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The 1st Chapter.

A Question of Precedence.
INCOLN . POINDEXTER, of the
Fourth Form at Cliveden, stood before
the notice - board in the hall, reading
pel" pinned up there, with an extremely
tful expression upon his keen face.
te was nothing especially remarkable
% that notice. - It had been up a couple of
ys, and all Cliveden had read it and commented
nit. There seemed to be no particular reason
v Lincoln &. Poindexter, the American chum
Cliveden, should be so interested in it. But
ted in it he certainly was. :
notice ran as follows, in the rather sprawl-
hand of Trevelyan, of the Sixth, the captain
C iveden School:
A “ CrickeT NOTICE ! -
. The opening match of the season, Cliveden v.
edelyffe, will take place on Saturday, the 17th
t. The following will play for Cliveden.”
Then followed a list of the Cliveden First

n.
~“ Ahem ! " said Lincoln G. Poindexter, aloud. -
e next moment he st as he received
unding slap on the shoulder. He almost lost
 balance, but a slap from another hand, on the
r shoulder, set him right again. He turned
d wrathfully. G T e R e
“What the—' ™Then he grinned as' he
gnised his two chums, Neville and Flynn.
lo ! You startled me.”
Paith, and we thought you were goin’ into
or something,” grinned Micky Flynn.
‘we've been watchin’ ye for two or three
ates, intoirely, and ye’ve been reading that
o notice over and over again. Phwat’s the
e game ? I8 it learnin’ it by heart ye are ?”’
Oh, he was day-dreaming,” said Neville.
ught we had better shake you up out of it,
er.. Therels nothing in that notice
1aven’t, reac’i, a dozen times.”

=

Jon't start guessing now, Puntdodger. It's
ime, and sure it’s an illigant tay we’ve got
low the tea ! ?
w::ﬁ l;li’y."t ;:id Dick Neville, ““ it will be
- énoug is time without blowing it.
‘been looking for you, Why didn’t you
' up to the study ?
‘ve been thinking——""
Sur ?ﬁ‘lghe spalpeen is always starting

otter come -and have some tea after it
2 seid Dick Neville anxiously. ** You
éaugerouﬂ it is to have a sudden
8 Spring weather.” -

t rot !’ said Poindexter, still look-
‘T've been thinking.”

L, come and have tea.”
-Xougse notice on the board 7
~Lve seen it about a million times—or a
5 at least, anyway.
, 10u see what Trevelyan says—the opening

of tho season will bb played on Saturday.”
ch ASon. ¥ played on Saturday.

‘ _l,‘: and Flynn stared at the Kineciosts
2 I utter amezement. They -could not
,M,;Q.!,.gut?-or imagine in the least what was

y ‘ ﬂ;ﬂyﬂm ?it.’" n‘id “ What's

m% opening mateh’ of the season on
_or any other day they like? It

3 %igm;sa,w;. We're' not. in the First
; Te not likely to be asked to play,

Micl .f-mmn’?amd.' d. Truly there was
 'kelibood of a junior being asked to
First i iEl»ecwm, which was formed, of

4y of seniors, including the great
MF\zrm, and a few Tucky

~ Upper Fifth., The L
to do with First ]

nn.

" Dick Nevi .
-all about it after ]

A Grand, Complete Tale of Cricket and

School Life,

Neville and Flynn
gasped simultaneously.

“The Fourth Form!”

‘“ The opening match !

“I guess 80. The
seniors in this pesky
school put on altogether
too much side, to my
way of thinking. They
go swaggering about pre-
tending to forget that
there’s such a form as
the Fourth in existence.
They never remember
that we’re here except
when they want fagging
done. Why the dickens
should we waste Saturday
afternoon round  the
cricket ground shouting
ourselves hoarse for the
First Eleven playing the
opening match of the
season ? Let them cheer
us, while we’re playing the
opening match, That’s
what I say.”

¢ Sure and it’s a janius
yo are !’

By CHARLES HAMILTON.

“ Good wheeze!' ex-
claimed Dick Neville,
with a sparkle in his
eyes. * The Fourth Form

”

* Look here, I've been thinking

“ QOh, let him run on, Dicky darling. He's
been thinking, and it’s upset him a little. Go
on. Puntbuster. Where do you feel the pain ? ™

“You'll feel a pain somewhere soon if you
don’t stop rotting, you IJrish ass!” exclaimed
Poindexter. * Can’t you be serious for a minute ?
P’ve been thinking o

“You see, he can’t get over it, Dick. We
must deal gently with him.”

“ About this cheeky notice,” said Poindexter,
pointing to the paper on the board.

The chums stared at him.

“ Cheeky ! How do you make that out ?”

“ Doesn’t it seem to you that the Sixth Form
take altogether too much upon themselves in this
school 77 Poindexter demanded. ‘‘ Where do
we come in ?”’

« J-don’t quite follow.”

“ Phe First Eleven are playing Redclyfife on
Saturday—but what price the Fourth Form
Eleven § It's like their cheek to gas about the
opening match of the season, as if there weren’t
any cricketers in Cliveden except the Sixth. The
fact is, the seniors in this school don’t attach
sufficient, importance to the junior cricket club.”

Micky Flynn giggled.

« Awful 1 he exclaimed. ‘‘Now you come

Puntbuster, I've noticed that the
. _i‘““‘ respect.

