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THE 1st CHAPTER.
Jack Catches a Thief,

OTHER exams!”’ rowled Jack
Noble, as he turned the pages of his
hig dictionary in a vain attempt to
get the sense of a difficult line of

Latin verse,

It was a Wednesday afterncon, and a half
holiday, and Jack was sitting quite alone in the
Third class-room. Everyone else had gone up
to footer: but Jack, who had entered for the
Selwyn Medal for Latin verse, had made up his
mind to give up the whole afternoon to
“ swotting "’ for the exam., which was due on
the following Friday. _

“1 believe I'm a mug !”" went on Jack, staring
out of the window into the silent, sunht
quadrangle. ‘““I’ve about as much chance of
winning the medal as a pig has of flying, and 1
ought to be keeping fit for the Cotterdown
match on Saturday. Well, I’ve started the job,
s0-1 suppose I'd better stick to it."”

Onoe more he plunged into the lexieon, and for
some time there was no sound but the rustling
of leaves and the occasional scratching of Jack’s
pen, \

It was a mild, spring day, and the door of
the class-room was ajar.

A slight seound from outside attracted Jack’s
attemiion, and presently resolved itself into foot-
steps coming very cautiously up the passage. So
softly, that Jack could barely hear them at all.
The only sound was when a loose board ereaked
now and then.

“T'll lay it’s one of those jokers come to play
gri Jack to himself. *“‘I'll
give him the surprise of his life!” :

And, picking up his fat lexicon, he slipped
naiselessf_v out of his seat, crept to the door, and
very cautiously peered round the corner,

o his surprise, instead of seeing Bob Russell
or one of his own chums outside, the visitor was
a small boy whom he spotted as Marker minor,
the younger brother of Marker of the Shell foot-
ball team. He was a new boy, who had only
just come t0 Pelham, and Jack only knew him

y sicht. This youngster had already passed the
door of the Third class-room, and was making
up the passage towards the Shell-roem.

““ Now, what game is he up to?” Jack asked
himself, as he noticed the furtive glances which

young Marker was casting first to one side, then |

the other. “T’ll lay there's some mischief afoot.
And what’s he doing here at this time of day?
He can't be going to see his brother, for I know

Marker is up in the playing-field. And if net,
he hasn’t any business here at all. Strikes me |

I'd better investigate.”’

He stood where hé was and watched the boy
creep, in the same soundless fashion, right up to
the far end of the passage.

He stopped at the door of the Shell-room,
turned round, and looked back down the
passage, then slipped cautiously into the room,

‘““ Blessed if there ain't something crooked
afloat !”” muttered Jack, and at once followed.

He happened to have gymnasium shoes on,
the rubber soles of which enabled him to move

_“even more quietly than young Marker had done.

The latter had left the Shell Form door a
crack open.

Jack peered round the corner. :-

Youngr Marker was in the far corner of the
room where a number of cupboard lockers were
built into the wall. One of these he had just
opened, and as Jack watched he saw him take
out a metal box, which jingled slightly as he
moved it. Taking a key from his pocket, the
small bov opened this, took out some money,
and put it into his own purse. °

A horrified exclamation escaped Jack.

The locker door had Marker senior’s initials
on it. Marker, Jack knew, was treasurer of

- the 8hell Form foothall team. This money,

then, was the team fund, and young Marker
was undoubtedly atea.ligf 1t

At the sound young Marker spun round. His
mean, little face went white as paper. He
dropped the box with a clang on the fioer, and
stood, shaking all over, the picture of guilt..

“You young ruffian!” said Jack, striding
forward. ‘* So you're robbing your brother!”

Young Marker made no reply. He seemed toq
frightened to speak.

‘e Yﬂu‘lm ‘ ‘
Jack. ““A nice game, this! What do you
think your brother will say when he hears?”

. The small boy found his tongue. -

beauty, aren’t you?’ exclaimed '

Splendid Jack Noble Yarn.
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A RATTLING, COMPLETE TALE
OF PELHAM SCHOOL.

“ Oh, please, you won't tell him, Noble?” hé
cried, in accents of extreme terror. -:
 ““ Would you prefer to be taken to your House-
master?’ asked Jack. _

Young Marker flung himself down on a form
and burst into tears. _ _

“1 .shall be expelled!” he cried bitterly.
¢ My father will never forgive me!”

