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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
: Accepélng a Challenge.

IMMY SILVER, Lovell, Newcome,
and Raby, known as the Fistical
Four at Rookwood School, had
assembled in the end study to reply

to.a letter which contained a challenge
of an unusual order.

It had come about in this way. A-few
days previously Raby had met in the
train a friend of his of the name of
Sullivan.,

In the course of the conversation which
ensued Raby had dilated to some eon-
siderable extent upon the football prowess
of the Rookwood juniors. ;

The result was the following letter from
Sullivan, who was captain of the Muggle-
ton Wandevrers: X

“Dear Raby,—You may remember the
pifile you were talking in the train the
other day about Rookwood juniors being
able to wipe any other team of the same
age off the face of the earth. We're
going to give you a chance.

“When I got home to Muggleton, I
asked the fellows about you, and they all
said they had never heard of Rookwood,

_and didn’t believe there was such a place.
But they agreed to give you a lesson, if
vou did exist, and we're setting aside
Wednesday afternoon for you, and we'll
be glad to hear by return if you want to
make your words good. We shall have
the finest pleasure in the world in run-
ning you off your legs and sending . you
home on an ambulance !—Kindest ve-
gards,

“PATRICK SULLIVAN.”

Needless to say, the Fistical Four were
not a little perturbed by this epistle,
especially the sentence which stated that
the Muggleton Wanderers had never
heard of Rookwood. ;

They immediately decided to accept
the challenge, and had secured the sup-
port of Tommy Dodd & Co., the Modern
chums of the Fourth, in order to make
sueccess a certanty.

Jimmy . Silver had remarked that a
letter like Patrick Sullivan’s couldn’t be
replied to offhand; it needed a little
thought.

“A curt, formal note would look as if
we'd got our backs up,” Jimmy Silver
remarked. ““At the same time——"

“Let’s think it out,” said Lovell, with
a wrinkle in his brows. ‘Suppose you
begin: ¢ Dear Sullivan,—Your bosh to
hand——" "

“Well, that’s gobd. ¢ Bosh’ is strong,-
but the ‘ Dear Sullivan ’ shows we mean
to be polite,” agreed Jimmy Silver. “I
think that will do. ¢ Dear Sullivan,—
Your bosh to hand——' Next?”

*‘* We shall be happy to accept your
challenge for Wednesday afternoon. ~ We
had a mateh on, but are putting it off
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for the special purpose of knocking some
of the conceit out of you——' "

. ““That’s coming to the point!” said
Raby.

. %+ As for sending us. home on an am-
bulance, we'll see that you want all your
ambulances for home consumption——"""

‘“That won’t do, Lovell.” .

“Why not? .Consumption’s a good
word.”

“Yes; but that means eating. doesn’t
it? They don’t eat ambulances.”

Lovell looked thoughtful.

“It might be misunderstood,” he ad-
mitted. = “We want the letter to be
erushing, with nothing at all funny in it
for them to giggle at.”

“That’s s0.” : g

“Well, then, ¢ we'll see that you want
your ambulances for yourselves. We
hope that you ewill be able to last out
the game, so that we can have a good
chance of wiping you off the earth. ”

“Off the earth. Good! Next?”

“We must be careful not to make the
letter at all bombastie,” said Lovell
thoughtfully.  “ Nothing’s more rotten
than a fellow bragging about what he
can do at footer. —Let's see. . Suppose
you say next: ‘ We hepe that after the
game 1s. over yvour friends will be on
the spot to colleet up what is left of
_V'Oll——’ 3 : :

“Ha, ha! Good!”

“Don’t forget that we've never heard
of Muggleton,” said Raby.

“But you have, ass!”

“Well, Pm not writing the letter, am
1?7 Besides, if they've never heard of
Rookwood, it would be beneath our dig-
nity to have heard of Muggleton.”
“Good! I'll put that m. I've never
heard of the place, anyway. Anything
else?”

“That's all, T think. Put in ‘ kindest
regards.’ S

“QGood! That will do, I think.” .

Tommy Dodd & Co. looked into the
study, and grinned good-humouredly at
the Fistical Four.

“Got that letter written?”

“We've just finished = it,”
Lovell.

