
18 THE PROSPECTOR

When Richard Ransome raised his face from his hands 
two hours later, it was grave and lined, and looked strangely 
old. But his lips were set in a line of grim determination.

“ It’s a long shot,” he muttered to himself, “ but it is the 
only chance to save him.”

Then he undressed and went to bed, where he slept the 
sleep of the totally exhausted.

The following morning Dick called Francis aside, and 
said: “ Bet that two hundred on our team.” Then he walked
away.

Frank’s face paled. He hesitated a moment, and then 
called after the other: “ All right, Dick.”

The day of the game found the little town of Clair 
village filled to overflowing with people who flocked to see 
the big game. Every hour during the forenoon special and 
regular trains unloaded more crowds. Although the game 
was not to be called until two-thirty o ’clock, the crowd began 
to drift toward the great stadium as early as twelve-thirty. 
By two o’clock the vast concrete stadium was filled to over
flowing with thirty thousand nervous, expectant people.

Promptly at two-twenty-five the Camden team trotted 
onto the gridiron amid a welcoming roar from the stands. 
But the thundering burst that greeted the Clair eleven as they 
emerged from the dressing room, following their captain, Dick, 
made the yell of the Camden supporter^ seem weak and puny 
in comparison. Up until this moment Dick had been nervous 
and excited, but now that the crucial test was at hand he felt 
calm and somehow confident of the outcome. Clair must win. 
His father and mother were somewhere in that great crowd 
with Francis. Little did they think that the boy who sat 
beside them would be ruined and facing a term in the peni
tentiary, unless Clair won. The elder Ransome, himself a 
graduate of Clair, was a great admirer of football. He had 
been captain of the team in his day, and had played the same 
position, fullback, as Dick now played. He was proud of 
Dick. And Dick’s mother was there. They must win. His 
father’s head was held confidently erect. Nothing must ever 
cause that proud head to droop in shame.

The question of goals was quickly settled. Clair was to


