal, and if we can’t get Greene—""

* Sure, and I don't like the idea of aning
Philpat,” said Micky., “ He's such a beastly
ead ; but then, if be's turnin’ over & new leaf,
#e don’t want to be hard on him.”

o | s0,”

- ] *“ Philpot
1s good in goal, I know, and I'm surprised to see

H

]

:

|

{

|

him good &t anything ; but we sha’n't want him
if we can get Greene. Buf mum’s the word, here
comes Greeney. Not a syllable about the foot-
ball, mind, till he's had tea and got into a friendly
frame of mind. I dare say Pankhurst and Price
have been getting at him slready.”

Greene put his head into the study. Greene
was the amateur photographer of the Cliveden
Huhbﬂ Club, but he was a very good socker player
as well.

*“ Hallo, Greene!™ said Dick hospitably.
*Come in, old fellow. Poke the fire, Micky ;
that kettle will never boil. Put on the cloth,

{ Poin.””

The juniors obeyed. Greene came into the
study, and Dick gave him the only armchair
Greene looked a little surprised. He was on
friendly terms with the Combine, but he had
never been made so much of by them before.
He thought they were three awfully nice fgllows,
and had recognised his real merit at last.

* Thanks, Neville. It was-decent of you to
ask me here to tea.”

* Not at all,”” said Dick heartily. “It’s a
pleasure to us. How is the photography getting
on, Greeney, old son # ,

** First-rate,” said Greene, his face lighting up
at the mention of his hobby. ** Of course, the
light hasn't been good lately, but I've made some
really good pictures. I 25 :

* Kettle's boiling ! V¥ announced Micky Flynn.

“Good! TI'll make the tea.” :

Dick reached down the cigar-box which served
No. 4 Study for a tea-caddy, and made a sign
to Micky to take up the subject of photogranhy.
Flynn knew rather less about photegraphy than
aih;-out- Sanskrit, but he was always willing to
obhige.

“Sure and I'd like to see some of the pic-
tures | "' he exclaimed. “' It's a clever bounder
ve are, (ireene.
photography.”

“*Good idea,”” sasid Gresne. ** I'H show vou
how to do it.* And I'll tell you what, Flyan, T'll
sell you my old camera for fifteen-and-six, It
cost me & guinea.”

Flynn made a face.

* Sure, I don’t know

“It's as easy as anything. I'm giving it up
because I'm going in for films now. I .use films

: |

‘lcrn my new camera, though I've a fine lot of
pla

b}

** Sure, and it’s short of plates we are in this
study,"” said Flynn. *° How ever many we get,
they're always getting broken. Poindexter
settles two at least every day playing diabolo.
If you've got plates to dispose of 2

**I mean photographic plates, not dinner

lates! ** said Greene witheringly, *° As I said,
‘va films in my new camera.’”’
“Have you really 7" said Micky sympa-

tﬁﬂliciny-, “ Can't you get 'em out 1 ”
“Eht
2% ca.nlt;- yﬁu wi 'em Q‘E ? o Eﬂ;id Miﬂ'l{F-.

apparently under the impression that a film in
a camera wag like & film on & pene of glass. “1Ii

7% Whats he bout ? " asked Gres
3 .-.. Eﬂ, e alo $" as reene,
nae s

looking round i . “Is he off his giddy
rocker ™ °© *

“1 guess he is;". seid Poindexter hastily. !
“ Don’t mind him. I say, tea’s ready. Don't
move, Greeney: make " youarself comfy, and
we'll shove the table towards you., Lend ma a
hand, Flynn.”

Poindexter and Flynn fook hold of the table
to slide 1t a little towards the armchair in which
sat the honoured gunest. Unfortunately there was
a hole in the extremely worn square of carpet
which adorned the study, and the leg of the
table caught in it.

*You're very kind,” said Greene.
Ow ! b 8

The *“ow " broke from him as the table jerked,
and a cup of hot tea was projected against his
chest. He jumped up as if moved by electricity,

“Ow! You silly ass! Ow!"

** You lunatie, £t

“* Yon howling ass, Poindexter ! ™

*“ You did it !

