6 « The Unconquerable,” in “The Boys' Friend,” is a Grand Tale of Exciting Adventyre,
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‘ The Ist Chapter.
3 One for the Combine.

o Y only hat!”
i M Pankhurst and Price, the auburn-
e haired chums of the Fourth Form

: ,.at Cliveden, were coming out of the school-
= bouse, when the former suddenly stopped, with
=that ejaculation of surprise.
blud*My only pyjama-hat!” repeated Pank-
burst. . “Look at them, Pricey!”
= And Price looked.
Three juniors were wheeling their machines
from the direction of the bicycle-shed. It was
-*Wednesday—a half-holiday at Cliveden—and
a sunny June afternoon. The three youths—
Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn, otherwise
known as the Cliveden Combine—were evi-
dently going out for a cycle-run. But it was
“;'xot that which caused Pankhurst’s ejacu-
YJation. There was nothing out of the ordinary
win the Combine going for a cycle-run on a fine
afternoon. It was the ‘“ get-up” of the Com-
“bine that made Pankhurst stare. -
~-7And truly, the get-up of the three cyclists
was striking.
w42 My only hat?” ‘Pankhurst murmured
- again. ‘' Gorgeous, aren’t they?”
: And Price murmured :
% : W ** Quite so !
' The Combine were clad in Norfolk jackets
qand knickers. Jackets and knickers had been

3 5 carefully brushed, and not a speck of dust was
NG to be seen upon them. That alone was rather
5 a striking circumstance in the Fourth Form at

Cliveden. But that was not all. Each of the
three had his best tan boots on, and the tan
boots, too, were spotless. Each had a beauti-
- fully white collar, and a tie tied exactly in the
‘x;;x dle. Each had his cap set strzight on his
- l > e !
~ © Dick Neville had been seen with his cap
- straig fore, and so had Poindexter once or
twice. But never Mi Flynn. But now
“each of the three had his cap as straight as
“if it had been glued upon his head. Even
that was not all. Each of the three had a
flower in his coat, and it was this last circum-
stance that made Pankhurst and Price stare
more than anything else.

_“My hat!” said Pankhurst, for the fourth
time. ‘“ What, in the name of wonder, is the
matter with them? They can’t be going to a
wedding—""

*“Or a funeral?’ euggested Price vaguely.

“Chape don’t go to weddings or funerals on
bikes,”” said Pankhurst with a shake of the

_head. “But there’s something unusual on.
‘Did you ever see Micky Flynn with his cap
straight before?’

"“ lever, that I remember.”

‘He must have put that on in front of a
looking-glass,” said . Pankhurst. “ Look at
their gloves, too. Going cycling in light kid

oves,”” -

‘“My word !”

. “And roses in their coats!
“nean?’
- ““Mad, perhaps.”
““ Well, that’s possible. We’ll ask them.”
And Pankhurst and Price walked towards
_ the three chums of the Fourth.
., The Combine stopped and waited for them
to_come up.
.. Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn were lookin
- _very gleaseg] with themselves, and they greete
the Old Firm with superior smiles.. It was
evident that they considered that they were
coring in some way.
fay,” bégan Pankhurst, “ What's the

I guess,” drawled Poindexter.
S ﬁis&*’ﬂfu-_ige mad. Are you

What does it
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_. - Sure, and your complaint’s not infectious,”

%lgk l\q,xoky lynn; “we en’'t caught it,
anky ; :

““Then what's up?” _demanded fﬁni:kgrst

“Oh, cheese it!” said Dick Neviﬂé;,
selves d' ly ; but th : wh
sel up decently ; but that’s no reason
& %' T . rhy we

~ out for a bicycle run,” said Poindexter loftily.
r Vhﬂl‘BAt s.tarfed. e
2 You're going to—what?”’ ;

Oh, didn’t you know?’ said Poindexter

=z

rather excitedly. “What do you mean by |
dresging yourselves up like ‘Aw&i’s dﬂmmg

turhiie} =

““You two chaps never get your-|f§

T2 fapeciélly when we’re going to take a lady v
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carelessly. ‘“Miss Clara is going for a cycle
run, and we are going to escort her.”

‘“ Rats!”’

Poindexter shrugged his shoulders.

* 1 guess you’ll see soon, my son.”

“It's all gas!” exclaimed Pankhurst ex-
citedly. *Miss Clara isn’t going out with
you. I'll believe it when I see it.”

“You'll see it in a quarter of an hour,” said
Dick Neville, with a grin.

* Faith, and that’s thrue for ye!”

“ Rats!”

Pankhurst said “rats!”” But Pankhurst was
uneasy.  He began to feel that the Combine
were not rotting, and that Poindexter was
speaking the truth. =~ And that was gall and
wormwood to the Old Firm.

Miss Clara was the Head’s little daughter.
Miss Clara was fourteen years old—a pretty,
sweet-tempered, if rather wilful, little girl,
and every fellow in the Fourth Form at Clive-
den was her elave. She did not see much of
the juniors, however, the Head's house being
somewhat secluded from the school grounds;
but every now and then they met, and there
was not a fellow in.any Form at Cliveden who
would not have let Clara Rayne wipe-her
little boots on him if she had wished to do so.

For Miss Clara to allow a junior to be her
escort on a cyclerun was an honour and a
glory, and it was no wonder that the Combine
felt pleased with themselves, if it was true!
And Pankhurst felt that it was true. :

The rivalry between the Combine and the
Old Firm was keen. They had had their ups
and their downs, and honours were easy. But
Pankhurst felt that if the Combine succeeded
in a thing like this, the Old Firm might as well
hide its diminished head, and go out of busi-
ness altogether. It would be a triumph
which the three juniors would never allow
their rivals to forget.

Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn grinned at
one another with conscious triumph. They had
scored one over the Old Firm this time, and
:hey knew it. Pankhurst and Price knew it,
00, ’

“PII believe: it when I see it,” said Pank-
last.

at 3
. Sure, and ye'll see it at three o’clock pre-
ms.el{, darlmg', : said Micky Flynn.
atie: so.’ T i@

“We'd take you chape along;”’ said Dick
Neville condescendingly, “only, you see, we
can’'t have a beastly crowd; and then, you're
not dressed very neatly. Your collar is rather
soiled, Panky, and Price has laced up his boots
crookedly—"

‘* And then there’s ye're faces. If ye were to
frighten the horses on the road, it might be
dangerous for Miss Clara—"’

. Well, their heads would serve as danger-
sxg‘nals, i guess,” said Poindexter thoughtfully.

“You rotters!” grunted Pankhurst. “ You've
stolen a march on us.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”? . )

“1f we’d had the faintest idea that Miss
Clara was thinking of going out for a cycle
run, and would let a fellow come along to look
after her, we'd have been on the scene like
a shot.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you rotters—" ; :

“I guess you're usually a little late,” said
Poindexter. ‘‘ You haven’t any initiative, you
know.. That’s why we always score.”

“You always score?’ roared Pankhurst.
“ Well, I like that—-" -

“Well, if you like it, what are you yelling
about 7’

“The cheek! You always score! Haven't
we always knocked you into a cocked hat?”

““ Not that I remember, I guess,” said Poin-
dexter, with irritating coolness.

“Ain’t we the heads of the Form—

“I guess not.”

“Oh, come away,”’ said Neville: ‘We can’t
waste time quarrelling, now. You two chaps
can run away and play. Come on, kids!”

The Combine wheeled their machines on.

Pankhurst and Price stood looking at one
another in inexpressible dismay and wrath.

»

The 2nd Chapter.
Pankhurst Has a Plan.

¢ HEY’VE done wus this journey!”
growled Pankhurst, at last.
““Quite so!”

“I never had the faintest idea that Miss
Clara—"

“ Well, the fact is, Panky, you ought to have
thought of it,” said Price, in an argumen-
tative way. *‘You're chief of this firm—-""

“ Look here—" 3

“ As leader, you ought to have thought of it.
You oughtn’t to let the Combine score over us
like that,” said Price, with a shake of the
head. < =

“1 can’t think of everything, I?
growled Pankhurst wrathfully.

“No, I suppose not; but you ought to have
thought of that, you know.” E

“1f I had anybody but a confounded idiot
to back me up, I might have—"

“It's no good calling me names——

“Then don’t you start ragging me because
t}ley—” :

“T wasn’t ragging you—"

:: %?es, you were—"

“ Oh, cheese it!” said Pankhurst. “It’s no
good our rowing. That won’'t make matters
any better, that I can see.”

“ Quite 80.” 3

“ We're not going to take this lying down!
We're going to upset the game of those rottexs
somehow !’ said Pankhurst excitedly.

Price looked extremely dubious.

“ How can 'we manage that, Panky?”’

“I don’t know! We shall have to think of
something. You’ve got a brain, haven’t you?
Start it working, then, for a change.”

“Y'm blessed if I—"’

“The rotters!” said Pankhurst, gazing after
the Combine ‘‘That’s why they’re got up in
such gorgeous style, because they're going to
take Miss Clara out. And how dark they’ve
kept it up till now. They're waiting at the
gate i, she’s going to join them there. I sup-

“ Quite so.”

Pankhurst wrinkled his brows in thought.
The Combine were standing near the gateway,
leaning on their machines and chatting cheer-
fully. They were in high feather. Pankhurst
buried in deep thought, stood with oorrugate«i

rows and set lips. Price watched him in
silence. It was very seldom that Pankhurst
found himself at a loss for a plan when one
was required. But Price could not think of
anything that could be done now. They could

can

”
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‘Ha, ha! Faith, and it’s right ye awe, | not ' go for’’ the Combine, as there was a lady
Puntdpdger.” in the case. And Price’s idea of reprisals was
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The 3rd Chapter.

Change of Escort.
INCOAI:N . POINDEXTER locked at

is watch. p
b“Two minutes to three,” he re-
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and Dick Neville glanced
ding elm-trees that hid the

| i RS s from sight. Two minutes
‘ Wlp:;; lg]:;e »f'ould be carrying off the
b ‘m’, daughter before the envious e¢yes of all
¢ K“g’ i Form, and of the Fifth, too.
ﬁ?‘B:))uund to be a little late, I guess,” mur-

pured Poindexter- s
B don  said Neville. “Miss
.fﬂlgbl it the kind of girl to be late. I ex-

wwmdldl see her as the clock strikes.”
i

H Flynn hastily gave his necktie a jerk,
i to' make sure that

1"

it was quite straight.

B little more white cuff into

}’mllo gmx:er flicked a speck of dust
is knickers.

“Oﬂ? k;ilrcmte more—ow-wow—what  the
e

' 6 Argh!” :

B ' | dden jet of water played right over the
\' coﬁ,b'?:&dm o :hirl round in rage and
! and yelled fut simultaneously.