“T'1 read it out to.you,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We’ve tried to keep our end
up, you know, without saying any-
thing that might be construed into boast-
fulness”

“Go ahead 1~ : 3

¢ Dear Sullivan,—Youy bosh to'hand.

replied

We shall be' happy to accept your chal-

lenge for Wednesday afternoon. - We had
a match on, but are putting it off for the
special purpose of knocking some of the
conceit out of you. As for sending us
home on an ambulance, we’ll see that
you need all your ambulances for. your-
selves. We hope you will be able to last
out ‘the game, so that we can have a
good chance of wiping you off the earth.
We hope that after the game is over,

your friends will be on the spot to collect |

un what is left of you.- We have never

heard of Muggleton.—Kindest recards,
eto., » Y ¥
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd.
hat will hit the mark, I think. What -
I like about it is the way you avoid any-
.thing like boasting.” . .

“Ha, ha, ha! Quite soP2 %

“We’ve got to keep our end up, you
know.” R

“QOh;~of course! That letter will do.
They haven’t fixed the time in theirs, so
you had better tell them we shall be over
at three. Make it a P.S.”

“ GOO(] 14

Jimmy Silver added the postseript, and
the letter was sealed up. Lovell ecut
across to the school letter-box to post
it. It would get to Muggleton on the
followin%’morning, in plenty of time to
let the Wanderers know that the Rook-
wood fellows were coming. E

“Now, about the team,” said Tommy
Dodd. “We'd better put our heads to-
gether over that. I've got a list here
of about sixteen for you chaps to look
over.

“Good!. Hand it over!” 2 ¥

Lovell returned to the study, and the
seven juniors conned over the list.of the
junior footballers.  Almost every mem-
ber of the Fourth Form at Rookwood
’téfil't'i;lged to the Fourth Form Football
.Clu

@

It was always possible for the Fistical
Four and the Modern chums to get up
a twenty-two for a mateh among them-
selves. And so they had a good selection
for making up a combined Form eleven.

Knowing nothing whatever of what the
Muggleton fellows were like, or what
Form they might be in, the Rookwood
leaders were naturally anxious to put the
best possible junior team in the field:

They went over a long list of names,
| selecting and rejecting. They wanted
four fellows beside themselves, and slowly
they made tip the four from the list.

“We’ll put Towle in goal,” said Jimmy~
Silver.  *“He’s 'been improving very
much lately, since he’s given more atten-

§ tion to footer. Lacy and Hooker for the

backs; Jones minor, Dodd, and Doyle,
halves; Silver, Lacy, Lovell, Newcome,
and Cook, forwards. How does that
strike you?”

“I reckon that’s about the best we
can fix up.”

“Quite so!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER..
Beaumont is Amused.

And s6'it was settled.
HE next morning both the Fistical

’ Four and the Modern chums were
down early, and. they brought

down with them Towle, Jones
minor, Lacy, and Hooker, the other se-.
lected members of the junior eleven. It
was a fine, fresh morning, and Jimmy
Silver, who was junior football captain,
meant to give his team some hard prac-

tice before breakfast,
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The footballers were in good
dition, but when they were going to face
an unknown teim, Jimmy Silver natur-
ally wished to put them through their
. paces at least once. first. :

On the football-ground the - mutual
chipping of the Fistical Four and the

odern chums ceased from troubling,
and they threw themselves into the play
with their whole hearts.

The result of the practice satisfied
them. They were fit to face any team of
their own age and weight, or even a little

bit over, and they were quite prepared
for the tussle with the Muggleton
Wanderers.

“I think we shall do!” Jimmy Silver
remarked, as they walked back to the
flouse, glowing ~ with the splendid
exercise. ‘‘Muggleton Muscatchers will
have to be in very good trim to walk
over us, anyway |” ;

The junior footballers were in high
spirits. They met Beaumont, the prefect,
in the hall as they went in. . Beaumont
was the most unpopular fellow in the
Sixth, and on very ill-terms with the
heroes of the Fourth. He looked at them
ag théy came in, apparently taking ex-
ception to their high spirits.

- “Hallo, you noisy rats ! he said, in his
amiable way. ‘ What mischief have you
been up to now to make you so jolly ¢

“TIt's all right!”” said Toramy Dodd.

“We're going to play Muggleton
Wanderers this afternoon, and we're
going to lick them "

Beaumont stared at them.

“You're going to play Muggleton

Wanderers?”

“That’s so!” said Jimmy Silver,. .

“ At football 2

‘“Yes. Why not2”

Beaumont’s face relaxed into a grin.
The juniors looked at him in surprise.
They could see nothing in the matteér to
excite the merriment of the prefect.

“’Nothing surprising in that, is there ?’
asked Lovell. “By the way, you know
Muggleton, don’t you, Beaumont? I’ve
heard you speak about it, now I
remember !”’