¢ Sure, and it was you intoirely | "

Greene wiped his soaked waistcoat with a
handkerchief. The three chums rushed to his aid
at once. Iif Greene were to depart in dudgeon
all would be lost, and Dick Neville had expended
a considerable amonunt of their combined pocket-
money on that feed. Greene was not looki
pleased, and no wonder, for the hot tea had soak
through waistecoat and shirt, and Elight-ly scalded
him. But the profuse apologies oif the chums,
and® their evident anxiety to appease him,
mollified Greene. He sat down again. |

“ It's all right,”” he said. ** Don’t mention it.
I say, this is a ripping spread.”

His eye passed admiringly over the table.

It was, indeed, a very good spread. Jam and
cake were there in addition to the usual fare,
and jelly, cream puffs, and a pile of tarts,

** Oh, of course we did our best as you were
coming,"” said Poindexter.

“ Did you ? " said Greene rather wonderingly.
““ That was very nice of you., Yes, I'll start with
the sardines, please.”

Greene started with the sardines, He con-
tinued with the ham and pickles. He went on
with the eggs and muffins, He certainly made a

ood tea, as the chums hospitably urged him to
o. Dick Neville poared out his fourth cup of
tea as he started on the cake.

“1say, thisis l&rima,” said Greene.

. Giaj you hke it,” said Poindexter, *°1I
guess we'll fry and do better next time, Of
course, vou'll come again, Greene 7

“* Certainly,”” said Greene, beaming. *° When
you do a fellow down in this style, he doesn’t
want pressing to come again, I should think.
I'll come pretiy often,"”

** That's nice of yon, Greeney. We want you,
yvou know. Don’t stand on ceremony. Just
come in when you hke.” ,

“7T will, Yes, T'll have some jam tarts now,

iiI

lm}'ﬂ‘ﬂ. May as well put three or four on my

plate and save passing again.”
~** Certainly. Here you are, msvourneen.
you like them ? " 3

“Like them ? I should say so. What are
the cream puffs like t "

“ Ripping ! " said Neville ; * and we got them
specially for you. T heard you say that you
liked cream puffs the other day.”

* Really, I say, you're a.w’g]ﬂy kind,” seaid
Greene, quite ov wered.

* Not at all. Don't spare them, you know."”

Greene did not spare them. He was beginning

Do

{tq;- look extremely well fed, while the chums,

I was thinking of taking up |

—

who were spending most of their time in attend-
ing to his wants, hardly had a look in. A feed
in No. 4 Study, which was famous for its feeds,
had seldom been done such justice to by & single
guest, Greene acquitted himself like a man and
a Briton.

* Prime,” he seid—" I can only say prime!
No, nothing more, Flynn, thank you.
perhaps I could manage one more cream puff, if
you insist. No, no more tea, Neville—well, yes,
half a eup, if you like. This is ripping, and I
don't know how to thank you fellows.”

* Oh, come in sgain, that's all,” said Neville.

*That I will, Neville; and you can bet I
won't forget. Not till after Saturday, though,"
added Greene, with a laugh.

“Why * What do you mean? Why not "

* The footer, you know. This stuff is rippin
tommy, but pastry won't do a fellow much gong
beiore a football match."

The chums exchanged glances. They had been
thinking that it was about time to bring the
conversation round to tha topic of the Form
match on Saturday, and here was Greene referring
all of his own accord to that very topi¢. Nothing
could have been more fortunate. :

** 80 wou're thinking of playing in the Form
match 1" seid Neville carelessly.

*“Oh, ves, rather ! "

* Well,'" said Dick Neville, looking round for
confirmation, *'I don't know a chap in the
Fourth Form that keeps goal like Greene does.”

** 1 guess that's so.”

* Sure, and it’s a marvel he is between the
sticks, and no mistake ! **

** Oh, you're flattering me,” said Greene, look-
very pleased, nevertheless,

‘ Not a bit of it.”

* T gmess it’s the solid trath."”

*“Well, I aimit that I .can keep . said

Greene. “* I don’t want to brag, yvou know, but

a shot has to be a pretty good one to me.

I don’t know about being the best goalkeeper in

the Fourth, though.”

** You are, Greene.

* Well, Pankhurst said

“Hedid,did he |

* Yes, when he asked me to play
Saturday,” ssid Green innocently. .

been heard to

No doubt abont ﬂ]ﬂ-t.!i
s0, too, when Bt

For a moment & pin might have
fall in No. 4 Study.