- Jack had a tender heart, inconveniently tender
at times. He hated to see the youngster's
nlisery.

Y)n;u ought to have thought of that before,”
he said gru?ﬂy. ““ What did you do it for?”’

Young Marker, quick to catch the shghtest
chance of mercy, raised his head.

“1 owe a lot of money at the tuckshop!’” he
sobbed. * They said they'd tell the Head, I've
been in an awful funk. I didn’t know what to
do!™

“Why didn’t you write home the
money 7"’ : _

3. Tf\'e wouldn’t have given it me. 1 promised

I wouldn’t get into debt.”
“1f T don’t let on, will you swear you won't

ever do anything of the kind again?”’ :

for

“7 will! Indeed I will. But A
“But what?"’ .
“* [—I—that is——"' he stammered, and broke

down, with his eves on the box, .

A quick suspicion flashed across Jack’s mind.

“* Do vou mean this isn’t the first time you've
been at the box?’ he demanded.

The boy’s guilty silence showed him that he
was right.

““Then you can jolly well take your chance!”
returned Jack angrily. *‘It’s bad enough to do
a trick like this once, but to go on at such a

| dirty game is another thing. I shall tell your

"
:

brother as soon as I see him !

Young Marker dropped on his knees.

‘“ Please, please don’t, Noble!” he begged.
“I'm not so bad as you think. I took somne
money on Monday, but they said 1t wasn'{
enough. They had to have it all, they said, or
thay% tell the Head. That's why I came again,
It is, really!
indeed !"’

L I
‘ 1” said Jack. ‘‘ Don’t squirm on the |
Get up!” said Jac 9 | both were chums of Clifford, who was captain of

floor like that. How much have you taken?”
“1 took twelve shillings on Monday.”
Jack thought a minute.
“ Put back what you've taken now,” he

ordered.

The boy obeved. _
“* Now shut the locker, and lock it.
that’s your brother’s key, isn’f 1§
““ Yes,”” admitted the other. _
““ Go and put that back where you found i,
and come to me in the Third class-room. Look
sharp, before the chaps come down from
footer.”’
The boy scuttled away.
As Jack followed, more slowly, a shadow
crossed the window which looked out into the
school quadrangle. But Jack, busy with his own
thoughts, never noticed the face that showed a
moment against the glass and then passed on.
Young Marker was in the Third class-room
almost as soon as Jack. He stood there, a
deplorable little figure, red-eyed, dusty, and
untidy. .- ; AT
“I've thought this thing out,”’ said Jack.
“ Now, just listen to me. I shall have some
money on Saturday, and I'll give you the twelve
bob to make up what you've taken.”
““ Oh, thanks awfully!” cried the other, in

I suppose

abject relef. _ :
“Dry up, and listen. 1 suppose you think

vou're going to bag your brother’s key again

: N ¢

and sneak it back. But I won't have
I give you the :
money, you've got
to take it to your
brother and tell hire
you took it! See?”

“] daren’t!”
groaned the boy.

“ All right, then.

I shall tell him my-
self. We don’t
keep thieves at Pel-
ham. Just remem-
ber that.”

Young = Marker
began to cry again.

“Dry up blub-
bing!” ordered
Jack, who was los-
ing patience.
“You're getting a
chance, and you
don’t want to take
it. Now, look here!
If vou can give
your brother back
the money he won’t
be so riled as per-
haps you think. Youa
needn’t say . where
you got it, and I
shall keep my
mouth shut. 1 dare
say he’ll give you a
kicking, but that’s
better than being
sacked, isn't it?”

1

| grumbled.

I'm telling yousthe truth—I am, |

F

l

'
{

. surprise.

A LAUGHABLE TALE OF FRED FROLIC AND
(See This Week’s ‘“ Boys’ Herald,”” Now on Sale, 1d.)

For Aill Athletes! The ““B.R.” Summer Sports Handbook. Now on Sale. Price Id.

““ Yes,” said the other weakly.

He was evidently in an awful fright.

