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2 Real-life Sport and Adventure Siories.

STRANGE YULETIDE EXPERIENCES OF FAMOUS SOCCER
PLAYERS !

The Haunted House !
Strange experiences pop into the lives
of our football friends, and often some
of the strangest come in the Christmas

secason.  Jt was then that a famous
Knglish goalkeeper had an experience of

a very strange nature. Ilo was the
voalkeeper of a great League club. e
was and still s imterested 1in ghosts,  He
has a scientilic mind, as well as a
goalie’s Lkeen eyve and cute pair of
hands, and he applies his brain to
matters occult, and to anything and
cverything  connected  with  psychie
phencmena.

Well, on this particular Christmas

scason there was a tale abroad in the
city, the tale of a haunted house—a
house, untenanted, lying in a rather
lonely quarter on the outskirts, and
remote from the busy thoroughfares—a
situation very suitable fqr a ghost to
make its appearance. 'T'nis particular
ghost was, according to the yarn, secn
by passers-by meving from room to
room, clad in a long, enveloping garment
of white—a garment like a shroud—and
hearing in its hand a highted candle.
Weird, uncanny, unearthly noises were
said to be heard coming from the house
in the dead of night. A tale was told
of a long-ago murder having been com-
mitted in omne of the attics—a crime
which had never been expiated by the
murderer, and the ghost was behieved to
he the chost of the vietim, who wouldn’t
rest  till the  perpetrator  had  been
discovered,

A Qaalie and a Ghost !

Pe that as it may, the haunted house
tickled my goalkeeping friend, who one
dark and stormy night set out to solve,
if possible, the mystery. 'T'his avas a
job after his own heart. "Towards the
midnight hour he entered the gate lead-
‘ing to the grounds in which the houso
stood. All was dark. The wind moaned
and wailed among the trees. lIle
croped his way along. The house
loomed up in the night hke a great
crouching beast. A light flashed, and
swept slowly, hike a highthouse heam,
round one of the rooms. Then all was
dark for a minute. The goalkeeper
chuckled. Another flash in a room
hicher up, and the same slow sweep
round the apartment.

These signs, ghostly and unnerving as
rejoiced the

they might have been,

heart of the goalkeeper. He pushed on

as ¢uickly as the dark night would

permit, confident that he was on the

verge of solving a mystery. Up four

steps to the front door, and the bell was
Tr Bovs’ ReEarv.—No. 75.

1 house a jangle of sound swept,
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A Goalie Interested in Ghosts- Investigating a Mystery—
Light at Last —Cunningham’s Christmas Adventure—Halliday
the Hero—Hugh Hits 'Em —Blair’s Debut for Boscombe.

deserted
Then all
thoe

pulled sharply. Through the
was silent, save for the neizo ol
wind in the trees—silent for a mmute--
while the goalkeeper waited. A minute
passed, and he was just on the point of
moving round to the back door, when
on his attuned ear fell the sound of
footsteps, heavy and muflled., ‘Lhey
wore coming in his  direction—econnng
from the room above, in which ho had
scen the searching lhight. Slowly they
came, till they reached the front door,
at tho back of which they stopped. All
was still again. Then suddenly the door
swiung open, and the gouolkeeper was

covercd—mno, not with a revolver, but
with the glaring bullseye of a police

man. And before he had time to utter
2 word, my friend was drawn inside and
the door closed and locked.

The Mystery Solved.

This was the end of the mystery. The
police were keeping an eye on the
deserted house. They were aware of
the tales concerning it. The goalie had
chanced to make his midnight visit
while a policeman was “going his
round.” Perhaps it was fortunate that
the man in blue was a warm admirer of
my friend, whom he knew very well.
Together they went through the bare,
cold rooms, up the uncarpeted stair, and
into the very attic in which it was said
by the eredulous a murder had been
committed. The policoman searched
every nook and corner with his bulls-
eye. Not a trace of a ghost! Not a
sonnd, not the seratch or ceurry of a
mouse. And ontside just the moaning
and wailing of the wind in ihe trees,
My guardian-of-the-goal friend told me
that it was a most pleasant Christmas
adventure. 1 should say that i1t was a
very weird and thrilling experience,
cven for a big goaikeeper—ch?

Snowed Up!

When ithe renowned Andy Cuanning-
ham first became a Glasgow Ranger, he
lived in Kilmarnoek, some thirty miles
from Glasgow, and travelled to Ibrox
Park for the home matches. One Christ-
mas-time, when a severo snowstorm was
raging, he caught the first train from
home, determined ito give himself every
chanco of not being late for the en-
counter, for there were rumours of big
snowdrifts on the railway.

All went fairly

remote part and in a deep cutting, the

engino plunged into 2 monstrous snow--

drift. A sweeping wind had enfiladed

the cutting and piled up the snow many-

feet high. Well, into it the engine
sank, and the whole train seemed to
give a Jong, deep sob as it settled

y

well till hali the’
journey had been eompleted, when, in a

down, And there was Andy in one of
the compartments, unable to preceed or

to turn back., The hours went by, till
at. last all hope of s being able to
reach  IThrox Park in time vanished.
Late in the afternoon the train was

dug out of its white grave, but there
was nothing left for the famous Ranger
except to make for home. Luckily, play
was impossible m Glasgow. Ibrox Park
was snowbound.,  That was the coldest
Christmas this noted player had ever
!'Tﬂ}ll‘i'il.'“l‘l‘tl.

The Fickleness of Form.

David HHalliday’s first Boxing Day in
[ingland will never be forgotten by
him. e was the hero of Sunderland’s
side in a fierce encounter with Hudders-
field Town, at Leeds Road ground.
The game was drawn 1—1, thanks to
David, wheose brilliant dribbling and
shooting were the features. None who
saw it will forget his magnificent indi-
vidual effort which resulted in the
equalising goal. He dodged half a
dozen opponents, wound up the finest
o1t of individual work ever seen on the
ground by literally walking the ball
into the net. Nor will David forget
in a hurry his first New Year’s Day
game in England. It was agomst
Birmingham, at the St. Andrew’s en-
closure. David eould do little right.
[le suffered a complete eclipse. He
conld make nothing of the opposing
pivot, No one knows better than Dave
Halliday the fickleness of foothall form

Qallacher’s Goals.

Hugh Gallacher brought great joy fto
Newcastle United and much glory to
himself on Boxing Dav, 1925. He was
the hero of a rattling match in which
Liverpool provided the opposition. Hugh
scored all the goals—three. Six days
later, on New Year's Day, 1920, he was
again a hero, bagging four out of New-
castle United’s five goals scored against
Bolton Wanderers, who had to be con-
teni; with only one.

Surprise for Boscombe Supporters.

I recollect a fine Christmas Day sur-
prize for the supporters of Bournemouthl
anid Boscombe Umited. One Christmas
Eve ithe directors met and signed a
player, who was chosen to play nexs
day against Newport County, at New-
port. They kept the signing seeret. The
next day, the many supporters who had
come from Bournemouth to see tha
struggle, were treated toa great surprise.
For James Blair, the Scottizh Inter-
national back and ex-captain of Cardifi
City, ran into the arena 1n United’:
colours. He gave a remarkably polished
display, and helped not a litile to win

the mateh for his new elub. Cheerio !
THE PIEMAN.



The Boys’ Realm.

LIVELY EXTRA-LONG COMPLETE YARN OF FOOTER THRILLS AND ADVENTURE !

Something Wrong With ths Blues!

v ASS the pepper, Fatty, old

? son,” said Ben Gilling-

ham.

Fatty Iowkes, the six-
teen-stone  goalie of the Blue
Crusaders, reached out and passed
the cruet along the table.

“I think we all need
pepper !” he said gloomily. “* After
our awful failure on Saturday we
need some ginger, too—and a
little dose of dynamite wouldn’t
do any harm,”

“You mustn’t keep on harping
on Saturday's game, Fowkes,” said
Mr. Ulysses Piecombe, the man-
ager, from the head of the long
table. “It 1s a bad thing to logk
—er—backwards. We must look
forward, boys—alwayvs ahead!” P

“Hear, hear, sirt” said Dave
Moran, nodding. “And we shall
have some consolation to-morrow,
when we get our revenge on

S0Ine

Brampton Albion.”
“Revenge!” sa1d
IFatty Fowkes scorn-
fully. “They’'ll whack us
again. We shall never
win another match until
we've cleared out of this
‘haunted house!”
, i% . Some of the DBlues
4 ‘were  silent, but others

e

their Christmas ?

regarding Tatty’s words
in the light of a joke. Ben
Gillingham, the bow-legged, rugged
vight-back of the team, was looking un-
usually aggressive. From the very
first he had been sceptical; and now he
was more sceptical than ever before.

It was Christmas Xve, and the Blue
Crusaders were at breakfast in the big
dining-hall of Bannington Grange.

It was a splendid room, well fur-
nished, and a great log fire blazed and
crackled in the open grate. Fine oak
heams were overhead, and there was a
oseneral air of old-world quaintness and
charm. Through the windows streamed
the wintry sunshine, and, upon the
whole the atmosphere was one of
cheeriness.

Mr. Ulysses Piecombe sat at one end
of the table, and Lionel Corcoran, the
St. Frank’s schoolboy, who owned the
club, sat at the other.

All down the sides of the table were
the Crusaders—the League team and
the reserves.

chuckled,

John Smart, the trainer,

of the Blues on the field has gone to pieces.
as if the famous feam is haunted !
away on this week’s gripping complete story !

g T e

What is the secret of Bannington
Grange, the old house where the
famous Blue Crusaders are spending

Fatty Fowkes, the heavy-weight

goalie, has seen the figure of a monk-—a speetre whose
face is a skull and whose skeleton form can be seen
through his robe !

And that’s not all, for the form

was there, tco—to sayv nothing ol o
cheery party of Fourth Form
juniors from St. Frank’s., 'These
latter were Corcoran’s special
school friends, and they had been
mvited to spend Christmas at the
Grange with the Blues.

But a few of them were wonder-
ing if it would not have been
better to have gone home.

The festive season had not
started well for. the celebrated
footballers. Iver since they had
entered 1into possession of Ban-
nington Grange strange, unac-
countable things had been hap-
pening.

Corcoran had  bought the

Grange for the use of the Blues;
he had spent many thousands of
pounds on 1mprovements and
renovations. Ior years the old
place had been empty, but it was
a splendid mansion, perched on
the top of the hill that overlooked
the Stronghold—the Blues’ ground.
It was so handy, in

fact, that “Corky ” had

decided that 1t would

make an 1deal perma-
nent home for the club.

L]

SN And so he had given
] Mr. Ulysses Piecombe

A full powers to have the

A A R place got ready as
ﬁ:- . . w o 8 @ * e
RS R R

It seems
Get going right

&
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quickly as possible, And now, with
Christmas upon them, they were 1n
possession, :

Some of the players did not quite
like the idea of this sort of life.
Curly Hankin & Co., the rotters of the
reserves, were the chief maleontents.
Curly maintained that it would be
better for the players to live in
lodgings—to live separately, just where
they pleased. But it was Mr. Pie-
combe’s ideal to have the whole club
together, under one roof. And
Corcoran, having given the manager o
frece hand, approved of this scheme.

[t might have worked well if every
thing had been normal. Unfortu-
nately, this was not the case. On their
first night in the old place the Blues
had experienced many startling adven-
tures. At least, Fatty Fowkes had ex-
perienced most of them. Doors had
opened and shut of their own accord;
fires had gone out mysteriously, only to
blaze up again a moment later; the
spectral figure of a monk had appeared
in the hall; and, to cap all, uncanny
whispers had been heard 1n many
quarters of the old house.

Yet TFatty Fowkes was really the
only player who had heard and wit-
nessed these manifestations. Curly
Hankin and Maurice Brewer and
Roger Parr had seen the phantom, and
they heard the whispers; but none of
the other players took much notice of
these three rascally reserves.  Iatty
- was a different proposition—he was,
p;::rlgmps, the most popular fellow in the
ciub,

At the same time TFatty was known
to be superstitious—and so a great
deal of his tallkk was not believed. When
he told the others of what he had seen,
of what he had heard, they laughed at
him. On one or two occasions there had
been a mild sort of alarm, but it had
always died down.

However, it could not be denied that
all the servants had fled. Corcoran
had offered them double wages if they
would only stay over Christmas; but
they had gone, neverthless. They had
heard the mysterious whispers, and they
had been terrified.

But the Blues were getting on very
nicely—mainly owing to the staunch
help of the St. Frank’s boys. Every-
thing was going along smoothly, and
the servants were not missed much.

There had been another unaccount-
able event, too.

On the Saturday the Blue Crusaders
had played against Brampton Albion.
And although the Blues had secured a
three-goal lead in the first half they
had left the field, at the end of the
game, the losers. For in that fateful
second half the Albion had scored no
less than five times! It was the end
of the Crusaders’ winning streak.

And TFatty Fowkes, excited and
alarmed, had declared that the curse of
the old Grange was upon the club. He
declared that the team would never win
another game until they all cleared
out of the house. The other players
laughed at him, and told him that it
was sheer nonsense to talk like that.

Yet they could not explain that
henomenal reverse. During the first
alf of the game they had played

brilliantly—they had scintillated. And
in the second half they had fallen to
pieces; they had played atrociously.
Uncannily, unaccountably, every one of
them had suffered from some unknown
and inexplicable malady. A great
tiredness had come over them—a stiff-
ening of the limbs, a paralysing of the
muscles.

~_This same effect had been noticed on
the day prior to the game— angd

Tae Boys’ Rearm.—No. 75.

it  had been noticed other
days, since the game. Nobody
could suggest any possible explanation.
'atty’s theory was discounted. Nobody
really  believed that the Grange—
—haunted or not—could exert such
a material influence on those who lived
within its walls. )

This morning-—the morning of Christ-
mas lve—the players were feeling brisk
and active, as usual. It was always the
same.  They generally awoke heartily
refreshed, energetie, full of “beans.”

“There’s no need to worry, boys!”
said Ben Gillingham boisterously, as he
cot, up from the table. “We're going
to win to-morrow. It's Christmas Day,
and we're going to make those Albion
players sing small!”

“We're playing away, don’t forget,
Ben.” said Penniworth.

“That doesn’t make any difference,”
said Ben. “We shall have a tremen-
dous crowd of our own supporters there.
Brampton is only about twenty miles
away, ard there’ll be excursion trains
and motor-coaches galore. We've got
to win, boys—there’s nothing else to

think |

OI1

“Hear, hear!” echoed the other
Blues. _

But Fatty Fowkes shook his head
dolefully.

“We shall never win!” he said in a
forlorn voice. “As long as we live in
this haunted house we shall lose every
match! The curse of the place 1s on

us!®
Fowlkes! 3]
sharply.

The Mysterious Malady.
R. PIECOMBE frowned.
M “You must not speak hke
that, |2 sald
“If you go on the
ficld to-morrow with such ideas in your
head, there will be a poor chance of
success!  indeed, 1 shall have to
ceriously consider the possibility of play-
Ing a reserve man in your place.”
“I'm ready, sir!” gaid Shields, the
reserve goalie,
Fatty IFowkes glared,
“I’'m fit!” he said warmly.
while I'm fit, I'll play!”
“You will not play, Fowkes, if you
continue to talk in this ridiculous
strain!” retorted Mr. Piecombe. “1I do
not want a player of mine to take the
field—and a goalkeeper above all others
'—with such a spirit of hopelessness in
him. How can you expect to play well
if you have already made up your mind
that the team will lose ¥”

“Yes, you’ll have to change your
tone, Fatty!” said Corky quietly.

“¥You don’t understand,” said the big
goalie. “1 shall play my best, and I
shall have the will to win. But what’s
the good of it. Fate will be against us
—against the whole team! It doesn’t
matter what we do, we shall lose!
There’s an evil spirit in this place——"’

“That’s enough, Baby!” grinned Ben
Gillingham. **Take no notice of him,
boys! He’s got 2 bee in his bonnet. As
soon as the game starts he’ll forget all
these crazy ideas, and he’ll play as well
as ever.”

“If I did not think so, I would not
allow him to remain in the team,” said
Mr. Piecombe tartly.

When they went out, they found that
snow was commencing to fall. There
had been a considerable fall in the

‘*“And

district during the previous week, but it

had thawed away a few hours after-
wards.

This time, however, 1t looked as
though a large amount of genuine,
“Christmasy ”’ snow was to fall. The
temperature was near freezing point,
and overhead the clouds were massing

Real-life Sport and Adventure Stories.

which moved slowly and purposefully
over the sky. Flakes were falling here
and there.

“Y don’t like it!” said Mr. Piecombe
anxiously, after he and the players had
reached the enclosure. “It will be a
bad look-out for the game to-morrow if
there is a genuine snowfall.”

“We shall be all right, sir,” said Rex
Carrington. ‘“ You’ve arranged about a
motor-coach for us, haven't you?”

“Yes: but if the roads are blocked,
we shall be in a fix,” said the manager.

“I don’t think there’ll be as much
snow as all that, sir,” said Rex, glanc-
ing at the sky.

“At this time of the year we can
never be certain,” replied Mr. Pie-
combe.

He went into the office, and lost no
time in ringing up the Brampton
Albion management,

“No need to worry, Mr. Piccombe,”
said the Albion manager cheerfully.
“We've got all ready for snow if it
comes. . If there's any fall, the ground
will be cleared long before opening
time. So you can rest easy.”

“1 am very glad to hear this,
Mr. Piecombe.
imaging that 1
capabilities—"

“Not at all!” laughed the Albion
manager. ‘“‘There’s nothing like making
sure, 1s there?”

And when Mr. Piecombe rang off, he
was feeling more comfortable. He went
out, and looked up into the sky again.
Snow was falling rather more heavily
now, although it was not likely to inter-
fere with the practice.

The Blues were going at it energetic-
ally—enthusiastically. They  were
bubbling over with high spirits and
with vigour. It seemed impossible that
these players could ever be sluggish in
their movements.

Yet, not an hour later, there came a
dramatic change in the appeargnce of
these footballers, Abruptly, unex-
pectedly, they grew tired. Their energy
left them-—their vigour had gone. And,
al the same time, a feeling of hopeless
depression brooded over them, like some
mysterious blight. .

“It's just the same, boys!”? said Fatty
dully. *“How can we expect to play to-
morrow? 'I'he Albion will be all over
s ftf,_{:tim Until we leave the Grange,
and——" :

“Dry up abount the Grange!” inter-
rupted Ben Gillingham, in a lierco
volce. “I'll admit 1t’s a mystery, but
I don’t want to hear any more twaddle
about curses. There must be a natural
explanation of this.”

“What 18 i1t then?” asked Dave
Moran wearily.

“It’s no good asking me that,”
grunted Ben. “How should I know?
But I do know that there’s nothing
supernatural about it.”

“How do you know?” demanded
Fatty. g

“Because I've pot common sense in
my head !’ retorted Ben. ““You can
say what you darned well like, kut
you’ll never get me to believe that our
condifion is caused by supernatural
influence !”’

John Smart came up, dragging his
feet somewhat.

“Now then, boys—put some pep into

23

said
“I don’t want you to
lack faith in your

it 1” he said grufily. © You muostn’t stand

about like this in the cold.”

“Yon don’t look particularly peppy
yourself, Grouser,” said Tich.

“I’'m not!” muttered the trainer.
“Can’t understand 1t! I'd givé a
month’s wages to know what it can all
mean. I ean’t help having a suspicion
that somebody is monkeying with our
arub.”

“T'hat’s impossible,” said Rex, shak-

ominously—dense, thickly-packed clouds, | ing his head. “For one thing, we're



cooking 1t ourselves. Besides, if we were
suffering from food-poisoning, or drugs,
or anything like that, we should have
pains inside us.”

“Not necessarily,” said Grouser,
irowning. “I've been thinking about
the drains, too. I wonder if there’s

some bad gas or something in that old
house ?”

“Yes, by Jove!” said Dave.
a suggestion!”

“Bad gas might do it,” went on the
trainer. ‘““The funny thing is, we don’t
feel any effects while we are indoors.”

“It's not gas!” said Fatty grimly.
“The place is haunted !”

“Haunted or not, we're going back
to 1t!” said Grouser. “No good stay-
ing out here any longer this morning.
Jestdes, it's nearly lunch-time.”

(11 fl‘I,!ﬂt!E

 Tich Harborough.

The Boys’ Realm.

g “All our muscles
have gone stiff, and we're as tired as
d{}g&‘a ¥

“Hold on!” put in Armstrong,
staring. “ What about us? We've felt
nothing this morning! We've been as
busy as bees—and we're as full of vim
as an electric hare!” |
“"iﬂushl” ejaculated Ben Gillinghann.
“There you are, boys! What about it

now ?”

“What about what?”

“What about this rof about the
GGirange being haunted?” said Ben.
“And what about that poison-gas
theory, Grouser? We've been out in

the open air for hours—and we're as
limp as a lot of wet socks on the clothes-
line! And yet these youngsters have

T o o A 8 e g b e T -
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“And 1t also proves that there’s
nothing wrong with this house!” said
Ben promptly.

““Iear, hear!”

“The Grange is all right, Fatty.”

“Right as rain!”

“I'm not saying anything about the
house !” growled Fatty. *“1i’s—it’s the
influence that’s at work! We can’t ex-
plain this affair because it’s not capable
of explanation. It's—it’s occult!”

“It’'s what?”

“QOccult — psychical — supernatural !”
sald Fatty impressively. “And when
you ' re up against anything supernatural
you can’'t use ordinary laws. We're in
the grip of some mysterious power—
Hi! Leggo, you kids! What the—"

“*And now you're in the grip of a
power that isn’'t mysterious in the

-

.
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CORKY TO THE RESCUE !