* When he what ?
in & hollow voies, :

** When he asked me to play
d&?-"_

* You refpsed 1’ -

“ Oh, Bo ; I accepted.” .

Greene drained his teacup and rose to his feet.

“* Well, you chaps, I must fly, or I shall be late
for prep.,”’ he said. * * Thanks awfully I You'wve
treated me jolly well. I'l look in agsin on
Saturday after the match, if you like.”

“ Oh, do,” said Neville, in a faint voice. Poin-
dexter and Flynn sat staring at Greene in a stony,
sphinx.like way, incapable of words.

“ And I say, Flynn, T'll send that camera in,
and you can look at it, and if you're inclined to
take up photography——"

“*Arrah! You—you—you impostor

“Eh?t Isav I'll send in the camera——""

* If you do I'll jump on it.”

Greene stared at Micky Fiynn as if he thought
he had suddenly mad. Perhaps a glimmer-
ing of
hag inned Eﬁﬂ:tly, and walked out of the study.
Micky Flynn laid his hand on the teapot, as if to
send it after him.

Poindexter stopped him.

.-

“ Done ! ™ Nevilla and Fiynn together
mournfully, 2
“ Spoofed !’ said Poindexter. * I guess Panky

and Price are getting the best of this deal. We

shall have to get Philpot to keep goal for us."”

The 4th Chapter.
The Day Before the Match.
CRATCH, scratch, went the pens,
~  The table was cleared in No. 4 Study,
and the chums were at work., Work had
to be done, whatever the state of affairs might be

| in the internal politics of the Fourth Form. The

Combine were busy, so busy that they did not
hear a tap on the door till it was repeated,

‘““ Oh, come in! " grunted Poindexter.

The door openad, and a sallow-faced youth
entered. It was Philpot of the Fourth, known in
the Form as “* Shyloek.” He was upon the worst

| of terms with No. 4 Study. Philpot was of a

1'

} to

financial turn of mind, and he had lately improved
the shining hour by lending money at interest
among the Lower Form boys at Cliveden, a prac-
tice which had been stopped by the Combine, who
had had to resort to rather rough measures for
the :
0 0!" said Neville, looking rather grim!

at the youthful usarer. ** What may you happeﬁ
want, Philpot "

*“1 want to speak to you about the footer,

' Neville.”

| Cliveden, it was oniy fair to help him on.

The Combine exe glances, Philpot was
a cad, but he certainly could keep geal when he
liked to try. If he was turning over a new laaf,
and trying to live up to the sporting traditions of
And

for him on |

B aaled Poindextor at-inst. |
for him on Satur- :

facts dawned upon his mind then, for |

|

the Combine certainly wanted a goal-keeper, as
ﬂlf}’ had lost Greene to the enemy.
“Oh, all right ! said Neville.
to Pla.y forus?®
:‘ Yes, if you wonld like me to.”
“We'll take you,” seid Dick. ““But mind, it
mean sticking

* Do you want

Saturday. It's no joke, you know.”

* I know that, Neville. I used to play football
a couple of terms ago, and now I've taken it up in
earnest it's all coming back. I am gﬁnf to try
tﬂhfnﬂt into the Cliveden second eleven if 1 have a
c {:-H'..'.

 There’s always a chance for a good player,”
said Dick, looking at him keenly. * Butpn]fa you
in earnest '  You're the last chap I should have
expected to turn out a footbeller 1"’

" You've seen how I'm sticking to it.”

* Yes, I admit that. We shall be glad to have
you on Saturday, and we're obliged for the offer.
There have been some rubs between us, but we're

Well, | quite willing to forget all about them if you are.”

“T'm of that, Neville. That’s all I wanted
to say, so I won't bother you as you're busy.”

And Phil
The chums were certainly busy, but instead of
resuming his work, Dick Neville sat leaning his
chin thoughtfully on his hand, in an attitude of
deep reflection. |

“Two cents for your thoughts,” =aid Poin-

i dexter, looking up curiously.