“By the by!” exclaimed Jack, struck by a
sudden thought. ‘‘Supposing he loocks in the
box before Saturday?” b
.~ “He won’t; I'm sure he won’t!” exclaimed
youngz Marker.- ‘‘ He never does the accounts
except on Saturday evenings.”

‘“ All the better for you, then. I may get the
money on Friday, but more likely it’ll be Satur-
day. You shall have it as soon as I get it,

- Only, mind you, you've got to tell your brother.

If you try to sneak the money I'll tell
him myself. You quite understand?”’

The small bov admitted that he did, and Jack,
assuring him again that he himself would keep
guiet, told him to hook it.

Jack went back to his interrupted work.

“So much for my half-term ¢tip!” he
“There’ll be no blessed feed on
Saturday might. Well, it can’t be helped. If
only that little beast will keep straight, it's
worth it. I think he will, too. He’s had a holy
scge, da:nd no_mistahke ;bo:ilt A s

e dipped into the big dictionary again, li
thinking of the trouble his kindness was going to
run him into.

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Jack Nobie is Sent to Coventry.

i LEASE come round to the old fives
court. We want to see you about

something important.. No kid about

this. (Signed),

_ “J. MARKER, H. PRINCE.
This note, written on a half sheet of exercise-

paper, and sealed in an envelope, was handed to

Jack on the following morning after school.

Jack read it through twice. He was a good

deal puzzled. .

“Wonder if the kid has weakened and told
his brother?’ he saxd to himself. °‘‘ Either that,
or Marker has opened the box and found the
money'’s missin% and dropped on him. But what
in thunder has Prince got to do with it?"

Far from suspecting the real truth, he walked
across to the far corner of the quadrangle, where
an entry led to the old fives court.

It was a ruinous place, with half the plaster off
the walls, but had not been repaired use 1t
was going ta be pulled down shortly and a new
racquet eourt built on the site.

It was about the most secluded place in the
school. Hardly anyone ever went there except
a few lower school boysi who played a sort of
bat fives with squash balls.

Marker and Prince were there already. Jack
noticed that both of them laocked very grave,
They were no friends of his, either of them, for

the Shell, and Jack’s particular rival.

“Tm glad you came,” began Marker, with a
| Very

vy grim face.
“Why shouldn’t I come?”’ returned Jack, in
““You wanted to see me, didn’t you?'

““1 should rather think we did.. When 1 tell
you we’'ve found. you out, perhaps you won't be
quite so cheeky!”

Jack- stared.

“ What's up?"’ he asked.

““Oh, don't play the giddy hypoerite!” re-
torted Marker. ‘‘Don’t 1 tell you we’ve found
you out? I knew you were a rotter, but I'm
blessed if I thought you were a thief!”

Jack went white with rage.

““Take that back!” he said fiercely.

“Take it back!” broke in Prince. *‘‘If that
isn’'t a little too good! You young beast, I saw
you in the Shell class-room yesterday afternoon.”

All in a flash Jack understood.
The situation became clear. They had found

| out the robbery of the cashbox, and they sus-

pected him. It was on the tip of his tongue to
blurt out the whole facts of the case, and then
all of a sudden he remembered his promise to
Marker junior. His lips were sealed. He

could not say a_ word—at least, until he had first
seen young Marker,

The others mistook his hesitation for con-
scious guilt.

*“ Ha, that hits you!” jeered Prince.

“It was

BENBOLD

The Boys' Reaim.

just luck my happening to pass the window at
that minute. You t t we were all up at
footer, and that the field was clear for you to
collar oyr cash.” |
“You're entirely mistaken,”” returned Jack,
mastering his anger with an effort. “‘ It is guite

‘true that I was 1n the Shell class-room yester-

day afternoon. But as for my taking your
money, surely you know better than to imagine
me guilty of sueh a beastly thing!”

“All I know,” said Marker remorselessly,
““is that my cashbox is twelve bob short, and
that Prince saw you alone in our class-room
yesterday afternoon when you were supposed
to be swotting for an exam. in your own room.
Another thing. I left my keys in my right-hand
trouser pocket when I changed for footer, and
I found them in the left-hand., That's a bit
fishy, isn't it? Look here, we don’t want to be
hard on you. Own up and hand back the
money, and we won't say anything more about
lt. I |

Jack’s lip curled.