Whilst the juniors held the amazed mechanic, Corky
““Come on, the Blues [ "

he velled.

HJump

leapt into the driver’s seat.
inl? Before the proprietor

realised what was happening Fatty and the other Crusaders wsre dashing towards the charabanc.

=1 ay

“And we're all hungry,” said Rex.
“That’s another rummy thing. If we
were polsoned by gas, wo shouldn’t be
hungry, should we? I'm jiggered if I
can unaerstand what 1t means.”

Wearily, they dragged themselves

back to the Grange, and when they |

arrived, they found that Lionel Cor-
coran and the St. Frank’s boys had been
very busy. Since all the staff had
bolted, Corky & Co. had been doing the
work of the house. They had prepared
an excellent meal and, what was more
io the point, they were full of energy
and as lively as crickets. -

“Hallo! What's the matter with you
all?” asked Corky, as the players came
in. “You look as if you've been out
tor a hundred-mile run!”

#1t’s the same old thing!” muttered |

L

been indoors the whole morning, and

look at ’em!”
The Blues

marvelled.

1

glaring fiercely.

“No oflence, Grouser—bhut vou know
what I mean!” said. Fatty. “If there
was any gas coming up from the drains,
as you suggested, these boys would be
in & worse condition than we are.
Hang it, we've been out in the open
air, as Ben says. And that proves that
the trouble is inexplicable.”

looked—and the Blues

The WNiystery of the Grange!

L can’t be poison-gas!” said Fatiy

Fowkes

Fowk firmly. “That’s an
idiotic suggestion !
“Thanks!” said the trainer,

least !” said Corcoran genially., “Hang

on to him, you fellows! Force him up-
stairs, and make him change his togs!
Lunch 13 practically ready !”

Fatty was hustled away, and the other
Blues changed, too. They were all very
puzzled—very bewildered. The fact
that these St. Frank’'s fellows were quite
normal, proved, beyond question, that
the Grange itself was not affected by
any bad drains, or anything of that
nature,

Indeed, by the time the midday meal
was over all the players were feeling
brisk again. They completely recovered
their normal spirits, too. Their depres-
sion left them, and they found them-
selves capable of laughing, joking, and
scoffing at their recent indisposition.

Tue Boys’ ReaiMm.—No. Td.
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“It only seems to come in spasms,”
said Rex Carrington, grinning. “And
I believe it’s imagination more than any-
thing else.” |

“l do not agree with you, Carring-
ton,” said Mr. Piecombe, shaking his
head. ‘“There was nothing 1maginary
about our strange lassitudo this morn
ing. And yet, at the same time, there
appears to be no tangible explanation.
T will confess that 1 am concerned about
to-morrow’s game,”

“You think we might strike a bad
patch in the middle oi a y ame, sir-—the
same as on Saturday 77 asked Dave.

“That 18 what I am alraid
nodded the manager.

Fatty Fowkes laughed bitterly. :

“It’'s no good trying to guard against
a thing that is inevitabl:” he said.
“We're going to lose that game to-
morrow. It’s just as certain as the sun
is shining——"

“The sun isn’t shining!” said Hales,
looking out of the window. }

“Tt’s shining above the clouds, isn’t
it ?7” said Fatty coldly. “If it wasn’t,
we should be in darkness.”

“Boys, I think we ought to form a
resolution |” said Ben Gillingham, rising
to his feet, and speaking in an aggres-
sive voice. “Anyhow, I'm going to put
it to the crowd of you. Every time
TPatty makes a reference to ghosts, or
anything like that, I suggest that we
sentence him to some sort of punish-
ment.” '

*Hear, hear !”

of,”

“T.et’'s make him wash the dirty
dishes !” suggested Rex prmlnptly;‘
“Good egg!” grinned Tich. Fatty,

you’ve got to do all the washing-up !”

And Fatty, much to his disgust, was
hustled away to the kitchen, and the
other Blues and the schoolboys fed him
with dirty dishes until he was weary of
it. Hardly any of the Crusaders be-
lieved in the “ghost.” For they had
not seen anything mysterious; they had
not heard the uncanny whisperings
which Tatty himself had experienced on
€0 MmAany oceasions.

During the afternoon the snow 1f
ercased and the wind grew more
bhoisterous. Indeed by the time dark

ness desecended the galo was roaring
tumultuously round the old building,
perched as it was on the hill-top. :
“It’s going to be a wild night,” said
Dave Moran, after tea, as he and some
of the others were in the smoking-room.

“Piecan is anxious, too,” said Wally
Simpson. “IHe's worrying about to-mor-
row’s game.”

“Worrying about 1t won’t make
things any better,” said Ben Giling-
ham. “It’s a pity he can’t have more
confidence in us!”

“After Saturday. ean wyou blame
him ?” said Dave. “We made an awful
mess of that game, boys, and it’s up to
us to get our revenge on the Albien:
But Piecan is worried about the snow.
He thinks it migh: cause a lot of
trouble.” \

“Well. snow and fog are about the

only two things that badly affect pro-
fessional football,” said Rex. “Fog's
the worst, because you can’t clear it
away. But there’s no need to worry
about snow.,”
- During the early evening the Blues
took one or two looks outside, and they
were gratified to notice that the snow
was only coming down in tiny flakes.
So far there wasn’t an inch of it, so
there was very littlo prospect of the
Albion ground heing unp'ayable on the
morrow. .

Fatty Fowkes went upstairs to his
bed-room to get ready for dinner—hav-
ing made sure that Ben Gillingham and
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Rex Carrington had gone¢ up in ad-
vance, Fatty was plucky enough when
it came to fighting mortal enemies; but
he was scared stiff of anything ghostly.

Rather to his dismay, Ben and Rex
cleared off as he was in the middle of
changing. . He had removed his shirt,
and at this point he found himself alone

-Ben and Rex baving slipped out while
Ifatty's face was hidden 1n the folds of
nis shirt.

STl admit  there's nothing funny
about the place now ™ Ifatty was saying,
“We haven't heard any whispers, or——-

Hallo! Why, what the—"
Llo stared round, and then dashed tor
the door, Ben and Rex were just

vanishing down the corridor.

“Hi!” roared Fatty.

“What's the matter
Ben, turning.

“Don’t go yet!” ejaculated Fatty.
“Wait for me, youwbounders !

“We're going to the billiard-room,”
sald Ben sweetly., “If you need com-
pany, Fatty, you've got all the ghosts,
you know.”

And the pair turned the corner, and
Fatty returned into the bed-room,
breathing hard.

“They can chip me all they like; but
they’ll find I'm righ® before long!” he
muttered. “ Disbelieving rotters!”

He finished his toilet rapidly—so
rapidly, indeed, that he failed to fasten
his collar at the back, and he put his tie
on backwards. Then, just as he was
about to leave the bed-room, he caught
his breath in.

A whispered voice had sounded be-
hind him—within a few feet of his head,
and yet he was standing in the middle
of that room!

He twirled round, his skin tingling.

“Who—who’s that?” he asked

now ?’”?  acked

hoarsely. “Is anyvbody playing a trick
in here ?”
The whisper sounded again, and

although Iatty could not distinguish the
words, the voice was nevertheless
tangible, It was in the room, in the
air, and yet nobody was visible !

“Good glory ! panted Fatty, making
a dash for the door.

He opened 1it, and then checked. The
corridor was now gloomy. Somebody
had switched most of the lights off, and
there was only one shaded lamp, far
down, near the landing.

And at that momen’ Fatty felt his
heart miss a beat. For there, down the
corridor, was a quaint figure—the figure
of a monk, in a long cloak and a big
cowl. And this figure was slowly and

silently advancing towards him!
had been bolted to the floor.

E
Then, with a sudden yell of

fright, the power of movement returned
to him. He dashed madly across the
corridor, and burst into one of the
other bed-rooms.
“The ghost!” he gasped frantically.
Dave Moran and Penniworth had just

Pulling Fatty’s Leg!

OR about ten seconds Fatty
Fowlkes felt as though his feet

finished dressing, and they gazed at
Fatty '1n wonder.
“Steady, old man!” said Dave. “No

1

need to get so excited

“The ghost—the monk !”” panted Fatty.
“He’s outside, in the corridor!”

With one accord the Blues skipper and
Penniworth dashed for the door, and
they looked up and down the corridor.
But there was nothing unusual to he
seen NOW.

“You're crazy, Fatty!” said Dave,
“There’s mnobody here. The * lights
aren’t on, but that’s somebody’s eareless.
ness, I expect. You must have been
fooled by a shadow——"

A
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“But—but he was here!” said Fatty,
staring dazedly. “1 saw him dis-

tinetl y——-=7
“Rot!” growled Penniworth. “ Your
nerves are all in rags, Fatty. You're

seeing things that don’t exist.”

They seized him, and marched him
down to the billiard-room, and the other
Mlues listened sceptically as they heard
of this latest incident.

“It’s a pity you didn’t go for the
ghost while you were about it !’ said Ben
Gillingham tartly.  “That would prove
whether 1t was genuine or not. In-
stead  of running away, Fatty, why
didn’t you have a go at the thing 7

“He was too jolly scared!” said one
of the St. Frank's fellows.

Fatty started.

“Well, what’s the good of bluffing 77’
he said uncomfortably. “1 was scared!
And I don’t mind admitting it, either!
Any of you fellows would have been
scared 1f you had seen that—thas
horrible thing !”

Rex Carrington laughed.

“You can't convince us, Fatty,” he
said lLightly. “1 don’t suppose you saw
anything at all; and even if you did sce
something you wouldn’t dare to go near
1t! That's the trouble!”

“1t—1t wasn't anything real!” said
I‘atty huskily. “I1 could see right
through 1it, you know——"

“Rot!"”? said Ben bluntly.

“The 1magination 1s a marvellous
thing!” said Rex, with a chuckle.
“ You can be fooled quite easily, Fatty.
Why, 1f somebody happened to como
down one of the corridors wearing a
cloak you’d immediately mistake him for
the ghost, You need a nerve tonie.”

IFatty turned red with indignation.

“Do you think 1 don’t know the dif-
ference between a ghost and somebody
solid7””  he demanded hotly. “My
nerves are all mght, If they weren’t, 1
wouldn’t be any good in the field. It’s
—it’s only when I'm facing something
intangible that I get the wind up!”

“Facing something imaginary,
mean !” said Ben, with a snort.

['atty Hared up.

“1t’s all very well for you to jeer!”
he shouted,  “ But yvou haven’t seen the
chost, and you haven’t heard any of the
mysterious whispers! 1t's easy enough
to be sceptical, and to call me a fright-
ened baby, when you've had mone of
these experiences!”

“We shan't have any, either, old
man,” said Rex gently., “You have
them because vour mind is—well, re-
ceptive. You're always on the look-out
for something ghostly, and, sure enough,

you

something ghostly turns up!”
“Well, don’t let’se have any argn-
ments,”” said Corcoran soothingly., “It’s

Christmas Eve, and we're going to have
a busy time. 'T'ons of things to do, yon
fellows. We want to be all ready for
to-morrow.,”

“There’s going to be a jollification,
1sn’t there?”” asked Tich

“You bet there 1is!” said Corky.
‘“ After the game, when we get back,
we'll have a merry evening !’

“Very merry!” said IFatty ecoldly.
“There’ll be no merriness in this house,
mark my words! It’s a house of
tragedy—of doom! I'm a cheerful
chap, as a rule, but this house is under
the influence of some evil—--"

“Gag him, somebody!” said Andy
Tait.

“(Come and have a game of billiards,

[Tatty,” said Dave Moran, slapping the

bulky, sixteen-stone goalie on the back.
“Take your mind off those other
mattors. I'll play yon a hundred up.”
Fatty agreed, and before long he was
really enjoying the game. But he was
rather off form, and Dave won easily.



Just as they were preparing to start

The Boys’ Realm.

There, on the stairs, was the crouch-

again, one of the schoolboys put Lis]ing, indistinet figure of the monk!

head in the doorway.

Fatty gripped himself. e had seen

“Fatty!” he sang out. “Mr. Piecombe | the monk there on one other occasion,

wants you in the gym!”

and he had seen that mysterious figure

“Oh, does he?” said Fatty, with algliding down the stairs, only to vamsh,

frown. “What for?”

“1. don’t know;
urgent !’

And the junior vanished, leaving Fatty
rather startled. "The gymnasium was
down one of those long passages, some
little distance from the central part of
the old house. He looked round the
billiard-room carelessly.

“Anybody else coming to the gym?”
he asked, 1n a casual voice.

“ Not just now, Fatty !” grinned Penni-
worth, *““ Afraid to go alone?”

“No, I'm not!” snorted Fatty, stamp-
ing out.

When he got to the hall he found him-

but he says 1t's

apparently, iInto thin air, just as it
rcached the bottom.

And Fatty remembered the taunting
words of his fellow-players. ILven as he
was on the point of bolting, he pulled
himself together. There was something,
too, 1n the appearance of {he monk
which seemed different. Ile was more
solid this time—more tangibie. On the
previous occasion the figure had been
indistinet, illusive, vague. Dut now he
not only seemed more solid, but Fatty
actually heard a stair creak.

“By glory!” he panted.
I'm secared, do they?”
With a tremendous cflori he fought

“They say
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More Manifestations,
RASH! Thud! Biff!

Fatty Fowkes was working
hard. He was on his knees,
and.the “ghost ” was sprawling

beneath him, velling with muffled alarm
and pain. And Fatty Fowkes’ fists beat
down upon him like sledge-hammers.

“Hallo! What's the matter here?”
came a shout.

Corky came running in, and, at the
same moment, Ben Gillingham ap-
peared, with Tich and others. Some-
body switched the full lights on, and the
hall became flooded with radiance.

“I've got him!” panted Fatty. “He's
not a ghost at all!”

“Didn’t we tell you so?” roared DBen.
“There aren't such things as ghosts!
Some tricky crook has been trving to
fool you!” _

“Help!” moaned the speciral [ligure.

FATTY !N FORM!

ball and flicked it round the post.

As the leather sped through the air, Fatty threw himself full length across the
Yeils and cheers went up from the spectators as the goalie got the tips of his fingers to the

goalmouth.

] el

s¢if in sole possession; furthermore,
there were hardly any lights burning.

“They're doing 1t on purpose!” he
muttered. “Why can't they have the
place well lit up?”

The Grange had been thoroughly
renovated from cellars to roof, and
there were electriec lights everywhere,
It made Fatty angry when he saw only
one small shaded lamp glowing in this
great hall, with its wide staircase and
with its gallery running right along the
back.

It was necessary to cross the hall 1n
order to reach the gymnasium, and
Fatty decided to pause on his way. Ie
would switch all the other lights on, so
that the hall would be cheery. And
then, suddenly, he pulled himself to a

down the feeling of panic, And, before
he could weaken, he ran forward, and
went charging up the stairs like =&
human elephant. The figure of the monk
half turned, as though about to flee,
But Fatty had taken him by surprise,
and the next moment the big goalie
reached out, and caught at that drab
cloak.
He felt it in his fingers—tangible,
real. And all his nervousness went.
“Got you!” he roared triumphantly.
“Hi, boys! Lights! Lights!”
“Ugh!” grunted the ghost, in alarm.
Fatty had closed with him, and they
struggled desperately on the stairs for
a moment. Then they lost their footing,
and went tumbling down, thudding and
crashing, to land in a mixed-up heap in

halt.

the hall below.

— e

“Oh ecrumbs! Drag him off,
fellows!”

“That’s Rex’s voice !’
blankly.

“What !” gasped IFatty.

Ile pulled the cowl from his victim’s
head, and 2 chorus of exciamations
went up. In spite of numerous
injuries, Rex Carrington’s featurcs were
casily recognised. Blood was strecam-
ing from his nose, his left eye was
puffy and rapidly turning black. His
under-lip was badly swollen.

“Help t” he mumbled, “I'm whacked!
Beaten to the wide!”

“Rex!” ejaculated TFatty aghast,
“Good glory! I—I didn't know 4

“I should hope you didn't!” moaned
Rex. “You wouldn't willingly smash

Tar Boys' RreALM.—No. 70,

you

" ejaculated Dave
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one of your pals about like this, would

}rﬂu ?JJ 2
“I—I thought you were a ghost!
said. FFatty, with deep concern. * 1 say,

| #3

Rex, old man, I believe I've hurt you

“I belicve wou have!” said Rex
feelingly.

He was helped to bis fcel, and many
handkerchiefs were offered to  him.
“QGrouser ” came along, full of con-
cern.

“This is what comes of playing silly
tricks!”? he said tartly. “ You'll look
a fine sight on the ficld to-morrow,
won't yout” :

“Oh, cut it out!” said Rex, dabbing
his nose. “I shall be able to play all
right—so you mnecedn’t worry yourself,
Grouser. Great Scott! No more tricks
for me—not on Ifatty, anyhow! Ilc hits
too hard!” :

“DBut what on carth did you do?”
asked Dave, smiling in spite of himself,

“Well, there was all that talk i the
billiards-room,” said Rex, “and DBen
was saving that Ifatty wouldun’t know
the difference between a phantom and
a fake apparition. So I thought I'd put
this old e¢loak on and give himn a scare,
My idea was to laugh at him after-
wards, and to take a rise out of him.”

“T'hat scheme seems to have sprung
a leak,” said Corky, with a chuckle.

FFatiy I'owkes snorted. .
" You can’t fool me like that!” he
said disdainfully. “Do you think I

don’t know the difference between a
fake ghost and a recal one? 'I'he—the
thing that 1s haunting this house 1s
semi-transparent, It’'s a real ghost, 1
tell you! DBut I heard the stairs ercak
with Rex, and I knew that he was
a trickster, So I went for hun.”

“Hey!” shouted Curly Hankin, in
alarm, as he came running into the hall
from one of the corridors. “Quick,
boys! The fire in -the hilliards-roomn
has suddenly gone out !”

“That’s nothing new!” said TFatty.
“I've seen the fire go out—and come
alight again, too—without a soul touch-
ing 1t.”?

“It’s the strangest thing 1 ever saw!”
panted Curly, who was looking pale and
frightened.  *“ Brewer and Parr saw i,
too. BSuddenly, without warning, the
flaomes died down, and the next moment
the fire was right out!”

“Let’s go and have a look at it!”
said Corcoran promptly.

They all went rushing along, leaving
Grouser to attend to the unhappy Rex.
And when they got to the billiards-room
they found the fire utterly dead.

“This is funny!” said Dave, frown.
ing. “When we were in here four
minutes ago it was blazing as brightly
a3 %

“Look !” said Penniworth, pointing.

IFlames were beginning to lick round
the logs, - and then, as all the Blue
Crusaders were watching the fire, it
came to life before their eyves, the flames
growing in intensity, lcaping with
vigour and life,

"It went out just the same!” panted
Curly huskily. “I—1 say, there’s some-
thing uncanny about this! Fires can't
go out and come to life again by any
natural means! I believe IFatty's right
abbut—-"

“ Chuck it!”? interrupted Ben. “You
fcllows have been up to some tricks!”

iverybody Jooked at Curly & Co.
with deep suspicion.

“It’s not true !”” shouted Parr. “ We've
done nothing !”

“Of course we haven’t!” said Curly
Hankin desperately. “Iow do vou
think we could make a fire go out like
that? And cven supposing we could.
how about making it come to life
again?’

1nE Boys’® Rearm.—No. 75.

“Well, there must be some cxplana-
tion * hegan Dave.

And just then one of the windows
fiew open with a crash, and the snow-
[lakes came whirling  blindingly into
the room. An ey wind shot across, and
the door slammed violently.

“1t’s the ghost!” sald Fatty IFowkes.
“That window was opened by super-
natural means—-—"

“You hulking, great lubber!” said
LBen, *“T'he catch came unfastened, 1
expect !

“That’'s about the size of 1t!” said
Tich Harborough.
Two or three of them went over,

closed the window, and made sure that
the cateh was fixed securely in position,

“It won’t come open again, I'll
warrant!” said Den confidently. “ As
for the flire, there may have been a
sudden down draught. 'There’s a gale
to-night, and——"

“That won't wash interrupted
Curly Hankin. “If the fire was put
cut by a down draught the room would
have been filled with smoke by now.”

“Ugh!” shivered Penniworth =sud-
denly, “There’s an icy wind coming
from——— I6h? The door and the win-
dows are closed! Yet I felt—— #

“I felt it, too!” said Keane, looking
round.  “An  icy draught cutting
across And there’s  something
rummy in the air, too! It’s—it’s sort
of earthy!”

“Like a graveyard!” said Tatty, nod-
ding. It was just the same onc day
last week, and you all laughed at me!”

“Look !” yelled Andy Tait, pointing.

The very window that had recently
been  closed was  opening—slowly,
deliberately.  EKven Ben  Gillingham
allowed his jaw to drop as he stared
in dumbfounded amazement.

“But—but we fastened the catch!”
he muttered,

“1t makes no difference!” said TFatty

[*2

hoarsely.  “Haven’t 1 experienced it?
Doors lock themseclves in this house—
and then become unlocked! And it's

the same with the windows, T expect!
Invisible fingers are doing it—ghostly
hands !

“Rot!” thundered
helieve it ! s
ridiculous——

He broke off, staring at the door.
IFor this, too, was opening—in that
same slow, deliberate manner.

A complete silence ftll on everyhody
within the billiards-room.  'I'hey all
watched the decor. A powerful draught
was blowing through the room now,
and snowflakes were floating about,
driven in from outside. This was really
the extraordinary part of it. I‘or that
draught was blowing from the window
towards the door—and it should, by all
rational laws, have sent that door
stamming fo.

