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HOW YOUR EDITOR SPENDS CHRISTMAS. (See below.)
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HOW H.E. AND HIS STAFF SP G _ st
By THE SUB-EDITOR. e I -
HILST readers of Tre REaLM are | strains of the \3'ai_|s beneath the window, singing ] :
w celebra:i(nl‘:l(‘hr‘x-‘(mah in their own | the good old Christmas melody : L] 17 ] k
articular ways, those who are re- X - s
Exmnrnbl: for its production are ¢ A fine old English g:;mlcvnylvan— v i =3 i
having a real good time with their chief at his One of the olden time. 1o 5 HH & T
wn estral home, situate within a-tweniy-mile 5 : iat s 2 I | 2 1
radius of the great metropolis from which THz | Everyone recognises instantly how ?Ppropfla(; e Y | ]
Boys’ Reara and its allied papers emanate. | is the interruption, and with one voice they al g T - - —
Your Editor has for many years past made a exr‘l;i.xlm: ‘ e prnam i ’ ,”‘ = 7 T N
sractice of invifing his staff to spend Christmas “ May they come in? 5 A Y g '1 e
'\\-irh him, am“l just for 1]11:(- f:-w\bijay bu‘,.-im»b\, is H. E. nods his head, and the word is passed for ‘Ju".‘%w /M ) }/W\ i A FINE NEW F
sct aside, the puckered lines on the foreheads | the waits to be admitted. They are treated to a H N0 it it B CHARLES
smooth out, and broad and good-humoured | magnificent repast, and then, having eaten and 0 % W/, Yy HA 11
smiles are to be noticed on every countenance. drunk their fill, they entertain the assembly with il -
Let me in a few words relate to my readers | song and joke till their stock is exhausted. They V. ™ -
how we celebrated last Christmas. Picture to | sing * The Mistletoe Bough,” * The Roast Beef T Ll looking,

vourselves, my lads, a roaring fire in a lofty, | of Old England,” and other popular Christmas : ¢
richly do:orurlvd, and spacious apartment, and | songs, and the merry listeners are not slow to [ [THE FIRST CHAPTERS RE-WRITTEN st:}‘ngﬁxp to mIe,éna,l’; to man”
athered round the fire, ensconced in luxurious | mingle their voices with those of the singers. hidi y yesid d o, said :
(-chairs, are your Editor and his staff. There | Many a lusty chorus is bawled forth as the BY THE AUTHOR. ding Wg“ 0 you a lot
is Harry Belbin, looking merrier than ever; | impromptu concert proceeds, and led by Mr. A. qu“"t‘;ﬁea_yhtto gye you one.””
there is Miss Nancy Price, the pretty young | S. Hardy, the staff bursts out with the well- @WING to a sudden financial fajlure, Pat e s;il lielto:,uwz:l:u.‘v"-

stewardess whose stor o delight the readers of | known chorus: Clare’s father has been obliged to remove
“The Woman’s World "' ; there is, sitting by her ) that lad from Blackdale School. ~Mr.| | years older than Pat, and
side, her arm entwined within that of Miss Price, #‘For he’s a jolly good fellow, Clare attributed the disaster which Jlel and he had no doubt of bei al
the Editress of “ The Woman’s World " herself, For hr':s a8 ,_IO“Y good fellow, Darrell whg“&i“fg:ﬁ:&,éohﬂ:;:?K:?;éei;l:e&dﬁ,&ney youngt' footballer in a BM;"
looking as charming as ever. Then there is Mr. FO_{ he's v Jolly good [ellow, which had gone smash. The man’s name continually mea: b:‘oagma{ ngold ;eoru
A, 8. Hardy, disputing And eo say all of us. occurred in the wretched story which Mr. Clare i o e off his
told his son, a story of heartless villainy, poor Pat on the arm, lookin

in loud and resonant tones, The “ fellow’ in this case, of course, being | [Pat’s father being the dupe. The blow was too “I say, Clare, you'd
Your Editor. much,land Mrl.l ;’.‘lndre'sdnun&}mk;ecanflc l;nhmgPedt. you take him on. He's a
] ¢ o gene A 1 IS pas Abel Darrell had a daughter, of whom FPat was trong as a
which can be heard above the general buzz At length the hat is passed round and the waits very tond. He did  nob_know  whether| Darrell s ‘?Igt},ink fhz&m:,hznnﬁe_a\

of conversation, with the Football Editor of THE | depart, and as they wend their way through the £ ol Ui ffered Pat t
REaLy as to the probable results of the coming | spacious grounds Your Editor and his staff hear, i“nashl;:n(l,l?n(?e“ltl}féu},g;ldhzgx: l:z o‘hc;x'-lek th‘;tav\?t?;t fidently. Anywayﬁl’m

great Cup-tiess Little Henry Turville can also | wafting on the breeze, the strains of had happened could not be his fault after all. ‘* We'll see fair play, at 3
be descried, and by his side sits ']',Ie:}é,“b"’d"o" el ! ““Perhaps he also had been misled,” thought the A ring was soon ed,
of our Tuesday companion Yer. is tawny- yod rest you, merry gentlemen, boy. his } g