“ rst! You villaint”

hmlmuxnd Price were there. They were
dad in their best, and they had wheeled down
ihoir bicyoles and stood them against a tree
‘m the gate. Then Pankhurst had taken up
o hose left on the grass by the bribed and
‘wrrupted Stum

P- :
Taking care not to get any water over him-
sltor his comrade, Pankhurst was playing the
low upon the astounded Combine, The
' fellows 1n the Close looked on, at first in utter
| amaament, and then with yells of laughter.

The Combine yelled, but not with laughter.
They were far from laughing at that moment.
For the first swish of the water drenched them
om head fo foot, and almost swept them off
: ﬁfe&t It was a powerful stream, with
leaps of force behind it, and Pankhurst let
%ﬁm it at full strength.

Alas! for the elegant attire of the three
oelis. In a few seconds, before they fairly
new what was happening, their clothes hung
~anound their limbs in drenched folds, the
fowers were swept away from their button-
®, their caps were off their heads, their
hair was streaming with water, their shirts
and ouffs were limp rags.
~ “Amb—tare an’ "ounds—"’

. “The douce—""
"You villains——"
Pankhurst and Price chuckled. Pankhurst
' flayed the hose right merrily. The Combine
- néled from the torrent. Then, frantic with
they made a desperate rush at the Old

Ii fhoy had reached them, the Old Firm
 Would have fared badly—quite as badly as the
ppy Combine had fared. But they did

ach them;; they could not.  Pankhurst

forrent at full force, first upon ‘one
nd then upon another, and they
knocked flying by the rush of the

il went over,
ﬂ@xkoi rushed
brient: oaught him
ad bowled him oyor,

Was a. shout from Gatty, of the

”%?;Zﬂ, you drowned rats! Miss Clara’s
ombine staggered to their feet
2 ?;mmg irl, with brown hair and blue
o, 1 Vheeling a bicyole through the elm-
oh Surrounded the Head’s house.
,m'll;ns look'egl at her—and at them-
3 - Econdxtlon'was' deplorable. They
m]d atty put it, like drowned rats.
ﬁh'v-‘kmt' face the girl in that state,
o0 <0ew how the bright blue eyes
er with fun, . As for going out
Ay ride, it was impossible.
o ﬁhm o state for that. As the slim
el throg T2 Rayr aﬁpeared through the
b f'fcrm"m‘“m broke into a desperate
B Jover. Three drenched bicycles lay
: und in 5 puddle of water.” Three
Seppeared into the house, Poin-
Pl nli.pmg 2 moment to shake his

® ':n &h‘)kmg with laughter, shut off
ook W down the hose. The
) e heir bicycles from the tree
Jrore. ies:ng;g' and wli]eeled them

Y  “lara near the gate.
glanced gt them, and thexgx at the
“Unes on the ground. The laugh-
.&eﬂ? fellows near seemed to
ingly s ‘2%1:001 at Pankhurst and

87 83 they raised their caps.
e Poindexter, Neville, and
h&ilkhurat smoothly.  ““They
went

and Flynn fell across him.
on desperately, but the
fairly beneath the chin

Anselm’s Boy Scouts”—A Complete Story,

“They have somehow
the state their machines
“Dear me!”
am so sorry !”

got drenched ; you see
are n.”
" I

murmured Miss Clara,.

“Yes, it is a shame,” said Pankhurst hypo-
critically. “They looked such drowned ~1‘?th
that they couldn’t face you, and they’ve left
me to make their excuses.”

“ Quite so.”

“If you would allow us to ride
Miss Clara, we are quite ready,”
Pankhurst eagerly. ¢
much if you were di
and as we a
they are

The girl laughed—a
laugh.

“How did the accident happen 7"’

“It was quite sudden,” " said Pankhurst.
“The hose was turned in their direction, anad
they were in the way of the water; that’s how
1t came about.”

“ Was Stump using the hose ?”

*“ No, he had carelessly left it on the grass,
and a couple of juniors started playing with
it,” said Pankhurst innocently,

Miss Clara smiled.

“If you would let

“Well, I must h

with you,
% went on

They would feel it very
sappointed about the ride,
re ever so much better riders than

pleasant, rippling little

us come with you—-""
: 1l : ave my ride,” said Miss
Clara, “and if my companions are not here,

I must be quite free to accept your kind offer.
It is very kind and obliging of you, Pank-
hurst.”

“Not at all,” gai
“It's a great honour,
ful. We'll take the
Clara.”

“I can take care of myself,”” Miss Clara
remarked.

““Yes, of course,” agreed Pankhurst. ¢ We're
not the kind of fellows who think that a girl
always needs tak-

ing care of, just

d Pankhurst blissfully.
and we are awfully grate-
best care of you, Miss

Three Pages Long—Next Wednesday.

g

manner before.

And the thought that while
they were cle

aning themselves down, the Old

‘irm_were skimming along the leafy lanes
with Miss Clara, was utterly exasperating.

They left the house, meeting with grins and
chuckles from every fellow they passed.

Trevelyan, the captain of Cliveden, stared at
them as they came into the close.

“Hallo! "Weren’t you going out with Miss
Clara 7’ he asked.

The chums turned red.

. guess so,” said Poindexter awkwardly.
“But there was an—an accident, and Pank-
hurst and Price have gone instead.”

The big Sixth-Former laughed.

He guessed well enough that the ‘“ accident
had been some device of the Old Firm, for the
rivalry of the two parties in the Fourth was
a standing joke among the seniors at Clive-
den, and furnished them with much food for
merriment. po

The Combine passed on, looking very un-
comfortable.  Monsieur Friquet, the French
master, was seated under one of the elm-trees,
reading, He glanced up at the Combine.