But, instead, the door was continuing
to open—and there was not a soul out-
side in the corridor,

F
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Boyond Unduerstanding !
ATTY IFOWKES was scared—
but, at the same time, he was
flushed with triumph.

Hitherto, the other Blues had

at him. Now

. i _they were
witnessing  these extraordinary mani-
festations with their own eves. And

their very presence made Fatty more
constant—more sure of himself,

* Look!” he whispered. “There's
nobody at the door—and yet it's open-
ing—against the draught!”

Ben Gillingham shook himself.

“There’s some jiggery-pokery about
this!” he declared darkly.

He strode forward, grasped the door, |

and pulled at it. To his stupefaction
it resisted liis efforts for a moment—
just as though an invisible hand was
on the other kuob, pulling against him.

Kverybody else was tensely  silent,
and then, sounding in the very air
about their heads, came a thin, cerie,
elusive sound of mocking laughter. At
the same second the door came towards
Ben with a rash, and necarly hit him
in the face. It was exactly as though
the unseen hand had suddenly released
1ts grip.

“Gosh ! said Ben dazedly.

And the air became filled with whis-
pers—ncar the fireplace—near ihe
windows—against the door. In every
corner ol the room the whispers were
sounding—unintelligible, hissing, un-
canny. _

“Fatty’s right ! babbled Parr. “The
place 1s haunted !”

“Let’s clear out!”
to the lips, :

A minor panic seized nearly all those
players, and there might have been a
rush if Ben Gillingham hadn’t suddenly
let out a roar. ;

“Bteady on ! he shouted. “Don’t get
the wind up, boys! Let’s take this thing
calmly.”

" Perhaps you believe me now 77 asked
Ifatty fiercely, “You sneered at me
before, when I told you about those
whispers! Did you hecar them, boys?
Did you hear—*

“Yes!” muttered George Scoit.
“ Honour bright, you fellows, have you
been playing tricks with us %%

“No, no!” chorused everybody in the
rooin.

“What about the kids?” asked Ben
suddenly. “They’re not all here—-"

“But I can answer for them,” said
Lionel Corcoran. “ Some of them are in
the kitchen, getting dinner ready—and
the gong will sound within a minute or
two. They wouldn’t play any tricks.”

.- What about this door ?”” asked Dave.

How did it open like that ?”

“Hanged if I know!” said Ben,
scratching his head. “And when 1
pulled at if, it wouldn’t budge at first.”

“The ghost was hanging on to the
other handle!” said Fatty, with a kind
of frightened air of triumph. A
visible ghost is bad enough, but when he
can make himself invisible—-"

“There’s no ghost ! roared Ben.

He examined the door closely—he had
a look at the lock, and turned the key.
He looked at the hinges, and’thumped
the panels. But it was all useless. The
door was quito ordinary in every way.
And jt was obvious that there could have
been no countrolling wires.

“Beats-me !” wmuttered Ben, at last.
“Yet there must be some sort of ex-

.

ald IHales, whife

planation. I don’t believe in these silly
ghosts—-—"

“What about the window?” asked
Penniworth. “ You fastened it, didn’t
you 7’

“There’s mnothing wrong with the

window ! said 'l'ich.
examining i,
ordinary one,
seccurely.”
Boom, boom!
It was the gong for dinuner, and the
Blues were glad enough to hear it.
They went crowding out of the billiards-
room, feeling unecasy and unsettled. Mr.
Piecombe, who had been attending to
Rex Carrington, looked very concerned
when he heard what had happened.
“Singular—very singular!” he com-
mented. “I can offer no explanation of
this——er--grotesque occurrence. I sin-
cerely trust, however, that you will not
allow your nerves to become affected. It
is necessary that you should obtain sound
sleep to-night.”
“Sleep I said Fattly, in a hollow voice.
“Ilow can we sleep in this house 12

“We've jusi been
The catch 1s quite an
and it locks home



Thev went in to dinner, and, under
the influence of the food, they recovered
some of their spirits. And there were
no further manifestations during the
meal—much {o the relief of everybody.

Naturally, the conversation had been
running in one direction, but nobody
could offer any logical explanation of
the strange happenings.

“1I'm beginning to wonder if there
really is something rummy about this
house,” said Lionel Corcoran thought-
fully, after the meal was over, and the
players had lighted their pipes and
cigarettes. “It’s a certainty, anyhow,
that we’ve done Fatty an injustice.”

“I'm glad to hear you say it,” re-
marked Ifatty owkes, with a snort.

“We thought wyou were imagining
things, old man, when vou told us about
those whispers, and about the fire going

A
Iy
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The Boys’ Realm.

green. {1 wonder if that’s a sign ol some
kind 7"’ -

“ A sign of what?” asked Dave Moran.

“We don't know, but it scems funny
that that mysterious man should be
hanging about in the grounds,” went on
Corcoran. ‘It may have been a coin-
cidence, or it may not. As far as I
know, . there’s not a soul on earth who
wishes the club any harm. And why
should anybody try to drive us out of
the Grange ?”

“Nobody’s trying to drive us out—
except the ghost,” said Iatty. “When
will you fellows settle your minds to the
fact that the house is haunted by some
evil presence? It's here all the time—
it’s with us even now. At any moment
we might hear the whisper of phantom
voices, and 4

“IFowkes, you mustn’t let your mind
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morning. It will be here at eleven-
thirty.”

“Isn’t that a bit too early, sir ?” asked
Dave Moran, in surprise. “The game
doesn’t start until half-past two, and
that gives us three hours. It’s only
twenty miles tc Brampton, and we shall
get there in an hour——"

“There may be snow during the
night,” interrupted Mr. Piccombe. “We
must allow for any possible delays.”

“You're right about the snow, sir,”
said Corky. “By Jove! Just listen to
the wind howling now! And there’s a
good bit of snow coming down, too. A
regular, old-fashioned Christmas, eh?”

“(xhosts included!” grinned Ben
Gillingham,

Nobody seemed inclined to make a
move towards the bed-rooms, but Mr.
'tecombe was insistent. And so, at last,

SCARING THE BLUES !

QGlass in hand, Fatty spun round as there came a succession of thuds and crashes.
For n::- apparent reason all the pictures in the room had suddenly crashed to the
floor !

out,” continued Corky. “Dut we've seen
these things with our own eyes now—
and heard them with our own ears.”

“Are you suggesting that this house

is  baunted ?” asked Mr. Pieceombe
sharply.

*Not exactly, sir,” replied Corky.
“I'm thinking about that mysierious

man who was hanging about the grounds
on Saturday evening. You remember,
I'atty saw him, and had a bit of a
struggle with him.”

“A  tramp—that’s all!” commented
Ben Gillingham.
“A tramp be blowed!” said TFatty.

“He had horrible eyes—Iluminous eyes,
like an ammal’s!”

“And there was that little metal thing
vou picked wup, TFatty,” went on
Corcoran. “A Kkind of badge, with a
friangle in the middle of it, enamelled

=

dwell on such matters!” interrupted Mr.
Piccombe testily,  “There 1s a hard
gamo for to-morrow, and wyour nerves
will be in rags if vou go on like this.
Pull yourself together!”

“I'm all right, sr,” said” Fatly
gruffly. “I'm getfing used to it now.”

“We had better go to bed as soon as
possible,” continued the manager. “We
have a hard day to-morrow, and another
hard day on Boxing Dav. I understand
that there are to be some—er—jollifica-
tions after the game to-imorrow even-
ing 17

“Christmas night,
Corky. “Rather!
programme planned !

“Then it is very essential that wyou
should all obtain an extra-sound sleep
to-might,” said Mr. Piecombe, rising. “I
have arranged for a saloon motor-coach
to take the team to Brampton in the

sir—eh 7”7 said

We've got a big

|

s

the playvers and the schoolboys drifted
out of the dining-room, and made tracks
for bed.

-

An Unexpected Shock!

ATTY TFOWKES, Corky, Ben
-4 Gillingham, and Dave Moran
were the first to enter the hall.

Tae others ecame streaming
behind, talking animatedly. Rex Car-
rington was now looking more himself,
although one of his eyes was puffy and
discoloured.

“Who turned these lights out ?” asked
Corky impatiently.

The hall was nearly in darkness, only
a single light glowed, with another light
upstairs on the balcony. This, too, was
heavily shaded.

“I  suppose

Tun

Blackwood has been
Boys’ REeEArLM.—No. 75,
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round,” said Dave, “ He’s an economical
old boy. I believe, Doesn’t see the fun
of burning scores of electric lights for
nothing.”

Blackwood was the butler, the chief of
staff. Unfortunately, the stafl had gone
on strike, but Blackwood remained
staunch. -There was no suspicton against
this kindly, faithful old man. Corcoran
was perfectly satisfied that Blackwood

was loyal, and absolutely above sus-
picion.
Before nuylmdy counld reach the

electric light switches, IFatty Fowkes
suddenly drew his breath in sharply.
He came to a halt, and his huge bulk
stood there, just inside tho hall, as
motionless as a statue.

“What's the matter,
Dave curiously.

IFatty made no reply. He remained
rigid., e was staring fixedly at the
staircase—iowards the top. Dave looked
there, too, and then he started.

“By Jove!” he breathed. “There’s—
there' s something up there, boys!
Look !’ '

“Ye gods and litile fishes!” whis-
pered Rex.

It was shadowy at the top of the great
staircase, and for the & i
players could not distinguish anything
tangible. Then they beheld a vague
figure, dressed something like a monk,
standing there at the top of the stars,
as though looking down into the hall
in 2 contemplative fashion.

“I{’s somebody trying the same dodge
as vou worked, Rex!” said Ben fiercely.

“Tt’s not—it’s not!” panted Fatty.
“Are you blind? Can’t you see that
this—this -thing isn't solid? It’s not
human at all!”

The others, crowding into the hall

[fatiy ¥’ asked

from the well-lit corridor, came to a |

halt just inside, realising that something
was “on.”” And as they caught sight
of that shadowy figure on the stairs

they felt their hearts leaping within
them. )
“He’s coming down!” whispered

Corky breathlessly.

Slowly, deliberately, the figure was
descending.

“Listen!”” muttered TFatty., “The
stairs arc not creaking! Ghosts don’t
make stairs creak! ~Here, let’'s get out—
let’s bolt! Open the door, somebody !”’

“Steadv!” growled Ben. “I'm not
satisfied yvet. A ghost, eh? Don’t yon
believe it, Fatty! Somebody's playving
the fool with us!”’

And Ben, with an aggressive roar,
ran forward over the wide hall. Every-
body else stood stock-still, staring, very
shaky and nervous.

As Ben started, the ghostly figure
lad nearly got to the bottom of the
stairs, and Ben never took his eyes off
that spectral figure. And now, as he
ran, Ben received an extraordinary im-
_pression. It seemed to him that he
could see right through that monk-like

form—and, morcover, he could sce a}

skeleton shape underneath the folds of
the cloak! And the face of a skull was
within the cowl!

There were the long, bony arms, the
gaunt ribs, the staring skull with 1is
great eye-sockets, the grinning teeth——

“Great gosh!”’ gasped Ben hoarsely.

For as he leapt across the hall, as he
stared at that apparifion, 1t vanished.
There was no flourish, no sudden secuffle.
The thing simply disappeared within
the space of a split second. It was
there one moment, and it had gone the
next.

Ben reached the foot of the stairs,
and then he pulled up—helpless, baffled,
bewildered.

“Where—where is it?”
amazemeont.

Tae Boys’

he asked in
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moment the t

l Hotel

b and threes,

:

as fit as a fiddle!

e yawned as he looked out,
| then

There was a rush. Dave and Rex and
soine of the others came up. For es
the phantomi had vanished they re-
covered some of their nerve. They
crowded round the bottom of the stairs,
and somebody else had switched all the
tights on,

“It’s gone!” said Corky, staring
round,
“But—but T don’t understand!”

pjaculated Ben in a dazed voice.

“1t was tho ghost!’ said Fatty, pant-
ing hard. “You've seen it mow, hoys!
I saw it before, and you didn't believe
me | No human being could have
vanished like that into thin air in a
fraction of a sceond! 1 tell you the
Grrange 18 haunted! Let’'s get out!
Let’'s go to the Grapes, where we can
get somn decent sleep and where we
can be free of this curse!”

“Yes, yes!” echoed one of the other
layers. — “Let’s get to the Grapes
Jotel ¥’

“Hear, hear!”

Lionel Coreoran glanced round.

“(Cowards !’ he said witheringly.
“What’s the matter with you all? This
ghost—even if it is a ghost—hasn’t doge

[ you any harm, has 1t?”

“VYes, it has!” said Fatty. Tt made
us lose the game on Saturday-—and it'll
make us lose to-morrow’s game, too!”

“Rot ¥’ interrunted Ben. “T’ll admit
I’'m puzzled. But, by gosh, I'm not
going to be scared out! If there’s any-
thing wrong with this house, it's due to
trickery. 1 don’t lelieve in ghosts—
and never will !”’

And the others, brought to their
sonses, made no further suggestions
with regard to going to the Grdpes

They went upstairs hurriedly, and
they were glad after they lad got into
their bed-rocms ihat they.were in twos
Nobody slept alone. And
this was very comforting.

Strangely enough—and in direct con-
tradiction of everything that Fatty
Fowkes predicted—there were no
further manifestations.

 Nobody awoke until daylight—in fact,

until nearly cight o'clock in the morn-
ing. And Fatly Fowkes was the first
one to arouse himself. Ie sat up in bed,

and found Ben and Rex snoring
peacefully.
“Glory !’ mumbled Fatty. “Day-

light again, thank goodness! And I'm
This rommy house
ia full of coniradictions! 1 expected to
wake up as heavy as lead and as dull
as ditchwater !”

Heo heaved himself out of bed. went
across to the window and pulled the
- eurtains aside.
and
his yawn was eut off haif-way. His
eyes bulged in his head, and a gasp
escaped him.

He stared incredulously—and with
¢yes that were [illed with consternation.

The vista was limited, for snow was
descending thickly, driven by the fierce

- eale.
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1]31-!1} the thing that startled Fatty
Fowkes so much was that the snow was
on a level with the windows—and this

was an upper rooem !
‘B
up, boyvs! Come and look at
this! We're snowed up!”’

Ben Gillingham and Rex Carrington
awoke, and they leapt out of bed in
alarm as they heard Fatty’s frantic
shouts.  Still sleepy, they staggered io
the window and stared out upon that
white vista, '

“1 don’t 7 i Ben
dazedly.

“You're like the woman who went to
the Zoo and saw the giraffe for the firsi
time !’ retorted Fatty Fowkes. “You've
got to believe it, Ben! It's here, in
front of vour eyes!”

““ But—but all this snow couldn’i have
come down during the night!” protested
the bow-legged back in consternation.
“Great gosh! This drift must be twelve
foot deep!”

“If not more,”” nodded Rex. “Phew!
This is a bit like Christmas, and no
mistake |V’

“But what abouf the game this afier-
noon?’ asked  Fatty frantically.
“Where's Piecan? Here, let’s rouse all
the others! Something will have to be
done about this!”’

They scrambled into a few clothes,
and then went out, shounting and arous-
ing all the other Blues and the school-
boys. Mr. Piecombe was aghast when
he learned the truth.

During the night the snow must have
come down in tremendous quantities.
Two sides of the Grange were com-
sletely obliterated by gigantic drifts.
Yownstairs there was scarcely any light
in the rooms, owing to the deep banks
of snow which completely covered the
windows. The other side of the house
was clearer, but only a short distance
from the windows the snow was piled
in dense niasses.

“We're half buried, boys!” said Dave
Moran breathlessly. “In fact, T doubt
if we can get out!” :

“What ebout the game?” asked Mr.
Piecombe frantically, “Good heavens!
There'll be a riot at Brampton if we
dan’t”turn ap. 1t’s a holiday game, and
Tt

“Put I expect Brampton is just as
snowbound asswe are, sir,” put in Dave.
“"There won’t bhe any game. The
ground will be unplayable.”

“The Albion manager assured me that
the ground would be cleared in time
for the match,” said Mr. Piecombe, in
a worried voice. “We must get there,
boys! We can’t leave a thing like this
to chance. At all costs our engagements
must be kept.”

e rushed off to the telephone so that
he could learn how Brampton had fared.
Although only twenty miles away 1t was
quite pessible that Brampton had
escaped the heavy snowfall.  But Mr.
Piecombe was disappointed, for the
telephone was dead.

“The wires are down, sir,” said
Corky. as the manager turned helplessly
awav from the instrument. “I was half
afraid of it. With all this snow I don’t
suppose there are any telephones in Ban.-
nington fit to be used.”

“We are helpless!” groaned Mr. Pie-
combe. “We ought to have gone to
Brampton last night. But how was L to
guess that snch an extraordinary—er—-
sitnation would arise7” '

“ Cheer up, sir !” roared Fatty Fowkes
boisterouslv.  “Are we downhearted,
boys 77

Snowed Up!
ENP? shouted TFatty Fowkes,
turning. “Rex! Hi! Wake

believe said

L “No!” shouted all the others,
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“But—but you don’t realise the diffi- | EXCLUSIVE TO THE ‘ REALM,”” WONDERFUL ANDY WILSON

culties of the position,” said Mr. Pie-
combe. “The situation is appalling.”

“Don’t you believe it, sir!” grinned
Fatty. “There are plenty of us here,
and we'll soon dig ourselves out. 1
don’t suppose the main roads will be so
bad. And, in any case, there’s the rail-
way. We'll get to Brampton in good
time for the match.”

“Rather!” sald a number of others.

“Let’s, have a spot of breakfast to
start with, and then we’ll dash into the
work !” said Fatty briskly. “Come on,
ve cripples! Breakfast! Ham and
cggs. 1'll do the frying, and some ol
vou other fellows can cut the bread and
make the colffee. Buck up!”

It was Christmmas morning, and the
Blues were not going to be downhearted.

Even Mr. Ulysses Piecombe recovered
his spirits when everybody started bust-
ling about with a tremendous show of
vigour.

In fact, all the players and all the
schoolboys were bubbling with energy.
It seemed that their night’s sleep had
done them a world of good. BSeldom,
indeed, had they felt so refreshed.
Not only were they abundantly strong,
but their spirits were soaring with a
kind of eflervescent exhilaration.

In fact, it was so marked that they
could not help commenting upon 1it. It
was a form of mild ntoxication, and
they put it down to tihe crispness of the
air.

“Let’s hope that we don’t go into one
of those general fits of depression,” said
tex Carrington, as he helped with the
breakfast.

“Fits of depression!” shouted Fatty
gaily. “Don’t you believe it, my son !”

“Think we shall win this afternoon,
IFFatty ?” asked Corky, grinning.

Ifatty Fowkes’ expression changed.

“No; we shan’'t win!” he replied
promptly. “There’s a curse on this
house, and we shan't win any more
matches until we shift into new
quarters. But we'll get to the ground,
and we’ll play the match.”

“Well, you're a funny kind of opti-
mist,” said Ben, glaring.

“1 can’t help it,” retorted FIatty.
“I'm feeling as fit as a fiddle, and I've
never been happier. But as I've told
you before this house is under the in-
{luence of some evil——"

“Shut up!” roared a dozen voices.

Nobody would hear of defecat. In
fact, 1t was utterly ridiculous to even
consider such & thing. The mere fact
that they were snowed up was a trifle.
All problems and difficulties seemed
trivial to-day. _

And after a hurried breakfast they
sallied out. Some shovels had been
found, and all sorts of other articles
were brought into use. Odd planks of
wood, a spade or two, and anything else
that was likely to prove of service in
clearing away the snow.

Iivery member of the party started
with enthusiasm. The players and the
boys laughed light-heartedly as they
began. And they soon found that their
task was a strenuous one. 5

The snow was banked up 1in great
masses round the house, and the drive
was smothered in a great drift over
twelve fecet deep.- There was not much
chance of getting through in that
direction.

So they concentrated their efforts to-
wards the rear. The 1dea was to get
through to the Stronghold. From there
they would soon reach the streets of
Bannington, and then they would be
able to find out the full truth about the
condition of the roads and the railway.
And surely they would be able to find
eome sort of conveyance to take them
to Brampton. -

Half-Mippte Hint
ihat will Help a
Heap.

L 4

The outside wing men may, in. a way,
be deseribed as the curiosities of a
football team. In my view, the outside-
right and the outside-left have the
gasiest jobs in the whole side, and yet
so much depends on the way they do
their job they are atf least as important
as any members of the attack,

SPEED,

The plaee is eomparatively easy to
fill because the outside wing man works
along what might be called the line of
least resistance. There is nohody con-
stantly shadowing him. ©Ofien he is
able to make quite a lot of bFeadway
tefore encountering roal opposition.
He is the player who, in modern foot-
bali, carries the war into the camp of
the enemy. But the manner in whieh
he does this may determine the sucecess
or failure of the whole of the attack.

Generally speaking, what is needed
first and foremost in an outside wing
man is speed. If there is a quick litile
player in your side, put him in one of
the outside wing positions. There his
lack of inches won’t be a handicap and
his pace will be an assef. Fanny
Walden, who used to play for the
Spurs, could never touch the beam
beyond five feet two-and-a~hall inches.
But he wasn’t too little fto play for
England at outside-right, because he

B R R e i e U TR Ll S i W T o O M . P S
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Twenty minutes after they had started
work the clouds broke, and the sun
shone through. And soon afterwards
the sky completely cleared, and the
morning turned out brilliant, with a
rapid dying down of the wind. 'Lhe
snow sparkled, and it was just like
powder, for the temperature was below
freezing-point. It was a morning for
hard work—a morning when one could
labour without feeling the effort.

