i s e S

IS DN [e.m. comeeTimIO
AND

PACE  |rewrlf e

153' A a-!wu a, e

EVERY BOY'S AND YOUNG [MAN'S
STORY AND HOBBY PAPER.

E_VERY’f\?v_l_-:pNESDAY;QfNéfPENNY. s

WFEKERDI_N!; June 6, 1908,

vk 1 y
s Vi

L : Y, 10
OLLOW THE GENERAL'S EXA

7

e
\\\_\"‘.t_:\

=SS

T—

The men stood in indecision for a minute or two:
The cook had planted hersell squarely before the
black and had snatched the rope from the bough.
They were a rough crew; but they did not like
the idea of maltreating a woman. And that brief |
delay saved Roderick's life. Suddenly Colin, bound,
and lying upon the ground, gave a shout. He had |

caught the sound of approaching hoof-strokes, 4

MPLE AND READ “THE WOLF PATROL.”
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S with an oxprsnloﬂ .of great caution.

. “Faith, and is there any baste in sight?”
came ehe voice of Micky Flynn, from. within

HERALD,
Juno e,1908.

“The

Thel 1st Chagter.
*  The Lasso.

G. POINDEXTER put his
mlg?dll?ut of No. 4 Study at Cliveden,

] m:l.hohd up and down the passage

ud down the passage Poindexter

and then craned his neck to get a
nt. the staircase. There was no one in

and A}Imen:nnﬁ:llmm turned back

0 tudy with a satisfied grin.

Iﬂ.:u:m {ha coast’s clear,” F he remarked.

t out.”

and sure I—"

wk up! If those pesky bounders Panky

Price_come a!ung. they will spot us at
s, and then—

on,” said Dick Nc-.xlle
y lasso. Buck up !’

m picked up a louped rope from a

, and the three juniors left the study. It

a bright, sunny June day, and afterncon

was over. From the looks of the three

any observer might have guessed that

d something “‘on,” though they tried
quite casual and unconcerned as they
d the stairs.

coast was clear, 6o far; but at the bend

e stairoase Poindexter gave a grunt of

“'There's

the Cliveden Combine face to
o!” said Pankhurst, chiof of the Old
: "Wht have you got there, Punt-

or had made a hasty attempt® to

ﬂblonped rope behind him. But
s ware as sharp as gimlets.

Eh!" sai Pomd.uter innocently.  '* What

s

 you w‘n’at you had got there.”

h mi, 4 10|
ly a rope,’ u:d Pankhurst. “Yes, T
i’ What the dickens are you

s
s.pai’a"‘i coil of rope for?” What's
#aid Price. " What's the little
: - »
a.nd. there :mt nny little game,”
Flynn. * You're on the wrong
Panky. = It's nothin’ up

on the word of a descendant of
s of Ireland.”

=

. t h
st g 3 i
uosw going to do with that rope,

ye're too curious, Panky. Why
er make a lasso il he likes,

l:m'lue off with a howl of
ick Noville gave him a kick as
. bnqme

w!  What m yb kickin' my leg for,
Wdo hil

: aggers at him. Pankhurst and
buzst into o simultaneous chuckle.

A lasso, s it?” said Pankhurst.
r;w gom; to do with a lasso,

d your own business!” growled Poin-

veden Combine passed on.
Pmn grinned, mada room for
on the nta:n. Micky Flynn

medn'l have kicked me

34 to let anythin’ out
; H&*uslmn, and they might

* wnh:m guessing that we
roared Poindsster, ‘whe s
in 0

ﬂu T, W AW

g, and
itered by the hm-uhou;

 red-headed juniors were oommx ug and |

“King of the Road,” in

“The Boys”Realm,”
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Pankhurst and Price grinned nt one another.

* You h(‘ard that?” said Pankhurst.

"anfe &0,

*“ They've ngged

Stumpy's pony
What on earth do they want with Stump’s

pony !

*“To ride it, I suppose. My hat!
T've r.uupzhr on to it!" exclaimed Pankhurst
excitedly. *‘You know, it'a Derby Day this
week, and I've heard those three muttering
nbout the Derby .several times the past few
days. 1 suppose they’re thinking of geiting up
some wheezo or other on Derby Day. Any-
way, we're on in this scene, Pricey. We have
got to keep those youngsters lmd(-r our eye,
and see that they come to no harm.”

And Price grmned gleefully.

up a lasso to catch

I think

The 2nd Chapter.