‘s t I d =,
we fag'the Sixth2*
bk d,’ said Dick Neville, grinning. * And
why shouldn’t the First Eleven be chosen from

the Fourth Form Cricket Club 17

“ Faith, and sure——"" :

“QOh, cheese it!” granted Poindexter. ‘ If
you don’t care about standing up for the honour
of the Lower School ”

«Sure and P’d rather sit down for my tea,” said
Micky Flynn. ‘‘ But anythin’ for a quiet life.
What do you want us to do ? Take this notice
down and tell the Sixth they really must not
do it.”

T T

: h
Form,

“T guess not. My idea is to. see that the
Fourth Form Cricket Club takes a

look to us, as the heads
of the Form, to see that
the junior end is kept up
in this school. This is a wheeze worthy of the
Cliveden Combine. We'll do it.”

** Faith, and when the Old Firm get to hear
of it——""

““ We may have to take Pankhurst and Price
into the thing,” said Poindexter thoughtfully.
“In a matter of this kind the whole Fourth
would have to stand together. Of course, it will
want thinking out——"

“ Meanwhile, the tay’s getting cold.”

‘ True enough. Tea’s all ready, Puntdodger ;
the table laid and the tea made, and—"

“1 guess we’ll go and have tea,” said Poin-
dexter. '* Come along.” 4

And the Cliveden Combine went upstairs®to
their study. The door was closed, and Dick
Neville looked rather surprised as he turned
the handle.

““ We left the door open,” he remarked. * Who
—hallo ! ' My only -hat ! ”

" He threw the door open, and the Combine
stared into the study in wrath and amazement.

The 2nd Chapter.

Uninvited Guests.
0. 4 study was not unoccupied.
. Two youths were seated at the well
spread tea-table, and they appeared to

two red-headed juniors of the Fourth
and it did not need a second glance to show
the Combine' that the unexpected occupants of
the study were Pankhurst and Price, their deadly
rivals for the leadership of the Lower School.

“ My hat!” exclaimed Neville.

“ Faith and begorra!” ejaculated Micky

)X::i Poindexter stared in silent wrath.

Pankhurst and Price were having—and had
haed—a good time. The tea-table had been well
spread, but it was half cleared now. The more
solid portions of the meal had vanished, and the

roperly prominent place in the school.”
X "péogd? - We'll ehI;l_uenge the Sixth to
a cricket match.” -

“ Qh, shut up! Theyre gassing
about the opening match of the
season, as if ericket had never been
heard of at. Cliveden outside the
Sixth and Fifth. Why shouldn’t the
Fourth Form play the opening mateh
of the season t” :

as an element of luck in it,
ball that Panky sent down
y one, and at all events it
ghty swipe, and sent the
a roar from Cliveden

b Fable v tho CrceField,

| the shue out: of the ! Old
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Old Firm were finishing with tarts and cream
pufis.

Pankhurst looked up with perfect coolness as
the Combine appeared in the doorway.

“Hallo ! ” he said.
* You—you—you: 2
“We were passing,” explained Pankhurst.

“The door was open, and we saw this feed all
ready 4

* You—you——"

“ And as yoy weren’t here, we thought you had
got it ready fof us,” said Pankhurst. “ We were
pretty sharp set when we came in from ericket
practice.”

““ Quite so ! ”’ e¢huckled Price.

“So we stepped in and buckled to.”

¢ Quite 80.”

“We've had a good feed,” said Pankhurst,
rising to his feet and keeping a wary eye all the
time upon. the wrathful Combine. * We're
much obliged.”’

* Awfully obliged,” said Price.

“I4’s been a regular ripping feed, hasn’t it,
Pricey 1

*“ Yes, rather, Panky.”

“ We're greatly obliged, aren’t we 7?7’

“ We are.”

* We'll look in again another time, if you leave
good things like this for us here,” said Pank-
hurst. “ We take it kindly of you.”

** You—you &

‘It was thoughtful,” said Pankhurst. “ It
wag nice of you, too, not to have any of Poin-
dexter’s paternal tinned beef on the table. That
might have taken our appetite away.”

* Quite so.”’

The Cliveden Combine looked at one anocther.
They came further into the study and closed the
door. Poindexter locked it and put the key in
his pocket. The Old Firm watehed this pro-
ceeding with - perfect equanimity, apparently
u]?troubled by the fact that the odds were against
them.

‘* About time we were shifting, I think,” Pank-
hurst remarked.

¢ Quite s0.”

“ I guess you won't go out so easily as you got
in,”* Poindexter obsetg,ed. o Colla.rytheychefl?y
rotters, kids!”

The Combine made a forward move. Pank-
hurst stooped quickly and drew the poker from
the bars of the grate. The end of it was red-
hot, and the chief of the Old Firmh made it whistle
through the air. The Combine jumped back
hurriedly. E

Pankhurst grinned over the red-hot poker.

** Are you coming on ? > he asked pleasantly.

“ You—you—you——"" i 2ok

‘‘ Ha, ha! I thought there might be some
mistake, and this ripping tea might not be
intended for us, so 1 had the poker all ready,”
said Pankburst. ‘* But you needn’t mind it, you
know. You can come on.” :

‘ Put that poker down !”’

“ Ahem! I think I will retain it for the

resent. It's time we left this study, I think.

ill you unlock that door, Puntbuster 2°* = .

igh % not.”