“If you think I'm capable of sneak-thieving
your petty cash, you're welcome to do so. I've
told you already that I haven’t touched it.”

“You stick to that?"” cried Prince.

“Of course I stick to it, It's the truth, as
3{3&1'11”1301:11 find out before vou're very much
older,’
~ “Well, of all the young bluffers I ever struck
in my-life, you take the cake,” exclaimed
Prince furiously. ‘ Look here! Suppose we go
to Lecky, and tell him what's ‘happened, do
you imagine that he’ll swallow this yarn of
yours? You admit you were in our class-room
when all of us were supposed to be up at footer.
The money’s gone, and yet you swear you don’t
know anything about it,”

‘1 didn’t swear I knew nothing about it,”
replied Jack, who was now deadly cool. ** What
I told you was that I did not take or touch
your money. For the last time, 1s that enough?”

““No, by Jove, it isn’t!"” said Marker. ** We'll
give you a last chance, and if you don't own
up we shall take further steps. I'll tell you this.

ifford-wanted us to let 1t out at once, only
we said we'd see you first.”

“Clifford would?”’ remarked Jack scornfully.
“And now, let me tell you, I'm sick of this.
You can go to blazes, and tell anyone you
please! And I'll tell you this—you, Marker,
especially—if you do go making it public you'll
be precious sorry for yourself. It isn’t I who'll
suffer, it's you!"

So saying, Jack swung round, and walked off,
leaving the two big Shell fellows in such a state
of rage and puzzlement as they had never been
in before. :

“What's he mean?”’ asked Marker,

“It's all pure bluff,” returned the other con-
temptuously. ‘“ The proof’s as plain as pudding.
I tell you I saw him coming from the very
corner where vour locker 1s.”’ S

“It's a dickens of a queer busimess,” said
Marker. “‘I don’'t like Noble any more than
you do, but I'm blessed if I think he’d go in
for stealing. He's not that sort.”

“Bah! It's just those chaps who are always
playing to the gallery who go muckers like
this,”” said Prince, *‘ What's the iﬁﬁd of talk- .
ing? He’s sneaked our footer cash, and I for
one am not going te stick it."’

“Well, what are we going to do—go to
L_ef?k¥?”

*“* Not much. Noble lives in Lecky's pocket.
Everyone knows that. Why, Lecky's playing
him for the School on Sﬂ.turdﬂg against Cotter-
down, when by rights he ought to be playing
Clifford or one of our lot. If we go to Lecky,
he'll only have Noble up and jaw him. And
Noble will talk him over, and there'll be the
endof it. No; I vote we put him in Coventry.”’

“Much he'll eare about that!” returned
Marker. ‘““We and the Third don’'t have any-
thing to do with one another.”

Prince laughed sneeringly.

““You are an ass, Marker. We've only got
to spread the varn, and every chap in the
school will cut the young upstart. His own
Form will be the first. Just see if they aint.’”

Marker still scomed doubtful, Jaek’s threat
about his being serry stuck in his throat, But
Prince talked him over, and a little later a con-
ference of the Shell decided to make the story.
public all through the schoal.

Meantime, Jack had gone in search of young
Marker. He must find the boy at once, and
take him to his elder brother beforec anything
h#ﬂpened. _

ngry as he was at the way he had been bulir-
ragged by the two Shell Form boys, he was yet
anxious to save Marker's brother from publis
disgrace. He found a Second Form fag, and
sent him into his class-room to leok for Marker
junior. After a few minutes the lad came
back.

“He's not there, Noble,”” he annonneed.
“He's gone to sicker.* The chaps say he’s got
chicken-pox,”’ |

““Chicken-pox!” execlaimed Jack. *‘Rot!.
He was all right yesterday.”

“THat’s what they say, anyhow,”” replied the
other. “I asked a lot of chaps. He's got a
rash, and they're going te keep him in a room
by himself till they find out.”

“Thanks!” said Jack, and turned away, feel-
ing for the first time really dismaved. If it was
true, and young Marker had got chicken-pox,
he would be isolated in the infection ward for
weeks. Meantime, what was to happen to him-
self? He had passed his word, and he could
not dream of breaking it.