“Yes,” said Beaumont. “I’'ve got a
cousin there—in the Muggleton senior
team."”

“We're playing the juniors, of course!
Do you know anything of their form?”’

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“ Blessed if I can see anything to laugh
a4t in that, Beaumont!” said Tommy
Dodd.  “I asked you if you knew any-
thing of their form?"’

“Well, I dot” said Beaumont, still
}augh,ing “They're hot stuff—very
10t !’

“ Perhaps you think they’ll lick us!”
said Lovell, turning red. “I don't see
any reason why we shouldn't play them,
Beaumont {” 3

The Sixth-Former roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Perhaps you will when
vou get on the ground t”

Jimmy Silver looked at the prefect
keenly. e could see that Beaumont’s
mirth was not assumed. It was genuine
enough ; the prefect was almost weeping
with merriment. But for the life of him
Jimmy Silver, cute as he was, could not
see where the laugh came in.

“1 don’t see it!” said Lovell. “Why
shouldn’t we meet them "

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do you think they're above our
weight "

. “Fila, ha, ha! Oh, dear! 1o, ho,
w!”

“Well, we'll ghow you, anyway!” said
Tovelt; and he marched on ito the
dining-room.

Beaumont held to the wall and roared
again, Butkely came along, and stared
in surprise at Beaumont and then at the
juniors.

“ Hallo ! - What's the joke ?” he asked.

$J1a, ha; hat”

con- §

“Blessed if T kaow!” said Jimmy
Silver, “ Beaumont’s got a pain gome-
where, I think, and he's trying to laugh
it off "

“0Oh, it’s nothing !’ -gasped Beaumont.
“QOunly those. young rotters are going

to play Muggleton Wanderers this
afternoon !”

“Well,, why shouldn't they?” de-
uu‘)‘ndod Bulkeley.

Ha, ha, ha! No reason at all, if
they want to!  Ha, ha, ha!”

And Beaumont almost staggered away,
with tears of laughter in his eyes.
Bulkeley starved after him, and then went
into the dining-room, The junior foot-
ballers looked at one another rather
uncomfortably.

**What the dickens does it mean?”
muttered Tommy Dodd. “I don't see
why Beaumont should cackle like that
at the idea of us playing Muggleton!”

“Blessed if I do, either!”

“[ reckon he thinks they're above our

Friday. 8

Muggleton was a considerable distance
from Rookwood,.and the admircrs of the
junior team .were not inclined to spend
the railway-fare to eeé the match, apart
from the other attractions of the after-
noon—a Sixth Form match being in pro-
gress on the home ground, and attracting
general attraction. A crowd of juniors
gave the team a cheer at starting, and
they set out. :

A swift train bore them on their way,
and after changing twice—Jimmy Silyer
having carefully looked out the route .in
a railway-guide—they entered the local
train for Muggleton.

“Here we are at last!” exclaimed
Lovell, as the slow train stopped in a

sleepy  little  station. “This is
Muggleton !
“ Muggleton ”  was visible on the

station wall, and the juniors poured out
of the train and took their bags. They
left the station, and found a somewhat
ancient-looking brake standing outside.

the leather under his arm, sped up the
from Rookwood.

§ Sullivan, who was

weight, and we’ve bitten off mora than
we can chew! We'll show him!” said
Jimmy Silver, with a gleam in his eyes.
“ Anyway, Beaumont’s cackling ‘won't
makeé any difference to us. We're going
to play Muggleton, and either lick them
or geb lickei L

And the juniors went in to breakfast.
But some of them could not help remem-
bering that curious outburst of merriment
on eaumont’s part, and wondering
what it meant, and they looked forward
with curiosity—not without a tinge of
anxiety—to their arrival on the Muggle-
ton ground.

v,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Rookwood.

EDNESDAY was a half-holiday
at Rookwood. Immediately
after the midday dinner the
junior footballers prepared for

the journey to Muggzleton. Most of the
other fellows were busy at football
practice, and the eleven went on their
journey alone.

laying thru-quartoré captured the ball, and with

eld. There was a wild yelil
““Hands !’

NNANNSANANNN N g

A lad of about fifteen was sitting in if,
with his feet over the side.

He jumped down as the Rookwood
fellows came in gight. He was a pleasant-
looking lad, but he did not look like a
schoolboy. Lovell remembered that the
Wanderers were a town team, and he
guessed who the youth was.