““ Faith and sure, I = Y

* Come on, Pricey! Now, Puntdodger, you (&
must. really unlock the door. If the end of this =
poker comes in contact with —owu, it will scorch your
clothes, to say nothing of ) arcase. Are you
going to unlock that door 7’

Poindexter receded as Pankhurst made a
playful pass at him with the hot poker. The red
was dying out of the tip, but it was still very
hot. The American chum looked helplessly at his
companions. Pankhurst was following him
round the study, and he brought him to bay
against the tea-table. :

Ne‘;:[le and F made

‘ ockat ki =

-PVQk‘.. ’tf ioa

a forward movement,

afraid it will come in

| “Tam t contact—"
“Ow! Keep it away ! TNI—I'll unlock the

door if you like!™ -
** Now, that’s what I call kind, Puntbasher !
Don’t you consider it really kind of Pointplunger,

Pricey 1
“ Quite so !’* giggled Price.
“ Faith, and sure J—’

** Buck up, Punchd ! We can’t stay here
all night, you know, Plankbanger! Now,
Poindexter

- The 3rd Chapter

E Cliveden Combine looked at the cleared
"~ tea-table, and then at one another, with
feelings almost too deep for words.

| I guess we're done this time !* Poindexter

1 remarked, at last. oy

“ Clean done !” said Dick Neville,

“ Faith, and it’s all | ugh
‘thinkin’ ! . said Micky. Flynn. “¥
ye lave it to a more suitable

5

Eob=

The Combine set ta
tea. The Old Firm b
best, butrth:é reInM

| they
new
A¢

seems ! ”-"—'g oindexter.
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to put up our cricket notices on the board, the

:ame as the Sixth. If we can get up a big
match——"

“ But the Sixth Form match takes place on
Saturday ol

‘* What's the matter with our getting up one
for Wednesday afternoon ? "

¢ Faith, and it’s a good wheeze intoirely ! - But
who shall we play * A Form match would be

no good. You couldn’t call a Form match the
opening match of the sayson.”

“ 1 guess not. It will have to be a match with
an outside team, and as good a one as we can fix
up.”

© Well, we haven't any fixture for so early a
date!” remarked Neville, “and, as to-day’s
Monday, there’s not much time.”

 Time enough, if we set our wits to work.”

* Whom shall we play, then 2"

“ Redclyffe Juniors.”

“ My hat! The First Eleven is playing Red-
clyffe First——"

“ Exactly, and we'll play Redolyffe Juniors.
[ know I can fix it up with Burke, their skipper.
That will take the shine out of the Sixth Form
pesky opening match, I guess ! "’

“ But, I say, we shall have to beat them,” said
Neville, dubiously. * Redclyffe Juniors are a
jolly strong team, and we shall have all our work
cut out to lick them ; and a licking on our own
«zroun,d would make our opening match look rather
silly.’

* Of course we must beat them ' ”

* We shall want Panky and Price in the team.”

“ They’ll ba jolly glad to play, but we won’t
mention it yet. This is an affair of our own, and
it's got to be understood all round that the Com-
bine have got it up.”

¢ That'’s right !

“T'll get over to Redclyffe, on my bike, this
very day,” said Poindexter. ‘‘It's jolly good
weather for cycling, and I shall have time to cut
over there and back before locking up. If Burke
agrees to & match on Wednesday, that will
make it all right. If not, we shall have to look
further ; but I think he will agree.”

¢ Sure, and he’s a broth of a boy, and I know
he’ll be willin’,”” said Micky Flynn. * You will be
able to fix up the match all right.”

I guess so. Then, when it's fixed up, we put
up our announcement on the board to the efiect
that the opening match of the season will take
place on Wednesday afternoon.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”

“If that doesn’t take the wind out of the Sixth
Form sails, I'll give you my head for a punching-
ball. I guess I'll be off now. You kids can go
down to the nets and get some practice while the
light lasts.”

‘t Faith, and that's a good idea !’

The Combine left the house, and Poindexter
hurried away to the bicycle-shed. In a few
minutes he was wheeling his machine down to the
gates, while Neville and Flynn went down to
the junior ericket-pitch.

““ Hallo,. where’s Puntdodger off to?” ex-
claimed Pankhurst.

“ Going somewhere to mind his own business
I expect,” said Dick blandly.

Pankhurst grinned.

“If he’s going to the
stand us another feed

5 I"ll stand you .a thick ear if you don’t shut
up!’
* Ha, ha, ha!
Pricey 7"

“ Quite so,” said Price.

* If you're looking for trouble, Panky ——-

“ I'm looking for all the trouble you can give
me, Neville !

¢ Then T'll jolly soon——"" :

“ Here,-you kids, I want some of you! Come
and fag for me over here ! >’ broke in an unpleasant
voice.

The juniors, stopped in the midst of the argu-
ment which was growing very warm, looked
round. It was Grahame, the prefect, who spoke.
Grahame had his bat under his arm, and was
evidently going down to practice. :

Grahame, the most unpopular prefect at Clive-
den, was especially ** down > upon the heroes of
the Fourth, Combine and Old Firm alike. They
were too plucky and independent to suit the bully

of the Sixth. He delighted to give them as
much trouble as he could, and whenever he had
an opportunity he fagged them on the cricket-
field. None of the juniors minded fagging at
bowling or fielding for Trevelyan, or any decent
fellow in the Sixth. But it was different with
Grahame. He would pick 8 moment when they
articularly desired to be doing something else, and
e would take twice as many fags as he really
needed

tuck-shop for grub to

3

We're much obliged, ain’t we,

”

“ Ol;, I say, Grahame, we were just going to-

get in some praetice at the wicket,” said Neville.
“ Faith and sure, we——"" i
“ You'll do as I tell you ! " said Grahame, with

a scowl. “ I want three or four of you. Come
along, you four ! 1 sha’n’t keep you more than a
quarter of an hour.” ¥

As there was certainly not more than a quarter
of an hour left of sufficient light for ericket
practice, this was cold comfort to the juniors,
‘especially to Neville and Flynn, who wanted to
wield the willow and get into form for the expected
‘mateh on Wednesday afternoon.”