Y al %) ey g Pat began his new life with the determination %gigok]ivi?::laﬁdm 7

moustached individual wears his usual sweet Let nothing you dismay "—
smile—the smile that won’t come off. No matter {
how harassed he may be, there is always a grin | the parting shot of the delighted itinerant

believed that he was fully a

h ful d T d, = »
cheerful and contente! but he did ‘miot mean S

on his face, and as we look at him now we see | musicians. il (e g
him bubbling over with good-humour and Dinner finished, the party adjourn and once e\%cxl'k?o mel;x: ggg:%‘f:;‘s?\ngih;‘gag aalag' ;%:al.'\dfye p(?1381&7‘!1 began -to attack,
general mirthfulness. All the other members of | more gather round the fire. Harry Belbin { |at Blackdale. dence that ‘cost him dear.
the staff are present down to the office-boy him- | delights his confreres with some of his droll With his new associates he was soon on good| | first, to test his adversary,

terms, as he usually was with everybody—with the ’attack harderiand "

self, who feels that without him the proceedings | stories. It is a strange thing, but if there is a gttt ol o ! Gl Bl A
2 6 a S10 1 7 3 < 3 X! 100, Al was n mhur; s 5 ’,
would be a signal failure. In the very centre | good story going the round friend Harry is sure | | 3,1 ciie gonﬂdentinl BoTEtas .y e Suddenly Pat changed his

there is one figure which stands out above all | to get hold of 1t. His pals know this, and so E Yiisti 1 5 ri my
faere, 2 g vhi % ; . Imburst seemed to take a dislike to Clare from | [ With kis right, and

others. It is your Editor, looking as happy as 501y the first day of his coming to the mills ; and although | | rough, he let out with

can be, smiling on the men who have helped him everyone is silent, he made no open show of hostility, Clare could | | crack upon Belton’s ribs,

1 ; C not fail to be aware of the feelings with which the s Wi za:
especially the ladies, as he retails yet another | [secretary regarded him. i " St‘?t gehr_Ed baﬁl; llth 2 gasl
yarn from his inexhaustible and inimitable | | . The fact was that Elmhurst looked on Pat as his| | W* 1s right, planting

rival for the hand of Madge Darrell. Hence his| | Savage face.

to make the journals e controls the premier
papers of their kind in the land.
Even as we watch the gladsome scene there is

2 general rise, and the party adjourn to an apart- store. 3 3 :

ment situate at the further end of the mansion, Then little Henry Turville comes to the fore ha’}rheed i’fnﬁfn‘é?é "Ramblers asked Pat to play for EroBlfxl;do Gl

an apartment where it is rumoured Dick Turpin | #1d gives a splendid ventriloguial entertain- | them on an occasion soon after his change of life. “Bravo!” cried Oakley.
frequently laid down his weary self and slept | ment; _after ~ which Gus Fitzsherbert, of | |He, of course, was only too willing to aceede to thé | | man more like that!”
after a prolonged ride from a distant part of the | . Jester” fame, breaks in with some of the latest | |request. A,nyd evi Bi ﬁ,o et
country. For the time being the room has been | Jokes from the © King of Comics.” The round £ th bt ntL
turned into a miniature theatre, and, under the |-of merriment and good fellowship seems endless. he Attack op the Ramblors. ‘f)eet g ™

| are so engrossed in the enjoyme i
moment that Eone remember hO\JN ltim‘;:nffiiﬁg[ {Zl;: During the course of the game there was a deal His beare nic st
e e o EORE EEIoF ST Yol of ill-feeling manifested towards the visiting team | | his teeth. K o
"tl;l we must leave the happy | | by some of the crowd. At length the onlookers Like a bull he rushed af
scene, content with our brief gl{mﬁ: into the | |got quite out of hand, and, led by a rough, they| | had ot his breath. He
a pretty little playlet, manner in which your Editor -and staff cele- | |poured over the barrier into the field of play. w-it.hgl' .htﬂingr?wiftnﬂ%r’

direction of Mr. A. S. Hardy, who cnce was an
actor, a select company of the staff commence the
performance of

brate the festal season. = - | Quickly the Blackfielders made for the ing-

the argument being something after the follow- : . | [room dnd awarted the coming onslaght. > | | touched Pac.* His
B 6 G o i m