Mr. Piecombe himself was just as
vigorous as any of the players. Yet
after about an hour of continuous eftort,
during which they had hardly felt the
slightest effect, there suddenly came an
abrupt change.

They had nearly cleared a way
through to the Stronghold, piling the
snow up on either side of a great trench.
One or two of the workers abruptly
found themselves without strength. And
then like magic the blight spread. It
affected them all. Instead of being
energetic they were stiff, languid, weak.

And with this sudden loss of strength
came an awful despondency. Their
high spirits left them, and an atmo-
sphere of brooding hopelessness spread
over them like a grim pall.

l What could it mean? What could be

-

F

DESCRIBES THE WOEX OF A WINGER IN THIS ARTICLE,

Nﬂn 1 S-WWENGERS'

was a bundle of tricks and could move
at top speed.

ALSO RALL CONTROL.

Combined with speed, though, there
must be brain and ability to control
the ball. Some men go so fast down the
wing that they ecan’t stop to think
where to put the ball ; they run away
with themseives. You get the real idea
of the value of pace on the wing, how-
ever, by watehing a player like ** Joe *’
Hulme, of the Arsenal. But he doesn’t
hug the touchltine all the time, and no
good wing man should, as the game IS
played to-day

Above all things, however, the out~
side winger must be direet in his play.
Some very clever wing men don’t seem
able to resist the temptation to beat the
same opponent twice. Don’t do this.
Once is enough. Remember, you wing
men, while you are dribbling about
beating the same opponent twice other
opponents are gathering in front of
goal and making it really hard for your
colleagues to get through, if and when
you do put the ball aeross.

oy *
(Next week : HOW TO CENTRE.)

the explanation of this extraordinary
change?

T

all,
were stron

Sticking It!

HERE was no logical reason for
the phenomenon.
The weather was excellent, the
air was full of vigour, and, after
these footballers and schoolboys
and healthy. The work
they had done was as nothing. Nor-
mally, they would not have becn
affected in this unaccountable way.

“It’s just the same as on Saturday,”
said Fatty dismally. “Only it's hit us
carlier to-day. On Saturday we were
washed out in the wmiddle of the game
when——"

“Yes, and after the game we were
ourselves again,” said Ben shrewdly.
“Gosh, boys, it’s a good sign! Very
likely we shall recover before the game
starts, and then we shall be fit.”

“I hope so0,” said Dave
wearily.

But his tone indicated that he had no
faith 1n this suggestion of Ben’s.
Everybody was depressed and miserable.

But they battled on, and at last they

Tae Boys’ Rearu.—Ne. T5.
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got through to the Stronghold. The
playing pitch was covered with ten or
twelve inches of snow, but there were no
drifts here. At least, no drifts that
prevented them from making their way
out into the Bannington streets, :

The town was almost deserted; for it
was Christmas morning, and even in the
ordinary course of things scarcely any
traffic would have beenn about.  Dut
to-day, owing to the snow, practically
all the inhabitants kept indoors.

Yet thero were many signs of
activity, Even while the Blues were
leaving the Stronghold, a big gang of
men arrived in order to clear thoe
ground. Muyr, Piecombe had made these
arrangements the previous day. There
was a reserve match during the afier-
noon, and, snow or no snow, Mr.
Piecombe was going to see that the fix-
ture was kept.

“It is a very good thing I made my
plans carefully,” said the manager. “I
did not anticipate such a snowfall as
this; but I do not think there will be
any hitch this afternoon 1 only hope
that the Albion management has been
as—er—enterprising.”

“Who cares?” said Fatty, in a weary
voice.

And certainly none of the Blues cared.
They were in that mood when they felt
like giving up. What was the good of
continuing? Why try to get to Bramp-
ton at all? Far better to abandon the
match, go back home, and have an after-
noon's rest. All they wanted was to
rest—to loll about, idle and indolent.
They felt that they did not possess the
strength of mice.

And Corky and the St. Frank’s boys
were just the same. When they learned
that the roads were blocked they felt
rather relieved. Anythiag to prevent
them from getting to Brampton !

Yet this spirit of despair had a very
brief life. Rapidly the Blue Crusaders
were getting over that period of hope-
lessness. And once they started recover-
ing they changed thelr views. - Indeed,
within half an hour thair old briskness
had returned, and they were mildly
astonished. :

“It’s tho rummiest thing I ever ex-
perienced !” said Rex Carrington. “I
can feel the energy coming into my
muscles—into my sinews !”’

“Same here!” said Ben, nodding.
“Not half an hour ago I was so weak
that I couldn’t have pushed over a blade
of grass. Now I'm as strong as a horse
again. I can feel tha strength running
through me, like—like an electric
current.”

It was undoubtedly remarkable.
Never before had the Blue Crusaders
experienced these rapidly changing sen-
sations. With their returned strength
came & returned confidence. No longer
did they desire to go back to the
Grange, and idle away the afternoon.
Their one desire—their one determina-
tion—ws v to get to Brampton and to
play the Albion.

They found that no trains were run-
ning. There were impassable drifts in
the cuttings between Bannington and
Helmford, and gangs of men were
working 1n relays. There was a chance
that the line would be cleared by the
evening, but even this was remote.

As for the roads, these appeared to be

le{fkpd, iﬂﬂb
“Then we're done!” said Mr. Pie-
“No trains, and the

combe helplessly.
roads 1mpossible! Boys. we can’t get
“What's

to Brampton.”
“Hallo ! shouted Corcoran.
this coming? Stop him, vou fellows!”
They were all standing in the High
Street, over ankle-deep in snow, and
their surroundings were = exceedingly
Tue Boys’ REeEALM.—No. T75.

picturesque. The pavements were piled
up with deep drifts, and here and there
tunnels had been madas from the resi-
dents’ front doors. Every roof was a
picture, and all the chumneys to wind-
ward were coated with snow.

Along the High Street came a big
saloon car, plouging its way through the
snow with some difliculty.

“1f this car has come into the town,
then it proves thas the roads aren’i
completely blocked!” said Corky.
“We'll stop them, and ask how far
they’ve come.”

The motorists weire quite cheery, and
they obligingly volunteered the informa-
tion that they had driven into Banning-
ton from Salthaven.

“Salthaven !” echoed Corky. “ Why,
that’s a seaside town only four or five
miles from Brampton.”

“That’s right,” said the motorist.
“We've had the deuce of a job to get
through—drifts everywhere. %t the
old bus did it.” -

“If you can do it, others can do it,

then,” said Corky briskly, “Thanks
awfully 1

He turned to the players,

“Boys, we've got to get to

Brampton 1”7

“I think we shall sucecced,” said Mr.
Piccombe. “It is on!y a little after ten.
thirty, and the best thing we can do
will be to go to the garage and get the
coach at once.”

But when they arrived tho garage
owner wouldn't hear of the coach being
taken out,

“But I paid you a deposit !I” protested
Mr. Piecombe. “The whole thing was
arranged——-"’

“Can’t help that. sir,” said the garage
man. “I'll return your deposit. I'm
not going to let my bus go out over
theso roads. She’s insured, but I don't

et any compensation for the time she's
ald up and idle. It’s too much of a
risk, sir.”

In vain Mr. Piecombe argued—and,
in the meantime, Lionel Corcoran
gathered his fellow-schoolboys round
him.

“This is a case where drastic
measures will be justified,” he said
coolly. ““Are you chaps ready to help
me in & little wheeze /”

“8ay the word, Corky !I” grinned Arm-
g
stii'::mg.! X
We're ready !’ declared I'reeman,.

“You bet ' said al! the others.

And a minute later, while Mpr. Pie-
combe and the players were still col-
lected round the garage proprietor,
Corky & Co. descended upon the saloon
motor-coach, which stood well back
beyond the petrol-pumps, under cover.
A mechanic had been tuning her up,
apparently, for the engine was running.

“Is she all right?” asked Corky, in-
dicating the eoach.,

“Yes; ready for the road,” replied
the man, “But the boss won't let her
go out. Afraid she’ll skid, and get
smashed up. Don’t blame him, either—
not with the roads as they are.”

“Come on, St Frank’s!”
Corcoran.

IHe leapt into the bus, and half a
dozen of the juniors held the mechanie,
whilst the others stood ready to deal
with any other emergency that might
arise.

Corcoran engaged the gears, slipped
in the ecluteh, and the bus glided out
into the road.

“Come on,

velled

the Blues!” roared the
schoolboy eclub-owner.  “llere’s the
bus! Jump in! We've got to get to
Brampton, and the sooner we can start,
the better !”

Real-life Sport and Adventure Stories.

Wiore Trouble !
{3 URRAH ™
: “Come on, boys!”

Fatty Fowkes, roaring at

: the top of his voice, led the

way mnto the coach. Mr, Piecombe,
after a start of surprise, leapt on board,
Nobody was left in the road except the
reserve players. All the schoolboys, all

*the members of the Leazue-team, and

Mr, Piecombe and Grouser, jumped on
the coach before the garage proprictor
could grasp the situation,

“Hi, come back!” he shouted
furiously. “I tell you, I'm not going to
let that coach out—-

“IHa, ha, ha!”

LThe St. Frank’s juniors yelled with
laughter. For the coaclhi was out, and
purring its way down the High Strecr.
And Corcoran stuck to the wheel until
the end of the town was reached, when
he gave it over to Grouser. who was an
expert driver. .

“I am not altogether sure that this-—
er—measure was justified, but I willi
make i1t right witn the garage man
when we return,” said Mr. Piccombe.
“It was exceedingly smart of you,
Corcoran.”

“We’'ve got to get to Brampton, sir,”
said Corky coolly.

And get to Brampton they did—after
many minor adventures. They skidded
here and there; they stuck in the stuow
on more than one occasion; but they
won through. More than once every-
body bad been obliged 1o tumble out
and to put their shoulders to the coach
to get her started again out of a drilt.

Just before one o’clock they roliled
into Brampton, to find that this big
seaport was not so snow-smothered as
Bannington.

However, another shock awaited them
there.

FFor when they pulled up at the
Brampton Albion ground they found
everything at sixes and sevens. Mr.
Russell, the manager, was frantic. A
few men were doing their best to clear
the snow from the pitch. but the work
had only just commenced.

“But you promised me that the
ground would be cleared!” said My.
Piecombe, in dismay.

“The contractors have disappointed
me,” said the Albion manager. “I1 was
snowed up in my own house, and I
couldn’t get here until an hour _ago.
T'hen I found the ground in this—this
condition |”

“We can’t play on it!” said Dave
Moran, inspecting the field eritically.
“Not as 1t 1s, anyhow.”

_“These men can’t gef it done in time,”

sald Mr. Russell angrily. “It’s an out-
rage! I made all arrangemenis—I
received a definite promise. Yet those
contractors have failed—and now they
make the feeble excuse that they can-
not get mto touch with their men.”

“ Are there no other men?”’ asked
Mr. Piecombe quickly.
~ “Only these few I have been able to
get hold of,” replied the other manager.
“I'm hoping\’ that others will come
presently, Many of our supporters
would willingly give a hand if they
knew of the sitnation——"

“In the meantime, what about piling
in?’ suggested Fatty Fowkes, looking
round. “ We've done some snow clear-
ing tgw.is morning, boys, and we're used
to it.”

“Good egg!” said Corky. “Come on,
you chaps! There’'s no rest for the
wicked 1

“I really think we had better. post-
pone the game,” said Mr. Russell
dubiously.

“Then you’d better think again, sir!”
retorted Lionel Corcoran.

And within five minutes the Blues and



The above much-reduced reproduction
of next Wednesday's cover shows an
amazing incident from the grand extra-
iong complete yarn ofthe Blue Crusaders.
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tho schoolboys were hard at it. Thew
were soon- supporied by crowds of
other Brampton men who bad heard of
the club's predicament. And, indeed,
long before two o’clock the ground was
practically clcared. The siow was
piled up in great masses all round the
ficld—but the pitch itself was playable,

The Blues had completely lost their

.....

blues by now. They were feeling
invigorated, refreshed—and ecager for
the game. The work had not tired

them; on the contrary, it had revived
their 111{1:5:’:1&5, and had restored their
fissucs. They felt strong and vigorous,
“Phe erowds were beginning to pour
into the enclosure now. It was Christmas
Day—sunny and crisp. These Brampton
crowds were not going to be kept away
hecause of some snow ! They rolled up
in their thousands, and by twenty-five
past two—Ilive minuies before the kick-
off-—the ground was packed.

Unfortunately there were scarcely
any Blues’ supporters. The good
people of Bannington had been unable
to get to Bramplon, for none of the
excursion trains had run, and the motor-
coaches that had been adverfised to
start had not started. So the Crusaders
were greeted by no familiar shouts as
they turned out.

True, the Brampton erowds gave them
a hearty welcome—but this was not
quite the same. Ivery football team
itles to have the encouragement ot its
own supporters., However, the Crusaders
were not downhearted; and they came
on to the pitch determined to get their
revenge.

At home, on the Saturday, Brampton
Albion had beaten them by five goals to
three. Now they would rveturn the
compliment,

The Brampton players, of course, were
certain of an casy victory. And the
crowds were convinced that they would
now sce the famons Blues literally wiped

up. If the Albion could heat them
away, what could the Albion do at
home?

Both tcams were precisely the same,
and it was only natural, perhaps, that
the homesters should be full of confi-
dence. Lhey had gained the impression

F
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that the Blues were not a fcam of
stayers., In the firet half, no doubt,
‘they would play well—but in the sccond
half they would erack up, just as they
had cracked up on their own ground.
“Come on, the Albion!”
“ Another two points to-day, boys!”
“Don’t forget it’s Christmas!”
“Poor old Blues!”

The home team received plenty of
encouragement from the holiday crowd.
And the game started with a brisk rush
by the Albion. Remembering how easily
they had knocked the Blues defence off
its feet on Saturdav, the Albion for-
wards now attacked with vigour and
determination.,

But to-day it wasn’'t guile so casy.

FRFI R AR RS CEFNENEEARNINDERERRIFRNENAANEESD!

“THE HAUNTED

CRUSADERS !”
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

A rousing, book-length complete
yarn of the mysterious and eerie
events that befall the Blue Crusaders

in their weird old mansion.

“THE SCHOOLBOY

RANKER!”
By WALTER EDWARDS.

More stunning chapters of life in
the Army and spy intrigue.

“SOCCER MADE
SIMPLE!”
By ANDY WILSON.

Chelsea’s famous International
passes on another very helpful hint
to young footballers.

Comic Cartoons, Readers’ Jokes,
and other fine features as usual.

Order Your Copy Now!
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By swinging the ball about, the home
forwards succeeded, at first, in confusing
the Blues' defence, and very soon Faity
Fowkes found himseclf hotly attacked.

But IFatty, although he felt in his
heart that this game was as good as
lost, played with all his usual forceful-
ness and resource,
his way, and he dealt with it effectively.
Dut George Scott, in making a further
ciearance, skidded on the snow-
covered, freacherous ground. He was
down, and one of the Albion forwards
swooped on the leather, and the shot
that resulted was a snorter of the most
vicious type.

The leather simply hurtled towards
the corner of the goal, and it locked
a certain score. DBut Fatty, with an
anticipation that was uncanny, flung
himself full length across the goal-
mouth, and in the nick of time got the
tips of his fingers to the ball—just as
1t was golng in.

He flicked it outside the post, and a
yell of disappointment went up.

“Well sa ed, goalie!”

“Hard luck, the Albion!”

The corner-kick was barren, for
Fatty, unching out, sent the ball
almost half-way up the field. Dave

Moran pounced on it, and he was soon

A tricky shot came.

|

1
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away, passing out with a swinging shof
to' 1'ich.

And Tich, with the ball at his fcet,
was streaking over the treacherous turf
—for the snow that remained was being
trodden in, and it was rapidly becoming
as slippery as ice,

Tich swerved inwards at the last
moment, completely tricking the Albion
back. And then finding himself well
placed and with no other Blues for-
ward handy, Tich took a shot himself.

The goalie wasn’t ready for it.
Probably he thoaght that Tich was not
a dangerous man, He was so small—
co absurdly insignificant. Yet the shot
that left Tich’s foot was like a bullet
from a gun.

Whiz!

It came al the goal, low, deadly, and
cven as the goalie leapt, the ball eol-
itded with the side netting and rolied
to the back.

Tich Harborough had scored. It was
first blood to the Blues!
Their Old Form!
6 ELL done, Tich!”
Tich Harborough flushed
as he heard that shout—

uttered by Mr, Ulysses Pie-
combe from the stand. And Corcoran
and the St. Frank’s juniors were yell-
ing themselves hoarse, too. The local
crowds were sitent. They had received
a shock.

After that goal the Albion made
greater efforts than ever; but they were
held. The Blues’ defence was on its
mettle. Both Ben Gillingham and
George Scollt were as solid as rocks. If
the home forwards got through it was
by luck-—and not because the defence
was weak.

Once, for example, Ben slithered on
the treacherous surface just as he was
making a good clearance. The Albion
centre-forward was on the ball in a
Hash, but he, too, skidded. Before Scott
could come up to the rescue of his
fellow-back, however, another of the
Albion players tore up and. delivered a
shot on the run. )

It was an excellent effort, and the
ball went straight for the goal. But
IFatty [Fowkes laughed loudly, leapt

sideways, and caught the leather deftly.
The next second he kicked it far up the
field again.

And sc it went on, with the game
cntirely in the Crusaders’ grasp. At
half-time the score remained the same—
one—nil. And all the Blues were feeling
confident and happy

“We've got to win, boys!” said
Dave, as they collected in the dressing-
room. “We're a goal up, and I think
we're good for another goal in the
econd half.”

“We've got to win—just to prove
that old Fatty 1s an ass!” said Tich,
grinnming. “If we do win, he can’t say
{.haE! we’re cursed by the Grange, can
1e?

“The game 1sn’t over vet!” said
Fatty, shaking his head. “The more I
think about the Grange, the more I get
the wind up. There’'s going to be some
an—ﬁul tﬁing happen 1in the second half,
anfa——

“Gag him!” roared Ben.

“All right—all right!” said Fatty
hastily. “I won’t say any more. But
just you wait, boys! 'The curse of
Bannington Grange is——"

A combined yaTi drowned the rest of
his sentence, and Fatly gave it up.

The Albion players were looking more
confident when they came out for the

second half. They remembered how
(Continued on page 16.)
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an Indoor Sports Game for all other

“Guard,” shauted a passenger,
asig-x Jokes used-in this feature,

poking his head out of the window,
“may I get cut {o pick some flowers?”
“Afraid you won’t find many here,™

Impossible,
A short-sighted old gent saw a small
child erying outside the gates of a
school, and being tender-hearted, he
tried to comfort the infant.
“Now, be a good little boy and don’t
cry any more,” he said,

“I—I1 can’t bo a good little boy!™{

sobbed the child.

“But why?” asked the short-sighied
gent.

“ Because I—T1 can’t!”?

“There, there—~here’s a penny for vou.
Now tell me why you can’t be a good
little boy.” | {

“’Cos I'm a little girl !”

[". Beckingham, Glyncorrwg, 8. Wales.
{(Prize of 2s. 6d.)

i ——— g

Scolch!

Employee: “I've been here for ten 7

years, sir, doing three men’s work for
one man’s money, and I think T'm
cntitled to a rise.”

Scotch Employer: “I couldna’ gie ve
a rise, but if ye tell me the names o’ the
other two men I'll sack ’em 1”’

P
Crit 12 ¢ &

Work-Shy.

Framp (wearing an expression of uiier
l!‘{".:-'pillli'j: “Madam, I've come out of
the wilderness to locate work.”

Lady : “Well, my man, I can give vou
something to do.  There’s a heap ol
wood ready for chopping at the back,
and when—-—-"

Iy [ .

Iramp: “Begging your pardon,
madam, I came to locate work. Now
that I know it exists I shall return to
the wilderness.”

r‘ -|+ iy - ey

I'. Wilson, Belfast, (Indoor Sports
Game.)

The Limit.

Angus (whose friend has given Lhim a
gold cigarette-case filled with cigar-
ettes): ** Ay, it’s a grand prezent indeed,
and words fail to express ma thanks—
but should there no’ ha’ been a cigar-
elte card 77

T. Thorpe, Wednesfield. (Indoor
,SJ‘._U.{},".'.'.&.‘ f,r'EHIH',]

AR ———— -

Safely First.

Uncle: “It was very kind of you to
lend your ice-skates {o your cousin
first.”

Willie: “That’s all rieght, unele. 1
only wanted to see if the ice would bear
him.”

G. Paterson, Leadhills. (Indoor Sporis
Game.)
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= WELCOME, UNCLE !
A HRAPPY YMBRS 10

I]—' ];:”-1[__5':[[;'! l-rl!tl:!”- {J‘rﬂil:"l':-"ff' J";-.frr.-.-;,x- i

You DeEAR!
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OH 1 6 LOOK,,
UNCLE GRDGETS,

LOOK ! fieres

NATOAAEEA

ponT PE. AFRRID!
COME ALONG!

HO HO! Your UNCLE
GADGETS HRD THE LAUGH il
THATAIME . 11 WAS ONLY MY
MECHANICAL BEAR | WELL,
WELL! HErE YOURRE ! AN

XMAS PRESENT FOR ALL »
&) WALK UP, WALK UP}

returned the guard,

“0Oh, that doesn’t matter !” replied the
passenger. ‘“I’ve brought a packet of
seeds.”

D. Mount, Greenock. (Fndoor Sports
Game.)

Time Signals.

New Vicar: “Many people coughed
during the lattér part of my sermon
this morning. Why wasi1t?”

Old Verger: *They weren’t coughs,
sir, they were time signals!”

I.. Norris, Hendon, N.W. 4. (Indoor
Sports Game.)

In and Cut !