“But I say, Grahame,” said Pankhurst,
“ if you don't mind——" g

“ Are you coming 1"’

The juniors were furious, but there was no hel
for it. They followed Grahame to the Sixtg
Form side.

* Never mind !
said Pankhurst in a whisper.

We'll give him a hot time,”

bowled to him for a bit I expect he'll get tired
of it.”

Grahame took his place at the wicket, and tossed
a ball to Pankhurst.

‘“ Now, then ! ”

Pankhurst gripped the round red ball, and went
on to bowl with a determined expression..upon
his face. Price and Neville and Flynn stood
round to field the ball. The juniors were ex-
pecting fun ; it was clear that Panky had some
scheme in his mind for discomfiting the bully.

Pankhurst took a great deal of tronble with that
ball. He made a little run, and his hand went up
—and then came down again. Then he made
another run and repeated the same performance.
Still the ball did not come. Grahame gritted his
teeth.

* Are you going to bowl, or shall I come to
you ? "’ he roared.

“ Are you in a hurry,
Pankhurst innocently.

“ I'll show you soon, you young rascal ! ”

¢ Well, here goes then”

At the third essay the ball left Pankhurst’s
hand, and flew ; but it proyed to be a wide, so
wide that it was useless for Grahame to move.
Wides hdve their value in a match, but they are
of no earthly use in practice, and Grahame had a
strong suspicion that this was an intentional wide.
“ Do you want me to come to you, Pankhurst ?
¢ Certainly not!”

¢ You did that on purpose.”

“ Yes, you told me to bowl, you know.”
Grahame snarled. He did not feel inclined to
run the length of the pitch to kick Pankhurst,
especially as the junior was evidently prepared to
dodge and run. Dick Neville was hunting for
the ball, which he had allowed to pass him, and
apparently he found it a lengthy task. It was
two or three minutes before he picked up the ball,
far beyond the wicket, and returned it overhand
to Pankhurst. He returned it with a whiz,
and the ball passed so close to Grahame’s head that
the prefect gave a nervous jump, and turned red.

“ You young hound !”’

“ Sorry, Grahame,” said Neville penitently.
“ T didn’t know you were so nervous of a cricket
ball, you know."

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Micky Flynn.

Grahame glared at them. But they were
careful to keep out of his reach. Pankhurst had
caught the ball on the bound, and was preparing
to bowl again.

“ Look out, Panky ! >’ shouted Flynn. “ Don’t
be 8o sudden with it, or sure ye’ll frighten Grahame
entirely.”

Grahame made a savage dash towards the Irish
junior, crossing the crease to get at him. At the
same moment Pankhurst bowled, and the ball
came with & sounding erack on Grahame’s leg.
The prefect gave a howl of anguish.

“ Ow, ow, ow ! "
velled Pankhurst. * Leg before

Grahame ?”  asked

wicket ! '

“Ow, ow, ow !’

“ No, not ow, ow, ow ! " said Neville.
out, out! That’s the word.”

“ Qw, my leg’s broken! Ow!”

““ Ha, ha, ha! He can’t go on batting if his
leg’s broken, so sure we've finished here,”’ said
Micky Flynn. *“Im off ! ”

“ Come back, you young rascal !”’

 But faith, and if ye're leg's broken——’

“T'll—Pll make you smart for that, Pank-
hurst !V groaned Grahame, rubbing his injured leg.

“ How was it my fault ? ”’ demanded Pankhurst
indignantly. “ How can I help it if you get leg
before wicket 7 If it were a match you would be
out.”

“Ow! Ill—

“ Anything the matter here ? ”’ asked Trevelyan,
coming up. The captain of Cliveden looked
curiously at Grahame as the prefect stood rubbing
his leg.

“ That young scoundrel threw the ball at me,”
snapped Grahame.

The Cliveden captain gave Pankhurst a stern
glance.

“ Out,

3

¢ Tg that true, Pankhurst ?”’

“ You doubt my word, of course,” sneered the
bully of the Sixth.

“T certainly prefer to hear what Pankhurst
has to say about it,” replied Trevelyan coldly.
“ Did you throw the ball at Grahame ? s

“No, I didn't,” said Pankhurst promptly.
“ He was leg before wicket.”

“ You bowled at the wicket ?”

* Certainly,” said  Pankhurst,
enough.

“ You hear that, Grahame ?
hastily , as you always do.” :

¢ [ don't want you to preach to me, Trevelyan.’

“ You want some embrocation on your leg,”
said the Cliveden captain drily. “ You had
better go and get it, Grahame, and don't say
any more.”

The prefect walked sullenly away.

“ Now, you youngsters, why don't you go luml
get a bit of practice on Little Side while the light
lasts ? ’ said Trevelyan.

“ Jolly glad to,” said Neville at once.
you, Trevelyan. Come on, kids."”

And the juniors were soon gaily batting and
bowling on their own side of the ground.

The 4_th~—C—hapter.

Redclyffe Accepts.
UNTER, the porter—generally known at
Cliveden as Rags—clanged the gates
to and turned the ponderous key. Dusk
was thickening over Cliveden, and the hour had
boomed out from the clocktower. It was time
to close the ‘gates, and so Rags was justified in
disregarding the frantic ringing of a bicycle bell
up the road, which announced that a cyclist was
returning to the school about half a minute too
late to get in.