“Ah! Was it not zat you ride viz ze charm-
ing Mees Clara zis afternoon?’”’ he asked. *I
zink zat I hear so.”

‘“Panky and Price have gone instead, sir,”
said Poindexter, wondering whether all Clive-
den, from the Head to the boot-boy, knew that
that ride had been arranged for that after-
noon.

The French master smiled. He had evi-
gently heard of the incident of the garden-
086.

‘ Bettair luck ze next time,” he remarked.

The Combine walked on.

*“ Hallo, you merchants!” exclaimed Gatty,
meeting the Combine, with Greene and Phil.
pot and Simpson and some other of the

because she is a
girl.”

Pankhtirst would
havesaid anything
at that moment,
And Price would
have backed him
up. Miss Clara,
still smiling,
mounted her
machine, refusing
assistance, and the
Old Firm rolled
out of the gates
of Cliveden one on
either side of the
fair cyclist. Three
drenched figures
stood at a study
window shaking
fists after them,

The 4th
Chapter.

Poindexter
Rises to the
Occasion.
HE Old Firm
and Miss
Clara were
watched by Poin-
dexter till they
disappeared
through the stone
gateway. Hethen
turned back from
the window of
No. 4 Study. The
American chum’s
usually cool and
determined - face
was very gloomy. 5
“Did you ever see such a swindle?” he ex-
claimed. :
Dick Neville shook his head.
‘‘ No, Puntdodger! We're done!” z
““Foiled, diddled, dished, and done,” said
Micky Flynn. *Sure and I'll make cat's-meat
of those spalpeens when I get within hittin’
distance of them again!”
“I guess they’ve done us. And we were
going to whisk Miss Clara off under their
pesky noses, too ! groaned Poindexter. * In-
stead of which, they’ve whisked her off under
” v ”
ou‘fsl't couldn’t be helped. We couldn’t have
faced her in this state.”
“I believe she must have guessed half of
it,” said Poindexter. ‘‘She'll be laughing at
us in her sleeve fgr btetx;g ,done so easily by
those copper-topped rotters.
?‘Fuitg,p and pit’s a Job’s comforter ye are,
tor’ - i A
Pl‘l‘n{;#l‘::t?s to be done?” grunted Poindexter.
‘“ Better get these wet clothes off, I should
say. We shall catch pneumonia if we hang
about in them much longer.”
“Y guess I don’t care if I do. I'd catch
pneumonia forty times for the"sake of getting
level with those pesky rotters !
“Tt can’t be did !” 5
“Sure, and let us ﬁgt changed, :z.‘nd,then
think it over,” said I mk’ Flynn. “It’s no
good catchin’ oo}ic}l 13tniely. i
i ter nodded gloomily. 4
gglemtl}?fee chums stripped and rubbed them-
selves dry, and changed their clothes. They
felt better when that was done, but they were
still in a state of rage and chagrin that was

ROUGH ON THE
COMBINE !

staggered to their feet.

C:::lpn v;v_hen something

almost intolerable. ey had never been done

“Look out, you drowned rats! Miss Clara’s comini;.” The Combine
g A charming girl with brown hair and blue eyes was
eling a bicycle through the elm trees that surrounded the Head’s house.

17 “DIm trying to,” he said.

< \eomgthing."

Fourth Form, in a laughing crowd. Hallo!
‘I hear you’ve been taking shower-baths instead
of taking Miss Clara out for a ride—"’
““Oh, shut up!” = -
“TIt was nice of Panky and Price to como
to the frapt as they did, and ‘take Iyour place,
wasn’t it?” Greene remarked. “I only wish
I had been on the spot with my camera. I'd
have liked a snapshot——" : ;
_ “If you fellows aren’t looking for trouble,
I guess you’d better levant,” said Poindexter

darkly.
“Ha, ha, ha!” : : :
‘““Oh, stop your cackling!” said Neville

testily.
5 l-ia., ha, ha!”

‘The Combine strode away and passed the

ates. They had had enough chipping to last
atem for ti& afternoon.  Poindexter threw
_himself down upon a grassy bank.
~ “Things are getting into a nice state,” he
grunted. ‘‘ We shall be chipped to death over
this, say nothing of the crowing we shall
have to put up with from Panky and Price.”

“ Sure, and 1t's rotten, Puntdodger darling 1"

“Can’t something be done?” said Dick
Neville desperately. “Can’t you think of
something, you Chicago bounder? = Where's
that keen brain you're always talking about?
If you've got a brain at all, think of some way
of getting level with those rotters.”

Poindexter looked very thoughtful.

ck up the ride somehow, without letting Miss
r(}1‘11‘:;;::, sge anything like a row, that would be

8 © been gone half an hour,” growled
Diel?)ﬁgv;lle. “ We sha’n’t see them again £ill

‘“Faith, and that’s thrue!
thinkin’ of, Puntbuster?”

“We know the way they are going, I guess.
Miss Clara particularly wanted to ride round
Cliveden Hill at the foot, and come home by
the road through the chestnut woods. It's a
two hours’ run, or about. We could waylay
them at any point on the homeward route, if
we liked.”

Neville and Flynn looked a little more at-
tentive. This had not occurred to them before,
and at a chance of getting even with their
rivals they were on the alert at once.

“But what can we do?” said Neville. * We

three to two, and we could yank

should be

them off their jiggers and roll them in the
ditch, if they were alone. But we can’t have
any horseplay with a girl about.”

*Faith, and ye’re right !”

“I wasn’t thinking of that,” said Poindexter.
““We could wipe up the groand easily enough
with Panky and Price, but Miss Clara being
present bars all that. If we could think of
some way of bringing them down off their
perch without a row——""

" But we can’t!”

