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tempted to appropriate the funds of the society to pay his 
debts. The funds he held amounted to nearly eight hundred 
dollars.

On Tuesday evening, two days before the great Thanks
giving game with Camden, Dick crossed the campus from the 
gym, glowing from his cold shower and brisk rub-down. The 
last hard practice of the year was over. Nothing but a light 
signal practice on the morrow remained before the biggest 
game of the season.

This was the most important game of all, and for this 
reason had been reserved for Thanksgiving Day. Last year 
Camden had humiliated Clair by a 40 to 0 score. The student 
body and the team had sworn dire vengeance, and until this 
week it had looked as if they were going to be able to exact it. 
Just then, however, Harlan, the star left half, had wrenched 
his ankle in a scrimmage with the scrub. Tonight the coach 
had announced that Harlan could not possibly play in the 
game. They had other halves, to be sure, but none so good 
as “ Ruddy” Harlan. He was conceded to be the best broken 
field runner that had ever played for Clair. The betting 
jumped from even money to odds of four to one against Clair 
when the rumor went out that Harlan would not be in the 
line-up. Now that rumor was a certainty.

It is no wonder, then, that the well modeled head of 
Richard Ransome was cast down and that a worried frown 
sat on his usually clear forehead. But withal, he had more to 
worry and perplex him. Francis had shown him his father’s 
note, and besides that, his father had written him personally 
another note reproving him for not watching better over 
Francis. It is true he had spoken to Francis on several oc
casions; but, as it had not seemed to do any good, he had 
desisted. Besides, he was only a little more than a year 
older than Francis.

As Dick entered the room shared by both boys, Francis 
arose from his chair, and stood leaning moodily against the 
table. This was unusual for Francis, who was generally 
vivacious to the point of boisterousness.

“ Francis, what has been the matter with you lately?” 
asked Dick, seating himself in a Morris chair.