He walked slowly over towards his own
quarters. At the main door he met a fellow
called Perowne, a voung dandy in the Fourth,
who was by way of being a friend of his.

o * Hospital.
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Seni to Coventry

(cont.).

““Hallo, Perowne!” he said.

Perowne looked the other way.

Jack thought he had not heard.

““ Morning, Perowne!” he said again.

Perowne turned, looked straight at him, and
walked past without a word or a sign.

Then Jack understood. The Shell had lost no
time. They had spread their story through the
school, and he—Jack Noble, the captain of the
Third—was to be sent to Coventry as a thief!

=
— ——

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
Jack's Supporters.
HERE is no more cruel punishment than
to be sent to Coventry.
- A boy may be humbugged and bullied
to almost any extent, but so long as he
can mix with the rest and be one of them he
can stand it. But to be treated as if he had
no existence, to be utterly ignored by all his
fellows, will break anyone, however strong.

Small wonder, then, that after his meeting
with Perowne, Jack Noble hesitated at the
door of his class-room. But only for a moment.
There was no cvoward strain in his make-up.
He would face the musie, come what might.
"As he entered the room, which was full of
boys, everyone looked up. In their faces he saw
that one and all had heard the disgraceful story.

For a moment there was an awkward silence.
Then Bob Russell sang out: \

** Hallo, Jack!” .

“ Have a bit of cake?”’ said Valence, who
was cutting a home-made currant loaf.

“ How’s the exam. going?”’ asked Lawson
minor, another of his football chums.

Jack’s heart swelled with gratitude.

So his team were true to him. They, at any
rate., knew him too well to believe the scan-
dalous yarn of the Shell. He went and sat
down by Valence, took some cake, though he
did not want it, and began to chat away chedr-
fully. In the next few minutes all of his team
who were present’ came up and spoke. Of
course, they said nothing about the row, but
cach did his best in a guiet way to show that,
come -what might, they were gomng to stick to
their captain.

But it was soon plain that not all even of
the Third Form shared the team’s opinion of
their captain.

Young Eversley, who was angry because Jack
had not given him his cap, kept studiously
aloof, and showed plainly enough that he was
quite ready to believe the scandal. And there
were others, jealous of Jack’s prowess at games
and general popularity, who evidently shared
Eversley’s opinion, or, at any rate, pretended to.

Dinner that day was a horrid ordeal for
Jack. He sat in his place between Russell and
the sturdy Welshman, Evans, and talked and
laughed as usual But all the time he felt that
scores of .heys_were pointing to him, talking
about him, and discussing In whispers whether
Jack Noble could really have stolen that Shell
football money.

As for the Shell themselves, their rage knew
no bounds when they saw that Jack’s eleven
meant to stick to him. Clifford and Prince
openly advocated extending the boycott to any
and all who dared speak to Jack; but Marker,
who, to do him credit, had more sense than
some, said that it was no use trying a game of
that kind. They would only stir up others to
take Noble’s side, and so do more harm than
good. '

The rest of that Thursday was a regular
nightmare to Jack Noble. In his class-room
it was well enough; but the minute he was
outside no one would speak to him or take
the least notice of him.

Late in the day he went over to the
hospital and made inquiries of the matron
about Marker minor. She told him that the
doctor was not sure whether it was chicken-pox
or only nettlerash. They would know in a day
or two, but meantime thought it safer to keep
him isolated.

After evening preparation, Bob Russell came
up to Jack as he was crossing to dormitory.

““ Look here, Jack,”” he blurted out, ““I can’t
stick this! Why don’t you tell those beasts n
the Shell the truth? ‘I expeect you know who
took that money, and are trying to let him
down easy. But it ain’t right; it's not fair to
vourself or anyone else. Téll ’em, and be done
with 1t.”

Jack was staggered at the keen insight of his
chum. He had never supposed that anyone, let
alone dear dull old Bob, would have so accu-
rately gauged the truth. For a moment he
hardly knew what to say. Indeed, he was
sorely tempted to tell Bob the facts. But with

Jack Noble a promise was a promise.- He
shook his head.
“Can’t do it, old man,” he said. **Can’t

even tell you. But, look here, you're not to
werry. This thing’s going to be cleared up 1n
a day or two. If you and the rest of the team
can wait, I can.”