The stranger came towards the Rook-
wood team, and lifted his cap slightly.

“Trom Rookwood ?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Good! I've brought the brake to
take you to the ground. Sullivan sent
me, you know. I'm Harris—Jack Harris
—very much at your service !"”

“I'm Silver, Thanks awfully for the
brake! Isitfar?"”

“ About a quarter of an hour’s walk,
or twenty -minutes in the brake!” gaid
Harris sarcastically.  “ But it will save
your legs. Youwll want ’em this after-
noon. Hallo, there, Johnny ! Wake upl
Your passengers have come !’

“Werry good, eir!” said the driver,
clambering up to hig seat

Trr Prxyy PoruLAR,—No, 257
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ITarris looked the Rookwood fellows
over with a quick eye. Siakse

“Where are the others?” he asked.

“The others?” _said. Jimmy  Silver.
“ What others 7’

“The other fellows?”

“Oh, nobody’s come with us!”

“ But—but——" Harris looked puzzled.
“1 mean haven’t you any more players?”

““Oh, no! . We haven’'t brought any
reserves, if that’s what you mean "’

“But——" Harris broke off. - “ Well,
jump in! - There’s room for the lot of
you with squeezing. ]
any more youw’d have had to sit on one
another’s knees. I expected But
sever mind; you can settle that with
Sullivan. T’ve got my bike here. Duive
on, Johnny !"* ;

“Yes, zur !” ; :

Harris jumped on his machine and shot
ahead. ’I]’he brake followed. The Rook-
wood footballers gave one anothey puzzled
looks,

“ Anybody know what he was driving
at?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“T believe he’s grinning,” said Tommy
Dodd, looking after the cyclist. * What
the dickens does it all mean? What was
Beaumont laughing at, too?”

“Oh, hang Beaumont!”

“ With pleasure ! But I'm beginning to
fecl a bit nneasy about this match. What

‘ber of the Muggleton folk.

If there had been |

large crowd already gathered round the
ropes. : . ;

Tt was ‘a fine, clear afternoon, and it
had evidently tempted out a large num-
! Doubtless
the locals took a great interest in the
doings of their junior team. There was
a shout in the field as the brake turned
in at the gate and drew up.

Jimmy Silver stared in blank amaze-
ment at the goal-posts. A glimmering of
the truth dawned upon him. 2

“There’s Sullivan !” exclaimed Raby.

A number of fellows were already
punting a ball—an oval-shaped ball—
about. They stopped, and locked to-
wards the brake. A big, handsome fellow
of about sixteen came quickly towards
the Rookwood fellows as they alighted.

“Glad to see you!” he exclaimed
heartily. ‘ But—what—why—{aith, where
are the rest of you?”

“That’s the lot!” yelled Harris.

“How many did you expect?” de-
manded Jimmy Silver. “T suppose
eleven is the'right number for a footer
match, isn’t it?  Unless I don’t know
anything about footer !” =~

Sullivan stared blankly at the Rook-
wood crowd.

“Tloly Moses!” he yelled. “ And do
you mean to say that ye didn’t know we
were a Rughby team 7" i ]

“Well, it can’t be helped now,” said
Lovell, shaking his fist at Raby.

“T could have told you,” said Tommy
Dodd, but—"’

“Well, you didn’t, anyway.”

“Y mean 1 could have told you, you
fellows were bound to come a mucker
somehew.”

“Oh, ring off, Doddy! Don’t you
start! I say, Sullivan, it’s rotten, but F
don’t see what's to be done. We don’t
play Rugger, Some of us know the
ropes, but some-haven’t played the game
in their lives. And there’s only eleven
of us.” :

“Sure, we could get you some of our
reserves, and make up a fifteen.” :

“ And then wipe us up,” said Lovell.
“No, thanks! Il tell you what—drop
four of your players, and then make it
a Soccer match.” 7

Sullivan grinned, and shook his head.

“Bedad, but it can’t be done! You
see, most of my fellows never played
Sorcer, and you’d win hands down.”

“Well, it seems rotten to come all this
way for nothing!”

“1 guess s0.” . ;

“Play up!” came a yell from the spee-
tators, who were waiting impatiently for
the kick-off. A

“Why don’t you start?" ’

Sullivan looked uneasy.

“ Faith, and I forgot the crowd!” he
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did that chap mean by saying we could
settle it with Sullivan? Setile what with
Sullivan 77 o omnt

“He seems to he keeping something
back.”

- “Well, he’s grinming at something or
other.”

