THE PLOT AGAINST NORCHESTER F. C.

Stringer grasped the so-called president of the ‘* Down With Football’’ League, and raised the fellow high above his

head. ¢‘Crabapple, old killjoy,’’ he cried, ‘‘you’re going to leave this ground by the, emergency exit! Now then!
One—two—three!' Up, up he soared, a mass of kicking arms and legs. How the Norchester boys roared.
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