Poindexter sprang off his bicycle as the key
was turned. The next moment he was shaking at
the bars of the gate.

“Rags! Isay, Rags!”

The porter looked at him sourly. He had had
his rubs with the Cliveden Combine—and he
had generally got the worst of them.

“ Hallo, there ! ”

“ 1 say, open the gate, Rags.”

“ Likely ! "’ said Rags.

“ I've been over to Redclyffe,”” said Poindexter
persuasively. “ I'm only a few seconds late, so
don’t be a cad, Rags.”

“ The gates,” said Rags,  is closed according
to horders.”

“ Yes, but a matter of a few seconds

“ Horders, Master Poindexter, is horders.”

“ You old fraud ! exclaimed Poindexter. ‘A
lot you care for orders! The orders are for the
school porter to keep sober. How much notice
do you take of that ? "

Rags smiled grimly. 3

“If I hopen the gates after locking hup,” he
said, * anybody as comes in goes up to the 'Ead !
Such is horders.” :

“ You rotten fraud!”

“ Anythin® more polite to say afore I goes?”’
asked Rags sarcastically.

“ I guess so. Open the gate, old chap.”

*“ He, he, he ! ”

“ There’s a good fellow !
like you, Rags ! ”-

‘“He, he, he !’ I'm an old fraud, and a good
fellow; and an old chap! He, he, he!”

Poindexter muttered something.

“ Look here, Rags !”

“It’s time" I was goin’,” said Rags. “ Any-
body as comes in after howers has to ring up the
porter and go hup to the 'Ead. Such is the
horders I receives.”

‘ But look here,”

= }3must be hoff.”

“But look at’that shilling you've
Rags.” gy dropped,

Rags turned back quickly.

“Shilling ! Where 7

truthfully

You judged too

oy

hank

”

You know how I

*“ There it is,” said Poindexter, pointing to the
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* I couldn’t take the tr

hat “hilling

: 0
gate for to pick up a sh:ﬁﬁf‘ e‘ b"p?ﬂing
* If I had dropped half-a-croyn | b repg

““ You horrid old extortioner,” might,"
: £ “fh?': an extortioner 9
that i ad dropped a ha
the trouble to ho %0
that’s all.”
Poindexter bent down fo
o 5 T & mo;

By JU\(’(’! he exelaimed misnt‘. e
surprise. * Come to look at it—it &
Rags.” 3 t 1018 8 bl
Rags looked through the bars,

own [

The porter grinned. n the

“I'm a poor man,”
afford to lose a half-crown,
hopen the gate to get it, if
through the bars.”

“T guess I won’t.”

;{’I‘hon it can’t be helped.”

ags unlocked the gates in. ar
out to pick up thogh&lf-c::%av::' s
Poindexter quickly wheeled his bicylcleimnd

I sup

half-crown.

The porter grinned g3 fe
the gates. ¥

It was a half-crown easily ey

he had *‘ done”

College.
Poindexter put up his bicycle, and humg

“ Hallo ! ” exclaimed Neville, looking u
his preparation. I was  beginning f
you would be lato for locking-up.” :

“T1 was late, about thirty seconds g

cost me half-a-crown to get in without a g
* Phew ! "

afternoon,” said the American chum; 'y
came cheap. But we'll make Rags sit uple
some time.”
“ Good ! But what news from Redelsfis!*
Poindexter gave a grin of sabisfaction
 First-rate, I guess.”
“ They’re going to play us?”
“ Yes.

play Cliveden Juniors instead.”
* Hurrah !
“1 guess 80.”

board at wanst.”

“ We'll draw it up after callingover’
Poindexter, * We'll stick it on the
lato as possible to-night, so that it will i
Cliveden all at once in the moring &
make a bit of a sensation, I guess.”

“ Paith, and it’s right ye are.” ol

“ Good ! said Dick Neville. “Y
this will take the Sixth down a peg orm-‘ J
word the notice carefully, so as 0 make it
fectly clear that that match on

“ 1 guess 80.” . !
And the Cliveden Combine chuckled g

The S—tix—Ehap!er.
A Rival Announcement! -

- FHAT on earth is all that crowis
the notice-board for 1" 5
Tt was Pankhust of th

who spoke. He was coming downstit
Price on the Tuesday morning, snd‘ﬂﬁ
that cgught his gaze was & Crow iny from
school notice-board in the hall.
Price shook his head. 5 B
¢ Blessed if I know, Panky. i
“ Seems to be an excitement on of p
remarked Gatty. L say, Poindexte
know what's the matter S hﬂ
“ Suppose you look at the notice b
see ? 7’ suggested Poindexter. M“
“ Faith, and that’s a goo(li‘ idea b
“So it is,” said Green; ‘I N
a look.” o il
And the juniors joined and i
crowd in the hall. Trevelyad
(liveden, came striding along the et
stopped in amazement ab the sight 0/}
“Hallo, what’s the matter here
the big, athletic Sixth-Formeré e
Grahame, the prefect, turnet S
board and glanced at him. 7 e
“ Botter look!” e sneeret: ,
of the cheek of those pets of yours:
“ Peots of mine | What areyor
“ Look at the notice,
Way was made for t P
He walked up :o ttl;e sliw& b
of astonishment intensiiet €.t
posted up there, by the side of the
announcement. : o
Tt Sras in the handwriting of 4%
dexter, and it ran as follows : i
« CprckeT NOTICE A
“ The opening match 9f,r:h°; “take
Juniors v. Redctyfie J\{m " he 1
W'ednfwd%)lr, tcl;e 14k A0
slay for Cliveden.
P hen followed a list of f‘%"’)m 7
Sixth Form notice. Ab the '»
was a footnote :

None others gen

}season. o Signed) LINCO!
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pen the gate and pick &

you won't ad l’

gone in the dusk before Rags had picked g

and the porter had the satisfaction of fales (b
the keenest junior gf (il

to No. 4 study. £

Poindexter, ** and that old fraud Rag mé .