“ Quite go!
Poindexter the Lassoist.
g AITH, and it's out of breath I am

IF intirely, ye spalpeens! Lemme

stop, ye gosscone! Do ye hear,
ye rotters?”

Micky Flynn was gasping for breath. Poin-
dexter and Neville had run him out of the
house at top speed, and right aecross the old
Close to the gates. But they had not stopped
there. Through the gates b%ey went, and up
the lane at a mlrmg pace, the Trish junior
atu,mhlm alo:.gh betweeu them, bewildered by

i dtﬁn and half chmkms that his

lﬂﬂdﬁlh’ taken leave of their

- .M. a_stile which led into a field ‘beside the
river, Poindexter and Mﬂll.e stopped lt— last,
and Micky gasped for breath.
“Ye spalpeens—"
Poindexter took him by the waistcoat, and
;a\mmed him against the top bar of the stile.
o pesky ass—"'
** Faith, and what's the matter now1'"
P“Yo,u ve given us away to Panky and
rice."

; “ﬂmﬁhl
The mult Illms in ile Inhme.

Tinned beefl wllﬂ" Puki
Neck @ind

) ed Beef WIISI"

“Bure and I've done nothin’ of 1hc sort. I
didn't tell them we were goin’ to lasso
;!um_{z_vs pony, and use it for a race on Derby

ay.
“Oh, it's no pgood talking to him!” ex-
claimed Dick Neville. * The best thing you
can do is to give him a ducking in the ditch
here—"

** Faith, and I—

s l guess you're right; shove him in, and

‘dl(kv Flynn clung to the stile.

*Sure, and I— Pax, ve bastes—pax !

Pmnduxtcr laughed, ard let go his collar.

Vell, the secret’s out now, anyway! 1 he
exclaimed. *1t doesn't matter much “only I
didn’t want a crowd here to’ watch us

e

‘ Let's get to business, anyway.’

The (umbum climbed over \‘he etile. The
towards tho river, and was a part of

extensive grounds of Cliveden College. Stump,
the new porter at Cliveden, kept his pony in
that field, and that pony was the pride of
Stump’s heart. It was a eleek little_animal,
full of ‘spirit, and Stump had taught it to
beware of schoolboys.” Many a junior st
Cliveden would have been glad of a chance of
riding Stump’s pony, but Stump would pro-
bably have eommitted assault and battery on
the spot if he had discovered them doing so.
And the pony was not easy to capture, either.

Lincoln . Poindexter was a splendid rider.
He had nddcn mustangs on the Western
p]mns, and he * guessed” that he could tackle
Stump's pony. And the idea had come into
Poindexter's head of celebrating Derby Day
by a race at Cliveden. Stump's pony was to
figure in the race, without Stump’s permission,
and another mount would have to be procured
for the rival rider. The idea was hailed with
enthusiasm by Neviile and Flynn, and this
attempt o lasso the pony and practise with
him was the ouicome,

Poindexter guve the coiled rope a swing in
the wir as he strode across the field to where
the pony was grazing. Peter—that was t
pony’s name—looked up out of the corner of
lus eye, but made no movement otherwise.

“71 say, do you know how to handle that
thing?” asked ,Nev ille, glancing at the lasso.
uess so.

** Faith, and—"

“ Pve seen cowboys lasso wild steers on the

‘is Very Popu!ar. ]

field on the other side led with a genile ﬂlu{}ﬂ! |

prairie,”’ said Poindexter. *“I've handled the
lasso myself, too, though it was rome time ago.
1 guess 1 shall be able to account for pony
™ m{l looki t

e's looking at ns.”

**Bure, and the 'bu.see can see out of the back
of his head, I believe,” said Micky Flynn. ‘‘I've
tried to catch him myself, and sure I couldn’t
do it!”

“ What you couldn’t do, Micky, would fill a
pme set of volumes."
= 'leh. nnd I'd like to see ye lasso Peter,

at's

”I guess you'll see it soon.”