A good old country parson has a prett or him who holds the helm, - ¢ ; : nd # is al
,luughlegr. and an unscr(fpullbous advemurerpseekiI For all the jolly fellows who- e Uk, A s:.ﬁd ‘th?'n’ e -
ber hoart and-hand. Of ocourse, his it is re- Have .helned tggmke Tue REALM— ITH equal indignation and dismay 'rb:d m&nwntha il
jected, and the rascal threatens to kidnap the i Hoo;ay! i AN the Blackfield footballers in the hi s o i
fair maiden. This the hero prevents, and the ' THE SUB-EDITOR. dressing-room_listened to the yell- hgl?!euvei‘ﬂ:r;:‘: 't :

affair ende happily in the discomfiture of the ' ing of thy S o

\11}_3}:1: and ithe triumph of virtue. Curtain!” side. Pat, ;Nﬁgent, :nds%:ihlz;n sgggh;t 03‘2; u‘l?thga‘tslg g “W‘J £
The country parson is impersonated by Mr. F 3y e doo dy to re sh’ 7 - ght the rough on

ol et ™ duvzbie e S Ny | OOtDAI RESUIES, o’ B ald i e “ymeniasl | Pefon ey o s

Price. The villain and the hero are respectively _ment of the crowd expended itself in yells and t}ugz Z?:: OTIL WA

fine feasts partaken of at Christmas-tide b 055, Brel alil :
i : 8! “tide, bvt | Starsmore, 70, Harlesden Gar :
none can compare with that to which your Editor | J,  Windross, 4 ! e iua
and his staff sit down; and ae the merry ped Rl ross, 72 High Street, W fe, | or later, for they lost their tempers as so £ whnae
A lown ; anc merry party | near Barnsley; . Taylor, 58, Devonport Street. | the; “thei On 85| Jeet. - Elis oM
:g:‘fi‘:i ‘:ft -ﬂ:e \"l@H&S. quips and jests are exy. Stepney, B.; W. Jo) m{o‘x’n 213, lL‘het;t,erﬂeldB I‘G:d': nl;n’.‘s’&w W, A no stance of win- nonsense out of
chang - one another’s expense, ‘and yet in | Heeley, Sheffield : H. Herbert, 12, Wallace Street. | *Phat's righ o 5 ! won't forget this.”
uch a good-humoured way that none tdlca | ko I Gardner, 5, Gladstone Place, Shettleston - hat's right enough,® replied Oakley. But )
the slightest offence. e ler, 7, Whiteahapel Roud, . ;. Wiilas: | 0% Punching that follow's head gave them the | the Blck
Speedily 8, Wellingfon = Terrace, Baston Road, Bristol: | Xcuse they wanted. If you had 5?):19 as I tald | brak: S ’H
the barons of beef, J: Nigholson, 21, Leopold Street, Gateshead-on-Tyno ; | you we might have seraped through  with e, which
b S ilson, 8, Spencer Road, ~Bournemouth, E. ! | such a fearful row. However, it can'y be h 1om 'tvhgm b st
';h(etboim,‘ heads, the game-pies, the profusion | P Cllg'rl:.n 'lcl)i?m!.llmnmdmreet' Bﬁ‘:ﬂa‘ell’g{ldﬁl D&r’n ‘g A and taé scouey e Glear the botter."” iR »
(hoturkoys, he plum-puddinge and the mince. | A Seotty 26, Mount, Road, Haverhill: L Smith: piugent growled, but made no anewer. The | know you
Pies, mg mention the hosts of other delica. | 88 Kemp Street, Fleetwood; J. Meas 27, Napier | 30 2¢ fielders changed. their thin, s, and b M” ith
ies, disappear, for the Street, Bur! (rent ;- i time thi il B b
e = young men who, work | gt ens WA OIITERLS Gy Couzn 3"% Road, | UMe they were ready to leave the uprear out-
cer ¥ alitor are one and all blessed with Sa]ilbu%o;d S j A v 1 l_ildo had quite di"‘i‘-‘“!n“d they went out
T ¥y appetites. =~ When the last course has Tweut,};'-nve 2 i body. But were not to get :R e
b tl.hsewed' and been partaken of, the office i o Belton and a dozen or more i 1
fouth, resplendent for the first time in a white ELIVlm‘ " ALL “ o hius . R ir appearance, and as

Harry Belbin and Henry Turville,'and when the TENTH FOOTBARL ' CONTEBT. ° roans, which began fo L mﬁimm‘m
lapper little hero'dashes on from the wings at HERE were twenty competitors who only y Oukley drew a gb"e”*h ‘g);ug:l?‘]’lfy by *The Bim ol
the psychological moment and rescues Miss ?i]ai:lec‘wnmwpt @iiepe in ‘gonneolion “ They're going?’ he said. “‘It’s a bi i e.]na:kﬁdd
i rice from the toils of the brilliant and genial | ! scored 6 g%':fsml%t‘::gl; m"ﬂm b8 | for us that they haven't “i.tt.mcﬁeztlii % thhwk i rm :
..‘s‘\y.h(‘» of “Cookey and His *Am-bone,” the ap- | 15, 6d. has been sent to each of the twent: l’::ﬁ o5 | Bhew | I shall give Stoncha id, Borth i | prowal of s
J ’}u;o m]:rfmcndous. whose names and addresses. ;g&en below : i future.” =% ide Borth in | peoval of PabetiSE
e playlet over, the party adjourn to dinner. T. Miller, 97. Anthony eet, 'I-lv'&pool. i A wAC ili " Snmt-isﬁ'ded?"