Dick laughed. ;

* I was thinking ahput Philpot,” he said. “ I
don’t believe he's reformed. It seems a rotten
thing to think of any fellow, but I can’t help the
idea coming into my mind that he has some
beastly mean motive for joini in the match.
If he gets into the second eleven, he—well, I don't
i-:puw what his game is, but I don’t believe in
1m.”’

“Well, I guess I don’t, either, if it comes to
that,” said Poindexter thoughtfully. ** But he's
not in the sscond eleven, and very likely won't
ever be. As for his playing for us on Satur-
day 5

" * He doesn’t like us. Why should he offer 7

' denying

|

1
1

! dence was shown on both sides,

°* I guess it’s because he likes the game after all.”

Dick shook his head. .

" He was always such a mean beast that I can’t
trust him, even when he seems to be acting above
board,"” he said. **Still, I must say I can’t see
how he can have any axe to
us to-morrow. Of course, it will be good practice
for him if he's really trying to get into the second
eleven. If he plays up weil, I shall have a better
opinion 0f hiny perhaps.

And the chums fell to their work again. Dick’s
distrust of the Sh of the Fourth Form was to
some extent shared by the others. Philpot was
not a fellow to uﬁgt:a confidenca. Siill, a goal-
keeper they must have, and Philpot’s offer was
too good to be refused.

Pankhurst and Price had certainiy had the best
of the recruiting. While the Combine were at
work,” the Old Firm were sitting in their study
eomparing notes.

“ We've got the best lot in the Fourth Form,”
Pankhurst said positively. °° Gatty is the best
back, and Greene the best goalie. Medway is
good as outside. Myers st centre-half will be all
right. The rest are rather a scratch lot, I know ;
but then they're as good as any that No. 4 Study
can show. Besides the three themselves, Neville's
team will be very serateh, Jeffreys is the best.”

** Quite so,” said Price, his wusual remark.
* Only—between ourselves, you know—thera's no
that Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn aro
three of the best, and guite up to our own form."”

Pankhurst nodded.

“Yes, I know that, Price. But three don’t
make up a team. Mind you, I know it will be a
tussle. Buat I really think we've got the best lot,
and that we shall knock spots off No. 4 Study on
Saturday afternoon.”

* Oh, no doubt about thatt!™
fidently.

Pankhurst and Price looked forward to Satur-
day with great eagerness. The Combine ap-
peared to do so also, The most complete confi-
When the teams
were complete, every leisure moment, almost,
was spent upon the football field at hard practice.
And k Neville, in spite of his dislike of Philpot,
had to admit that the cad of the Fourth did very
well in goal.

Pankhurst and Price noticed it too. The Com-
bine put in some practice on Friday, and the Old
Firm stood and looked on, to see how they were
shaping. The Combine in turn shot for the gosl
which EE‘hil t was defending, and Shylock sent
every ball bacl. If was some time befire Poin-
dexter, with a very skilful shot, baffled him, and
sent the leather through the posts,

Pankhurst looked very serious.

‘I say, that chap shapes well,”" he remarked to
his chum. ‘‘I never looked for it in him. They
say he's trying to get into the second eleven as
goal-keeper, and I shouldn’t wonder if he does,
it he keeps on like that. You see, the Combine
are weakest in defence, but if they have a man
between the posts who never lets a ball pass him,
they're all right."

Price nodded,

““ Look at the beasts grinning at us!” said
Pankhurst. .** Come awav!"”

““ I say, how do you like that, Panky 7"’ called
out Dick Neville, *° Think your goalie is up to

the mark 2"’ :
gaid Pankhurst, “ That chap

a

said Price con-

“Oh, rats!™
can stop your shots all ri,%ht, bat I should make
pretty short work of him, I think.”

“ Come and try,” said Philpot.

“ Oh, I'm not in my things——"

““ Rats! You know vou couldn’t do it."

The challenge could not be refused. Panlk-
hurst, mﬂ% angrily, ran on the field. He
dribbled the down to the goal, and feinted,
and then, suddenly chang:nghhﬁ feet, sent in a
low, stdden shot that would have beaten many a
good lie. But Philpot’s foot met it, and it
came bounding out,

' to the practice hard up to

pot left the study and closed the door.

grind in playing for -
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Pankhurst tried again and again, but the result
each time was the same. He agfected to believe
that it was due o his being in his clothes and
walking boots, but as he gave it up, and walked
away with Price, his face was very grave. :

“*We sha'n't find it easy to s that chap,
he said. °° Ii he keeps goal Like that to-moITOW,
Pricey, we shall have a hard fight for it.”