They wereyneu enough to the pony now for
a cast of the lariat. Peter had not moved, but
his eyes were blinking.

uess Peter will suif me down to the
ground,” md Poindexter, looking eriticslly over
the pony. * We'll get another beast from
Clivebank, Dick, for you, and perhaps one for
Micky ; only Micky

can’t ride.”

well, we-‘ll
make if a gt
snid Pomdeuter e {3
will be exeiting, and it
will lay over anything
‘the O! Firm have

oelebutmnu. I guess.
: o fans

‘dﬁ;dm—

two.l'*

the
head,
Juniors |

PPy ¥

promptly
Micky

uaﬂofotlplutanl drew level,
slx yards more. Poindexter

g Wl i)

| time. Bmmm“m&umﬂﬁqm

“done in the way of |-

asso :
Aml the two
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uite quick enough, and the swinging

was not

| rope l.nw.qkul his cap off, and he gave a yell

* Sure, and ye——"

“ Stand back——" g

" Ye've nearly busted me brain- box "%

“Rats! Get out of the way!

Neville dragged Micky back. TPoindexter
circled the rope, and hurled it. Peter threw
up his heels and dashed off. Poindexter dragged
on the rope, and Micky Flynn went rolling over
on ‘hf‘ ground.

Poindexter stared at him.

“ What are you doing in my lasso, Micky

F]ynnf

Howly St. Patrick 1"

* Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dick Neville,
lassoed Micky! “Ha, ha, ha!”?

Poindexter turned red.

The cast had evidently been a faulty one, for
the pony was on the other side of the field, and
\lzcﬂ ghnu was rolling on the ground in the
coils nE the lasso.

“ Arrah, 7 howling lunatic I'*

Get up!

“Ye shrickin® omadhaun 1"

“ Get out of my lasso! It was all your fault
for getting in the way. Why don't you geb -
clear of the rope, you ass?"

“Faith, and I can't intirely.”

“It's tightened round his arms!” chuckled
Dick \ev:lle. stooping over the sprawling
junior. - ** You've got him safe, Punty. If onl_f
it had been the pony instead of Micky—"

“Oh, give me the lanso 2

“Right-ho! I'l cut it!” F

“Ass, if you cut it, I'll jump on you!”
shouted Poindexter, rushing to the rescue of
his lasso.

‘ Well, you get it loose, then,” said Neville,
ste?pm back; * blessed if I can?

Poindexter cast the lasso loose. and Micky

Flynn staggered to his feet. He gave tha
merican chum an expressive look.

o ch many sorts of a slly ass do ye cgn
yerw]i’ he demanded.

1t was all your fault fm- gettmg in tf.\b
wt.y S
**Sure, and I—"

"“Ha, ha, hat”

It was a_roar of laughter from the stile. The
Cliveden Combine looked quickly round. Pank-
hurst and Price were seated on the top bar of
the stile, and behind them in the lane were
Gatty, Greene, \Iedung, ard mcerai other
fellows of the Fourth Form, all roaring wtt.h
laughter.

The,chums coloured uncomfortahly, l}le:r
realised that they had had an audience tot the
great lusomg feat.

“H I inbiced. Pomdestety
S Pt ke e B e
‘“ Ha, ha ha 1" mmd

nsllu Jnhnnyl Tri d':fhm
s nfam.

e rﬁgg
gmnnbomteltupbeowse ,-&‘.m
grinning.”

i e

““Oh, come on!"”

And the Cliveden Combine crosted the field

on_the track of the elusive Poter, Poindexter

coiling in his lasso as he went,

The 3¢d CI Chapter.
On and Off.

OINDEXTER stopped again within an
easy cast of the pony. Peter-looked
at him out of the corner of his. eye;

but perhaps Poindexter’s wwkd e,
- confidence, for he

t h
~yards of hiy the first
and his chums were exceedingly careful to
burr;d his reach.
pony went on grazing. Poindextar threw
up his hands and startled him, and he' r’c‘:n&
his head. Then the lasso flew, Flynn

Mick
gave a yell, but it was one of t.numpi:,
saw the noose slip upon the sicek neck of the

po'l:IGat him "

¥ Vh"ﬂnw‘?atma back, ;;,p.whh

dunt

juniors the stile shricked mih
ll.uzhhr at the mxhe of the bold lassour towed
through tho grass by the galloping ¥.
“Poindexter hung on desperats]v and his crmms
rushed to the rescue. Flynn and Neville se
hold of Poindexter, md then of the rope, q;d
lmng on with all tmngl:h

on'" nspcd qudaxhr..
xm the brute I’
* Arrah! Hang on!™
Peter came to a sto]

oome on!”

w Oh,

* But, sure, I say, yu'h forgotten suictta aa;d E

behind, and there was a roar,

AL ooﬁl&:‘t gef, hold of them, kid1” =~
“ Arrgh!