And such a dinner! There are doubtloss mans | Sempster, 3, Regent Streef, K m - Buzzard : | 1 A lot ‘of unsportsmarlike - rotters,” said sary ¢

oubtless many | B i ; Pl ;;,m]:“dm,’ Nugent, *1 sup it's my fault for downing | blinking :t ﬂ?m 4

“ ]

m, Now, : | that chap. ‘But this was certain to cohe sooner

2hirt, }mntfs round the cigars and ci ! :

; | rettes, an , § g0 lu‘t ‘ : ‘

u??;if.ﬁl;‘:"s guests compose themselyes in mg m}:ﬂtﬂl{h "-""‘%ﬁ, W i it en " G . 'h.?
Then comes the toast of . i;*hcheque 1 een sent to o h&,mwth Ky o

bs the Featball Redmen, e evening, proposed | Paf forunate five’ and adirans v | o on |

come . to - try!™ rappod M

¢

" The Chief—Heaven bless him 1 Lo ot P Neary. 13, Hardybutts, Wigan; H,
And even as he does 50, and l‘l';e e B —.‘1:' He Everett,

Y

“ogether, the i) lasses clink | Sowlan Street, 186, i 12, Q" e e w1t P :
v, there comee walting into the peon the gt“r_;fl%w}&x:{p;:é ; :@'féy;.' vm.. o Stow | &kﬂ’u wlﬂ?mw. ﬁ.‘u%

th \ on
e a3 B T




3imost whlly ra AN_ENTHRALLING FOOTBALL SERIAL. i

1d T fancy Pat raise s - reat
you in‘.\'ol‘x}l{a%);: *Why hadvoh:o‘(;a&to"‘]o“.rmk a little. stopped, as a reflection struck him. Someone “Mum'’s the word, of course! I— G
u for the United.” asked Madge. Npl""d"om? note, Pat?’ | was evidently at the hut now, and it might be | Scott!” )
"L was going 1o d | scarcely safe to venture there. Honest folk ““ What's the nm?h‘\r. o
in League matches fact is, | dydn‘tgk o o to-day, Madge. The I were hardiy likely to be thero at that hour. “J saw a face! Come on! fin andd
rething to live fory | Mr. Darrel] told Bow exactly what to say. Has | But I can see who's there before I go in,” The two men rushed out of the ca ”‘.' a7
15 head. X other daysm Yo what he said to ‘me the | he roflected. 1 shall get soaked if I stick | stumbled over Nugent, who had hesita s
my o “No. | W ) | hare.™ whether to take to his heels. But he had 1
“I‘don?:‘ék.rb‘. i Th-:” hari it el |~ And he strode on, tramping through the rot- | time to make up his mind. Elmhurst's griP
¥ for the mt‘,“" Madge rur)—‘m.”"«\h‘p must come to an end.” | ting furze, and in a few minutes reached the | was upon him, and he was dragged into the
. Bat I uonr'): o W}Tv'v'?o ked at him in wonder. | old cabin. The doorway, from which the door | light. il g .
impression upon Ihe‘ x \\'(f[;c.;r,.,, 4 | was long since gone, was unsheltered, and he | Wy, it's Nugent! What are you doing
United.  But does | 2id Pat, wir =, cr¥ different stations now,” | was ablo to look without difficulty into the in- | here, you rat? g
cothe to see Vm;; vichegt ]'?_"f”“ A faint smile.  “You are el Gador. Nugent jorked himself free. ;
e poor clp‘r}:_‘css in Blackfield, and I am only a| He could scarcely restrain an exclamation of 1 came to get shelter from the rain,” he said

As often as he can, I believe, suppose Mr. Darrell is right; | surprise. nly.

though it seems very hard.’