“I fancy there’s something wrong
somewhere, . somehow,” said Tommy
Dodd, with a shake of the head. ‘ First
Beaumont, who knows Muggleton, wenf

oft into a fit at the idea of us playing tha |

Wanderers, then this chap grins like a
hyena when we arrive! There’s some-
thing fishy about it somewhere, = I sup-
pose, as a matter of fact, you fellows
have made a muck of it,” -

“1 reckon—-"

“It was Raby who fixed it up. and
you know what he is.”

“« Bllt I—“‘” 3

“Well, we shall soon.see,” remarked
Y.ovell.: * .
; The brake drove on after the cyclist.
There was no doubt that Harris was
grinning, for they caught full sight of
his face at a corner of the road. He was
wearing, as Tommy Dodd expressed it, a
grin of the largest size.

'T'he brake came in sight of the foothall-
ground—a pleasant-looking field, with a
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Curious Compromise.

L UGBY 1. . .

R “Rugger !” X7
* “ A Rugger team !

z “@Great snakes!”

“My only hat !”

These, and various other exclamations,
burst from the amazed Rookwooders.
Then, with one accord, they turned upon
Raby. They grasped him, and they
jammed him, breathless, against the

rake. ; PS4

“You howling lunatic !”’ roared Jimmy
Silver. “You lunatic! Why didn’t you
tell us Mulgglet’t,)n was a Rugger team?”

“Well,
“You dangerous lunatic!” shrieked
Lovell. “Fancy bringing us all this way
to play a Rugger team! So that is what
Beaumont was laughing at!”

“But I——"

“Scrag him !

“Jump on him!™

“Bump him1”

“Hold on!” yelled Raby. “I didun’t
know! Sullivan never told me! How
was [ to guess 1t was a Rugger team2”

Sullivan burst into a roar,

‘““Ha, ha, ha! I never thought of men-
tioning that. He was bragging about
wiping us up, and, sure, I never thought
he was talking about Soccer !

“ Well, T didn’t know you were talking
abont Rugger |2~ :

exclaimed.  “You see, they've come out
to sce the match. A lot of them have
had .to get off from business on purpose,
and they'll be wild at having to miss the
sight. I 'don’t know what’s to be done.”

“Suppese you adopt my suggestion,
and make it a Soccer match 7" :

“Suppose you adopt mine, and make
it a Rugger?”’

. “Can’t be did !

“I’'ve got a ripping idea!” exclaimed
Tommy Doyle. “Sullivan can cut down
his team to eleven, and we’ll play the
me‘x‘top on mixed rules !”

“We'll play Soceer, and they can play
Rugger, and—-"" -

“You utter ass !”’

“Faith, and it’s not such a bad idea !”
exclaimed Sullivan eagerly. “It's the
only way out of the difficulty, anyway,
without missing the match. And the
people yonder have a right to be con-
sidered. T'll expluiu to them——"

*Ha, ha, ha !>

Well, if they take it as a joke, sure ii
will be an entertainment, anyway!
Suppose I put it to them, as the best
thing we can do not to disappoint them ?
P'lt explain that it was a misunder-
standing.”

“Well, of all the ideas——"" :

“Y guess we «an manage it,” said
J‘lmmy Silver, grinning. “It will be
fun, apy'\'\'ay.—and a record matcl,.
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Ve'll play by ,Soccer rules, and you
tellows play by Rugger rules. Of
course, you’ll play an egual number of
men.”
. “Oh, of course; equal numbers, and
different rules!”

And so it was settled. Sullivan made
a speech to the impatient - spectators,
which was received with stares of blank
amazement, and then with yells of
laughter. 3

And the Rookwood fellows went into
their dressing-room to prepare for the
most peculiar match they had ever
played in.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Rather Mixed Match.

HERE was a cheer from the
crowd as the Rookwood foot-
ballers came out, in the pink-
and-white shirts of Rookwood

School.  Most of the spectator’s were
laughing, which was not to be wondered
at. A football match played with
Association rules on one-side, and Rugby
rules on the other, was likely to be a
curious one.

Tho kick-off fell to the visitors.
Lovell kicked-off the ball, and the game
started.

“Play up, Rookwod !”

Rookwood played up. The, forwards
were on the ball in no time, and rushing
it through the Muggletonians. But
Sullivan, who was playing three-quarter,
captured it, and, with the leather under
his arm, sped up the field.

“Hands "

“I¢’s all right!” gasped Lovell.
Rugger—on their side!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Jimmy
Silver. :

““ After him!"’