Are ye goin' to ride him without

" you'ye -

s he =55
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“1 guess so.”

“Faith, and I'll be glad to see ye ride Peter
sareback.” said Micky Flynn. * Ye'd better
leave it to me, Puntpusher. I've ridden ponies
‘bareback on the hills in County Kerry, and I
can manage him."

“I feel a bit knocked up!" gasped Poin-
dexter. ““You can go on first, if you like, if
you think you can manage him."

* Faith, and I'm sure of it.”

“Well, I guess you can try.”

The juniors approached the pony rather
binorly, but Peter seemed to be in a gentle
wmood.  Apparently he realised that he was
defeated, ans did not mean to keep up a vain
struggle.

“He's all right,” said Neville, patting the
pony's muzzle. “ He's in a good temper.”

Poindexter nodded.

“That’s so, Dick. You've only gof to show
a horse that you're master, and he'll cave in
and be as gentle as any lamb, I guess.” R

“ Faith, and there's a deceitful gleam in his
off eye—""

“Oh, he’s all right! Jump on!” Y

*Gimme a bunk, then; there's no stirrups,
you know."

* Here you are.'

Poindexter knotted the lasso at the loop,
leaving it loose enough for the pony to be com-
fortable, but not to slip off over the head.
Neville gave Micky Flynn a helping hand up,
and the Irish junior was quickly astride of
Peter's back. K sort of tremble ran through
Peter. Poindexter knew what that meant, and
he gave a yell of warning.

“ Look out!”

“ Arrah, I—ow—bejabers!™

Peter tore his head loose from Poindexter,
and started across the field at full gallop, the
rope trailing behind through the grass.
Poindexter made a desperate snatch at it, but
it whisked through his fingers like a snake,
and disappeared. Peter held on straight for
the river.

“My“l:nlli." gasped Noville, “he’s going for

wa

*“T guess he won't go in.”

“But Micky will."”" -

“The water's shallow. By Jupiter, ldok at
the brute!”

_Peter dashed down directly towards the
river. Micky Flynn had fallen forward on his
neck, clutching wildly at his mane to hold on.

. “Help! Arrah! Help!” roared the Irish
Junior.

He had not the slightest chance of con-
trolling or stopping the excited pony. The

river gleamed ahead, and Micky Flynn gave
up for lost,
o 1 Help!”

Peter dashed right down to the edga of the
- watar, and the onlookers thought that he
moeant to dash right into it,

But knew a better trick than that.
‘Right to the water's edie he dashed, and
then suddenly stopped stock still, his
L e e ik

ick:; lynn, course, was hur i
over his lowered head. o

The Irish junior described a somersault in
the air, and went with a tremendous splash
into the river.

Peter, as if satished now, frotted quietly
away and began to grase. Poindexter and
Neville were tearing down to the banlk.
Micky's head ‘rose from the water, his hair
dmﬂng over his face. £

" Help

The water came up to his neck, but his foot-

Pk oeiat phungid ‘. a5 ceaght b by the
§ ed i ca - him

hair, ond. him_shoreward. ille

forefeet

0 im £ 3
gripped his collar, and he was landed.

“ Arrah! Don't pull my hair out by the
roots!" wailed Micky.

“Rata! I'm saving your life!"” exclaimed
Poindexter.

“Ow! Leggo!"

Micky was plumped in the grass, drenched
and dripping. Poindexter shook himself, and
scattered o shower of water-drops like a New-
foundland dog.

" Howly smoke! I'm wet—"

“Did you expect to get ducked in & river
without pgetting wet?" asked Poindexter sar-
castically.

“Bure, and it was all your fault, Point-
pusher, entirely,” said Micky Flynn, niltingl
up in the grass and rubbing the water out of |
his eyes. " Why didn’t ye hold on to the
rope?”

“ Why didn't you hold on to the horse?"

“Well, yo soe—"

“Ass! Now we've got to catch him again.”
“If you had held on to the rope—"
“1f you had held on to the horse i
“Oh, rats!” exclaimed Dick Neville. ‘“Are

we going to have another try? Those rotters
on the stile seem to be killing themselves with
laughing.”

“Of course, we're going to have another
try. I guess I'm not going to be beaten by
any four-legged pony in this country.”

““Then come on. Luckily the rope’s still en
him; we shall only have to get hold of the
end of i 33

“Bure, and that won't be so easy,” said
Micky Flynn.