I ohe man from our THE wifl's fap The flickering light of a candle stuck on a | “And you have heard what I was saying fto
proudly. AR W My fath aCe Wwas very troubled. | ledge fell on two men. One of them was un- hh:.wr{).’ &
€ 1S coming 1o eee us play the | influence,’” .s(}T IS acting under someone else’s | known to Nugent, but the other he knew well. Every word. :
next Saturday® on our o | Ehonphy f she >..\ld._ In a low voice. “I have | It was Glyn Elmhurst, the private secretany of Elm.hurs( glared at him, at a loss what to do;
; Tt 'or a long time that——"! She checked Mr. Darrell. but Nugent went on coolly :
's eyes glistened as Qakley said Par\aA 'Butl 3fm sorry, Pat. I—T ghall speak to What was he doing here, at such a place, at “You need not be alarmed. I have no in-
: i qui?e' By of one thing you may always be | such a time? Nugent wondered. And, his curl- | tention of giving you a 5
e his old rivalry with Clare had | world f]‘fm‘ and that is, that nothing in the | osity getting the better of his semse of honour, *“ What do you mean?
ent, but it was not dead. lare’s fr:rcndﬁ“L ever make any difference to my | he drow nearer to hear what the secretary was “I mean that I hate Pat Clare as much as
ey, and the encomiums that were m‘uol P, even if we do not see each other &o | saying. But it was the other man’s voice he | you do, and that if he is fouled to-morrow and
B him, had touched the old chord A ‘(i <} : | heard as he came within earshot. put out of the game, nobody will be more
Nugent's And he said (,‘:;"O 1““"" held out her hand frankly, and Clare ““Yes, but what did you ask me to meet you | pleagsed than I,” said Nugent, with a savage
that when next irday came he ”.».ﬂ.p,f it, his eyes glistening. And at that in this outlandish hole for, Mr. Elmhurst? laugh. “So you need not be afraid of my
@8 he had never played before, and 1)][ "1'_" nt there was the whirr of a bicycle, and “I didn't know it was going to rain, of giving him any warning."
fimited player were chosen from the | . )f\‘f‘ Nugent went by on his machine. He | course,” replied the seoretary. —* Still, you Elmhurst looked at him curiously, and then
g , the chosen one should fa‘l:'\d!ho IWo a single glance, and Pat, who | needn't mind that when there is a ten-pound | broke into a short laugh.

Pat Clare. nool Foniltes s be passed, was startled by the | note to be carned.” . ‘““Ah, yes, I forgot. You have no more cause
pus of the thoughts in his cousin’s | 3 Sty in his eyes. He knew at once that| The other's eyes sparkled. He was a short, |5 widf “hin “well than I have. It's all right,
g8 thought with (.11.\i{ful ‘-'““J‘“mt-ion ;_“L“l;\“m imagined he had surprised a rendez- | thick-set man, m»ido\ntlv ‘T’(‘S<(\‘I§5‘d «t)f (‘E:rilﬂlt_ Sharp.”

: Lvich. 1s mood would == 2 X mauscular strength. Nugent could’ not & §ru Sharp was looking at Nugent a good deal like

: ¥ ;T:-flt h“L )“A:u'i known of ho}#:iien;”d good-bye to Clare, and rode slowly | faco clearly, but the voice was that of a young a dog about to spring. At Elmhurst's words he
SUrprl e 4s preparing for When Pat, 5 % | man. nodded rather sullenly. He was far from
field. at returned to the mill he noticed that X7 What's the game, then? pleased to have his intended villainy known to

)l‘l.gem avoided him. “ An easy one for you. You play outside-left
d Moor—The Plot Against Pat. Are you coming for a sprint to-night, Phil?” | for the Bentham team to-morrow at Black-
Mr. Darrell's carriage drove Pat asked when the day’s work was ended, and | feld.”
p to the mill on Tuesday morn- they were putting on their coats to go. “Yes. What about that?”’
ing, and the manufac[u_rer alighted

a third person, cven though there was mno
danger of betrayal.

*“All right!” he growled. :