‘ Might have been detained for Wt

was a half-crown that glimmered nowcmml -

he remarked, " ‘

Burke had a practice match on fulls
afternoon, but he willingly agreed to comeef

Then the match is a fixtue! §

* Faith, and it's a janius ye are, Punip¥ '
Let’s draw up the notice and stick it wig

noon is the opening match of the seasol i |

8 8 foot e is the resl opemité
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e 08 HERALD, « The Master Batsman ” Commences in ‘“The Boys' Realm” This Week. 663
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e 2
and then burst into | and it could not be denied, even by Pankhurst School was over at last. The 7th Chaptcr.

wovelyal gave & whistle, and Price, that the Old Firm bad been cast into | Poindexter and Neville hurried down to Little
’!.' d laugh: o him a vicions look. 4 the ﬂ\{vmdex: L g \1d f]w?le to lor:{k ]nt the pitch, The American chum Well Won!
B qav ; : hatter, do you, Never mind, FPricey, ankhurst remarkec wad expended half a crown in the fo of a tip D Cliv i
Graho 'gﬁnkthutzam“ghmg v ! ; that evening. ‘ Puntpusher has scored by this | to (‘nsur\fe the pitch being carefully rolrlrc]-:l, zm(tl )1110 ND Cliveden ik bm.,'k wp 4 witls
) '»l»”hoaSket}:‘el_‘u : new wheeze ; but we'll score in the mateh on | had every reason to be satisfied with it now. It The- Cliveden innings opened wib
_uha‘ Y“'sa'cheei&—‘-—” Wednesday afternoon. We’ll put up the game | was in a condition as perfect as could be looked for. Poindexter and Neville, and there was
it eonfO\;:de 19 in that study are always %f‘ our lives, and leave t’he Combine in the shade. 4t {{ipping 17’ gaid Neville. a general movement of interest as Burke went on
w 0b, the ¥° S ] 1‘:_\1 § our programme. £ “T guess s0,” agreed his chum. * Lemme see | to_bowl.
£ omething, G{“J},'stsxm Form notice.” &5 Quite s0,” said Price. 7 —stumps are pitched at two o’clock. Let’s buck He bowled against Poindexter’s wicket, and
“’mﬁ&: 4 matters:” e s The CO"\b}l)I_le tWcre also exchanging views on }lr])l over dinner and get ready for the Redclyffe | the first three balls the American chum contented
< want of respect for the | the same subject. ellows. himself with stopping dead on the crease.
an utter : We've got the pull over those red-headed | The Cliveden juniors were quite ready for the Then he began to hit out.
s e 1 believe thoge youngsters bounders“no':v, you see,” said Lincoln G. Poin- | Redelyfie fellows when the latter arrived in a A boundary, and then another boundary, and
don Sixth who deserve respect, said | dexter. ** What we've got to do is to keep it. | brake from their school, with a flag flying, and | then a three, showed the quality of the Chicago
he : : We shall manage that by playing the game of our | Burke discoursing sweet music on a mouth-organ. chum’s batting, and the air rang with Cliveden
1 his teeth. ; llvt’iﬁ on Wednesday afternoon, and leaving Panky They were a fine-looking set of lads from cheers. : ;
“an to say that you are going | anc l;/”nce out in the cold. That's our little | Redelyffe, and Burke, their skipper, was & It was in vain that the Redclyffe bowlers plied
cheek of theirs ? You're going | game. ; % : powerfully-built Upper Fourth fellow, with broad him with every variety of bowling. * -
5 : Righto !’ said Neville heartily. ‘‘ That’s | shoulders and a determined face. g Poindexter stood it all, and Neville, at the
Iying < ly not. going to mako smyself | what we'll do, too.” At The Cliveden. fellows greeted the brake with a | Other wicket, kept his-end up in equally fine style.
certainly g any notico of it,” said | ‘* Faith, Puntpusher, and it’s a janius ye are,” | hearty cheer, and Poindexter shook hands heartily The partnership lasted half an hour, and was
b}' takin said Micky Flynn. with Burke. productive of thirty-two runs for Cliveden, and

then Poindexter was caught out at slip by a

: sl take that paper off the =i The stumps had been pitched, and all was g
pm youThv TR SRR The 6th Chapter. ree,dyl for the mateh, and a crowd was collecting gﬁgﬁg%eangeuw' greatly to the ‘relief of the
e juniors bave 2 % round the ropes, ing thick inute. s &
m’?‘;ﬁgt hetices on the notice-board. |  The Opening Match of the Season. Poindonter - nuﬁﬁﬁ'"ﬁcﬁ‘ﬂiﬁirﬂ: 2 g 7 D.e‘genmgl _Ch\f‘em followed Poindexter as he
carried out his bat.