“Oh, I guess we can do that!” said Poin-
dexter, * Come on!”

And the Cliveden Combine resumed the
chase, while from the stile across the field,
where the crowd of Cliveden fellows was
increasing, came a yell of merriment.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The 4th Chapter.
Poindexter’s Ride.
[PETER seomed to be in a sportive mood

e

that afternoon. A dozen times the
juniors came just within grasping
distance of the trailing rope, and as they
clutched at it, the pony whisked off, and the
rope whisked off too.
* By Jove!” exclaimed Neville. “ This is
tting monotonous. Those asses yonder will
t]:::le’ something if they. g0 on yelling like
0[1._ hang them!" said Poindexter.
. “Faith, and sure I'm gettin' fagged
intirely. Poundexter, old dear, I'm afraid the
pony doesn’t want to be caught.”
“He may not want to, but he's going to be
caught, T guess,” said Poindexter grimly. I
guess ,I'm not going to be beaten by a fat

S i
% Ohf :: L let the b be:
me on ! wa le rute t
Panky and Price would have it up a .Iil:d“\:;
for aver and ever. Wae can't af ordgto look
such asses, if we're to keep the respect of the

But f the on't be caught—
“ But sure, if the pony won't 4
“* He's got to be nlug{t." i

i
“

“ We've got to catch him," agreed Neville.
:ullfa're ‘:ﬁhl:'ltnh working % order, the laugh
anl".'“ m anyway.

And the breathless juniors resumed the
chase. y_wore red with their exertions
and the hot June sun, and their faces were
thick with perspiration. Th? separated so
as to surround the pony, and approach him
from different directions, and closed in on

m.
“ Now, Peter,” said Micky Fl
suasively. " Good old Pet-e’r-—goggn hg::;
We're not gmn to hurt you, Peter darling.”
But Micky's l{Ilngli.n!rmefntn were all in vain.
Poter refused to listen to the voice ?il the
charmer. He dodged the juniors, and dashed
away between Neville and Flynn. , The trail-
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‘3d. Complete Library.
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ing rope whisked off through the grass, and
Dick and Micky threw themselves  upon it
together, and came in contact with a heavy
bump.

“Oowl”

o Owe-wow ! :

Micky and Dick sat up in the grass, dazed
and breathless, and stared at one another.
The pony was acroés the field. Poindexter
was running after him, but he stopped,
breathless and exasperated.

From the stila came a {resh roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Pankhurst and Price could not have enjoyed
a pantomime more. They were yelling them-
selves hoarse and husky, and so were the other

1 1he stile, Y
Juﬂi%l: I;‘twaoou re “Why did
ye run into me?'

Dick Neville panted. &

“Why did you run into me, you assi

“ Sure, you got in the way—

“ It was you got in the way—

“ Ass »

* Fathead—" - 2SR A

#1 guess you're both right there, said Poin-
dexter. ‘It doesn’t matter whether the ass
ran into the fathead, or the fathead ran into
the ass! You've spoiled the thing again
between you. Come on!” Y By

‘ Faith, it's out of breath I am intirely!

“ Come on!”’ ¥ y

“1 say, Poindexter, I'm getting fed up with
that pony—" 4 s

“ Come on!' said Poindexter inexorably.

And the breathless Combine started after the
pony again. Peter was feeding quietly close
to the water eyes
brightened. y

"g.l guess we've got him now, * e murmured.
“We ehall corral him agaivst the river; he
won't have so much room to dodge, anyhow.
Follow your uncle!”

gasped Micky.

now. Poindexter's

The pony raised his head and looked at
them nsotﬁey came cautiously up. Then he
dashed away up the bank. Buf, as Poin-

dexter had noted, he had less room to dodge;
the rippling Coombe barred his escape on one
side. 'The ‘trailing rope whisked by Poin-
dexter’s feet as ran forward, and he
clutched lll‘t ibt. andp caught it.

“ Got, tl rute I"" .

Poi:dext:r dragged on the rope. His chums
Jent him their aid, and tdh;_lrlamve pony was

ickly brought to a standstill.
qul:;:;mﬁ fellogs would have used the end of the
rope on Peter's flunks, as a punishment for
the trouble he had given them, but there was
nothing of that sort about the Cliveden Com-
bine. They, drew the pony in, and Neville
stood at his head while Poindexter ‘mouﬂtgd.