“I don’t know. Let’s think it out.”

Poindexter lay back in the grass and put his
hands behind his. head. He was thinking it
out. Dick Neville stared gloomily away
towards the glimmering river. Micky Flynn
extracted a packet of toffee from his pocket
and began to eat it. The situation was a
difficult and anxious one; but that was no
reason why he shouldn’t eat toffee, as far as
Micky could see.

“Faith!” said Micky.
would only get a few
be mucked up, and——

Poindexter started up.

" Punctures!” he yelfed.

Micky-gazed at him in astonishment.

“Somethin’ in the grass bitten you, Punt-
shifter?”’

‘“No, ass! . Punctures!”

“ What do ye mean by punctures?”

¢ Punctures! Ha, ha, ha!’

Dick and Micky exchanged glances of alarm.
Poindexter was laughing as if over the hest
Jjoke of the season, and the tears were running
down his cheeks.

“Take it calmly, old lad!” said Neville.
“No need to go right off your giddy rocker,
you know 1"

“Faith, it’s the tinned beef that’
head intirely s

*“Ha, ha, hat”

“If you've thought of a whaeze,
tell us what it is!” exclaimed Neville. SR
you haven’t, just stop going off like a cheap

rman alarm clock !”

‘“Ha, ha ha!”

“You fathead—"

“You silly gossoon !”

“I’ve got it !”

What are ye

“If the spalpeens
punctures, the ride would

s got into his

Puntdodger,

“ Got - what??

“The wheeze !”

“Expound, then, and sto

‘““Ha, ha! I guess we shall be able to get
our own back, after all. It was Flynn saying
sr;mething about punctures that made me think
of it.!”

cackling !

“Faith, and I'd loike to know what you
;-ha.ps would do without me to think of things
or ye!”

 Oh, cheese it, Micky, and let's hear Punt-
dodger’s idea !’

“Bure, and what I say is—""

“Shut up!” Go on, Poindexter!”

““ Suppose the cyclists were to get a largo,
full-grown, first-rate~crop of punctures !’ said
aoitn;:’l’exter, grinning. “ What do you think of

a : %

€

It would muck up the ride, and no mistake
—but it can’t be worked.” > B

It can be worked, T guess.””

““Faith, but that would spoil Miss Clara’s
ride, as well as the copper-topped spalpeens”)”’
said Micky Flynn, with an Irishman’s thought-
fulness for the fair sex. “We can’t have any-
thin’ of that sort, Puntbuster !”’

‘“Ass! Do you think I'm the kind of chap
to give a girl any trouble, or spoil her outing?”’
said the American chum indignantly.

‘ Faith, then, what——""
‘“ Miss Clara’s tyres will be punctured along
with Panky and Price’s, but suppose three

fellows about our size happen to drive
a neat little trap—"" ey e

" My hab P! st S S i
‘“Just in time to come to the rescue. We
give Miss Clara a lift, of course—and she has
a pleasant drive under the chestnut-trees,
instead of a ride. She would like it just as
much—in fact, after riding so far, she'd like
a drive for a ciunge."
e likely, but——" :
“Panky and Price can wheel their bikes
home, and Miss Clara’s, too. There won’t be
room for them or the machines in the trap.”
““Yes, but—"" : :
“We'll carry off Miss Clara under their
eyes, just as they’'ve done us. But the cha
laughs best who laughs last, and we shall
laugh last. And those rotters will stop chip-
ping us when they see us drive into Cliveden
Close with Miss Clara in the trap, when
Panky and Price come crawling in an hour
or two later wheeling their machines.” S
“Yes, but how——”_ o a2 2
2 o Dog'td yi)ou (t.lhink it's a ripping wheeze?”
emanded Poindexter. £
“ Absolutely ripping, if it ‘cim'be. worked
But how in the name of all that’s impossible
are you going to give them a lot of punctures
gr . g

oin: er chucl > ¥

“That’s where the beauty of the idea comes
inll) 3%

o

by the Old Firm in such a cool and complete

they come in at tea-time!”

“Blessed if I can see it!” - TR
“I guess we can work it easily enough, all
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; { = “y :
the same. There are lots of things you don’t “Nor I,” said Miss Clara. ““But look at The 6th Chapter. «‘1\-.};‘72.@0?"3“1‘,‘1’° T,;Ot hurt, Flynn»
see, my son, till I Eoint them out to you.” ﬂgltlll; f(l)“;r}”ma(?hme! Dear me, your tyres are The Capture. Rt 0 : umbled Micky, “.I\I’Q .

v : : "% cackla i b £28% :

ES (\)'};,r)g ?:e(i? w']x;ouﬂlleng{awwt‘hgdageo rll-idicx?g back | Pankhurst stared at his machine in amaze- OIJNDE}SI;I‘ER. StOPP‘ffll jtlil:)pt;(?piyr t‘:rf}:; h ;ﬁ:‘:} z‘ri pbttrc?léi(fl lt"glmtd {(};e other ¢

; cood, and know the | ment. S : down the reins, and j -to_t} e/ . © tacks ogt of |

:}:;(?l‘:gtllllrt)lzxegl?ltissn\géog(ﬁ stoax?arr%(::'l that three Miss Clara was quite right. His tyres were road. He raised his cap to Miss f\t’é‘e‘:ﬁit;;ﬂéurncd to Miss Clar:u
riders would have to ride very close, if one | going down, and were almost flat. Both tyres Jara, and Neville and Flynn were only a “It’s too bad
didn’t have to drop behind.” on all three machines were flattened out. And | V4% behind him S e oy ?' that youp bike