‘ tch with Redclyffe Juniors £ ; Jool i ¥ e :
a ma careful about the ecricket practice that | 100k on, Wi h a good-humoured smile on his face. only tavo runs short of the Redclyffe score for &

' they have every right to announce 5 5 “ Good old Trevelyan!” said Dick Neville. oy
the usual way.” day. Every leisure moment of the | . ge doesn’t mind t}iy Sixth being shoved into ‘g:lgl‘i.;';“g‘g’?’ so the home crowd had Teason to
i satisfied.

) i ‘h of | juniors was spent on the cricket pitch. It was no

are calling it the opening match ol fJt P second place, you see. Grahame would have : batti

é : sinecure to have a place in the Fourth Form | made trouble if he could.” Bt it was soon seen that the rest of the batting
was not up to the form of Poindexter’s. When

g with them ? If they are EEDLESS to say lombine were very | Trevel i .
o N bt e ket prasies vy | 100K o With & Good humoured e o oorsiies The Cliveden total for one wicket down was

Inughed 2 eleven. Neville, the cricket captain, was a task- “1 guess so. We'll give Trev. a jolly good | -7~ .07° .

it s, if it's played on Wednesday, | master whom there was no Psc;,)ping. Poindexter | game g’) watch, unywnvg.; and show t]hat.y fe»re Neville's wicket went down the score stood at

2't come off till Saturday.’” and Flynn backed him up well. And so did the | worthy to play the opening game of the season forty, and then the home wickets fell faster.
i you're going to take it in that | Old Firm, for that matter. Rivals they might be | for Cliveden.” 2 Burke had been able to make little-impression
" in the Fourth Form at Cliveden, but when it was “ Yes, rather,” apen Poindexter, - but he did great execution
o right spirit; I think, Grahame. The | a question of upholding the school colours against | Burke won the toss, and elected to bat first. among the * tail”’ of the Cliveden team, per-
W utterly - ridiculous if they | outsiders, they were at one. Phere was' a cheer from the crowd as eleven forming the hat trick later on, amid loud cheers:
te concerning precedence The Combine and the Old Firm were the back- ! figures in spotless white issued from the dressing- But in spite of all the eflorts of the Red-
= clyffians, the Cliveden score, with such a good

 Form. Let the notice remain | hone of the team. But the other six
for the opening match of the | members were good men and true,
call it, 8o long as they Play up | and they practised so assiduously
game, 1 shall be satisfied.” that when the time came for the
walked away, laughing. match, they were in the finest pos-
: ev, | exclaimed Pankhurst. | sible form.
m’,m‘m‘auioripphlg idea, though. The juniors- anxiously watched
did you t from, Poindexter B the symptoms of the weather.
bone it from anywhere, | If it had turned out a rainy day
of it all on my lonesome. T |on Wednesday the whole scheme
putting on too much | would have been wrecked, as that
was the only half holiday before
Gatty. : Saturday, when the Sixth Form
imed Price. * The | match with Redeclytfe Seniors was
a much of the public | to take place. If the junior match
and beiter men are looked | did not take place on Wednesday,
. 3 . 2 it would not be the ' opening £
“Ha, ha! Still, there’s something in it,” | match’ of the season. %
observed Ponkhurst. Of' course you want me The anxiety of the juniors will
captain the Cliveden side against the Red- | therefore be easily
dyfie lot ? : : understood. But
“1 guess we don’t want anythmg’ of the sort, | it was without
v, You can play, if you like.”- . -
don’t be an unreasomab :
don’t mind - your ted | wea
times, but it's a question of the honour | glorio
g Jumgr Cri Club now, and you )
o he willing to allow the best man to | nesday dawned a
: _| clear, bright, dry
quite willing to allow that. Dick | April day, and the
this cricket club, and he | Junior  cricketers
» gleefully greeted

c.
y to see you~fhrowing away thi’ts)?r?ciexter o

this, Puntdodger,” said Pank- :
of mingled remonstrance and %‘litu rl?;x ';‘ 0;}:]?

m FREs » dormitory, and he e

i :&l tl::er:,zxrd’l){aiuss:aid Pank. | B2Ve, 8 crow of " Well caught ! £ e =
£ RS slaging under diff. | Sovelaction 85 he 4 , _And Burke carried out his bat. His was the

one of you feuowg for ericket capt;in- glanced out of one il i / 4 sixth RH edelyffe wicket _down,! ‘Im:]’ total of

honour of the Form, I suppose We, of the high win- : v K -t . Ng!,t- ‘ w = :

Wwe can to pull the game out of g‘l);;: into - the

“First -rate

u don’t shove it into the fire we | oather,” he ex-

a7 : = claimed. * First- : = e e 3 nd
e matd Poindexter, " But | te ripping, Rags looked through the bars. Certainly it was a half-crown that | ho dic

want you to play, of course. Y - i :

ur names d’;w,’; S ihe Lint of‘t‘;“; non-skidding glimmered now in the road. The porter grinned. * I am a poor man,” he

= cricketers’ remarked. “Ican't afford to lose a hali-crown. I suppose I must hopen |~ . 2