“ Faith, and now ye've got him! gxclmmed
Micky Flynn. “Stand clear, while Punt-
dodger is chucked into the river."

Poindexter set his teeth. = h

“He won't chuck me into the river in a
h g :

¥ ure, he chucked me. in, and as I'm the
better :5-1131--—'

“1f ye say rata to me, Puntscraper—"™
“Btand clear!” : 5 ¢
“Begorra, and we'd better!" exclaimed

Micky Flynu, jumping back, and Dick Neville

| promptly followed his example.
But

ple.
Lincoln G. Poindexter soon showed that
he could ride.
There was néither saddle nor bridle on the
v, but Poindexter had ridden horses bare-
g::k in earlier days on the Western prairie,
and though he was much out of practice in
that difficult art, Peter found him a handful to
tack

le.
The pony tried first the tactics that had
1:ucsgeulful. in the case of Micky Flyun.
dashed away at full speed, and came to s
sudden halt, with his head low and his
haunches high. But Poindexter dug his kriees
mhthe pony's flanks, and clung on like grim

[ dozen ti the tried those

o, o S i o Tl e 1
Iy siastionlly. 34

et Sk -chom of sl Stcollenb

sul X
p. And from the juniors crowded
at the stile a cheer rang, too. " Pankhurst and
ice were naver slow to give a tribute to real
grit, even in a rival.
"~ Bravo, Pointplunger !
“Good old Tinned Beef!”
i was not listening, however, He

ey

With the assistance of ‘“The Boys' Friead"
Correspondence College. One of the best-paid |
occupations Just now is:—

Motoxr-Oazx Driwving
and Baogineering.—
An apprenticeship at home for half-a-crown.
A complete course of tweiye lessons, lilustrated

“ Chums of Wycliffe.”

A Splendid New Schoof Story. By JACK NORTH.

i s
b ik L il

Tldowqy"

—

NOW ON SALIE.

1 free, for sixpence, so that, no matter where you |

ever designed. By C. Smith, B.Sc.,

to-day offers you the first two lessons, post
~ live, you may have the benefit of testing the

advice and Instruction of the greatest experts |
in the world.

o

| Staxt To-Day, by sending a
{0. for 6d. for the first two lessons to the
‘Principal,” “ The Boys' Friend ” Correspondence
 Callege, 2, Carmelite House, Carmelite Strect, -
London, E.C. i 3
-

Price Threepence Each.

\‘ : £ Pirt s
the other juniors crowded away in alarm.
weré none too soon, either. Peter went

wanted all his attention for the pony. Peter

o e L e e o Rl
round ] at a headlong pace. |
e e e o Mg
y ung tightly to seat on the ponys
back, arid gave him his head.

That not enough for Peter. He dashed
twico right round the Seld, and then made o
sudden b the stile. F
_ The stile was a low one, nothing to Peter
in the way of a jump, and it looked as if he
meant to olear it with the Amerioan chum on
his back,
 There was a

yell of alarm from the juniors

kot cho way 1” d Neville

E wa) TOATe hid .

_But the Old Firm dfd not need the warning.
scrambled off the stile at record :Fms

o0 Tk Boun cistiee o kgl Tnd
ause.  His hool atto in the ha

right on he dashed towards the school |
mﬁy kat 1" gasped Neville, in utter dismay.

‘" {J M‘I A
_#*‘ﬂﬁﬁﬁ&k? A st ths e

i

93 -
Sk "'P«lm\l il “What an
They clambered over the siile.

“I say, the i
Pu.nkhm:t. T izl

" Yes, come on," saj i
lend a hand, and ‘::ﬂmlela_ 4
Close before he does an; Laec2teh hin

"_I“}%Iagl‘l:‘h you are " 7 damage, Comy

e Fourth F dasheq

after Peter, B“tcﬁ?emgn i
his back, had alresd dﬁ’;m‘hp
great gates of Cliveden, Tesin

Al

The Si—h—amplq
A Busted Idey,

OINDEXTER g4 giof s 3
]:P cleared the stile, tldﬂdg:_‘k;’ %
to the school, He P ?:l A

was making for his stable

stop him, he sat tight, ““Id':f:li;:w
It was all he could do, The po

the gates, and ourcored m”ﬂ:‘ﬂ_
There was a yell of alarm gy the ‘#
went prancing down & grayal pth,

** Look out!” gasped Poindexier,

“Ciel! Vat is zatf' Pisicr

Monsieur Friquat, i
(‘livc-dlén. was walking é‘oh:nfgmh
a terrified jump as h Tungay
right duwuj u[xI:ll hin:. . .