The Rookwood player sped after
Sullivan. The Wanderers’ captain was
very near to getting a try. But Towle
was in goal—according to Soccer rules—
and he was ready. Sullivan was accus-
tomed to dodging a full-back, but Towle
was standing under the posts.

The Wanderers swerved off to touch
the ball down behind the goalline, but
Towle dashed forward, and biffed
against him, and he volled over.

Harris picked up the ball ere it
touched the ground, and rushed on, and,
amid a roar of cheering from the crowd,
scored a try. -

“Tryd - Tryl”?

“My hat!” gasped Lovell. “It scems

“THs z

to me that Rugger gets all the advantage
in a game of this sort.”

Harris brought the ball. out to take
his kick. As he had to get it over the
bar, the goalkeeper hadn't much chance
of interfering with him. But the try
had been taken well towards the touch-
line, and the angle was too great. The
ball bounced back among the players.

Rookwood’s chance came then. - The
forwards dashed away with the ball at
their feet, passing in beautiful style, and
b.z‘*lought it right through the. opposing
side.

The full-back raced up to defend’ his
goal, but was charged over by Doyle,
and Lovell dribbled the .ball straight on,
and kicked it between the posts. As he
:)vas playing Soccer, he put it under the

ar-

“Goal!” shouted the crowd, in great
delight. “ Hurrah!”

The sides had played about equally, so
far. The struggle continued, but most
of the players were laughing too much to
play hard. There was no doubt that the
Rughby players, with the privilege of
handling the ball, had the advantage.
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Still, in passing, the Soccer party con-
sidered they scored. Jimmy- Silver
thought he had the better team of the
two, apart from the game. But the
Muggletonians were hot stuff, as Beau-
mont had warned the Rookwood juniors.

The score remained at a try for
Muggleton, and a goal for Rookwood.
when the interval came. After a brief
rest, the players turned out again with
renewed ardour. They were gefting
more used to the curious phases of the
mixed game now, and the sccond half
was more serious and more like football
than the first.

Sullivan dropped-a goal from mid-
field, and shortly afterwards one of the
Wanderers scored a  try, which, how-
ever, failed to materialise.

Then Jimmy Silver put it a goal for
Rookwood, and it was followed by one

“manded Sullivan.
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from Tommy Dodd, after a brilliant zun
up the field.

As the game wore 6n, the footballers
warmed to their work, and the inferest
of the crowd grew very keén. Loud
cheers greeted every bit 'of good work
on either side.

The second half had been slogging,
and both sides looked red and breath-
less, and in need of a rest. Both, how-
ever, played up splendidly to the finish.

With Towle under the bar, fries on

‘either side of goal were not difficult for

the Wanderers, and they mounted up at
an alarming rate. Dropped goals, too,
were not rare.

At the same time, the Rookwood for-
wards frequently went right through
the defence, passing the ball splendidly,
and put it into the home goal. B

The score mounted up on either side.

“Seven tries, three goals, and four
dropped goals!” gasped Sullivan, when
the shriek of the whistle atb lasg
announced the close of that very mixed

match. “Holy mother of Moses, that's
fifty-two points !”

“Right goals!” Lowled Tommy
Doyle.

“My hat! We've won, then, I
guess !’

“T say, fifty-two points—"

“ Bight goals !”

“Who's won this blessed match?” de-
“Tf you go by points,
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we've won it!”

“Ha, ha! If you go by goals, we've
won it!” )

“1 guess we've both won!” raared
Jimmy Silver, “Muggleton’s won
acgording to Rugby rules, and we've won
according to Association rules!”

“Ha, sm. ha!”

“Then if we've both won, there's
nothing up against either side !” grinned
Sullivan.  “It's a case of honours
divided.” :

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The result was more entertaining than
the game had been. But if both sides
had won, both had reason to be satisfied ;
and satisfied they were.

Tim Rt')okwood footballers laughed
most of the way home; and when they

{ related their adyventures at Rookwood,

all Rookwood laughéd, too. But it had
been fun, anyway; and the chums of
the Fourth Iorm often enjoyed a hearty
laugh over the remembrance of that
mixed match.

THE END.

i

Another Magnificent Long Complete Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. in
next Friday's issue of the PENNY POPULAR, entitled

THE ROOKWOOD COOKS!

By OWEN CONQUEST.

o

To avoid dissppointment YOU must order your copy of the
PENNY POPULAR in advance. . '