P’ﬁ"zgﬁ wmi&}ly-m‘:lWe’u g.‘}’)"";}i‘:}’;;gu-’ 1}:?389 the gate to get it, if you won't ’and it in through the bars.” ‘Next man in looked out very carefully for
h‘?—, X over the clyfie 5 s K1UD, 4 s b o & R =53 . -
hey're a tough crowd.” > and we'll get in some practice before school.” | tent, and took up their positions in the field. mkrl:l\;rzﬁ 0%‘31; l}i,shek{;'ﬁnf mg:t» d«;l‘fn ﬁfg :
t I guess. we shall be tougher.” And the Fourth Form e¢leven turmed out Neville and his men were looking very fit. et fromga bow. and the middle stump:was
3 without Waiting for the rising-bell. They trooped Burke and a thick-set slogging looking fellow whipped. oub of 'th’e ground before the - e
he dining-hall to downstairs,’and at the door encountered Trevelyan opened the innings for Redclyffe. Dick Neville "batspn’;an knew what was yeni 7
. to be observed | A150 an early riser, just going out for a trot round | tossed the ball to Pankhurst. Ll gl rat PEnIng.
least-at the junior tables— | t1¢ Close. The captain of Cliveden greeted them | s & good At ;
ppressed buzz all the time, | ".Uk 0 Stare of amazement. - o
had caught on. The thought Hallo! What are you kids doing up before

start, crept up higher and higher.
And when Poindexter anneunced last man in,
the score stood at eighty.
Last man in retired from Burke’s bowling with
a duck’s egg to his credit, so the score was still
eighty at the close of the Cliveden innings.
But the juniors had reason to be satisfisd.
They had more than doubled the seore of the
visitors, and unless the Redclyffians did better
in their second innings than in their first, the
home team would win with an innings to spare.
“ fallo, there’s first man in, and it's Burke
again,” said Poinndexter. ** Get into the field, kids,
and mind you play up like county cricketers.”
“ What-ho ! ™ 2
And the Cliveden eleven streamed out into the
field again. Burke opened the Redclyffe second
innings with a very determined cast of counten-
ance, He had evidently made up his mind that
Pankhurst’s bowling should not touch his wicket
this time, and he was successful. Two wickets
fell in the first ten minutes to Pankhurst’s bowling,
but Burke's was not one of them. He' was
making the running, and piling up the score at a
rate delightful to the Redelyffians, but rather
alarming tothe home side, who wanted to win
by an innings. : ) ‘
But Burke’s time was coming. Poindexter
was fielding at point, and on the look-out for
chances, Burke had knocked up twenty-four off
his own bat, when there was a sudden “‘ pat” a
moment after the hall had left his bat—and then
the leather flew into the air from the hand of
Poindexter, to be caught again-in his palm as it
came down straight as a die. :
And there was a roar from Cliveden throats.

¢ match of the season. | Loing-bell 12 he exclaimed. *“Anything wron oW : wl again
- Form match tf; the | in the Fourth fifpm“aogmiw@ys_g m,"& gomgg. > e ; e
obly pleasing to the juniors | NG Of thes sore 17 o Tl a fine batsman, and his men oxpected | : ah 17 =
; T guess not,” said Poindexter. “ We're going o ; but he did not have mu : e 7R
rather uneasy as to how to get in some early practice at the nets, that’s all.”” : - he could do, in tha 5 n for forty-three, and

“the match by &n

Tf the top-Formers|  Good idea, though rather unusual with

wzw,i:hmhmighchave youge—" SR e B erhaps w e A in it Chree Turs.
1 the Fo could not, * You see, we've got a big match on,” explained y the ball that Panky sent down was |~ The minute after the wicket had fallen, the
0 the Sixth they could | Poindexter, with perfect coolness. * The opening: | ¥athe a tricky one, and, at all events, it escaped | £gld was black with a crowd of yelling juniors,
mﬂelome ~As ;6 matter ?:;%h Oft l:,?)e sf(:eason. you know, with Regw ce’s mighty swipe, and sent the bails flying. | and Pankhurst was carried off in triumph.
- seniors who were | Juniors, this afternoon. * B e e "her s & roar from Cliveden. = ‘Other hands caught up Poindexter, and the two -
look for trouble; but | Irévelyan laughed heartily. e R s ot were borne shou“ﬁll:at-‘;ﬁt round the old Close of

reflection that they he said.

: ell, on, you young rascals,” i 5 » | Clivedes b s, and 3

8 test decidedly *‘Qnghm}ngzyou bg;; g?{;l yt’g, /s @M B Y Oupdeh. 1 U IaNe m,shMOutg,m@n = l?udas

S i i | oo coptlaemigt T Gt

kﬁ?ﬁ'been removed And the Fourth 'Fonn

et weuldtzhea have | on the pitch. =~ "

ivals to a junior They were really credit

on could hardly |.and i?hee:gllent _fgtm..f,l? san

: : were the best batsmen of the t and

jﬁ:@d good sense | was far and away f,hpchamgéa‘,m wler.
.10 notice, and | require a good man on the- ffe

3 up long against his bowling, as.Poi

in spite of the disastrous
: at a fairly average |

y i1
el | him with a hearty slap on the shoulder. we e 2 5,
masters- came to | Morning schiool scemed like a dreary farce to de over an hour, and
WQ.. Dr. { the young cricketers. 37 pgmic ottt Al Uil the Redclyfle batsmen was 34. | a pr | SEes, ; :
i ' to the hall |  Lines fell pretty thickly for inattention in class, | sail dexter, as the last wicket | a er juniars ceased to chi
> ,Jﬂq»d“ the notice, | but they did not care. They were thinking of | fell cky Flynn, ** All down for | gleefu e @V@Tz’;s Opening Match !
R END-. x

Ee nti e the level green, the sunny s the white flannels,
= Wgeesg this time, ! and the cheerful click of ba.l:y;md ball, :

thirty-four ! We've got to do better than that.
’Bnckx\np, “Cliveden | 5 _ _

(Ancther Cliveden tale next weok) -