Bob stared at Jack.

“Blessed if yvou ain’t the rummiest chap I
ever struck! Yes, we can stick it out if you
can. But I tell you what's worrying the lot of
us: It’s the match on Saturday. Suppose the
school team play Clifford and kick you out?”

“They won't,’”” said Jack confidently. “* Lecky
won’t. He doesn’t think I'm a thief, anyhow.”

“ Shouldn’t think he did; but even if they
don’t try to turn you out, it’'s going to be
pretty beastly. The fellows wen’t cheer you or

"eat a mouthful.

THE 4th CHAPTER.

Pelham v. Cotterdown,
BOY who i1s as popular as was Jack
~ . Noble at Pelham is sure to. make
enemies, and Jack had his share.
Every loafer and shirker in the school,
and all those who, like Eversley, were simply
jealous of him, had a field day that Thursday
and Friday. -

Jack, too plucky to stick about in the com-
parative security of the Third class-room, saw
black looks on every side, and even whispers of
‘““ Thief!” behind his back. It was simply
torture to a fellow of his type, and he was
actually glad when the time came to go in to
the two hours’ examination for the Selwyn
Medal.

Even there in the class-room the next boy
sat as far away from him as possible, and
Jack ground his teeth 1n silent rage, and
desperately suppressed an intense longing to
kick him.

.But it was no use thinking of that sort of
thing. He could not undertake to lick
separately a eouple of hundred boys. He flung

himself into his exam. papers and worked with

savage energw.

He was still writing hard when time came’

to stop, and he felt some small degree of
satisfaction that he had done a great deal
better than he had expected.

In the evening he‘again visited the hospital
to ask after young Marker. The matron told
him that the doctor was now nearly sure the
boy had nothing worse than nettlerash the
matter with him, but was going to keep him
in the isolation ward over Saturday.

On Saturday morning Jack found a letter
from home by his plate at breakfast. It con-

tained a postal-order for a sovereign, which
his father always sent him as a mid-term tip.

(836)

The qu§’ Realm.

Pelham captain again had the ball, and passed
it sharply to Jack. - . . .= 5 |

‘With a rush Jack, dribbling cleverly, went
right between the Cofterdown “halves, and
before they well realised what was happening
was right up to their full-back, who came at
him with a rush and charged him-over. i

‘But not before Jack had:brilliantly cenired
again to Lecky. It was a fine bit-of play; but,
instead of the roar that should have greeted
| it, there was only one sharp little burst of
applause from the tiny knot of Jack’s personal
friends. Their cheers were  rendered almost
ridiculous by the deadly silence of the rest of
the school. | : :

Lecky took his shot, kicking for the left-
hand eorner of the net. Unluckily the ball hit
the corner post and bounced off into play.
- The Cotterdown centre-half, who, after miss-
ing Jack, had come back, caught the ball as 1t
flew off the post, and kicked 1t hard and true
down the field to his own centre-forward, who
was in front of the Pelham full-backs. B

e

latter were on him, and back came the ball
towards the visitors’ goal. ~

hen followed as hot a bit of nlay as anyone
could wish to see, Pelham fighting fiercely for
a goal, the Cotterdown men striving desper-
ately to prevent a score. Twice Pelham sent
in warm shots, but both were stopped by
Wilson, the Cotterdown goalie.

The second of these was from Noble's boot;
and it was- only *by an almost superhuman
exertion that Wilson, springing up and side-
ways, managed to tip it over the bar.

“* Well played, Noble ! cried Lecky.

And Jack’s few friends on the rones shouted
their loudest. But again their efforts only
seemed to increase by contrast the silence of
the rest of the school. Even the visitors

Jack looked up, and at the same moment |
Marker saw him and ran straight towards him,
bowling over several fellows in his haste.

— —

He went straight down to the post-office,
changed the order, -and, making a little parcel
of half-a-sovereign and two shillings, addressed
it to Marker minor, and left it with the hos-
pital matron.