“You won't fail me, Sharp?” said Elmhurst,

Gnd walked ,},]n?i ]]isf private offices; :l;'to':":“:o°:~-:»:..:.‘;..;..:..;.q..;..:..;..;..;..:..;..;..;..;. fostentiodsofoste afsdostenteadsfocfeadsodedoateadrofore .22112}10[ f‘;(‘)“‘h“'" forward turned up his coat-
unusual shade of preoccupation | ., ‘| “Noj; but when shall I see you again?”
P‘ui‘ Clﬁ;‘[“ 1}';:)';;?3;*(; and ‘;\]'ont- .3. OUR SIXTEENTH GRAND WEEKLY :;: |« No need to eu-ednica It won't do for ug to
what *nded, withou 4 " | be seen to meet, an on’t want to come here
it had aln_vhrcfer.encc to himself. | % e o \agai:." 5
apet followed the mill-owner into his | ** ootb ll t t oo ““ Good enough!”’
after a few minutes came out, 030 a ompe l lon. .E. Andm(\_‘h;r;) ('Iopar,pd. Soon after, Elmhuret
Speculiar smile told Clare that Mr. - % | and Nugent quitted the cabin on the moor, and
his presence. 2 . £ s (Which Every Reader Can Enter.) o | walked back to Blackfield together. Neither
sec now that something was amiss, | «» - e o% | spoke on the way. Each was busy with his own
obeyed the summons }E‘Ie found | & Five Shillings a Goal for a Correct Forecast. & | thoughts. There was shame mingled with the
more disturbed than ever. | g H % | satisfaction Nugent felt when he thought of the
eyes dropped before the young 05‘ For This Week Only. . | morrow’s match; but he did not repent. <
nce. ; o 63
for me, sir?” said Clare, wonder- | ¢ B3
o RRules and Conditionss. «» | Foul Play.
BN, oo ““ v B 2 o 24 HE rain ceased before midnight, and the
ctly,” said Mr. Darrell. “I have & The following Southern Division League Matches will be played on SATURDAY, ::: morning dawned bright an% sunny,
ng to say to you. & DECEMBER 30th, and Your Editor offers 4 Prize of FIVE SHILLINGS for every goal 3 Pat Clare was glad to note when'
b ey 1 FER L B made by the winning teams, and the total amount will be paid to the reader who most 3 looked out of his window. He W
is,” eaid Mr. ‘al‘;‘f‘e . ;‘" A1V 1 %*  correctly forecasts the result of the matches to be played on that date. ' | heard the drops pattering outside when he v
he ‘hcuft- of the subject a _Oﬂce_r 8 What readers have to do is to strike out the Names of the Teams they think will lose. ** \ to bed, and had woke up several times to
“is, Clare, that it CODCErns YOUT | ¢% ¢ they think any match will result in a draw, do not strike out either name, % o ihe aothal T
fith my daughter.” 3o Al the forecasts must be made on the Competition Form given herewith. 03 He looked forward to the afterncon withh
1 in silence for his employer to s Competitions, marked on outside of envelope ‘‘Sixteenth Football Contest,” should be sent to the o% at ideall bf Ql £ He that Col
did not require much keenness to | S Competition Department, THE Boys' Reaus Office, 7, Waithman Street, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C., s, | great deal of pleasure. He knew h - ai
i mer wa erforming a task | *° so as to reach us not later than First Post Satur- s | Darrell was coming to see the match, and it
mill-owner was p ; ttor | %% day, December 30th. Any forecasts received after THIS IS THE FORM. CUT IT OUT. % | more than probable that he would bring M
ant to him, and that, as a matter | S0 o0 ohnoehe included in the week's competition, B3 : i s
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at the  right | Sharp scowled like a demon.

———

“w,
moment he let | ‘It was an acecident.” O&I(lt‘; nsxl:i};lix::{a bl
Oakley have the * Accident be hanged! You're a foul playor, | “Th » 38 hg

: a L hey  me; .
ball in & long pass. {and this isn’t the first time you've disgraced [ now, éln,ro,n(:]]dt:.)lmwf,.":_
The backs had | your colours. Tt had bettor be the last, though, ** Pretty rotten 1 i
been deceived, and | if you ever want to play for Bentham again. | ‘T shall ha - Clarg

- Vet

Oakley was clear | Get off the field 1™ the match gq 2\,;_“6‘;&0

for the goal. He | ‘‘But— o for a day or twe" eyi T
sent in a quick, ‘ Get off, or I'll kick you off, and that’s all ‘“That fellow

it 2 ol :
high shot which | about it! ! ; claimed Oakley, g‘hlt ::) B
puzzled the goalie, And the Bentham ca tain looked as if he | pick on you? Yoy hn.ven'hd"
and there was a | would be as good as his word, and Sharp | any way, have you7 tp“‘h
roar  round the | realised that he had to go. With a black scowl " Not that I knoyw of. T

field : he turned and made his way to the exit, a storm | to-day.’

“Goal !” of hisses and hoots greeting him from the “It was such a delibe, o
Colonel Darrell | crowd. 0 were any reason to Rupp:“o B
joined in the burst Oakley and Tarrant helped Pat to rise. He | somebody had put him 2 !;;g- ¢
of cheering. was as white as a sheet, but he had himself Nugent buried hig % 0 do jgn!
s Jove,|under control now, and he did not allow | the colour that rushed i:ﬂ a i,
Madge, that isex- | avother sound of pain to pass bis lips. But it he wished that he had” dey For
celle;t'!“ he ex-| was clear that he would be able to piay no | thing, and warfied Clarg i’ neh,.gth'

Peg

Dever,

: STt w more. in the cabin on the moge, at i
cOl:;(Tf;lkickég ‘cll:: His comrades helped him off the gmumll.v and only. momentary, 00T ; bug; "gﬁ
al, but Pat Clare | he sank into a seat 1n the dressing-room. There When the whistle called: 4
ngh ’gave it him.” | Was a big bruise forming on his leg, and the | field again it was gono, ang h:
G 8§1:ley, who | Pain was exquisite. distinguishing himself 5 houg

) “I'm sorry, Oaldley,” he said, with a rather eyes, and gaming the g roka s H
;Nfle ;s g::lel:\:sp: tremulous smile, ** you'll have to finish a_man | ager of B!ackfwla Unitg‘:f,oh""" ot 4
l:'e:ched elapped shorf-:. but as Sharp is sent off you'll be That the home team 5