* What about f}]l‘lt"" ; the punctures must have been pretty serious | moment behinc t’.” SESELE TR e Py Tt if 'omv ?ns way, Miss Ciarg 50

“m; e R aa ones for the tyres to go down so suddenly. Fancy meeting you! A = yery lortunate,” Migq (jye 8

s ’I:{n-ta(te e “My only hat!” said Pankhurst. dexter. Nothing wrong, I hope! K —" that is, ,?f course, if yoy hav:r&' ,

“%’g:mt(}n?t'acks' What’s the matter with Miss Clara was looking puzzled. ylss_(;}ur}?xga“’ci ‘hx‘x}'xt}? Ct‘lr;:s‘lszlx!(c:opﬁnctured e mf}{ke}l}?p -
buying 'a dozen packets or so of tin-tacks in “This is very strange!” she remarked. “I «t¥e§’bsdti Sia\;( thin ierji’ous—eh Panky?” Poindext(;Lr‘thg'lln fo?‘ Jou, Miss
Clivebank, and distributing them in the road | have acver. b O Sach s Siiog Defertd “Y(:‘g”n g:runt(;d %ankhurst. "« About a only a small (;q:el 'z’t.nd thY(;:’ oo the

3 r 7, eV 4 3 . T3 g ) 4 ",,

thell:e folrt & dm';m’cf‘\} o ??GM ﬁ{é}mﬁff??}cﬁf ““‘eéuite 80,”” said Price. dozen punctures in each tyre, on each jigger.” | four, if they’re not too big.s m:h' ‘
m:tj\(:}qm oatsllll;f u ﬂlbcoés ae}rlzr:dred punctureé “I—I can’t understand it!” muttered Pank- Poindexter \vlps(le(l.” S].blyl cram six into it, and besides i
?1?& m])?,y 1% of spcol;)lds,__" hurst. “I—I'm afraid the ride’s rather spoiled, | ‘I guess that’s bad. I S E{U‘? E'y tO’It'}he .horse. And B3

“Ha, ha, ha” Miss Clara. Can you see what’s wrong with | * Faith, and it will ta}{(e ge f; ong elmek!ed l(‘)((f:jegt, A l'le) coyl’xldn.t.be'

“Théy’ll’ get their tyres so jammed full of | your tyres, Pricey?” : tirely tqmend thim, Pan. y dar! mg,'nr mar Thoel al;‘? Y:dos, said
tacks, that there won’t be any question of “ Yes!” yelled Price, who was bending down M}fkl blyn’n, Witly sd L, Ao g was exagctl e
mena‘ing $he ganctures.  ¥ou can't mend fifty bfv thiskm‘?.’chine. - Myhat, Hyigeaiated duil “z}aen’c:nrrferrrll:]\mli)lf?gtnl:;esm ejaculated Dick fill the trap

by th dside, and keep a lady | of tacks! ,' 5 ; . :

g":lx?:it:gre?or yyou eali-ot-ahe:ltimc—fespeciar;ly whez “ What?” Neville. ‘‘Really, Panky, old man,b}(':iu ouﬁht I’%kfnvexﬁ’&cmcgyhglo‘)d oa. seloat

here’s three nice young fellows ready to take “Tacks!” to learn to ‘mend punctures yvlt.h any y. u ab v 015 no o.d more than fq
Leerlels 3 oy g y “ Tacks?” it's impossible to mend this lot in less than “ Panky and Pnce_wm Have T

‘{H%m%;nlfa if:arbamd Naville ““Yes, tin-tacks!” about a day’s hard work.” : = f»fii)d ll?mnfle)gter,. with much

“Faith, and-it’s a janius ye are!” yelled | Pankhurst, in utter amazement, bemt over | “Too bad!’ said Poindexter again. *How ih b tl\x{n\md Wheeling your
Micky Fiynn and he fairly threw his arms | his tyres, and looked at them closely. There fortunate we came along! We were so sorry tf) wit! of 1S own, Ilss Clara, : ;
TCan DN mderters aeok. and hugged him. was no doubt about Price’s statement. It was | miss you, Miss Clara. Of course, Pankhurst b ‘}3(0111‘5.6, shall wheel jt»

“ Ger-r-r-r-r-groo you;re ch-ch~cbhoking me!” | not an accidental thorn or piece of glass that exp‘lame_d? E ﬁuIr,S g I’eepl?gd up appearances

asped Poindestan.: had done the mischief. The tyres had been The girl §m1]ed. : : Mi m—EI e g\fn youh(‘mne by in ¢
g It’s a jaenius'ye———" punctured by tacks, and there were a dozen of “Yes. rlllc’l;e was an accident with a hose- Pl'sfxd xtzm” rom that fea.rfullyi

“Groo! Leggo!” Poindexter hurled off the | them still sticking in the rubber. pipe, I think.’ : O Qxfite 1;;) » said Dot o
enthusiastic Micky, and staggered to his feet. * Tacks I”” murmured Price dazedly. “Look, *“That is it. A couple of silly young Mo said Price, gritting his \
s ey i hey’ red all over the road! There’s as | monkeys, who ought to have known better, got iss Clara hesitated. |
‘Come on, and let's go down i:<})l the hwelllage‘ t eyhn: s?]f:t:.s i sat'"ower e T playiné Hog theg s rcots hoa Sl - ket “You must go in the trap, Migs 1
We' iro the trap. | much tac ust ! S ; -hose, - G , Mis
g;]:; g;;]t:bg%hgtti::ﬁ, '}f’gvs l;:t 3 mgfe Pankhurst glanced round him. He had not | drenched.” v P"“;I.‘h“r::; * Pm only tao glad if’s |
on.”? - | noticed it at first, but it was the case. ‘Tacks lszkhuist. and Prlc%l efcha_xgied wrath_f;x}i ;%urmr‘r:a,chif(:velgo;o: sltl:trt Tl take