* Looks like it.” i

* Fancy Philly turning out like thai, too!
said Pankhurst thoughtfully. " There's not
much of the sporitsman about him, 1 wonder
what mean motive he had for joining the Com-
bine ¢ "

Which showed that Pankhurst had a distrust
for Philpot equal to Dick Neville's.

“Hallo, Panky ! =aid Greene, meeting the
red-haired chums. “*1 hear that Neville’s goal-
]-IDE{pt:r has been staggering humanity lately.”

““Oh, that's all right!™ said Pankhuorst,
** He's not up to your form if you put up your best
game, Greeney.”

* ¥You think we shall win, then 17

“Ob, yes!” said Pankhurst confidently.

“ What do you think of the prospects for to-
morrow, Panky ? " asked Gatty a little Iater,

" Rosy,” replied Pankhurst.

* Think we shall win ¥

“Certain ! 7

Bat in No. 10 Study Pankhurst turned to his
clhium with s pensive brow.

1 wonder how the mateh will turn out to-
morrow,  he remarked.

 ————————

The 5th Chapter.

A Rascal’s Reward.

ATURDAY morning dawned cold and
clear. It was a fine day for the Form
match, and the juniors of Cliveden

hailed it with glee. _

Morning school was voted a bore, Many of the
eager youngsters earned impositions that morming.
They thought football, and they talked football
Footbhall was in their minds and in their hearts.

But morning school, like everything else, had
an end at last. The youngsters trooped out of
the class-rooms talking and chattering, with one
eternal topic—football I Some of the seniors took
an interest in the match, too, and Crane of the
Fifth had promised to referee for the juniors—an
act of kindness which was very well received. It
was necessary to have a strietly impartial referee,
and one who did not belong to the Fourth. Crane
had his faults, but he was & good sportsman.

The kick-off was timed for three o’clock. After

dinner, Pankhurst and Price strolled down to |

the field to have a look at the ground. They
were joined by Philpot, Pankhurst glanced
curiously at the Shylock of the Fourth.

*“I want to speak to you chaps,” said Philpot.

“8Speak away,” said Pankhurst briefly. He
did not like Philpot, and he never pretended to.

“It’s about the match.”

“Well, what about it 7™

“ Do you think you are going to win 1™

1Y E'IEE.I ¥

“1 mesan, honest Injun—do you think T shall
let vou get any i

“ You won't be able to help yourself, T expect.™

o Dh,"if that’s the kind of talk you're going in
for -

“ What the dickens are you driving at?®™
asked Pankhurst, impatiently. ‘' To come down
to facts, I suppose we have equal chances. What
about it 17

* You want to win, though 77

“Of course.”

*“ 1 mean, you want to win particularly, to pub
the Combine in their place—and you'd give a lot

to win.™

“ Yes——"" Pankhurst broke off suddenly.
' Blessed if T see what you're driving at Phiipot.
1 suppose yon don’t want me to givé you five bob
to let the ball you, do you ? ™

Philpot laughed uneasily.

“No; not exactly.”

“ Well, what are you getting at, then 1™

“I mean—I'd like to oblige you, and one
turn deserves another. To come down to facts,”
said Philpot, lowering his voice, ** I'm a bit above
{uur weight, and if T keep goal as well as 1 can if

choose, you haven't an earthly.” o

“I don't believe it; but supposing it is so— |-
what then 7™

““Well, I can do you a good turn. You haven't

forgotien, I suppose, how you joined with the
fellows in No.4 Study to bust up my business.”

“Your moneylending among the juniors, do
you mean ™

“Yes, that's what I mean. Now, if you two
fellows took different sides, 1 sheounldn't be afraid
of those rotters. Grahame, the prefect, would
stick to me if he wasn’t afraid of being shewn up.
Will you back me up if I **  Philpot hesi-

tated.

“If you what?™ asked Pankhurst, very
quietly, but with a steely glitter in his eyes,

“ Well, to put it plain, you've only got to give
mie your word to back me up, and you'll win in
the match to-day.”