- Wera
eahal. struggle was evident from 1] In for
Cl"‘; on ltik:;d ask q“()uly we've lost our best man, and they | Bentham attacked alf the :li;:m
SR o uIRY, H wns haven’t,” said Oakley rucfully. “Still, we'll | ing was scarcely ever oug of d“ﬂ t
?zlalvn% b ficti(m do our best, Clare. Well, we must get back. The Bentham goalkeeper flap, d’
".‘i'un " B Madge had seen Pat helped off the field, and | keep himself warm, having nef "g
1 CYM v he | her own face had turned almost as pale as his. Rambler in goal, on the other hang,
“?"‘]" gre.“u’g ‘“Pat is hurt, uncle,” she said, in a low, | upon to save as he had seldom pagy
! e mdn;e vinnine.” | tremulous voice. ; before.
S0 wgm’m kgefd ‘' I'm sorry,"” said Colonel Darrell ; “ I wanted The visitors rained shots i
‘l]%emt Sofnr to see how he shaped: Sorry for Pat, too, of | he gallantly stood the test; a
“'ci;y; 'h 1}:- course,” he added, smiling at his [niece’s re- | ho fisted out a ball, a home Back e
-he Bent 3."{,-;‘ proachful look.  *There, I'll go 1 and see | of it and sent it out to Phil Nupert k
| ) side ety Ve bag | how he is, Madge—just to please you. the first time since the interyal | 4
¥ 7 his h(ri)’d 2 Ito * Thank you, uncle.” n ;| the visitors” side of the half-way |
55 9 intende: neve}: The colonel's name was ‘‘ Open sesame " 1n The Bentham halves wers u l
/f y aé let Clare p“;:s }llmd‘ the Blackfield, football world. He left his niece {“moment, but the Ramblers were mopo il
/ ,j;,/% ,,; but so f";{ it dn and went into the dressing-room. effort, and they backed him up |
7 {/,//(ﬁ/ 7/ w1 ) failed. Velm i.r' In a few minutes he was back. . ., | the ball to Oakley, who th
/ ) ///// /’/// atoods . | Nngentis |  ‘oogen -1 right,” he said, in reply to the girl's | cacond line, and drew ¢
&4 look, but made no anxious glance. “ Only . bruise, but Clare | pycks upon himself. Then, instead
y sign. . ' y | 2 i R
| S S e S TR e e | e e a | Ve e il perags, AT
! l:rtasz&d.i‘nr;eﬂt.za light. “Why, it's Nugent!” he ejacu- d mi:idelll]l” hclﬁem;:llf\’ * Yes, especially as his side will ‘have a | * Tho next instant Nugent had rug
e 3 and when Yy =

tussle to win without him, I fanecy,” said the | the ball was trying to climb up the
colonel, his keen glance on the players again. e

Madge looked, too, but her thoughts were not ““Well done!” cried Colonel Dary
on the field, but, with Clare, and the match had | phis brown hands,

lost most of its interest for her. And the onlookers cheered vocj

recommenced he
lessness that was rather overdone, perhaps, for | was on the look-out for a ¢hance of fouling the
Oakley grinned. : home right-winger.

“No; Miss Darrell is with him. I believe | Price obtained the ball, and fhe Bentham
she’s as fond of the game as he is. She hardly | forward line_broke away, and, passing from one | mps two teams—each a man short—were play- ¢
ever misses a United match.” to another, brought the leather right up the ing the oneback game. But Bentham had (Another instalment of this g

“Welll ti‘y and give them something worth | field. The home backs were equal to the occa- gained an advantage, for, as Oakley had said, fine football story will appear g
coming to see,” said Pat cheerily. “‘T'm feel- | sion, however, and once more the ball was sent | the home team had lost its finest player, while next. Your Editor wants you
ing s;eciu”v fit to-day. The .weather’s turned | to mid-field. . Lkt the visitors had se\'er?l better th}:m Shai_‘r;:r(i . favour of showing this copy of
ont all right 00.” Nugent: was upon it the next moment, but, Half-time came before any c ange d been to a fricid who doss ot of gl
“@he Ramblers were soon in fighting trim. A | tackled by the Bentham halves, he was com- | made in the score, the account being still one Will do it?)

 shut_from without announced- that tho Bent. | pelled, much, against his will, to Pass 1n 10 | to one when the whistle blew for the interval. | paper. Will you do i

n in th 1d. Clare, who trapped the ball and raced away.
hl‘,bg:no(fbgg?{? svzf;eoz;ll:ﬁ;n:y mtheifii The next moment he was rolling over on the
They followed him into the ground. turf, fairly charged off his feet by Sharp, who

: fell also with the force of the impact.
The Bentham team, who S S S A Bentham forward had the ball in a second,
ctice-ball to one another while waiting for avd flew with it, dribbling it right into the