; ine, i he s- | were scattered everywhere in the dust of the { glances. It was impossible to pick a row wit 5 e now, yo
pe‘ét"'dhf,!if;e?f)?o]ﬁgﬁdsd?ﬁﬁkgﬁ agti:erAt quf,’ffer road. Tacks were sticking all over the tyres on | the Combine before Miss Clara, but they had | time for tea.

of an hour later, Poindexter was driving a | 2ll three bicycles.
handsome little trap up the road through the
chestnut-woods, and Micky and Dick sat in it
with their pockets full of tin-tacks,

incli . 1t was “I suppose I had better,” said the sl
e T e “Oh, certainly! There’s notlgi:gp

done.”
“ Quite 80.” g
““Then I will go. Thank you g
very pleasant ride,” said Miss

The 5th Chapter.
Disaster.
WO more absolutely joyous and beaming
T faces than those of Pankhurst and
Price could not have been found, that
sunny June afternoon, throughout the length
and breadth of Merry England. R e o
‘They had beaten the Combine hollow. They
had carried off the prize. They were enjoying
a pleasant ride with a charming girl. Earth
bad nothing more to offer!
Satisfaction bubbled over in the faces and the
talk of the auburn-haired chums. Miss Clara
was in a merry mood, too. She half-suspected
that the Combine had been put out of the ride
by some trick of the Old Firm, and though she
was sorry for their defeat, she could enter into
the fun of the thing. The ride was a great
success, and at the old inn at the foot of
- Cliveden Hill, the three cyclists enjoyed a

“light refreshment of cakes and pure milk with
great gusto. And then the ride lay under the
shadowy branches of the great chestnut-trees,
a run of four miles under almost continuous
shade back to Cliveden Lane.

‘T say, this is ripping !”” Pankhurst remarked
for about the twentieth time, as they entered

upon the narrow lane, under the thick shade
of the chestnuts—a welcome relief after the

sweet smile that made the Old
more contented. “T have enjoyed
much indeed.  And it is o kind
care of my machine,”

And Miss Clara let Pankhurst
the trap, though Poindexter
Poindexter gathered up the reins,
and Micky climbed in. They look
and comfortable in the trap, an
their hands to the Old Firm as Po
the horse in motion,

Pankhurst and Price stood holding
abled bicycles, looking after the frap,
appeared down the shady lane, anf.
Old Firm looked at one amother, P
forced a grin.

“Done at the finish,” he said, *
mind, it has been great fun, and
got t‘ixe'xr own back, after all.”

“ Quite s0,” said Price.

And the Old Firm started on the
to Cliveden, wheeling the machines,

The 7th Chapter.

& ALLO "
H “Look there!”
““ Poindexter |’

‘““And Miss Clara!”
In the cool of the afternoon the t
at_the gates of Cliveden School.
cricketers were coming off the g
crowd witnessed the arrival of th

hot June sun on the open roads.

*“Quite so,”” Price said, with a sigh of satis-
faction. 1
=¥ 18 qharmigg." sa,id Miss Clara, with a
B;;ghzd‘“f‘ifde e ilfé’h"lf, think 1 have ever Dick Nefviillle puihed aga‘lnst M;cky S0 s;udl?kenly lt:x;‘t llle l%sot his balance“and lsat down in

5 S5 ” : the midst of the tacks, and jumped up again like a jack-in-a-box with a terrific yell. “ I hope Poindexter drove the trap up

Pt el meid Ptk you are not hurt, Flyn’n ?” said Miss Clara, : Principal’s House with &

ing. 2
5 1 Neville jumped down and assisted
gﬁ&.’fhf]{;st part lies before us, too,” said | , NO wonder the tyres had suddenly gone flat. | dawning upon their mifB, too, who wWas re- | to alicht icky Flynn rang the
Price. “It’s jolly under these shads’v trees, and | As for repairing, that was out of the question, sponsible for the tin-tacks and the punctures. “Thank you so much,” said Miss
you never meet any traffic on this road, either.” | Panky and Price were too careful ever to travel “We were simpéy soaked, Miss Clara,” said | a sweet smile for all three of ihe
Threo abreast, riding somewhat close, for the | Without their reﬁmr outfits, but they could not | Neville. “We had to change, and Panky and | “T have enjoyed that drive immense
lane was narrow, and sides of it were rongh | have mended 'all those punctures in a whole | Price were jolly glad to take our places.” “I guess we have,” said Poindexte

$rugged, the ,cycli'sts un on under the over- | afternoon. They were looking utterly dismayed | - “,Fa.xi,;}:, rand it’s true for ye! The beasts ing. “So glad you came! I hope ey
hanging chestnuts. Ove?ﬁead the branches met an‘x‘l n)onp}t}ssed. BT 23 1"*9“— ¥ ¥ T = : us drive you out another afte
and formed a green canopy, through which the It's—it’s rotten!” said Pankhurst. ““Some-| “I guess it’s a curious ooincidence,” Poin-

had seen Miss Clara go out with the 0ld
and they saw her come home

Exactly what had happened ﬁgﬁ J

but it was clear to all the
Cliveden that the Combine had tri
the end.