Walking through an Aberdeen strect
one day an Englishman was astonished
to find there wasn’t a soul about. Being
somewhat curious, he approached a
policeman, ;

“Where are all the people to-day?”
he asked.

“Well, sir,” returned the policeman,
“it is o flag day.”

The next day things were quite the re-
verse, 'The streets were packed with
people: so the Enghshman stopped a
passer-by and asked him the reason.

“QOh, there’s a house-to-house colleo-
tion to-day "

G. A. Murfin, Rotherham. {Indoor
Sports Game.)

b oo —

The Excuse,

“T don’t think there’s anything un-
recasorable in my asking for an increase
in salary,” said the clerk. “You
promised me a rise after I'd been hereo
a year.”

“I know I did,” said the Jewish em-
ployer. “But if you remember I made
1t conditional on you giving me ¢very
satisfaction.” .

“In what way haven’t I given you
satisfaction, sir?”’ P

“Why, you don’t call bothering me for
more money giving me satisfaction, do
}rﬂu-:.-:'?

A. N. Steele, Smethwick. (Indoor
Sports Game.) -

Telling the Truth.

“J say,” remarked a lad to his com-
panions, “let’s find out who can tell the
higgest lie.”

“All right,” said one. “I'll start.
I'm the biggest fool in England.”

“T said a lie,” exclaimed the first,
“and you begin by telling the truth!”
P. . Warren, Hanwell, W.7. (In-

door Sparts Game.)

Tae Boys’ RearM.—No. To.



(Continued from
page 13.)

the game had gone at Bannington on
the Saturday. 'The Blues had got three
goals in the first half, and then they
had gone all to pieces. ‘lo-day they
had only gained one goal-—so there was
no need to worry. In this half, the
Albion players told themselves, they
E-‘{:mh'l knock the Blues into a cocked-
at.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t such an easy
matter !

The Blues, absurdly enough, refused
to collapse!

This was perfectly ridienlous—from
the Albion’s point of wview, Why
couldn’t the Blues remain true to form?
Why should they crack up on Saturday
and not to-day? The Albion players felt
that they were being swindled.  For,
in this second half, the Crusaders played
more kecenly, and more energetically,
than in the first half. They had gained
their second wind, it seemed, and their
attacks were devastating.

Again and again they bombarded the
Albion goal, and it was only by desper-
ate clforts that they were kept out.
Then Rex Carrington, with one of his
famous first-timers, added to the score.

The ball came across, rather unex-
pectedly, from Wally Simpson. And

tex, the opportunist, dashed in, and his
foot got to the leather a mere split

second before the Albion’s right-back’s.

Thud !

The ball left Rex’s foot, and it

whizzed into the goal before the keeper

even knew that a shot was being taken.
“Good man, Rex!” said Dave, as he

, as he

ran up and pgave the centre-forward a
clap on the back. *“Thal’s the stuff!”

1t was easy!” grinned Rex: “A
gift, if ever there was one!”

And after that it was the Albion that
went to pieces—not the Blues. Finding
their visitors so het, they lost their con-
fidence. They became erratic, and
started kicking wildly. 4

And the Blue Crusaders, who played
their usual game—clean, cool, and
scientific—had no difficulty in making
absolutely sure of the result. |

I'rom a perfect centre from Tich, ten

minutes before the end, Rex scored
again, and this put the result of the

game beyond any doubt. During the
closing minutes, the Albion concen-
trated on defence, and although the
Blues tried hard {o add a fourth goal to
the score, they were kept out. Fatty
Fowkes, in this second half, scarcely
had anything to do.

And the final whistle went at last, the
crowds silent and disappointed. Thev
had expected so much from the Albion
—and the Albion had failed.

“Well done, boys—well done!” said

Mr. Piccombe boisterously, as tho
players came in. “Three—nil is very
good. You have wiped out the—er—

stain of Saturday.”

“No injuries, either, sir,” said Dave
Moran. “We can play the same team
exactly to-morrow.”

“‘Splendui [ beamed the manager.
“Well, Fowkes, what have you to say ?”

Tue Boys’ ReaLy.—No. T5.
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| “haunting.”

“It was a jolly good game, sir!"
replied Fatty Fowkes promptly.
“1 am well aware of that,” said the

manager. *‘But what have you to say
with regard to your previous—er—
premonitions ? What about  your

gloomy forebodings 7”

Fatty scratched his head.

“I'm jiggered if I can understand
it1” he said. “With this curse on us,
we ought to have lost!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The curse seems to have misfired
this afternoon, Fatty,” grinned Cor-
coran. “It’s sprung a leak!”

Ben Gillingham gave a roar.

“Boys, this proves conclusively that
there’s nothing wrong  with the
Grange!” he said. “There may be a
few rummy things going on—but that
old house isn’t haunted. There’s no
curse attached to it—and we shall win
again to-morrow.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Youre dished,

Fatty—so you'd

better go and hide your head!” said |

Rex, with a chuckle.

Fatty Fowkes was chipped unmerci-
fully—not that he minded. Ile was a
good-natured fellow, and he took it all
in good part. Morecover, he was over-
joyed at the result of the match. 1o
had expected that the Blues would lose
—-and they had won. So everything was
line,

And, without delay, the players and

the schoolboys climbed into the motor-

coach again, and sltarted on the return
journey to Bannington. The roads were
i better condition now, for there had
been more traflic during the afternoon.
And Bannington was reached without

‘any mishaps, although there had bcen

one or two alarming skids on the way.

It was a jolly erowd that tumbled out
of the saloon coach. 1t was Christinas
night, and the DBlues and the school-
boys were determined to enjoy them-
selves to the full,

Round the Festive Beard,

AVE MORAN rose to his feet,
D glass in hand.

“Here’'s a toast, boys!” he

said, with sparkling eyes.

“Iirst Division next scason!”
And all the Blue Crusaders sprang to
their feet, glasses aloft.
“Tirst Division next

scason ! they

| chiorused gaily.

The scene was a very festive one. The
big dining-hall at the Grange was full,
The log fire was blazing merrily, the
clectric lights were gleaming down upon
the snowy-white table. And all around
were scated the players and the school-
boys. There was not one turkey, but
two or threce, and Mr. Piccombe had
recarded these birds with a somewhat
jaundiced eye.

Indeed, the manager had ordered the
players not to partake of any of this
rich food. DBut, for once, the players
were on strike, and they ignored him.
t was Christmas night, and they were
going to have a real, old-fashioned
Christmas dinner—even including plum
pudding.

The day had been a strenuous one,
but a successful one, too. The Blues
had won away from home, they had
wiped out the “stain” of Saturday.
And they were full of optimism for the
morrow's third Chrisimas match. So
why should they not be joyous this
evening ?

As Corky had remarked, Christmas
only came once a year, and so, when it
did come, why shouldn’t they have a
high old time?

Nobody made any mention of the
If Fatty even started so

Real-life Sport and Adventure Stories,

much as two words on the subject, he
wes promptly shouted down.

Corcoran got on his feet after Dave
had sat down, and raised his foaming
glass. Ti{ contained ginger-ale, but 1t
looked very much like the real thing.

“Let’s drink the health of Mr. Pie-
combe, our manager!” he sang out.
“Now then, boys—all together! Mr.
Precombe has done much for the club,
and during the forthcoming year——

“Really!” said Mr. Piecombe,
stfartled. “I do not see the necessity
_D_ —?J

But his health was drunk, and there

was a good deal more enthusiasm.

Then Ifatty Fowkes heaved himself to
his feet, and he grinned round happily.
“While we're about it we might as
well drink a toast of my choosing!” he

said, “Come on, raise your glasses!
Here’s to the health of young
Corky—--"

“Hear, hear!”

“The health of young Corky, and the
continued  success of the Blue
Crusaders!” said Fatty gaily.

(Glasses were raised, and at that very
moment there came a succession of dull,
splintering crashes. Everybody started
violently ; the table was splashed with
liquid from the raised glasses. And a
completo silence fell,

“ What—what was that?” asked Fatty,
looking round.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen!” exclaimed-
old Blackwood, the butler. “The
pictures! All the pictures have fallen!”

Lverybody at the table spun round.
And then they saw the explanation of
those dull thuds. Every picture in the
room now lay on the floor, the frames
smashed, the glasses splintered. But
before anybody eould make a move the
great door suddenly flew open. Qut in
the corridor, some distance away, stood
a dumn, indistinet figure.

“The monk!” ecroaked Falty.

Crash!

His glass fell to smithereens on the
table. KEverybody else stood stock still,
startled. Out there, in the corridor, the
light was dim, and the figure of the

monk could only be scen very in-
distinctly.

“Irools, fools!” came a sepulchral
voice.  “IKnow you not what dangers

surround you? Go! Leave this house
before there 15 a tragedy!”

Nobody spoke. That voice was un.
natural—horrible to listen to.

“On Christmas night, many years
ago, a 1an. died by violence within
these walls!”  continued the spectre.

“That tragedy will be repeated if you
dare to remailn 7 -

“It’s a trick!” shouted Ben furiously.

He made a dash for the door and the
spell was broken. Chairs were pushed
hack, more glasses were smashed, and
then the door slammed with a tre-
mendous erash. When Ben got to 1t it
was locked, and all his eflorts were
usecless.

“Help me!” he panted.

Rex and Dave wrenched at the handle,
and to their amazement the door came
open on the instant.

“It wasn’t locked at all!” said Rex.

“It was—it was!” declared Ben Gill-
ingham. “I couldn’t open it just now!
There’s something funny-——"

“Let’s get out!” shouted Sam Russell,
of the reserves. “Come on, boys!
We're not going to stop in this house!”

“No fear!” gasped Curly Hankin,
white to the lips. “That—that figure
was no man! It was a ghost—a horrible
thing from the grave!”

And, like lightning, a panic spread.
Ben Gillingham, who was about to rush
out into the corridor, paused. He had
scen that there was now no sign of the

L3



apparition, and he realised that it would
be a waste of time to search.

Speetral or mortal, the figure had had
time to get away while that door had
been locked.

So Ben slammed it again, and put his
back to 1t.

“Steady, boys!” he shouted. “Keep
your heads!”

“Qpen that door!” gasped Fatty
frantically. “One of us may be struck
dewn at any moment!” 3

“Yes, yes!” shouted Keane.
the door, Ben!”

“Let’s get out of the windows!”

There was a rush for the windows,
and Ben’s voice became more
thunderous.

“Cowards!” he roared. “ What's the
matter with you? Even these school
kids are keeping their heads hetter!
It’s all trickery, I tell you! Are you
a lot of babies? Are you a crowd of
frightened children?”

The players were jarred into a sudden
coolness by Ben’s scornful words.

“You ought to be ashamed of your-
selves!” bellowed the aggressive back.
“We're not going to bolt now, are we!?
I tell you there's trickery in this house,
and I’m not going to believe anything
else! Let’s ignore that ghost! Let's
start some Christmas fun! Where's the
radio? And what about the gramo-
phone? Let's have some music!”

Ben’s boisterous noise had a good
effcet on all the others. His boldness
and confidence set them a fine example.
Iiven Fatty Xowkes looked & little
shamefaced.

(11 ""‘l'il'E

“It’s madness!”
ought to clear out

““On Christmas night?"” shouted Cor-
coran. ““Not likely! As for that
apparition, I'm inclined to agree with
Ben! Somebody 1s having a game with
us! It’s probably a practical joke, and
the best way to make it look silly is to
1gnore 1t.”

And so within five minutes reason
bad come back, and the panic was over.

But, although Ben Gillingham had
triumphed for the moment, that panic
was still dangerously near the surface!
There was a tension in the air, and at
any moment there might be another
outburst of terror,

“Open
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Having a Good Time!

v ISTEN! What’s that musie?”
. I sald Rex Carrington, half an
hour later.

They were in the big re-
ception-hall--a great apartment, just as
large as the dining-room. Somebody
was changing a record on the gramo-
phone, and in the brief interval the
strains of music could be heard floating
in from outside.

“Christmas waits!” said Armstrong,
as he turned away from the window.
“*There’s a whole crowd outside here
with lanterns. They’re singing carols.”

“Let’s invite them iIn!” suggested
Corcoran promptly.

“Lots of girls, too!” said Tich.
: ‘““All  the better!” shouted Rex.

xirls, by Jove! You bet we’ll invite
them in!"”

A minute later all the Blues were
hurrying out through the front door.
And there, on the drive, stood a big
crowd of carol singers, the majority of
them being girls. The drive, by the

way, had been cleared of snow during

the afternoon by Mr. Piecombe's
orders, 3
“Merry  Christmas, everybody!”

. shouted the waits.
“Same to you, and many of ’em!”
chorused the Blues.

The Boys’ Reaim,

“Leave this to me, boys!” said Corky
coolly. “Who's the trcasurer here?” he
added, going towards the waits. * Iow
about a couple of quid--from the
Crusaders?”

The waits considered
tribution was handsome,

“Somebody told us it wouldn’t be
any good coming to the Grangel”
chuckled one of the young men. ““But
I'm glad we came now. This is our
last call, too.”

“You’ll come in before you go away,
won’t you?” asked Corky.

“That’s very nice of you

““And as this is your last call, what
about staying for an hour or two?”
suggested Corky. “There’s a good
crowd of us here, plenty of dance
records on the gramophone—and no
young ladies!”

“An excellent suggestion!” said M.
Piecombe promptly. “Ladies and
gentlemen, I am the—er—manager of
the Crusaders, I should deem it a great
favour if you would come in and help
with the—er—festivities.”

The waits wero enthusiastic in their
acceptance. Mr. Piecombe considered
that this wheeze of Corcoran’s was
brainy. The Blues were doing their
utmost to throw off that feeling of
panic, and some jolly dancing, with
some light-hearted young ladies, would
act as a very effective restorer.

Mr. Piecombe had his eye on
morrow’s game.

Indeed, within ten minutes the recent
panic was completely forgotten. Ben
Gillingham and Corky and one or two
others had held a brief consultation, and
they had decided to make a ihorough
seach of the Grange later on. They
were by no means convinced that that
“ghost > had been a genuine. apparition.
But they were sensible in taking no
action now. There wasn't one chance
in & thousand that they would meet with
any success if they investigated.

Later on, however, they might be
able to make some discoveries. And

that this con-

]

the

17

if, indeed, there was some trickery.
afoot, the tricksters would be bafiled
by this calm indifference to their
machinations.

There were at least twenty girls in
that party of Yuletide waits, and
although {hﬂj weren’t equipped with
dancing-shoes and dance-frocks, they,
nevertheless, threw themselves whole-
heartedly into the jollification.

The girls were well escorted, too, for
most of them had their brothers or their
fiances with them, or their sisters. There
were more girls than men. And this
was all te the good.

The reception-hall was cleared, Corky
appointed himself master of the cere-
monies at the gramophone, and fox-trots
and waltzes were the order of the hour.

Dancing was soon in full swing, and
this Christmas night, which promised
to start so badly, was turning out far
better than any of the DBimes had
aexpected.

Quite a number of the players had
wanted to gb to a big dance in the town
that might, but Mr. Piecombe had
banned it. Thero was to be another
hard day to-morrow, and 3f the Blues
wanted {'D dance they could wait until
after these Christmass games were over,

However, a little merriment at home
was a different matter. This jolly party
of waits had come along at the right
moment.

In the middle of a fox-trot {wo or
three of the lights suddenly went out.
They flickered for a moment, and then
died altogether. Tor a tense moment
or two the Blues believed that there
were to be some more manifestalions,
But nothing further happened.

“A fuse has gone, I expecl,” re-
marked Ben Gillingham. “We'd
botter see about it.”

“Do you know where the fuses are?”
asked Dave Moran. :

“Yes, down in the cellar,” replied
Ben. “Y¥ had a look at them when 1
was going over the place last week. Ul
pop down and shove a new fuse in.”
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He went off alone, refusing the com-
pany of Rex. As Ben said, there was
no reason why two of them should go
on such a simple errand.

So Ben made his way to the domestic
quarters, and then penetrated down a
stalrcase to the bascment. Iverything
was very modern down here. "The base-
ment had been entirely renovated of
late, and in one of the cellars there was
a self-contained generating set. There
was a small motor and a powerful
generator—the electrie light for the
house being all on the premises.

Lionel Corcoran had made up ks
mind that everything would be done
properly. 'The town cables did not
extend to the top of this hill, and as
Corcoran insisted upon electric light the
plant had been installed. Ben Gilling-
ham knew that the fuses were housed
in a box down in the passage, just out-
side the cellar, where the generator
was gently humming.

Ben reached this passage, opened the
door of the fuse-box, and had a close
look. A whispered voice sounded behind
him, and he turned sharply.

But the passage was empty!
concrete walls stared at him!

“That’s funny!” muttered Ben, with
& start. :

The whisper came again, apparently
within an inch or two of the back of
his head. He spun round, thoroughly
startled this time.

“Who's that?” he asked sharply.

But it was an absurd question, as he
knew. I'or nobody was there. There
was a light right against his head, there,
in the passage, and he could see for
vards with complete distinctness. And
there wasn't a human soul within sight.

“Gosht!”  breathed Ben, passing a
hand over his brow. “I1--1 wonder if
there's anything in Iatty's—— IEh?
Why, what——"’

He broke oil, for another whisper had
come—from behind him again. He
twirled round, half backing away, for
that whisper had been menacing, horrid.

Only the

Yet he could not distinguish any
actual words.
And then he noticed that he was

shaking. As he looked at his hands he
could see them ftrembling. And this
was an extrordinary surprise for the
sturdy Ben. As far as he knew he had
never trembled in his life before.

“There’s—there’s something wrong!”

he muttered huskily. :
- An extraordinary, indefinable sensa-
tion had gripped him. For the life of
him he could not understand what it
was, or how 1t was caused. He only
knew that his brain was throbbing, and
he felt that a weakness was sweeping
over him. Yet there was nothing to
cause 1t; whatever this weakness was
it came from within himself.

“ Nerves—nothing but nerves!” mut-
tered DBen fiercely. “Pull yourself to-
gether, you fool idiot! You're as bad
as Fatty!”

He shook himself, reached up to the
fuse-box, and commenced feeling the
fuse-holders. Then suddenly the light
behind him went out, and he took his
hand away.

“That’s done 1t!” he muttered. “ Yet
I didn’t touch——"" . e W

He broke off. Ile fancied that he had
heard a movement down that bare pas-
sage, In the direction of the staircase.
There was no light there, and the only
illumination came from the open door-

way of the dynamo-room. But this
light was reflccted—a mere subdued
glow. And Ben was now feeling so

shaky that he had to hold on to the
wall for support.
And there, down the passage, between
Tue Boys’ ReaLm,—No. T75.
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Ben saw the claw-like lingers.

him and the stairs, something had

appeared !

The Man with the Luminous Eyes!

s KN GILLINGHAM stared and his
heart nearly stopped beating.

The figure was that of a man—

a smallish, crouching figure. But

Ben hardly gave a glance at this man’s

frame, or at his clothing. He was ‘con-

vinced that he was facing no ghost.

The man was solid énough—but his

ey 05—

His eyes seemed to be luminous! They
glowed there in  the gloom-—greenish,
ghastly. For the first time in his life
Ben Gillingham felt frightened. Yet
when he tried to move he was helpless.
Some dreadful influence gripped him,
rendering his muscles useless.

And that figure was advancing and
those eyes were looking at him balefully,
menacingly. Nearer he came, and as he
did so he raised both his hands, and
At the

Ben’s knees gave way
Ile fell to the floor—wealk,

same second
under him.
powerless.

It was this dreadful weakness which
drove the mighty DBen Gillingham into
a panic. He—the sceptie, the fellow who
had laughed scornfully at IFatty—he was
panic-stricken! Had he been able to
keep his strength he would have charged
at this mystie figure. DBut he was as
helpless as a kitten—far more helpless,
indeed. When he tried to move his
limbs he found it impossible to do so.
The strength was oozing out of his
pores, and he slumped limply on the
floor—and that strange figure came
nearer and nearer!

“Who are you?” croaked Ben.
““What are you doing here? You fiend!
You've done something to me &

He broke off, his very jaw refusing
to function. His tongue was so sluggish
that he could not formulate the words

that were in his mind. And he was
startled to hear his own voice in his
ears—a mere croaking whisper, as
though his wvocal c¢hord were half

paralysed.

The man with the uncanny eyes came
nearer, bending down, and a soft, mock-
ing laugh came from him.

“8o, my friend,” he said gently, and
with strange silkiness of tone, “you
are terrified, eh—at last!”

Ben heard those words, and he hated
that silky voice—a voice which contained
a menacing hideousness.

Ben’s  helplessness  rendered  him
craven. Iis bold spirit had become
weak. He was a man of action, and

vet he was stricken, and could do
nothing to defend himself.

His very senses descrted him, and he
scemed to see a black pall descending
over that grim figure with the luminous
eyes. And after that he did not know
what happened.

And upstairs, in the big reception
hall, the rest of the Blues were
thoroughly enjoying themselves. The
lights had not come on yet, indicating
that Ben Gillingham had not been sue-
cessful in his mission.

But nobody took much notice. ‘The
girls were thoroughly enjoying the
novelty of the situation; and the foot-
ballers were grateful indeed for this un-
expected diversion. It had come at the
right time-—when it was most neceded.
Their morale was restored.

They all began to wornder at that
recent experience. It now seemed so
remote and so fantastic. They could
laugh at their former fears.

A new fox-trot had just been started
when a - series of frightened scrcams
interrupted the laughter and jollity.

-

Real-life Sport and Adventure Stories.

They sounded above the musie, above
the sounds of dancing feet. Terrified
screams, loud, startling.