:Ei klf)lfl.:)?l'is Sf:tf}(ll ‘2,2‘,: ragth;{s el‘},’: o::f_eéﬁz home half, and by a combined effort the visi-
"‘Visitzgs while the two captains tossed for choice tl'oor.:l broke through the defence.and. scored a
of goals. 5 _ Pat Clare picked himself up. The charge was

He acknowledged to himself that ”}ey wereha. not exactly a.pfcul, but he fcl{»)t.hat the Bentham
fine lot, probably ‘equ?,l]l i everwagy toht *® | winger had used a spiteful force that was quite
home team. He specially noted 106, ) AT 8 e e for, and he resolved to keep his eyes
captain, a broad-shouldered fellow, with fair open for further tricks from Sharp.
hair, the centre of the forward lisie, and Sharp, A lurking grin on’ Sharp’s face added to his
the outside-left. p i conviction that the forward had marked him,

Sharp, ‘in fact, was looking at him, his eyes | and meant mischief.
having hardly left Pat for a second since he The score was equal now, and there seemed
appeared on the ground. Pat thought that the hardly a pin to choose between the two teams
Bentham outside-left took an unusual interest | They" lined up agamn, and Oakley kicked off,
in him, but he was far from guessing the cause and the home forwards followed that up by an
of that interest. £ i immediate advance in force,

harp was “sizing him up,” and mentally | * By sheer fino play they worked 'their way for-
deciding that Elmhurst’s description of him was ward, leaving the Bentham front line nowhere,
about a correct ome. He was the player most | angd scattering the defence of the halves.
to be feared on the Blackfield side. Nugent had the ball, and again, against his

Pat ventured one glance towards the place | will, he was forced to let Clare haye it. Clare
where Oakley had told him the colonel and his | was instantly tackled by a full-back, who more
niece were to be seen. There they were, right by luck than anything else robbed him of the
enough, .and Madge, with a bright smile, waved | ball and droye it to the eagerly waiting for-
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her hand to Pat. wards.
Pat’s eyes glistened. He was more deter- Clare, however, was not to be denied. He
mined than ever to achieve success with |seemed to move like a streak of lightning, and
{ Madge’s eyes upon him. he was on the ball again before the enemy. He
t Price won the toss, and chose his goal. As| was just kicking when Sharp sped up and
the referee’s whistle buzzed out, Oakley kicked | kicked out blindly.
off, and the game began. Clare gave a cry of agony and staggered, and

7 t the start, the ball | fell heavily to the ground.
kngllgiri:? yavbvzztprﬁ:tyug:fge?&. fgrs sormta (;il;;ie, For the kick of the Bentham winger had
utham several times attempting to get away, | Struck him just above the ankle with terrible
' and being baffled every time, "' | force, and all his courage could not ‘suppress
! After, about ten minutes the game woke up the groan that rose to his lips as he writhed
suddenly, Oakley heading the ball right up the | WPOM "heigm“ngl- ¢ 4
field, and ‘Clare getting upon it before any of tThedre er’Ie‘i el“’ his Wh‘]me'd““d the game
the visiting forwards could anticipate him. A %PPS e anltpl?ey(iaéi E&‘" 1ered round Clare,
4 ; thgat was not the one to lose a chance like a"“?;{ly Sll'lu{b, zld :ellowl'.f"x’l'
s ! . L “I-I'm afraid so,” groaned Pat. “ You'll
- The ball was at his foot, and he was away in have to finish without me, Oakley.”
5 a moment, with Oakley and Nugent fast be- 117k h dndensy {‘
{8 hind, “and a cheer broke from the eagerly Oukley's brow darkened, and his eyes flashed

E , . fire.
' vatching crowd. Colonel Darrell’s attention | fiTe W ot anwardly BBt . g
: « ! n L y hound ! he cried, with a fier:
i ;vvool;e up, too, and he was watching with all his look at Sharp, who stood looking on with an ill-
I 8 ;

ey H 1
Away went Clare, and only one Bentham half :ﬁ;cgzl‘;?n%z:;nw Epitaren's e play with

had a “chance to bar his path, and round him | ¥ It was an accident,” growled Shary

Pat went, like a streak of lightning, and rushed “That's a lie!’ retorted Oakle; l;'om tl

goalwards. ) ki %

i i **¥You did it on ose. I never sa i
} ; ; The Bentham forwards were nowhere, and he s0 deliberate. hefe’l the referee?"w i b

had beaten the halves, The backs fell back and |~ ¢ No need for the referee,” broke j g
tlosed in his path, for he seemed dotermined fo grimly. “T saw it clear enough, mdell;‘ellp;lgg
keep the ball and try a kick. Nothing of the | our side don’t want to win by foul play. Sharp,

ind was his real intention, however. “He and | youw'll got off the und instanter, ‘
is captain understood each other perfectly, and | hear?” # i by % do you
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