As he came away he saw Clifford, Marker,
Prince, and some other Shell fellows standing
by the notice-board, where the list of players
for the match that afternoon was posted, and
heard Clifford say loudly:

‘“ Pretty state of things when they choose
a thief to play for the school!” |

Jack clenched his teeth, and walked on.

How he got through morning school he
hardly knew. But it was over at last; and
then came dinner, at which Jack could hardly
The moment 1t was over he
went to his dormitory, and chapnged into
jersey and shorts.

Only twice before had he worn the school
colours, and on both the previous occasions
a crowd of Third-Formers and juniors had
been waiting at the gates to shout for him
as he went up. To-day the only boys there
were members of his own team. They did not
cheer. but formed a sort of bodyguard as he
walked up to the pavilion. The rest of the
school held glumly aloof. '

Jack longed for the game to begin. His
nerves were all on, edge. He was mad for
action of anv kind.

It seemed an age before three struck, and
the two teams trooped out on to the ground.
One grain of comfort came to Jack. As they
went out Lecky came up and spoke to him:

“We've got a hot lot against us to-day,
Noble. We must see some of your best work,
m_F mF'TI

Jack felt a lump in his throat. He realised
that I.eckv knew, and was telling him that he
at least believed in him. But not another
n:g:ﬁjmber of the team gave him so much as a
nod.

The school won the toss, and Lecky chose to

noticed 1t. Jack saw several of the Cotter-
down team glancing at him curiously. They
were evidently wondering at his strange un-
popularity with his schoolmates.

Presently Cotterdown pulled themselves to-
gether,, and the battle worked away from
their goal. '

They were a strong, dogged lot, and though
there was not much individual brilliance, yet

their team play was as good as that of Pelham
itself.

When . half-time came neither side had
scored.

As they retired to the pavilion for lemons
Jack had again to run the gauntlet of hundreds
of hard, unpitying glances.- He overheard one
Cotterdown man whisper te another: '

““That kid doesn’t seem exactly-popular with
his crowd. Wonder what he’s been up to?"

The breeze had :freshened during the first
half, and, with the ground as hard as it was,
and the ball consequently very lively, Pelham
found it no easy task to sdve their goal from
the dogged onslaughts of Cotterdown.

But Lecky was at the very.top. of his form,
and his team worked like one man. Yet even
so, Ripton, the school goalkeeper, had his work
cut out for him, and twice, by brilliant saves,
averted a score for Cotferdown. A |

As for Jacek, he played with a reckless bril-
liance which he had never before equalled.
But all his efforts were received in“ehilling
silence. Even Bob Russell and the rest of the
third eleven had given up cheering. Their
efforts seemed only to make things worse for
their captain. | |

Minutes passed, and still there was no score.
It began to seem as though the match would
end 1n a draw. |

About five minutes before time Cotterdown
gathered themselves for a final effort, and
rushed the ball down the ground towards the
Pelham goal. Their centre-forward made a

anything.” _ : play first half with the wind. It was a fine | dash, and, clearing the Pelham full-back b
“Then let "em hiss for all I care,™ said Jack | dayv, and the turf fast and dry, but a sharpish a;ard, sent in a red-hot shot. ; ¥
recklessly. “I1 mean to play the game:whether | easterly breeze swept the length of the ground. Like a bullet from a gun the ball hurtled n
it's fDOtEI;,OI' whatever else 1t 1s. Good-night, Lecky kicked off, the ball eame sharply back, | fowards the top right-hand corner of the net.
old chap! and 'after 2 moment’s’ confused play the | But Ripton was ready, -and, with a deSperate
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But.
before the former could get clear the twe

rﬁring, just touched it with the tips of his
igers, and turned it out. :
~The ball dropped behind the line, and the
visiting side claimed a corner. » _
“J,00k out, all of vou!” muttered Lecky.
He knew it was now or never. If Cotterdown
scored from this kick it meant the loss of the
match. |
>~ As the ball was taken out to the corner flag
Jack, who was standing some fifteen yards
from the side of the net, took a quick glance
round. He saw the nearest Cofterdown half
had come rather close in. Evidéntly he ex-

pected that his wing half would kick high, =

trusting to the wind to carry the ball into the
mouth of the goal. ;

Next moment the ball was in the arr. :

It rose high; then, as the wind caught 1t,
came back in a wide curve.