5 when you have time.” %

’ ] i body has done this for a joke, I suppose. I |dexter remarked. “We were stop from ““Oh, yes, do!’’ said Dick Nevi
?ﬁi{; yS]fﬁ;;isén,féxebiﬁi;h:fﬁzggxiﬁ%iIg wish I had the joker here, by Jove! I'd joke coming out by that accident to the ﬁidse ipe, “ Sure{l and it’s moret}mndelmhtﬂ_d_
of Clivegen, and a favourite of Miss Clara’s, | Mm!”’ and now Panky’s ride has been mucked up by a exclaimed Micky Flynn.

“Ripping!” said Pankhurst once more, “We shall have to walk the machines to |crop of punctures.” Miss Clara smiled aj aexlz‘l; 2
Price was looking worried. Cliveden,” said Price. *‘ You needn’t bother Faith, and it’s a queer thing entirely,” said “You are very ‘kind,” &
.~ “I—I say, I believe I've got a puncture!” he | with yours, Miss Clara; I'll wheel it. And I Micky Flynn gravely. : very pleased, I am sure.m Gk
murmured. can manage yours, too, P You can walk'| “It is ver curious,” said Clara, with a And the girl tripped

anky. "
_ Pankhurst glanced at him. Pankhurst looked | on with Miss Clara, and Il follow with the { serious face, but a glimmer of fun in her blue | juniors stood cap in hand until W
annoyed. It was really very exasperating of | machines.” : ; : m& . “Someone has been throwing tacks closed behind her. :
i get a puncture just then; : “Not at all!”” said Miss Clara. ut in the road.” . I guess we've sco:d ot
on’t you think of ‘waiting for me,” said | ¢ It's—it’s a beastly long walk for you, and | *‘Some beastly rotter, you know,” said Pank- dexter, as the .:,‘“n. h;yey,;,‘é
TH e ns e the tyre, and you | uphill half the wayy’ said Pankhurst. ‘“I—I |hurst. ° Some measly sort of mongrel whom 5 gﬁlth;.f ﬁ”}' ;a li‘:lgDick Nevile.

" beforo ” - wish we could get a vehicle of some sort. But [T shall lick into the middle BExt W et
iv e be % wxgef, = &e‘re’s nothin-g‘gxgn- here.” 4 & ge: a (l;haz::e,?’ s » wee]; o I vg?mier when those chaps mu@
O mol? said Miss Clara immediately. | “I can walk it,” said Miss Clara bravely, |* ““I hope you will!” said Poindexter heartily. | 27 Aok G
&3 "'}yf)dShdtlhw“t“fgf‘NoM? thtgug}tl' to tell the truth, the prospect was not It was a really reckless thing to do, whoever -
T’d rathe Pa attractive. -

& - ¥ - s : .
The Combine had taken the t7aP.
village, and returned to lglévgapﬂr
0ld Firm arrived. Tired and

and Price wheeled the ma&hﬂm
of Cliveden. They found thé
Form in possession of the story
expr;suat«}ill to an unmerciful
until they esca .
themselveyé' in. When tﬁfy
little rest; they went to

A Nese - it, and quite as bad as fooling about with
“Dear me, I think I have a puncture, too!” *“ Hallo, I can hear something on the road!” hose-pipe, a,%d drenching fellowsgwho wex"zl jus%

said Miss Clara, as she ﬁbpﬁd ed her machine | exclai Pankhurst eagerly. “It may be | going out for a ride.”

snd.lightly”dismounted. e y front tyre is some;:hing that will give us a lift to the yil- w“, ite as bad,” said Dick Neville. ;
getting flat.” - ands ks o lage.” : | “Faith, and it's tit-for—— Arrah, what are

Oh, I’ll jolly soon mend that for you ! mid . The sound of a horse and wheels covld be | ye treadin’ on me foot for, Puntdodger

Pankhurst, not wholly displeased at the chance  round the corner in a narrow lane that | “Did I tread on your foot, Micky? said
diushowxgg hl;s, skill in the repairing line. - = - ‘branched off a score of yards am. The | Poindexter, with-a smile on the side o{ his face
- “Gracious!” exclaimed Miss Clara, in | juniors and their fair companion looked eagerly | that was towards Miss Clara, and lly fero-
- astonishment. ‘‘ My bask tyre is going down, | towards the turning. A market-cart going to | cious expression on Stel!ae :g?e’ ?hat & reatgw e:de
“l',‘l ~ What can be the matter with it?’ : s tien.. M was a

"

- .. | Clivebank would have been a godsend icky Fh « ,, the next morn i
;- V@ got a puncture in each tyre, t00,” said | But it was not a market-cart that came into |- “;7awﬁetti,,l: Tnmé out that==» Fourth Form at Cliv ,:,’r
- Price, looking blue. “ Both the beastly tyres | view. It was & neat little trap with a boy driv- | Dick Neville pushed against Micky so sud- | for appearing m;o]?u W
3 h:m ct‘-ﬁ m as pi?clgke& AT v ing, !ind ﬁyvofbt_he; boys sitting ui’ it. And lal denly that he lost his balance and sat down. | combat upon their mmm
sa ankhurst. : mm“ém ri imul- | - : Pz IND:
came across such s 6rop of punctures so sud- m P o “and rice simul- | He sat down in the midst of the tacks, and

denly beforel”

ta y: M o B - . 5 9 o
“lhe Combinot | e up eegn ko o fackln o, ik o

(4 The St Anseln's Boy Seonts”