Pankhurst affected not to understand.

“ How can we win, except by beating Neville's

lot 1 he asked: ™ and we're going to do that,

anyhow, il we can.
* How dull vou are, ’Pﬂnﬂjﬂlmt! I mean that

'l let the ball in :

“ And give away the game, do you mean ? >

“Yoz You haven't a chance now: you'll
have a certainty then. II you are licked the
Combine will crow over you no end. If you lick
them, Fnu’]_l be the top of ‘_ﬂ‘.IE Form. You can’t
afford to refuse my oifer. Yon—hang it! What
are you up to = y&“!!ﬂ Ph]]pﬁ_t. =

Pankhurst had suddenly gripped him by the
back of the collar, with a grip like that of a vice,
and was pumme]hn%himmthﬂﬂlmﬂata

Price following, administering an

occasional running kick to help Philpot along,

|

|

Philpot didn't want to go, but there was no
gainseymg Panky and Price. With that grip on
his collar he had to go, whether he liked it or not,
and Price’'s football boots helped him consider.
ably. Philpot wriggled and howled, but it was
no uwse. Pankhburst ran him right on, straight
towards the spot where the Combine were stand-
ing, talking to one another, near the entrance to
the house.

“Hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Poindexter,
** what are you doing with our goalkeeper ? ™

“ Help! " gasped Philpot. “Help! They——"

Pankhurst gave Philpot & final twist that sent
?m staggering in a heap at the feet of the Com-

ine.

** There, you cad ! he gasped, winded by his

exertions. “I'll tell you what he's just said to
me, lkids e

“It's a He ! ” screamed Philpot. ““It’s a lie!
I never 2

* How do you know ?  grinned Price. " Panky
hasn't said anything yet.”

“ What 3 1t, Panky 7" asked Dick Neville.
quietly. “ I know you wouldn’t tell & lie, what-
ever that grovelling cad says. What’s the row? ™

** He's offered to sell the match to ns, that's
all,” said Pankhurst breathlesslyv, “If we'll
back him up in starting his moneylending again,
we're to win. That’s his offer ! ™’

The Combine looked at one another.

“It's a lie 1™ shrieked Philpot, as he saw the

‘luc-ks onn the faces of the footballers he had in-

tended to betray.
only joking—of course, I should never

“1 mever—I mean, I was
¥

“'Nuff said, I guess,” said Poindexter. ** This | geod

12 very decent of you, Panky. We'll deal with
that dirty traitor!”

“ I would have wiped up the Close with him
for making me such an offer,” said Pankhurst,
with a glare at the Shylock of the Fourth ; * but

AT TR
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with all the sirength of his arm—a very poweriul
one. Then he looked at hie chums,

** Think that’s enough ? ™ he asked.

Dick Neville nodded.

* Sure and it's not encugh,” said Micky Flynn.
' But 1 dare say Philpot can make it do: Would
yvou care for any more, Philpot ¥ ™

“No,” yelled Philpot.

Poindexter threw down the rope.

* 1 hope that’ll be a lesson to you, you pesky
scoundrel | * he said. ‘" You're out of the team
rsmw, whatever kind of a goalkeeper we pick up.

cat | ™

And Philpot “ scatted.”

The 6th Chapter.
The Form Match.

¥ URN out!”
“Don’t keep us waiting all
afternoon.™
Lk Euck up 1 -3
The Cliveden juniors were crowding round the

football field. It wes close upon time for the
kick-off. The teams had not appeared yet. It

the

was known that Philpot had left Neville’s team, |
and that Dick had had some difficulty in finding

a passable goslie to replace him, though the
cause of. Philpot’s leaving was not generally

‘known. All the members of the Fourth who

|

were not playing were round the field, and nearly
all the Thilg Form and the Shell, as well 85 a
ly sprinkling of seniors.

" Here they are!™

* Bravo !’

Cheers seemed about equally divided for the
Neville party and the Pankites. All the players
were looking wvery fit, especially the Combine
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“You're very kind,” said Greeme, *I—0w——7"
' table jerked, and a cup of hot tea was projected against his chest,

moved by electricity.
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The “0Ow "™ broke from him as the
He jumped wp as if

I thought I'd leave him in your hands. The | and the Old Firm. King was keeping goal for

beast ! 7

“ Quite so.”