“giul, I mnE i(;:lt!" '

“* Get out of the way!” e |
: Tlhp E[-'rench master loeg:eelx!lndto 1
denly from a trance, and i
as the pony thundered oy shipped

“Mon blen! Ciel!” gasped Mo
vas ze greatest of narrow eseapes [fjsgy
derful marvel zat I am not keel" :

The pony dashed on.

Mr. Lanyon, the master of the Four,
coming out of the schoolhonse, und b
and adjusted his spectacles, and shared 3 o
careering junior in indi —

- Pninddxmr." e by

Poindexter made no reply. i
have made up his miudr:o?:mﬂgs“
explore the interior of the houss s By
dexter was dragging furiously en his
stop him or turn him aside.
t;lPrqI'ndexterl Get off that pony i

v
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a
r. Lanyon rapped out the
“Do_you hear me, Poindexter
your immediately dismounting nd
that pony quietly back to his stuble.
Poindexter would have given s
money to be able to do so; but Peter
considered |
** Poindexter, take

T‘l\v{ L took ing ji

r. Lanyon took a

th@n,w;&wlo{ s e ]

clattered his forefeet on the m% f
“Dear me, Poindexter!” i %
Mr. Lanyon landed in s flo ink !

over. His hat went one way, and

another. Trev fetmultiw rlh:::hﬁ:

came running from the direc

round in his flsnnels. Bub Poter

im a chance to get near. He e

different direction, and went @

the | ith the unf

Ko e S

making for it again,

dashed off at right angles.
buute_!

Sure we—"

“ Sl

Stump, the porter,
and was Idoking on
amazement. Stump was
the Cliveden boys as *
reagson that s former po
had borne ‘ﬂ“'t nickname.
in a towering fury.
“You young varmint!’
forgetting the respect:
“* Brin,

at

his disengaged §
you o ride @y

sweat |” z
“ Stump 1"
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had not ob-
v:‘ ‘\‘.hf.:vp:nd;? E['I'xs manner
touched his cap-

I to Poindexter like
whet do you mean by
especially in the Close!
't want to ride him in the
znid Poindexter, between jerky
“Jle bolted, sir! e
y&n doing on his back at all?
hi :i‘:gtdpl‘ﬂ“’“' eir.” ;
o kuow you are not allowed to ride
w"” hi it would be a good
o "ﬁ“:}g D;_v by & race in the
ractise with Stump's
ride dDﬂy-"
‘seemed almost trified.
going bop‘;’ida my pony!” he
- young—"

. Poindexter, I exconerate you
_-wf;w of creating this disturbance
1 but it all comes of your having
‘s pony without permission. You
#‘ hundred lines of Virgil,
to your Form-master by the end

what consoled by the heavy im-
Ww Poindexter, | his
¢ pon Peter, who satis-
s fun, went as quietly

”Gﬂa Chapter.

The Challenge-

ro ibition ! said Pankhurst,

dispersed. ** By the way,
call riding, Punt-

Put up a
1 should
.ﬂlltf’ the way you're
¥ Day, you can put me
TI've néver laughed so
¥ you chaps went in for

* Quite sol

eaid Poindexter. *“The

_vow, but you never
. And Peter would have
the river as he chucked

o T, B o

.mvl ’
again if you got on

m 5 Vul.;d
ow of horse-

than you could” put up, |

idlyxeo&ﬁd.rn;:'

e .%rrah, now, Panky——"
“ You can come in in the i *" gai
Pmri;lc:;]pr. grand stand,” said
* Faith, and I'd make a better jockey—
“¥Y¥ou weigh too much, and ynuJ're 13:0 much

of an ass, anyway—"

“}"nirh. a]nd I—"

“It's settled!” exclaimed Pankhurst. * And
on Derby Day, you kids, you can look out for
a record licking.”

“ We'll take all the lickings you ean give us,
without noticing them,” grunted Poindexter.

‘ Faith, and it's right you are!”

And the rivals of Cliveden separited, full of
the new wheere, which was soon being dis-
cussed all over the lower school.

The 7th Chapter.
Derby Day.