And then two girls came runing in,
their faces white, their eyes dilated.
They had gone out into the hall after
a dance, and there, on the stairs, they
had seen the spectral monlk!

This came out gradually, as the girls
tried to explain. They insisted upon
going at once, and so pitiful was their
tervor that it spread amongst the other
girls.” A panie seized them. Hats and
coats were fetched, escorts called for.

In vain Mr. Piecombe and Corky tried
to calm the young ladies. Yet there
was much sincerity in' their efforts, for
they felt in their hearts that their re-
assurances did not ring true. They
knew perfectly well that those girls must
have seen something horriflying.

Within five minutes the Christmas
walts had gone—the girls and their
escorts. And once again the Blue
Crusaders were left alone, with only a
handful of schoolboys, in that grim, old
mansion,

And now the situation was even worse
than before. For once again the players
were on tenterhooks.

“1 knew 1t—I knew it!” said Fatty
Ifowkes gloomily. “Anybody who comes
into this house will be frightened away!
[t's a house of doom!” '

“A house of trickery, more likely!”
saild Corcoran. “Look here, boys! I
call for volunteers! We've got to ex-
plore this place from roof to cellar!
Somebody 1s up to some monkey
business!”

“Gentlemen, I am beginning to think
that the scrvants were right,” said old
Blackwood, the butler, in a quavering

tone. “Never before have I believed
this houso haunted. But now my
opinion 1s changing.

I'm getting
frightened, gentlemen—frightened ! Anﬁ
I have lived here for more years than
I carc to remember in peace, with never
a thought of anything ghostly. But
now 1t's different. There’s something
strange i1n the air!”

“Where’s Ben?” asked Fatty sud-
denly. “Hasn’t Ben come back from
attending to that fuse?”

“We haven't seen him for half an
nour!” said Rex, looking round.

“Something’s happened +to
shouted Iatty, in alarm.
Which way did he go? Who was with
him 7"’

“Steady, Fowkes!” said Mr. Pie-
combe, his face haggard with anxiety.
“To the best of my belief Gillingham
went to the basement alone. We must
make an immediate search for him.
Good heavens! 1 trust nothing serious
has happened!” .

They found Ben Gillingham on the
loor of that passage—lying huddled-up,
unconscious. Mr. Piecombe bent over
him and felt his heart. Then he was
gently lifted, carried upstairs, and taken
to the smoking-room.

And now every face was filled with a
haunting fear.

One and all, they kept looking over
their shoulders; they were ready to
start at the slightest sound.

“This is most singular,” said Mr. Pie-
combe, after he had examined Ben Gill-
ingham with the help of Smart, the
trainer. ““There is nothing the matter
with him! Not a bruise—not a sign of
any injury.” :

“Perhaps he had a knock
head, sir?” suggested somebody.

“Don’t you believe it!” said Grouser.
“His head’s sound enough; he hasn’t
been hit by anything. Looks to me as
if he fainted.”

“Fainted 7"
“Bﬂﬂi”

him!”

“Quick!

on the

echoed TFatty, aghast.
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BAD FOR BEN!

s e ——

They found Ben Qillingham lying on ths floor of the underground passage—unconscious.
While one of the juniors raised his head, Mr. Piecombe knelt down to make an examinaiion,

“Tmpossible!” said two or three
volees,
“His face is all set!” muttt:r?ﬂ

(irouser uncomfortably. * Look, boss
e added, in a low voice, to Mr. Pie-
combe.  ‘““Rummy, ain’t 1t7 Look at
his muscles, all” drawn up.”

“PDo you think he was frightened into
unconsciousness ¥ breathed Piecombe.

“T wouldn’t like to say, sir; but 1t
looks darned funny to me!” said the
trainer. ‘““What could have happened
to him down in that passage?”

But the manager conld offer no ex-
planation. Brandy had been given to
Ben, and now he was showing signs of
returning to consciousness. Suddenly
he opened his eyes, and sat up, staring
about him wildly.

“Pake them ~away!” he panted
hoarsely. “Those eyes! Take them
away——:="

“1t's all right, Ben, old man!” panted
Fatty, “We're all here!
enoungh now!”

“Fatty !” said Ben dazedly. “I—l
don’t seem to remember Yes, yes!
That passage—the figure! The man
with the horrible eyes! Gosh! TI'll

never forget them—never!”

And there was a world of fear mm Den
Gillingham’s voice, and his’ face was
expressive of an even greater fear!

T he Panic!

IEN GCILLINGHAM  suddenly
B looked round.
“Where is he?”’ he asked
tensely, “I--1 don’t remember
much. I was helpless, down in that

You're safe |

|

passage—all my muscles went flabby.
That—that fiend got me down without
even touching me—without coming near!

I’'m scared, boys!”

“You!” shouted Dave DMoran, 1n
amazement, ‘“Pull yourself together,
Ben! Do you recalise what you're
saying 7"

“Yes5!” said Ben hoarsely. “Let’s

get out of here! 'This house 1s under
some curse! I'm frightened, I tell
you! Let’s get out!”

Ben, the sceptic—Ben,; the bold!

The others could hardly believe their
ears as they heard him talking like this.
And their morale was shattered. Ben
Gillingham’s startling collapse reacted
instantaneously on the others. Whilst
he had remained firm they had had a
certain amount of stability. But now
they were ready enough to make a swift
bolt for 1t.

Everybody was collected there in the
smoking-room—all the players, the
schoolboys, Mr. Piecombe, and Grouser.
Even Blackwood, the butler, was in that

room. This meant that the rest of the
house was utterly and absolutely
deserted.

Yet the smoking-room door suddenly
gave a click, and then it commenced to
gradually open!

“The door—the door!” panted some-
body.

They stood there, rigid—their flesh
tingling. And they could see the door
opening in that insidious fashion they
had seen before. And there was nobody
near it—nobody on the other side of ii.

Without humean agency the door was
{:p?ning!

“ 1t muast
Corcoran,

He made a sudden rush, hoping fio
seize the door and expose the means by
which this dodge was worked.

But, with a sudden rush of air, the
door swung to, slamming hard. And
they heard the click of the lock—and
yet the key was here, inside!

“Let’'s run for it!” shouted Curly
Hankin madly. “We'll be killed 1f we
stay here!”

“ Run—run!”

“Open the windows, some of you!”

There was a mad, panic-stricken rush.
Curly Hankin led it, and 1t was very
significant that Ben Gillingham was as
frightened and as white-faced as any of
the others.

The windows were burst open, and the
players went ount in a flood, leaping into
the snow and running helter-skelter
away from the house. Nearly all the
St. Frank’s juniors went, too, having
canght the scare. »But not one of them
had shown the white feather until the
footballera set them the example. In
spite of their forebodings, in spite of
their fears, they had kept a stifi upper
lip. Now, however, they could hold
themselves back no longer.

Only Lionel Corecoran remained in the
smoking-room, with Dave Moran. Mu.
Piecombe had not fled because he was
frightened, but because he wanted to
prevent the foeotballers from scaltering.
Outside, he was shouting at the top of

Tar Boys’ ReaiM.,—No. 1.

he trickery!” shouted
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his ".-’Diﬂe, gathering them tnfg_'aﬁlﬂr. And very doubtful, for at this season the

this was a comparatively easy task for
him, for mnone of them wanted to be
atone in the darkness in the grounds of
that grim old place.

“This is ridiculous!” shouted Mr, Pie-
combe. “Bovs—boys! Have you all
gone mad? There is no need to act like
a crowd of frightened sheep!”

“We're all right n~w, sir!” panted
Penniworth. *“We're out of that house
—and we’ll never go into 1t again!”

“Never!” vowed Andy Tait. *“It's—
it's haunted!”

“Didn’t I tell you so from the start?”
asked Fatty Fowkes, with a gulp. “We
ought to have got out days ago! Good
glory! We're lucky to escape alive!
There's some - supernatural agency at
work i

“ Fowkes, T shall get really angry with
vou if you talk such nonsense!” boomed
Mr. Piecombe. “There have been some
very—er—remarkable happenings, but
never for a moment do I believe this
rubbish about supernatural agency!
It's too fantastic—too grotesque!”

“We all thought so at first, sir—but
we know differently mow!” said George
Scott. “Tven Ben 1s unnerved!”

“1 am!” muttered Den. “But’ not
because of any ghosts.  Gosh!  Don't
think that, boys! It's what happened
down there in that passage! That man
—that horrible man with the eyes! He
wasn’t a ghost—he was solid enough.
But he beat me—without weapons—
without even touching me! And that’s
a thing I can’t get over!”

“Come, 1 said MFE.

come ! Piecombe.
" “We had better pull ourselves together,
We are all here?”

sald

“Dave 1sn't here, =ir Rex,
looking round. * And young Corky—
By Jove, I believe they are still in the
smoking-room !” .

“T will feteh them out!” said Mr.
Picecombe. “We will go to the Grapes
Hotel at once.”

“Thank goodness!”

“We shali be safe there!”

“Rather!”

“1 onlv trust that the management
will be able to find accommodation for
us,” continued Mr. Piccombe, “It 1s

B
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hotel is bound to be nearly full——"

“We’'ll sleep anywhere, sir!” inter-
rupted ~ Wally Simpson. “On the
billiards-tables—in the lounge. Any-

E

where, 1n fact!

And Mr. Piecombe, with his eye on
the morrow’s game, said nothing to
shift the plavers from their purpose.

Mr. Piecombe was an excelient foot-
ball. manager. He knew that all these
players had received a shock, and a
sound, undisturbed sleep was necessary
in order to restore them. He did not
want his players to take the field to-
morrow with their nerves in rags. If
they did, they wounld assuredly make a
mess of the game,

And so, although this flight went
against the 'grain, Mr. Piecombe was
prepared to lead it. All of them should
go to the Grapes Hotel, and there they
would not be in any fear—they would
feel safe and comfortable. And in the
morning, perhaps, they would be them-
selves acaln,

It would be time enough thén to dis
cuss the immediate, future.

puzzled voice.

“N
IHe and Lionel Corcoran

had been examining the smoking-room

R R P

The Blues’® Decision.

OTHING—absolutely nothing!”
said Dave Moran, 1n a

door. Ilven before they started they
knew that this examination would be
futile. For had they not examined the

door after—and other doors?

After that panic-stricken rush through
the windows, Corky had tried the door,
and, as he had half expected, it came
open at once. It was not locked now—
and it seemed impossible that it could
ever have been locked.

“Tt beats me hollow!” said the St.
Frank’'s boyv, seratching his head. ““Just
an ordinary door—made of ordinary
woord. An ordinary lock, made of
ordinary 1iron.”

He thumped it, and swung 1t open
again,

“Just common or garden hinges,” he
went  on, examining  them closely.

........... FOOTBALL CLUB f{or the

R s A T By o S .. SECTION
(Name of Section.)
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"tub Secretaries are asked to send
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Real-life Sport and Adventure Stories,

“Jove, Dave, what ecan it mean?
There’s nothing—utterly nothing to ae-
count for the mystery.”

“Unless the place really is haunted!”
muttered Dave.

“You don't believe that,
asked Corky sharply.

“Hang it, I don’t know what to be-
lieve!” confessed the Blues’ skipper.
“At first I was ready to laugh at any
theory of the house being haunted. But
—but what else can we think?”

“I'm not satisfied !” insisted Corcoran
stubbornly. “I'm a pig-headed chap,
Dave, and nothing can make me helieve
that doors can be locked and unlocked,
opened and slammed, by invisible hands.
There must be some logical explanation.
There aren’t any wires, I know, but
1sn’t there some other method that could
be employed?”

“I ecan’t think of one!”

“Neither can I,” confessed Corky,
biting his lip.  “Then, again, I hate
the 1dea of running away. It's—it’s
cowardly! Bolting, like a lot of funks!
It 1sn’t cricket, Dave! Dash it, we're
not going to be driven out of the place
like this!”

He set his jaw more stubbornly than
ever, and walked out into the corridor.
Dave accompanied him. They went
along to the hall, switched on all the

do you?f”

lights, and looked round. Everything
was normal, They cpened the front
door, and found all the Blues, and the

other schoolboys, outside in the snow.
Ihe majority of them were shivering,
for they had no overcoats and no caps.

“Come indoors, all of you!” said Dave
Moran gruilly, “You'll catch cold out
there !”

“We're not coming in that house
again!” shouted Fatty Fowkes. “ We've
had enough of it!” |

Corky and Dave
steps, and Mor.
meet them. '

“1 have decided that we shall all go
to the Grapes Hotel!” said the
manager,

“And I have decided, sir, that we
shall stay here!” said Corcoran grimly.

“ Really, Corcoran, this is absurd!”
protested Mr. Piecombe. “I am the
manager of this club, and T
insist =

“1 am the owner, sir—and I insist,
too 1”

“I am—er—startled !” said Mr.
combe excitedly.

ve walked down the
Piecombe advanced to

Pie-

“You have more than

| once told me, Corcoran, that I am to

have a free hand. Either I manage
this elub or I do not manage it! I am
not going to be played with in this
fashion !”

“I'm not trying to play with you, sir,”
sald Corky, with deadly quietness. “I'm
just going to call for volunteers, that's
all. I'm going to remain at the Grange,
and 1f anybody else cares to stay with
me, I shall be glad of their company.”

“Nobody will stay!” shouted Curly
Hankin.

“Then I'll stay here alone!” replied
Corcoran. ““Not alone, though. There’s
Blackwood—he won’t desert me. Te
won't leave me in the lurch!”

Iiverybody was silent, and an uncom-
fortable feeling spread throughout the
players and schoolboys.

“Corcoran, this is preposterous!” said
Mr. Piecombe earnesily. “Let me tell
vou that I shall hand in my resignation
if you insist upon taking the manage-
ment of the elub out of my hands 5

“Keep your hair on, sir!” growled
Corky. “I'm not trying to interfere
with your management. And we’'re not
going to quarrel, are we?”

“1 sincerely hope not!” boomed the
manager.

“Then let’'s talk this

thing over

 calmly,” said Corcoran. “You want



the players to go to the Grapes, and I'm
asking for volunteers. If I'm game to
stay on here, surecly there are a few
more of vou who will be game to keep
ule company ?”’

“(osh, I'm with you!”
Gillingham suddenly.

shouted Ben
“Boys, we can’t

go now! If Corky stays, we all stay 1”
“Yes, rather!” said Fatty, taking
¢rip on himself. - “We're not going i.{:-
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be shown up by a schoolboy!

Mr. Piecombe shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well!” he said, tightening his
lipe, “Do as you please! But, under
the eircumstances, T shall not hold
myself responsible for the game to-
morrow against Tylmouth Rovers.”

A minute later there was a general
movement indoors. Ben and Fatty
headed it, and none of the others could
hold back. Even Curly Hankin & Co.,
terrified as they were, were forced to
return into the Grange. They would

never hear the last of it if they &lﬂnc
bolted.

“I'm convinced that there’s some
trickery here!” said Corcoran, after
they were all in the hall and the door
had cleosed. “Ben, tell me about this
experience that you had in the base-

ment.”

- Ben Gillingham shivered, and he re-
lated the ¢ m:*unht{uwm

“It’s the same man I _saw out 1in the
grounds!” said Fatty. “Luminous eyes
—a smallish man. That’'s him! JI—I

The Boys’ Realm.

believe he’s the ghost—a materialised
spirit !”

“Let me think!” said Corcoran, with
a sudden gleam in his eyes. “ Do you
remember that curious charm thing you
picked up, Fatty? Made of gold, wasn’t
it, with an enamelled triangle 1n the
middle of 17" -

“Yes—a green f-,riangh!” said Ifatty,
nodding.

“I wonder!” breathed Carky. “Only
a week or two ago 1 was talking to

Nipper, of St. Frank’s—"

“Nlppm ?” repeated Mr. Piecombe,
staring.

“Hamilton, sir—or Nipper, as he 1s
known,” said Lionel. * Sometimes he
acts as Mr. Nelson Lee’s assistant.

Don’t you remember? It's a good bit
ago now, but at one time Mr. Nelson
Lee and Nipper were engaged in a ire-
mendous battle against the League of
the Green Triangle—a criminal organ-
isation of tremendous power. Mr. Lee
smashed 1t up.”

“Yes, I seem to remember something
about it,” said Mr. Piecombe, nodding.

“The -chief of the League was a man
n&med Zingrave—Professor Cyrus Zin-
grave,” went on Corcoran. “And he
was a strange man—a scientist of extra-

ordinary ability and will power. He
1}:{&3 a small man, and I'm wondering
1

“You—youn mean,” shouted Ben,

staring—“ you mean that that man was
AN
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Professor Zingrave? That we're up
against the Green Triangle ¥

“I don’t know—but 1t's very 51g111fi*
cant,” said Corcoran. “If that man 1s
Professor Zingrave, then any explana-
tion might be possible.”

“It is only a fantastic theory!” said
Mr. Piecombe impatiently. “There 1is
not one iota of evidence, Corcoran! As
for that little gold charm, there is
nothing in it at all. What, 1indeed, do
you propose?”’

“That we shr:suld make a thmouqh 1n-
vestigation, sir,” replied Lionel Cor-
coran grimly. “I am convinced that
some mysterious enemy 1s trying to
drive us out—and why shouldn’t that
mysterious enemy be Professor Zin-

rave himself?  Anyhow, T'm all in
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favour of staying on—sticking it out!

“And we're with you, Corky!” went
up a chorus. “Boys, we'll stick it out !”

And even those }}I’L}, ers who were not
agreeable to this plan echoed the words
of the others. They did not want, to
appear funky, and so they all stuck
together.

(What is the astounding muystery
atltached to Bannington Grange? There
are many more startling adventures in
next week’s issue of the REALM. Don't
fail to order your copy; and, at the same
time, get @ copy of the “NKELSON LEE
School Story Library.” Same day—same
price )

Reggie Pitt, the cheery &
sklpper of the
House at St. Frank’s,
schqt}l chums to Spend
Christmas with him at

Raithmere Castle The

castle 1s

deter the ]unmrs.
the better, they say.

the excitement of Christ-
mas! But when they get
to the castle and strange,
weird things happen—
then some of the juniors
lose their enthusiasm !

West |

invites a number of his

saild to be §
haunted, but th1=‘~‘ does not &
All §5

A a§
jolly old ghost will add to §

Ask for THE NELSON LEE School Stﬂry lerary

LT |
oh

A CHRISTMAS YARN YOU ALL OUGHT’ TO READ!

NOW ON

This'story is written by
Edwy Searles Brooks.
All you “Realmites’ know
what fine footer yarns this
popular author writes, and
his school tales are just as
good—which 1s saying a
lot! In mystery stﬂrles
epecially—such as “ The
Mystery of Raithmere
Castle! " —Mr. Brooks 1s
at his best. *

Besides this long yarn,
there 1s a grand 1nstalment
of a detective serial featur-
ing Nelson Lee and
Nipper, and many other

Christmas attractions.

SALE

Price Twopence.
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HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-

3-5 inches
Without appliances-—drngs—or dieting.
THE

P. A.

Complete
Course

In ONE MONTH.

FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Complete Course 5/= P.O. post Iree, or further partics. stamp.

CLIVE,: :Harrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wales. YAl

SUPER CINEMA FILMS !5l Hire, Exchange. s

Post 3d.
Beaufoy Road, Tottenham.

MACHINES 12/6 to £12. — ASSOCIATED FILMS., 34,

paid, 10 Days’
Sample from 35/- cash.

9d.

E"E B EI Y —

R.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS,
War, Revolution, and Peace Issues,
and - Metai Watermark Detector, to genuine applicants for Approvals.—

WILKINSON, PROVINCIAL BUILDINGS, COLWYN BAY.

f DEPOSIT

secures this superb Cabinet fer—
Gfﬂmﬂr&hnue ora Table Grand (g4
or

Nothing Mere to Pay for One Month. Carriage [i#

trated catalogue and FACTORY PRICES.
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Giant Horn Instrument.

Trial. Choice of 15 Models | :",
Write to-day for free illus. &3

Limited (Dept. G3).
Sparkbrook, Birmingham,

Ty

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER. : :
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HUGHES,

STOP STAMMERING!

SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON,

Cure yourself as I did. Par-
ticulars Free. —E{Fulrigliﬁ B.

MAGIC TRIGKS.

Price 6d. each,4forl/-.—T.W.Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloquist’s
Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
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Real-life Sport and Adventure Stories.
SERIAL OF ARMY LIFE AND

ouspected of having committed two very serious crimes, Jack is put in the cells, Everybody is against

him, and things look black for Jack. But he’s not going fo give in !

‘The Cunning Spy !

HE cool announcement was fol-

B lowed by a tense silence, and

Jack stared in wide-eyed amaze-

ment as he stood stone-still and
met the mocking gaze of the one-armed
man in the doorway.

“You!” he gasped.

Mr. Wykeham Smith nodded his [ine
head.

“Your eyes do not deceive you,”” he
said smilingly. “You are surprised to
see me, perhaps?”’

“Surprised !’ Jack echoed the word
sharply; and then ran on, his grey eyes
flashing, a fierce note in his voice : ** You
know quite well that I'm surprised to
see you, you dirty, murderous hound!
You tried to sheot mo down in cold
blood last night; yet this morning
vou've gob nerve enough to come herc
and try to brazen the thing out! But
vou're too late this time, for T've told
(‘olonel Masterson everything !

“You've told him everything,
yvoung friend?”’

“Yes,” flashed the pale-faced young-
ster, “everything!”

“I am very glad to hear it,” refurned
Wykeham Smith; “for it will save me
the unpleasant task of having o unmask
vou! It is good to know that you have
made a complete confession!”

The quietly spoken words took all the
wind out of Jack’s sails, and it was in
open-mouthed bewilderment that he
swung round and faced his father.