* Thanks, Pankv,” said Dick Newville. * And
I say, old chap, 1 take back what I said about
your not being able to play football.”

Pankhurst grinned.

“ Oh, that’s all right. T fancy neither of us
meant hali we seid. I know I didn’t. I expect
we shall lick you this time, Neville; but you're
better off without that rotter in your
Come on, Pricey.”

And the Old Firm walked off. Philpot was
on his feet, and the Combine were round him,
cutting off his escape. He looked doubtfully
from one fo another.

“It—it was only a joke ! he mumbled.

“Was it 17 said Poindexter grimly. ** Well,
we are going fo joke with you now. Come mnto
thE .l!

i i" Wﬂn‘t ! I 2

“Will you take it quietly, or shall we show

ou up to all the Fourth, and get you a Form
icking ? You know what that means | *

*“1—I'll come.™

The Combine marched the rascal into the
vm. Poindexter looked round, and then
gfcted Philpot to hang himself over a hom-
zontal bar. Then he picked up & rope.

i I-"‘I wﬂn?t‘ ! *

“Which will vou have—a dozen, well laid
on, or & Form licking 7"

“J—J—let me go—I—"

The rope swished through the air., Philpot
wriggled and squirmed, but he dared not yell,
lest he should atiract Hﬂthle::d to leam the cause
of his punishment. = E-?BGM rted to find
Pankhurst willing to accept his offer, making the
mistake of judging others to be as as him-
gelf. But he knew that if ell the Fourth Form
came to know of his rascally treachery, his life
would not be worth living & Cliveden,

Poindexter gave him ftwelve lashes, laid on | pass, Pankhurst did not dispute it, and tke |

i

l
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the Nevillians, in the place of Philpot. Crane
was on the field, in a Norfolk suit with a big
whistle,

“"Go it!1”

" Get to work!?”

The two captains tossed for choice of goals,
and the Pankhurst sympathisers cheered when
Panky was seen to point to the end from which
the wind was blowing.

Pheep | went the whistle, when the teams had
lined up, and the ball rolled from the foot of Dick
Neville.

*Play up, Pankhurst!"

* Play up, Puntdodger ™

The young footballers played up. Neville,

Flynn, end Poindexter were all in the front line, !

and they sdopted rushing tactics. They knew
that their strength ley in attack, their defence
being terribly weak after the throwing out of
Philpot.

And success seemed likely to attend .their
tactics, too.

They brought the ball night through the
Pankites, and up to the goal, in less than five
minutes from the start, and Greene was forced to
defend. _

But Greene did it, and did it well, and the ball
went out to Gatty at back, and Gatty sent it
up the field with a terrific kick.

The Pankhurst forwards were after ## in a
twinkling, and away they went with it, with the
Combine tearing after them like madmen.

Pankhurst passed to Price, and Price kicked
for I, and there was a yell as the ball went
through the posts and climbed the net.

“ Hurrah 1™

But a countershout rang over the Seld.

“Boo! Offside! Boo!”

Crane’s whistle rang shrilly out. It was un-
doubtedly offside, only & single back being
between Price and the goal when he received the

|
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, was charged

'r&a.dy i
]back,buttha were not in time to

| changed. It's been a jolly

gatisicction of his supporiers changed to dis-
appomiment.

That mistake made the Pankifes more carefnl,
and the narrow escape was a lesson to the Nevil-
1ans, t0o. The game went on more steadily,
but again and again the Pankites came on goal-
ward, and the Combine’s forwards had to do
more defending than their backs did, the backs
simply not being up to the form of the assailant®

As the first half drew towards its close, without

a score on either side, Pankhurst and Price mado

a big effort. They rushed the ball down the

field, favoured by the wind, and packed before =
goal, and shots rained in on King. King did

the
his best, and better then had been ted of
him, but he was not equal to an atteck like that. .

Right in came the ball from Pankhurst's foot,
and it lodged in the net, and there was a cheer
from the excited spectators, '

1] GMI ! 2y

“Goal! Hurrah!™

* Good old Panky !

It was an indisputable goal, and when, a few
minutes later, the first half ended, the Pankites
closed one up, and the Nevillians with a blank
seore.