ERBY DAY! A famous day in racing
annals—and a day of unusual interest
this 3rd day of June to the juniore

of Cliveden College,

The hasty challenge of Lincoln G. Poin-
dexter had been as hastily accepted ; lnt}’olhﬁ
iden of the race had caught on in the lower
school.  And not in the lower school only,
either; for many of the great Pooh-Babs of
the Upper Fifth and Sixth were curious to see
the race, and had apnounced their intention of
taking seats in tho grand stand—the grand
stand being a new name for the cricket
pn]vllwn. . e

t was pretty cerfain that the whole of the
Lower Formf would be there, ‘s0 the rivals

were sure of a numerous audience, and a noisy
one,

Next Wednesday’s Complete Storyiis Entitled * Fiyhn, the Golfist2: "
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shorte, and the bridle consistéd of a highly-
dc.mmtu-e pair of braces. e d

“Ha, hd, ha!"

 Good old Tinned Beof I

oud cheers grected the Combine as they
came down to the racing-ground, Micky Flynn
following with a huge bell in his band. The
bell was to bo rung to clear the coursa, in the
true racing style, and Micky seemed to be
rather fond of its musie, for he clanged it
again and again as he came along.
:l:rﬁ\'el_\'an put his fingers in his ears.

‘Flynn, stop that fearful row!” he ex-
claimed.

" What row ! asked Micky innocently.

* With that bell.” 5 4

*Bure, and it's not mueical you are. I like
the tone of that bell.”

;‘ Well, I don’t, so shut up!”

*:But sure, I've got to clear the course—"

* Wait till you're on the course, then, you
young ass!"”

** Arrah, then, Trevelyan——"

*“Oh, keep quiet!" said Poindexter,
guess you've made row enough.”

* Faith, and you're a hoss in this act. Punt-
didger, and you can't speak,” said Micky
Flynn; “s0 you shut up!” <

2' It's a case of Balaam's ass over again,”
said Medway.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Dick Neville led his steed on the course, and
Micky reluctanily kept the bell quiet. \
were looking with interest for the appearance
of Pankhurst and Price.

‘' There they are!”

*Buck up, Panky !” s ¥

Price emerged from the house in green silk,
leading Pankhurst by the bridle. Pankhurst

fig

POINDEXTER
LASSOES
STUMPS
PONY!

only one charge of powder!™

" Now, keep quiet, you ass!”
sitting on Micky's chest.
“ Lemme-gerrap 1™ <y 3
“Gentlemen, the race is about to commence.””
. The jockeys led their horses upon the field,
and stopped at the starting-post.  Gatty was
standing there with a toy pistol, which fired -
real powder and shat. s
** Are you ready?”’
“I guess so.”
“Quite s0,"
Gatty raised the pistol, and all was breath. -
less attention. i

growled Crine,.

The 8th Chapter.
The Winning Horse.

“They're off!” i
They were certainly off.

Poindexter and Pankhurst had dropped on e
their_hands and knees, and Price and Neville =4
had mounted on their backs. As the pistol
popped they were off—in a double sense. For
as the amateur horses started, the jockeys
rolled off their backs, and plumped into the

grass.
There was & roar of laughter from the spee- -
“False start,” sid Trevelyan, wiping his

eyes; “ iry again.”
hﬂ'!l'he jockeys rose to their feet rather rue-
y. : St
Poindexter and Pankhursi were led back fo
the starting-post, and their riders mounted
them again. Gatty was looking at his pistol in
rather a puzzled way. g
* Bure they're all ready!” exclaimed Mu:k.y'
Flynn. “Why don’t you start them, Gatty?"
"1 haven't any more powder.” it
' Well, of all the asses! Fancy a starter with

oing to play

OP!

* How was

to know they were
ded Gatty

= : r s

Gatty filled his lungs with air, and o
his mouth. He gave a yell that a Red ﬂz %
on- the *warpath would not have bBeen ashami

of. Some of the juniors jumped: but the
“horses "’ were ready, and they started.
This time the start was a success. “d - il

The course aeronu:ihe dhldéo:-
, then round a g beek again, o4
‘and P plunged through,

k

e i =
e | 3 eyl

ﬂuum d up, as a erowd of spee. .
tators were advising him to do, and he went *
bundling and bumping along ab & rate that -
left Poindexter in the rear. e =]
The half-wa; Yost‘ was reached first by ﬁ: A |
Old Firm, a:fﬁ hey went whisking round it

muttered Neville, “Now, then,
tdodger, for the honour of the Combine!™
" Hoa sablle s Sk ool B P
£ o an i ' r