Instantly, Jack dashed forward, and, with the
nicest judgrﬁ'en't, met the ball as it fell, and
headed it peatly over the shoulder of the
Cotterdown half.
h_Before, the latter could turn Jack was past

im.

One of the Cotterdown backs came charging
down, but before he could reach the ball Jack
caught it on the bounce and kicked it hard
over his head. The back swung round, but

Jack, already in his stride, dodged past, and

next second was clear of everyone, and racing
gpwn the ground with the ball flying beiore

im. .

There is nothing so trying to the nerve of «
goalkeeper ‘as to see an opponent break away,
as Jack had done, and to feel that on him,
and him alone, rests the responsibility of saving
the goal. In this case Wilson had the added
knowledge that it was not only the goal he
had to save, but the match also. |

Down came Jack at a tremendous pace, the
others toiling behind in a vain effort to catch
him. He was within twenty yards—fifteen—
ten. Surely he was going to shoot? Then
Wilson lost his head and rushed out at him.

Fatal mistake! It was just what Jack had
been waiting for. _

A smart sideways kick, and the ball, passing
a vard behind Wilson, lodged neatly 1n fhe
net.

Jack, and Jack alone, had won the maitch

for Pelham! _

““Oh, well played, Noble! Well played, in-
deed !” cried Lecky warmly.

But from the ropes not a sound. The most
brilliant piece of work ever seen on the Pelham
football-field was received in almost. dead
silence. The only cheers came from Jack's
own team and two or three masters who were

looking on. |
Lecky cast an angry glance towards the
ropes.

%Moo bad !” Jack heard him mutter.
Then, before they could kick off again, the
referee’s whistle blew, and the match was over.
Feeling as miserable as he had ever felt in
his whole life, Jack walked off the field with
the rest of the team. T
The first nerson he set eyes on by the pavilion
was Clifford. There was an ugly sneer on his
face. He was evidently glorying in the dis-
grace of his rival. ' :
Suddenly Jack felt that he could stand it no
longer. His courage fal He turned away,
and walked off in the direction of the school.
The crowd of boys made way for him. They
turned aside, and would not even look at him.
If he had been a leper they could not have
treated him worse, thought Jack miserably.
All of a sudden a boy came rushing up the

field from the direction of the school. |

““Where'’s Noble?” he cried, as he burst
through the crowd.

Jack looked up. It was Marker. _

At the same moment Marker saw him, and
ran straight towards him, actually bowling
over several fellows in his frantic haste.

‘““ Noble,”” he cried abjectly, *“I'm a beast!
Can you forgive me!”’

Jack simply stared. \

““ My kid brother’s told me the whole thing.”

Jack suddenly understood.

“ Dry up, Marker !”” he said hastily. * Don't
say anything about 1t.”

But Marker was not to be stopped.

“It's all mv fault!” he exclaimed. *° And
I'm jolly well going to do my best to make
up. Look here, you chaps’-—as he turned to
the excited mob of boys who surrounded
them—“if . any of you think that Noble's a
thief you're silly fools! He’s not! 1t was my
kid‘ brother who bagged the money. Nobi®
found it out, and wouldn’t say anything be-
cause he didn't want to get him into a row.
The kid’s just told me all about it. Noble's a
brick, and—"’

‘““ Hurray for Jack Noble!” came a shrill
pipe from a Lower School kid, whom Jack
had once defended from Clifford’s bullying.

In an instant the crowd took up the shout,
and a roar of cheering burst and rang across
the field. |

Next moment Jack was seized by a dczen
hands, hoisted shoulder-high, and, surrounded
by . more than a hundred boys, carried in
triumph down towards the school. |

Bob Russell chuckled as he watched, then
turned to Valence who was beside him, |

“T say, Valence, there’s one decent chap in
the Shell, after all !”” he said. *'I didn’t think
Marker had it in him !” |

“More did 1,”” replied Valence. ‘It must

be Clifford’s bad influence makes him such a

rotter. Well, I don’t think those silly jugginses
will go trying to put Jack into Ceventry agein

in a hurry I THE END.

(See this week’s * B.R” Football and Sports Library for
another grand tale of Peltham School.)
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