“ Listen, sir—"" he began cagerly.

“Silence, sir!” rasped the martinet.
“Mr. Wykeham Smith,”” he continued,

my

“will you please come inside and sit
down? Sergeant-major, close and lock
the door!”’

He stood quite still until his orders
were carried out; then——

“You entered my orderly-room of
vour own free will, Mr. Smith,” he said;
‘‘so perhaps you will be good enough
to answer certain guestions that I wish
to put to you!”

“I am at your service, sir,”’ answered
the master of Starkleigh Grange, with

THE Boyvs’ ReaiM.—No. 75.

instalment !
perfect self-possession. “Do you mind
if I smoke?”’

“T do, sir!” snapped the martinet de-
cisively. “You have met Private
Masters before?”’ he asked.

“Private who?”

“This man,”’ returned Colonel Master-
son, indicating his son with a brief nod.

“Qh, yes, I’ve seen him before!”
smiled Wykeham Smith.  “But I didn’t
know whether ho was a private, a

sergeant, or even a colonel! You see, 1
am a scientist, something of a recluse;
c0 I Lknow nothing about the Services.
Incidentally, I am a pacifist, to whom

oEAEEERPATCORAOREANDINEREANdENENFERERRRENRENEERE

JOIN UP WITH—

JACK MASTER-
SON, who 8 ex-
pelled from school 27
for a crme ol %
which be is Inno- §
cent, Bicause of |
this he is turned i
out of home by %]
hiz failer,

COLONEL MAS-
TERSONMN, com-
manding officer of
tiva Loyal Bam-
shire  Regiment,
Jack knows the
culprit of the
crime i3 his cousin,

MERVYN VANE, who i3 now a
second-lientenant in the Damshires, and
in which regiment Jack enliats under the
name of Masters. He gets into the bad
books of

SERQEANT-MAJOR BLACKSTAFFE
when he gives a corporal a hiding for
bullying

“ BABY ? BUNTING, a new recruif,

Later, the Bamshires are ordered to a
lonely moor to guard a mystery airship,
Vhile there, Mervyn Vane gets into the
clutches of

WYKEHAM SMITH, a onc-armed spy,
who lives in a grange on the moor. Jack
is suspicious of Smith and follows him one
night, There is a struggic between them,
and aithough the epy gets away, he leaves
his artificial arm and a camera behind.
Following this, Smith kidnaps Jack, but
he escapes, When he gets back to camp
he is arrested as a deserter, While on
trial before his father, Wykeham Smith
suddenly enters the orderly-room !

NOW START RIGHT AWAY!

l

Get going now on this stunning

the mere thought of warfare is abhor-

1-.'-_..:“ ! ‘_'.IJ

“I have neither the time nor the wish
to listen to your persenal views, sir!”
cut in Colonel Masterson testily, *So
perhaps you will be good enough to
stick to the point. You say yvou have
met Private Masters Lefore?”

[ E-Tﬂs‘ﬁl-

“Under what circumstances?’’

“Under most peculiar circumsitances !”
Mr. Wykeham Smith smiled across at
Jack Masterson as he said the words.
“ But why do you question me about the
meeting, seeing that our young friend
has made a statement—a complete con-
fession of his wrongdoing? Why he
should have approached me about this
new aeroplane of wvours is a complete
mystery; and why he should have been
in civilian clothes 1s equally baffiing,
seeing that he is a private soldier. Of
course, 1 guessed that he'd got some-
thing to do with the military; other-
wise, he wouldn't have been able to
photograph the new aeroplane—would
he? It is an aeroplane, i1sn’t it? Or
did he say it was an airship? 1 really
forget !”

Jack’s face was ashen as he turned to
his father.

“Don’t believe a single word he’s say-
ing, sir!” he cried, in a state of panic.
“He's trying to bluff vou——"

“I am the best judge of that!”’ broke
in Colonel Masterson harshly., “Remain
silent !”

“But—"’

“Keep quiet when
barked the regimental
liercely.

“Mr. Smith,” said the martinet, fixing
his sicely gaze upon the one-armed man,
“TI shall be glad if you will let me have
the whola story. It 1s quite true that
Private Masters has made a statement,
but your respective stories appcar to
have nothing in common.”

“There is very little to tell, colonel,”
smiled Wykeham Smith; ““for I did not
press Masters to stay in my house once
I knew the nature of his business. Ior

you're told!”’
sergeant-major
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—THESE STARTLING CHAPTERS WILL GRIP YOU!

even I, a pacifist, know that one 1s run-
ning a grave risk in baving dealings
with a person who wishes to dispose of
his country’s closely-guarded secrets.
That person is a traitor, is he not?
Well, Masters offered to sell me a photo-
graph of the new——"’

“That’s a lie—a dirty, foul lie!” cried
Jack, in a sudden fury; and he was
about to leap at Smith’s throat, when his
escort threw themselves upon him and
twisted his arms behind his back.

““Control yourself, Masters!”’ snapped
Jolonel Masterson, as Jack stood white-
faced and trembling, his blazing eyes
fixed upon the handsome master-spy.
“Go on, Mr. Smith.”

“It was about nine o’clock last might
when my manservant announced that a
strange young man wished to speak to
me,”” said Wykeham Smith; “and 1,

thinking that some unfortunate had Jost

e
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- was going to do with so much money;

and he said he wished to get out of the
country, as he was fed-up with England.
He mentioned something about the
Army bemmg a dog’s life; and it was
then that 1 began to suspect that he
might not be so mad as he seemed. So
I had a short comnsultation with two
eminent scientists who are staying with
me—Professor Emil Loder and Captain
Morton Steele—and they advised me
to get rid of the young man with all
possible haste. ‘Captain Steele, by the
way, wounded himself while cleaning a
revolver; otherwise, he would have
come along with me this morning.
“Well, sir, I told Masters thaf his
precious photograph would be of no
more value to me than the paper it was
printed on; and, after a certain amount
of gentle persuasion, I managed to con-
vince him and get him out of the house.
' k-3

—

(17

officers,” explained the colonel, “and
Masters, 1 his statement, said that you
and Vane are known to each other.”

“Then things are more complicated
than ever,” smiled the master of Stark-
leigh Grange, “for I have never known
anyone named Vane. However, I am
perfectly willing to meet the gentleman
in question, and so clear up, at least,
onc point 1n this puzzle.”

Taken for a Traitor.
OLONEL MASTERSON gave a
. . sharp order, and within a matter
ser-

of seconds the regimental s
| with

geant-major reappeared
Sceond-Lieutenant Vane.

“You sent for me, sir?’’ asked the

yvellow-haired subaltern And there was

* not the slightest trace of guilt or

nervousness in his thin voice.
“Yes, Mr. Vane,” returned the C.Q.
“Do you know this gentleman 7"
Turning slowly the young officer came
face to face with the master-spy.
“No, sir,” he said decisively.
have never scen him before in my life

L3 I
L
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'_smvm INTO THE SAEF!

The parrot-faced professors grinned as Mervyn Vane, anxious to see inside the

massive stesl safe, was
from Wykeham Smith.

sent headlong

into the interior by a hefty push

——r

his way, told the servant to show him
into my dining-hall. My caller was
Private Masters. IHe opened the con-
versation by saying that we had met
before, but I was perfectly certain that
lie was a complete stranger to me. Then
he positively startled me by declaring
that on one occasion we had struggled
and fought on the heath; and I, think-
ing I was dealing with a madman,
nodded and told him to go on. Well,
he went one better after that, saying

that he had an artificial arm of mine— |

a limb that had come unfixed in our
struggle on the heath! That amazing
statement convinced me that I was in
the presence of a lunatie, so I deter-
niined to humour him.

““Ie then started to talk about your
new aeroplane—no; 1t was an airship;
I remember now—saying that I could
have a certain photograph and camera
for a thousand pounds! Still thinking

to humour him, I asked him what he !

Needless to say, I gave a great deal of
thought to the matter, and at breakfast-
time 1 came to the conclusion that it
was my duty to report to the authorities.
And here I am!”

Colonel Masterson nodded.

“IIave you at any time lost an
artificial arm, Mr. Smith?’’ he asked.

Smith showed his strong, white teeth
in a smile,

“1 have never possessed an artificial
limbh in my life, colonel,”” he said. *1
wouldn’t be hothered with the thing!
There’s a colossal, fantastic mistake
somewhere——%

“What about Mervyn Vane?” de-
manded Jack fiercely. “1 suppose you
will say that you don’t know him ?”

“Vane ?” queried the smiling spy. e
looked from Jack to Colonel Masterson ;
shrugged his broad shoulders. “ What
does he mean ?” he asked, a pitying note
in his mellow voice.

“Lieutenant Vane is one of my junior

Jack, hoarse
“You

b3

“That’s a - lie!” cried
with anger and indignation.
played cards together one night——

“Be quiet!” growled the R.S.M., his

dark eyes poggling 1n  unpleasans
fashion.
A light laugh broke from Mervyn
Vane.

“ Masters 1s making a genuine mis-
take, sir,” he said, turning to Colonel
Masterson, “for he is thinking of a cer-
tain occasion when I was officer of the
guard. A stranger, who had lost his way
in the mist, came to my hut and asked
me if I could give him a cigaretie, and
in the end we had a long chat and a
few hands of piquet.”

“And had this stranger only one
arm "’
“Yes, sir,” answered Vane. “ But

this 1s not the gentleman.”
He lied brazenly, convineingly, with-
out the flicker of an eyelid.
TEE Bovys’ ReaLym.—No. 79.
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“Thank goodness that point is cleared J martinet’s hard countenance, but he said

up!” smiled Mr. Wykeham Smith.
“For now I shall be able to breathe
again. Incidentally, sir,” he ran on,
‘““what Mr. Vane has told us proves con-
clusively that there is another one-
armed individual in the neighbourhood.
“From what one can gather Lo appears
to be a dangerous customer, and he 1s
undoubtedly the fellow with whom
Masters fought on tho moor. The
mystery that has baffled us seems .to
hinge upon a case of mistaken identity.

“] am inclined to agree with you,
Mr. Smith,” said Colonel Masterson,
with a change of tone. “And I apolo-

isec if my manner seemed  somewhat
Erusquﬂ and suspicious a little avhile
ago.”

The smiling master-spy waved the
words away with a charming gesture.

- “Your task was most difficult,
colonel,” he declared. “And ﬁgu have
been courtesy itself. As to this other
one-armed individual, I shan’t be happy
until he is under lock and key, for I
don’t wish to be mixed up with this
unsavoury, foreign spy business.”

“I quite understand how you feel
about 1t, Mr. Smith,” said Masterson.
* And 1 assure you that we shall lose no

time in running the fellow to earth.’

You, of course, have nothing to worry
about, for Liecutenant Vane's words have
cleared you completely. But I suppose
we shall find you at Starkleigh Grange
should you be called as a witness In
the case against Private Masters?”

“QOh, yes; I spond all my time at the
Grange!” smiled Smith., “1 suppose
the matter is serious?” he asked, with a
side glance at Jack, who appeared to
be stunned by the unexpected turn of
events,

“Most serious,” declared Colonel
Masterson, the old steely nole creeping
into his voice. “Ior I know of no act
so dastardly as the onec of which he 1s
guilty. Getting on the track of a spy,
he had the chance of doing a real ser-
vice to his country, yef, instead of seiz-
ing the chance like a decent British sol-
dier, he thoaght only of personal gain.
He asked for a thousand pounds as a
price of his treachery. Ile was willing
to sell his couniry’s secret for red gold.
And this is a man who comes of good
stock—a man who went to a famous
school.”

““Is that really so, sir?" asked Wyke-
ham Smith, liffing his eyebrows. Hae
knew full well that it was so, but it
pleased him to rub salt into the wound.
“ Perhaps you know his people?”

Tt was a subtle thrust, and he saw the
granite-faced martinet wince.

“Sergeant-major,” said Masterson,
icnoring the question, “take the
priscner back to the guard-room, and
keep him under close arrest.”

p o3

“Very good, sir!

Barking his words of command the
R.S.M. made the room echo as he
marched prisoner end escort away to a
staccato “ Lep, right—lep, right ' And
Colonel Masterson, standing by the
table, remained tight-lipped and statu-
esque long after the door had closed
bahind the party.

“This 1s a bad business, sir,” said
Captain Nash, breaking the silence.

“Xh—what?” The C.0. started al-
most violently; pulled himself together.
“Yes, a very bad business !” he snapped,

with a return of his usual testy manner.

“1 look upon it as a tragedy, my
dear colonel,” said Mr. rkeham
Smith emotionally. “For this iﬂiastera

1s no more than a boy.” |
“IHe is a traitor, sir?” rasped Colone!
Masterson, his grey eyes flashing.
“But he's somebody’s son {”
A bitter little smile fiitted across the
THE Boys’ Ream.—No. 75.

never a word.

Mervyn Vane’s IViission.
¢ S ERGEANT-MAJOR !”
11 SiE !:U -
“Who is the biggest idiot in
‘C’ Company ?”

“ Bunting, sir, of Ten Platoon!”

“Quite!”’” . Second-Lieutenant Vane
nodded his sleek head, and caressed the
few yellow hairs that sprouted upon his
narrow upper-lip. “In my opinion
“Daby ” Bunting is the world’s prize
ass—bar none !”’

“You're right, sir,” agreed Sergeant-
Major Blackstaffe, with a toothy grin.
“D’you know, sir, that ’e spends his
spare time rcading poetry when other
iellows are ’aving a sing-song or a ’and
of cards? Ile’s real potty about poems,
and you’ll often find him deep in ¢ An
Odo to a Kipper's Eyebrows,” or some-
I:hing_fnushjr like that. And 1t’s no
good Jlaughing at 'im, sir, ’cause all
he does-is to give a sloppy grin and talk
limply about the fragrant music of the
written word. Ifragrant music, mark
you. What 'e wants is a fragrant fish-
head behind the ear. That "ud brighten
his ideas up a bit, sir.”

“He’s certainly a queer bit of work,
sergeant-major,” smiled the subaliern,
“but I suppose there’s no harm in his
being of a romantic turn of mind!
Anyway, he’s quite harmless !

“You bet 'e is,” grinned Blackstaffe;
“eause it wouldn’t pay him to be any-
thing else! He's just like a blessed
hermit—'im and ’is poetry books—and
if anyone tries to chum up with him he
smiles like a love-sick porpoise and
simpers ‘Yes,” or ‘No’; and that’s
about all there is to it !”

“Well, well, I suppose he’s happy,”
murmured Vane tolerantly.

“That’s right, sir,” nodded Black-
staffe; “silly but ’appy! Were you
wanting him, sir?”

“ Yes, major,” returned the subaltern,
“ As a matter of fact, I'm going out on a
bit of private business this evening, and
I want to take an orderly who isn’t
likely to chatter to the other fellows,”

“Bunting won’t talk, sir,” declared
Blackstaffe, “’specially if you tell ’im

¥

not to. Most obedient animal, is Bunt-
ing, sir!”

“Good!” The yellow-haired subaltern
thought for a moment or so; decided
against taking the sergeant-major into |
his confidence—even up to a point.
“Send Bunting to me soon after dusk,”
he said, “and I shall look to you to
make things right with the tent corporal
if we're not back by ¢ Lights Ont !’ And
there's no need to broadecast the fact
that I have gone out or that Bunting is
with me.”

« “Very good, sir; I understand, sir,”
Sergeant-Major Blackstaffe creased his

bucolic countenance into a crafty griu.l

“You know that I am always ready to

do you a good turn, sir,” he said mean-

ingiy.
‘Yes, I know that, major,” nodded

the subaltern. “I have not forgotten

your promise. Some day, perhaps——"
“Very well, sir!”

“I wonder how much that red-nosed
rotter knows or suspects,” mused
Second-Lieutenant Vane, as he strode
away from the company orderly-room.
“I wouldn’t trust him no-farther than I
could see him, but he may prove useful
in the long runt?”

vergeant-Major DBlackstaffe, mean-
while, was gazing reflectively out of the
orderly-room window.

“What’s the mustard-coloured pup up
fo this time?” he asked himself.
“There’s some funny business going on
somewhere, and I’m going to find out
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what it is before I'm much older, by
Henry !”

The usual mist was creeping up over
the moor when Vane and Private Bunt-
ing skirted the camp and set out in the

| direction of Bleakstowe, and no word

was said until the township of tents was
left well in the rear. Then it was the
subaltern broke the silence, and in
making a commonplace remark about

the weather he took the opportunity of

studying  his companion’s bovine
countenance. Private “Baby ” Bunting
was a well-fed, chubby-faced young man
with a vacant expression and clear blue
eyes, and there was something about him
which suggested child-like innocence of
2 most pronounced type.

"A born dreamer,” was Mervyn
Vane’s contemptuous summing up, “and
a bit of a fool as well!” They carried
on for another half a mile, then: “Do
you 5n&w this part of the country, Bunt-
ing * asked the subaltern.

“Lr—no, sir, I don’t,” stuttered the
private nervously.

You don’t do much rambling in your
spare time?”

*No, sir.”

“You prefer reading, perhaps; poetry,
and all that sort of thing 7*

“Yes, sir,” said Bunting, his chubby
face lighting up. “The magic words of
the Fnui; wing me to every corner of the
earth, sir, so that I am able to flit from
Persia to Igypt, from Egypt to the
temples of Ancient Greece !”

“Quite !” agreed Mervyn Vane: and
to himself: “The fat ass ought to be
11 a home! Still, he’s just the *mug’
for my purpose!”

“Are you fond of the Muse, sir?”
asked Bunting, after a while.

“IFond of the mews?” asked Vane,
?‘DWI}}HE‘. “Why the blazes should
~ “Oh, I don’t mean stables, sir,” broke
in Bunting, in a shocked voice. i |
mean—""

“Shut up !” snapped the subaltern im-
patiently. “You’re a fool!”

“Y-yes, sir,” murmured PBunting
meekly ; and retired into his shell. !

“Look here, Bunting,” said Vane, as
they neared Starkleigh Grange, “I am
going into a certain house on private
and important business, business that
has nothing whatever to do with anyone
but myself. Got that into your wooden

“Y-yes, sir,” answered the private,
nodding in a vacant kind of way. “ You
mean that you're going into a certain
house on private business ”

“Isn’t that exactly what I’ve just
said ¥ snapped Vane, glaring into his
companion’s china-blue eyes. “What
I'm trying to impress upon you is the
fact that I don’t wish you to mention
Under-
stand ?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Bunting brightly.
“I assume that you do not wish me_to
mention the matter when I get back to
the ecamp ?”

“Exactly1”

“Have no fear, sir,” said Bunting,
with a touch of dignity: " T would not
dream of discussing a gentleman’s
private affairs with a lot of common
soldiers "’

“Good!” grinned Mervyn Vane.
“Now listen to orders, and see that you
obey them to the letter!”

It was a cloudless night, with a bright
moon bathing the moor in mellow
radiance, and Starkleigh Grange looked
almost beautiful as it loomed up through
the thin curtain of white mist.

“This is our destination,” said
Mervyn Vane, as they passed along the
gravel drive and approached the grey-
stone mansion; “but you're not coming
inside! Your job is to stand right in



the middle of the path, so that anyone
looking out of the big window on the
ground {loor cannot fail to see you. You
must keep full in the moonlight, and
don’t forzet to stamp about a bit if the
curtaing are pulled aside and somebody
looks out. Are those orders quite clear,
or would you like me to gargle them lfor
vou 7"’

The gentle sarcasm was completely
lost upon the poetic private.

“I understand perfectly, sir,” he de-
clared, taking up his position and look-
ing towards the silent mansion. *“In-
deed, sir, one might almost suppose that
it 1s your intention to prove to your
host that you are not unaccompanied
upon this nocturnal mission! I presume,
sir, that T am an accessory in some kind
of a practical joke?”

“Boy, you've said a mouthful!”
orinned Vane, giving his companion a
hearty slap upon the shoulder. Then
his playful mood changed, and there was
a threat in his tone, and he glared 1nto
the private’s china-blue eyes. “I don’t
suppoese I shall be back under the hour,”
he said, “but desert your post for a
seccond and I’ll burn all your poetry
books 1n the 1ncinerator!”

“Oh, sir!” eried Bunting, aghast; and
his chubby countenance became a tragic
mask of horror in the white light of the

[Mmool,
M passed bencath the frowning
portico of Starkleigh Grange
and tugged at the old-fashioned bell-
rope. A faint clanging sound came from
within, and a few seconds later the
massivo door was opened by Karl, the
Lunchback janitor.
e to sleep?”

Trapped!

ERVYN VANE looked very
pleased with himself as he

een snapped  the
enubaltern, with a change of manner.

“No, master!”’

“Then why keep me waiting about
on tho doorstep, you ugly toad?”
demanded Vane, glaring down into the
bearded countenance. ““Get a move on
next time I ecall or T'll cut you to
vibbons! Where's Smith?”

“Master is in the library!”

Vano nodded shortly and set ofl along
the oalk-panelled hall, but he had not
taken more than three or four steps
before the hunchback gripped him by
the arm, :

“T will find out if master will sce
you—-—"

“You'll mind your own confounded
business!” snarled the subaltern, swing-
ing round and sending the hunchback
reeling with a vicious punch befween
the eyes. “ You'll take orders from me
in future, you rat, and so will- two or
three other people I could meniion!
Understand 7

“Y.yes, master!” whimpered Karl,
nodding his enormous head.

Vane appeared to be ripe for trouble
as he strode away, and there was an
ugly glitter in his pale eyes as he flung
open the door of the library and sirode
into the comfortable, book-lined apart-
ment. Three persons were seated round
the big, open fireplace, and three heads
turned simultaneously as the door was
thrust open with such scant cercmony.