Both sides were pretty well blown with the
pace of the game, and glad of & rest.

** Never mind,” said Poindexter, as he rubbed
his shoulder, which was aching a little from the
effects of a rather rough charge, ** in the next
half we shall have the wind behind us, and that
will make a lot of difference, as it's so keen.”

*“ Yes, it has helped Panky a little,” said Dick
" We've done well considering. If we had had
& good man in goal I'd undertake to lick them
hollow. As it is—"

" Bure and we've an equal chance, anyway.”

*“ I guess that’s about?;t Hallo, time’s 1_1:;."

It was Pankhurst’s turn to kick off against the
wind. The breeze was freshening, and it was
very cold, and so the advantage was greater for
the Combine, now ends were changed, than it
bad been in the first half for the Old Firm.

_ Pankhurst kicked, and the Pankites followed
1t up with a rush, which bore them fairly into the
enemy's territory, where they showed a strong

disposition to stay. |
The tussle s ever nearer to the goal, but
cleared with a long kick that sent the

Jefireys
ball past the hali-way line, and the struggle was

" transferred to Pankhurst’s half. Then it was

doggedly obstinate. The ball continually went
into touch. The Pankite goal had several
narrow escapes, but the second halfi wore on
without a score.

The spectators showed wisible signs of im-
patience. They wanted goals, but goals did not
seem to be coming.
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*“ Go for 'em !

Taking no heed of comments or advice, the
young footballers played up for all they weore

h. It was getting towards time, and still

at solitary haf[m in the first hali was all the
score sheet to show. Now, however, Pank-
hurst and Price led their merry men in a deter-
mined sattack, and the struggle was fierce in
front of the Combine’s goal. | -

It Jooked a sure thing for the Qld Firm, and a
second goal then would have settled the matter,

for there could not have been possible time for -

the Combine to equalise. But it was not to be.
Jeffreys, playing up well, succeeded in clearing
again, and the ball came to Micky Flynn. He
over the next moment, but not
before he had passed to Dick Neyille, who was
away with the ball in a flash. ; |

Away, away ! Leaving the whole of
players behind him, Dick darted up the field.
Poindexter was close at his heels, on the E;Ii?ht"
to back him up. The halves were falling
get in Neville's
way. e backs had a chance to stop him,
and if they failed, it depended upon the goalie
only. The backs bravely tackled the task, but as
they rushed upon him, Dick heeled the ball to
Poindexter. Lincoln G. Poindexter had been
looking for it, and he was ready. '

Dick went over the next instant under the
charging backs, but as he rolled on the sward,
Poindexter captured the ball. He had been
behind his leader when he received the pass, and
there was no danger of offside. He wed right;
:;};gf;{]‘;m Tt-lﬁﬂ b&elhka had anyaﬁmhglfat he had

. 8 ecper was only -prepared,
and the wh:mgz?; ahn?thnt Puindexteﬁent in
was toco much for Greene. X

The leather missed his elutching hand by a
foot or more, and plumped into the net. There
Was a roar.

il Gﬁﬂl ! 2 ;

“ Good old Poindexter ! ™

Phe-e-p !

Crane was blowing the whistle. Time iwas
up, but the Combine, with as fine a bit of play as
had ever been seen on a Cliveden field, had
squalised. It wasadraw, and honours were easy.

The players were heartily cheered as they
erowd off the field. Pankhurst, grinnin
slapped Dick Neville on the shoulder, ms’
thumped Poindexter in the small of the back.

* It wes splendid,” he said. ** Do you know,
I'm not disappointed that it's only a draw.
Honours are easy, and I don’t mind.™

** Neither do I,“Bsgl.nned Dick., *“ It's been a
good game, and I it that the result is gbout

| what it should be, on our form.™

“I guess 80,” said Lincoln G. Poindexter,
‘* Hallo, Greene, what do you want * "

* What price that feed in the study
Greene, |

The Combine laughed, too.

“Oh, that’s all Tight, I
dexter.
Panky

guess,” said Poin.
“Come and welcome. And I say,

and Price, you eome, tco, when you've

- od Lame, and we'll.

it up a bit to celebrate the occasion.™

d they did.

k

TEE ESD. |
(** The Cliveden Wazrworks ™ next nieck)

? " laughed