Mr. Wykeham Smith muttered some-
thing in a foreign tongue, and he looked
a terrible figure of cold fury as he stood
upright and fixed the yellow-haired
subaltern with a venomous glare.

“How dare you intrude in  this
manner !” he demanded, husky wiih
yassion.,  How dare you, 1 say!”

I 3 3

“How dare 17’ echoed Mervyn Vane,
caressing his wisp of moustache., “ Ob,
I intend to dare quite a lot in fuiure,
my dear Smith!”

The Boys’ Realm.

Professor Loder
and Captain Steele
exchanged a swift
eglance; Wykeham
Smith stood statues-
que, looking deep
into  the vOung
man’s pale eyes.

“So7” murmured
the masterof Stark-
leigh Grange, hit-
ing his eyebrows.

SN R T Y
mocked Mer v yn

Vane. “0h, you
can’t put the wind
up me with that

sinister pose, Smith;
the day when you
could secare me
stiff 1s past! From
tl moment, my
friend, we are
cquals, and therc
will be occasions
when I shall call
the tune! Do 1
make mysélf quite
clear 77

Wykeham
nodded
thoughtfully.

“Yes, you make
vourself quite elear,
Mr. Vane,” he
sard,. wrth ..
pleasant smile,
“erystal clear!” He
paused for a
moment, studying
his wvisitor. Then:

“How much do
you want, my
young friend?” he
asked, his tone and
manner paternal.

“Oh, a thousand
will do,” came the
drawling answer.

Wykeham Smith
nodded slowly, but

LII1S

Smith
slowly,

bestowed no sign
of surprise.

. thousand
pounds is a lot of
money,” he re-
marked quietly.

“I know it 1is,”

grinned Mervyn
Vane. “That’'s why
I'm asking for it!”

“And what 1f I
tell von to whistle
for that sum?”
asked Wykeham
Smith, still in that
¢quiet voice, “ What

if 1 refuse to be
bled and black-
mailed by an

oflicer and a gentle-
man ? What will
happen 1if 1 take
vou by the serufl of
ihe neck and throw
vou through that
E\'i!n!wx'-.
Sceand-Lieutenant
Vanc .~E*.|'-'.‘f.:_5::f_'11 his
narrow shoulders.
“ Ask vourself,

: T |
my dear fellow,” he

drawled, with
elaborate noncha-
lanece,

“You mean that
yon will turn in-
former, my dear
friend ¥

It was the soft,

silky voice of Pro-
fessor Emil Toder
that put the ques-
tion.

(Continned on puge 27.)
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The Meccano Boy of

to-day will design

the Land Liners of
to-morrow

Every boy 1s thrilled when
he reads of the speed records
created by such wonderful
racing cars as the famous
“ Blue Bird,” and if he is a
Meccano boy he is able to
understand something of the
magnitude of these splendid
achievements.

Meccano gives boys prac-
tical engineering experience,
for the system 1s composed
of real engineering parts 1n
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aplendid book.

the advance of civilisation has

It tells how
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dep_encied mainly on ﬂ_m mmiature_ that fit thEthEl‘
engineer, who has built and work in exactly the same
bridges, constructed har-

manner as the corresponding
parts in real engineering
practice.

This year Meccano Qutfits
are bigger and better than
ever., They all contain a
greater number and wider
selection of parts than pre-
viously, enabling hundreds
of new models to be built.

bours and breakwaters, and
reclaimed deserts, in the face
of overwhelming odds.

You can obtain a copy from
vour dealer, price 3d, If you
prefer it, send us three penny
stamps and we will send vou
a copy, post free, providing
: you send us the names and
addresses of three of your
chums. Put No. 30 aiter

: your own name for reference. :
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Ask your dealer
to tell you all
about the latest
developments.

Prices of Outfits
from 3/6 to 380/~

MECCANO LTD. (Dept. 30), Oid Swan, LIVERPOOL
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the fullest possible inforiation by return of post.

b & ThisDoysSealn Footbal Lengue

Any reader interested in the League should write to the Sports Editor
{enclosing a stamped and addressed envelope), who will send him
' His address is: THE SPORTS EDITOR, THE BOYS’ REALM,

yiy

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

GREETINGS !

Unfortunately, owing to pressurd ol space,
i wasn’t ahle to wish the many members of
the League greetings in the Christmas Num-
ber. However, I now take this opportunit
of extending most hearty greetings fo a
section secretaries, officials, and players
connected with the many sections of the
BOYS’ REALM Foothall League.—SPORTS
EDITOR.

Players Wanted,

It is not very often that I hear from a
reader to the effect that he is forming a
club, It is usually the other way about—
the ¢iub has been formed and want to join
this League.

fiowcver, an exceplion to the general rule
is contained in a letter which T have received
from BMr. R. Mulholland, 10, Gayfield Street,
Glasgow, C.4, who is very keen on forming a
club for lads of ages between 16 and 18 years,
and who come from the Maryhill and 5pring-
burn districts.

So if there are any Glasgow lads who
would like further details, wiil they com-
municate with him at the address given
above, enclosing a stamped addressed
envelope.

Willenhall Bacretary Resigns.

I am sorry to state that 3r. J. Leek, who
s0 ably managed the affairs of the Willenhall
sSection last season, has given wup these
duties and gone in for 2 more active part of
the game, havitg qualified as a referee. 1
feel sure that all clubs who had anything
to do with him will wish him success in his
new venture. In a future issue I hope to be
able to tell you his successor.

International as Wice-President,

I hinted a week or two back that there
was the possibility of my being able to give
you some interesting news regarding the
Blackburn Seection. This I am now able to
do, and I give below the names of the
centlemen who are undertaking various dulies
in connection with this section,

They are: Mr., J. T, Cherry, President;
Messrs. Dleasdale and H., Mealless, Vice-
Presidents; Mr., J. J. Grogan, Chairman;
Mr, . Crawshaw, Registration Secretary;
Mr. R. Isherwood, Referees' Secretary; and
Mr. T. Donald, Treasurer.

Probably the best known of these is Mr.
L. Healless, who is none other than the
famous International left HhHali-back of
Blackburn Rovers.

t Saints’ " Splendid Sides.

Az for Blackburn’s activities on the field,
there is not a great change in League posi-
tions since I last menfioned them here.

In both divisions the St. Bartholomew's
lads are having things all their own way,
and are following in the foolsteps of Milton
Rovers, who set up such a splendid record
last season.

in the Semnior Division, the “Saints * have
ccllected 13 points for 7 games, and have the
splendid average of 42 goals against 11.
Close upon their heels come Queen’s Park
nangers, a point behind, and Milton Rovers
2 points behind. Milton are not quite so
convincing this season, and recently had to
struggie very bard on their own ground to
gain the odd goal verdict against Northrop
sports. The latter club, although without
2 win to their credit at present, ought to
do better as the season adyances. These
remarks also apply to Darwen Villa, who so
far are pointless.

In the Junlor Division, St. Bartholomew’s
Reserves had the fright of their _lives
recently when East End Juniors ran them
to a draw of 5 goals all on their own ground,
Griflin  Celtic are c¢lose upon the “Saints'”
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heels, and I foresee a grim struggle between
these two clubs before the season ends. It
is pleasing to know that Albion Rovers have
rezistered their first win, and it is to be
hoped that this will spur them on to greater
eflorts.
‘By the way, many clubs in this section
would like the chance of playing friendly
matches with clubs in other Lancashire
sections. ; , _
Interested clobs should communicate with
Mr. R. W. Cunliffe, 58, Oswald Street, Black-
burn, in the first place.

Clubs Wanted,

The names and addresses of two readers
appear below who want to join a c¢lub, but
unfortunately they live in places where
there is no secction of this League. This,
however, should not be a drawback to their
joining a junior club, so should this catch
the eyes of enterprising secretaries, will they
get. in touch with them? They are W. I,
Hall, 2, Church Cottages, Church Alkham,
near Dover, and 1I°, Roe, 65, Princes Street,
Northam, Southampton,

Unboaten,

In the East London Section, which this
season comprises fourteen clubs, matters
are progressing favourably, and I am pleased
to say that Mr. L. H. Clarke, who was re-
sponsible for the formation of this section,
lias once again joined the executive com-
mittee. This time he is acting as assistaut
secretary, as it has been found fthat the
work of this seetion is far too much for
Mr. Edmonson. I feel sure that all clubs
will welcome Mr. Clarke back again.

At the present moment, Hazeldene United
and Reading are the only unheaten sides in
this competition, the former having a lead
of one point for the same number of games
played, Chalgrove, last season’s champions,
come next in the table with the same number
of points as Reading, but they, although
being but on¢ point behind the leaders, have
plaved one more game. After these three,
there is a decided drop in the matter of
points gained by other clubs, Canrobert, St.
Michael's, Belle, and Cayley each claiming
about fifty per cent of the possible points.

Honerton Albion, Foreland, Weymouth
Argyle, Bijou, Brownlow, Rednoe, and Mans-
field are the other clubs who appear in the
League table in the order named. Mansfield
are the "only ¢lub who have yet to record a
win, but I hope the time is mot far distant
when both this elub and Rednoc are able to
give a betler account of themselves,

To Chalgrove, with 12 goals against Mans-
fieid, and Reading, with 10 goals against
Bijou, lies the honour of being hefty scorers
S0 far, Reading have the best record, having
scored 40 goals to their opponents® 10.

Temporary Secretary.

The Walworth Section secretary is unfor-
tunately indisposed at the moment—in fact,
he is seriously ill—and a temporary secretary
in Mr. W. G. Rose, 22, Alsace Street, Wal-
worth, S.E.17, has been appointed.

I feel sure that ail clubs in this section
will wish Mr. Redding a complete and speedy
recovery.

Sunderiand Settiea Down,

The Sunderland Section, with its two divi-
sions, have settled down nicely, and the
League games are producing some very fine
sport.

In the “A" Division, there is little to
choose between Silksworth Rovers and Silks-
worth Juniors, who coceupy first and second
places respectively. These are followed by
Ryhope Celtic, 86t. Andrews, Southwick
vovers, Hollyear Juniors, and Toll Bar in
the order named. Mowhbray are the only
side in this division who have yvet to register
a point.

Thompson M.H. Scouts and Hendon Villa
are also pointless so far in the “B ¥ Division.
In this division Prospect Juniors hold pride
of place, having wop six of the seven games
yet played, and they are followed by D’Arey
Rovers, which team, if I remember rightly,
did very well last season. Havelock Star
have two games in bhand of the leaders, and
If they win these they will be level with
Prospect on points.

Belfast News,

The Belfast Section have been very quiet
for a long wnile, but I have received news
from them at last.

In BSection “A,” there is a very Jlively
situation, for Heatherview, Wilton, York-
ville, and Earlrose have little, if anything,
to choose between ecach other., It is true
that the two first-named have two more
points than the others, but they have also
played one more game. Unfortunately, West
End Second Team, Victoria, and Myrtlefield
have withdrawn since the playing season
commenced, and this robs this section of
some of its interest; but Mr. Scott is not
without hopes of other c¢lubs joining to take
their places.

In Section “C,” Crumlin Star have estab-
lished a long lead on points over their near-
est rivals—Hearts—there being as many as
seven points between them. Queen’s Island
Wanderers are running the Hearts very close,
and have two games in hand with but one
point to make up,

Dunmurry, Old Lodge United, Snugville,
North End, and Prospeect are the other
clubs, and appear in the table in the order
nained.

In Section “D,” the only pointless club is
Parkview United. MHillecrest are leading. the
field, having dropped but one point in seven
games, Next, in order, come Highfield
Juniors, B.R. Coy, Danubeville, Bangor
United, Granby, Crimea Thistle, Franklin,
and Parkview,

MNew Sections.
I understand that the Ebbw Vale Section

{ has ceased to function owing to the death

of Mr. T. H. King, the late secretary. I
feel sure that all clubs will be very sorry
to hear this. However, it will interest eclubs
near Tredegar to know that Mr., C. J. Ware-
ing, 7, The Crescent, Ashvale, Nantvbwehm,
near Tredegar, is formingd a new section,
and inquiries will be welcomed by Mr.
Wareing.

There is a distinet possibility of a new
section springing up in Derby, so will any
interested clubs please get in touch with
Mr. A. Porter, 33, Crompton Street, Derby.

Close Rivals.

There is a very interesting position in the
Jump Section at present, and if the three
clubs who are concerned keep up their form,
they should provide a thrilling finish at the
end of the season.

Hoyland Queen’s and Jump Red Lion have
each played seven games, winning six and
losing the other. Their goal averages are 24
against nine and 23 against 9 respectively.

Although they claim the same number of
points, Darfield Vietorias have played and
lost two more games than each of the
above-named, and, curiously enough, they
have lost the last three games in suecession.

Wombwell United, who made a very in-
different start, have strengthened their side
to such an extent that much is now expected
of them.

Platts Common, of this secfion, are the
only club who have yet to taste the sweets
of victory.
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“That’s what it amounts to,” returned
Vane, scowling as he met the old gen-
tieman’s benevolent smile. “You people
went out of your way to compromise
me—to get me into your clutches—and
now you've got to pay for having been
a shade too clever! I'm hard up at
the moment, desperately 1n need of
ready ecash, and unless you cough up a
mimble thousand I shall go straight to
old Masterson and tell him every-
thing !

And what of you; Mr. Vane?
asked Wykeham Smith, his air one of
imterest,  “lHave voa considered
yvour own position in this matter?”

[:HHIN

‘You bet I have,” returned the
subaltern, with a knowing ieer. " You
don’t think I'd be such a fool as to

put my own head in a nogse, do you?
've piven a great deal of thought to
this informer business, my dear Smith,
and I've got my story cut-and-dricd—
hall-marked on every link! I shall say
that I suspected you from the very first
and that 1 played up to you in order
to make you give yourself away! It
will be the old, old wheeze of giving the
other fellow enough rope with which to
make himself a neck-tie! I assure you
that there are no flies on hitle Mervyn,
gentlemen

“T'his, my dear Wykcham,” purred
Professor Loder, “is what comes of
underrating one’s subordinates!”

“Thought I was a ‘mug,” did you?”
crinned Vane, a trifle flushed.

“We thought,” eonfessed Emil Loder,
“that you were just a simpleton, the
ordinary brainless type of young
Britich officer, but now we know that
vou are an exceedingly astute young
man, with an intelleetual cunning which
amounts to positive genus! I tgke my
hat off to a master-mind, Mr. V®he!”

Vanoe flushed and grinned, for he
failed fo detect the note of irony in the
softly-spoken words.

“1 certainly know how many beans
make five,” he bragged.

“No one doubts that, Mr. Vane,”
said Wykeham Smith, “but haven’t you

£33

overlooked just one thing!
“What's that?”

“Yon said just now that in the event
of my refusing to give you a thousand
pounds you would go straight to
Colonel Masterson and tell him every-
thing.”

Wi '.."l.."l"]] 'l'ir:l

“What will be vour first step?”

“When I leave here——*

“Ixactly !” There was a wealth of
sinister meaning in the mellow voice,
“Yon seem to forget that the four
walls of Starkleigh Grange separate

-

3]
you and the outer world—the world of
Clolonel  Masterson and the Army
authoritics! Incidentally, I would
mention that every door in the house
18 barred and bolted, including the door
of this very room! You see, Mr. Vane,
Karl had already received his instrue-
tiong when you entered the place!”

Mervyn Vane grinned.

“You're suggesting” that I'm a
s sprisoner "
n‘Y 1, 5 5 133 1
oun are a pnsoner!” snapped

Wykeham Smith, badly netiled.

~ “Then go across to the window and
look down the drive,” =aid the subal-
tern. " You will see a man standing

The Boys'’

there, a soldier '|'|
who has received
explicit orders, and
should I fail +to
appear within a cer-

tain time he will
know exactly what
to do! And vour

own intelligence will
tell you that he’s not
alone on this job!”

There was an ex-
pression of grudg-
ing admiration In
Wykeham  Smith’s
dark eyes as he
turned away from
the window and
looked from Cap-
tain Steele to the
bird-faced pro-
fessor.

“Wae rjuy,” he
announced  laconi-
cally.

“Youthful genius
gets 1ts  Just re-
ward,” murmured
‘mil Loder.

Striding
tar end of the
room, Wykeham
Smith pulled some
heavy plush cur-
tains aside and re-
vealed a massive
steel door. Stoop-
ing, he manipu-
lated a dial and
certain levers, and
no word was said
as the door swung
open slowly,
smoothly, upon its
hinges. The safe
was as big as a box-
room, and Vane,
who had followed
close upon Wyke-
ham Smith’s heel,
took a step forward
and peered into its
shadowy interior.

“T’l] bet that safe
could tell a fine
tale, Smith” he
said, his pale eyes
bright with avarice
as he stared at the
stacks of banknotes
on the middle shelf.

to the

“Yes, and there’s
another tale to be
added to its reper-
toire !”  answered
the master of
starkleigh Grange.

Then swiftly and
without warning he
swung his arm and
sent the subaltern
l ying headlong
into the interior of
the safe.

Clang !

g =

Fhe door closed,
and Second - Licu-
tenant Vane was a
prizoner !

(Vane's in a sorry

plight. What will
“Baby”  Bunting
do when he fails to
appeor again?
Don’t:  miss fhext
week’s vipping  in-
stalment. Order

delay.)
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river
on _the
s Great |
e Western

.

Just like a d

Let her go, Bill!

Watch her move out of the station like the real “ Cornish
Riviera” Express . . . . Smoothly she glides
along, rapidly picking upspeed . . . . [Iaster and
faster . . ., . Now she is travelling !

Playing the great game of railways with a Hornby Train
1s the best fun in the world. A Hornby miniature
rallway 1s exact in every detail and enables you to
duplicate almost every operation employed in modern
rallway practice,

Every hour spent in playing with a Hornby Railway 1s
brimful of thrills and enjoyment. You will be proud of
your Hornby Railway when you have tested it and
discovered its splendid qualities.

Take Dad to your dealer’s store and show him the
Hornby Trains. When he sees them he will be just as
keen about them as you are.

The 1928-9 Hornby Book of Trains

The new Hornby Book of Trains is even better than last year's
edition! There are splendidly illustrated articles dealing with
real life and romance on the railway, and over 20 pages are
devoted to a complete catalogue of Hornby Trains.

You can obtain a copy of the 1928-9 Hornby Book of Trains
from your dealer, price 3d. It you prefer it, send us three
penny stamps and we will send you a copy, post free, providing
vou send us the names and addresses of three of your chums.
Write clearly and be sure to put letter V after your name for
reference.

Prices of Hornby Trains from 7/6 to 110/~

HORNBY
TRAINS

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED

Manufactared by
MECCANO LTD. ~ (Dept. V) ~ Old Swan ~ LIVERPOOL
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Make sure of one

The Boys’ Realm.,
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' FOUR BUMPER
CHRISTMAS GIFTS

of these, Lads!

The CHAMPION ANNUAL

A big budget of thrills, mystery and adventure—
that’s the CHAMPION ANNUAL. - Here ate stories
of hazardous exploits in all parts of the world.” Stories
of sport and tales that carry you on breathlessly to the
last word.
pages, of |}i-t‘kL'tI'£::-i and several L‘t‘ﬂ.:}ll!’f:d phl[&:i,

‘ | Every
1;{1}.’-1?1” want this I ' 1

L'\}{‘:il

The NEW NATURE BOOK

Here is an entirely new sort of book that wiil appeal
: d . 1] 3]
to every boy. who loves the great — out doors. it
contains a ]ﬂrg{: number of remarkable " action p'fmtﬂ-
S T i gy ] ) - . - )
graphs;” ' showing ‘Birds and Beasts 1n then natural
curroundings—hHow they Tive, hunt and’ make their
Lomes.) Famous' naluralists and explorers contribute
thé letterpress to this original volume,

The HOLIDAY ANNUAL
: g : , o

Here's a fine bie book that every boy of schigol age
will enmjoy. [t contains a large number of stories featur-
in{; well-known ﬂf,,"tm{}“mj,- ‘characters, BJH}' . B_uﬁtcr,
Harry Wharton, Jimmy Stlver, Tom Merry and all the
jolly pals of Greyfriars, St. Jim's and Rookwood Schools
are here to entertain with new adventures. There are

other thrilhing storics and articles as well, and lots of
“splendid pictures in this delightful Anpual. =

Every Boy’s HOBBY ANNUAL
For the boy who likes to make things and to know

hﬂw things W{}t'l{, 'ii'l'.,"‘.- HOBBY ANNUFEL 55 id'ﬂ'ﬂ];

It is [ull of clearly-written articles on all sorts of hobbies

and photographs and diagrams that show you exactly
what to do.  This book will bring months ot entertain-
ment. It is just the thing for the long winter evenings.
Wireless, Mechanics, Photography,” Carpentry are all
dealt with. |

6/~ nex Eacn
i NOW - ON-SALE. "~
At all _Newsagem‘s and - Booksellers

iﬁt‘mﬁ& ::::d j:zibi{islled fﬁﬂ;r;,-l ;,‘.Fn_f-:jm:m!;a.:-.' by thie Proprictors, The Amagamated Press, Ltd,,
ertisement offices : The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, Registered for transmission by Canadi: : y Past
rates; Iulaud and Abroad, 11s. per anoum; 5s. 6d. for six months. L : o Canbe DACLIN SREERIIDE- 05T
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| [} Sole agents for South Africa: The Central News Agency, Litd
Au=tralia and New Zealand: Meossvrs, Gordon & CGotel, Lid,— Saturday, December 22ud, 1928, 3¢ I
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Stories of school life as well as pages and -
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