Stunning Stories For Seaside Sojourners!
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HERE'S a double Treat that's hard to beat these days%%
¥

WHILE evtr}ft.hmg else has “gone up”™ in price, WRIGLEY'S is still a ld. a Bar for the l
longest-lasting sweetmeat in the world.

The addition of an extra 6th Bar is WRIGLEY'S way of serving the Boys on the pre-wa
price basia.

ND what 'a wonderful sweetmeat WRIGLEY'S really is, To-day it has a larger sale than

any other standardised sweetmeat in the world WHY »—Because it js by far the biggest
value in the world. It

-—L.asts Longest i in Substance and Flavour ; [
——ls the Finest tive ;
—Is good for the Teeth and Cums ;

— Clcan: the Tongue and Sweetens the Breath ;
—Sustains the Strength and Spirits.

GET AND TRY A PACKET TO-DAY
and you will undergtand why WRIGLEY'S is

THE WORLD'S FIRST AND FOREMOST FAVOURITE SWEETMEAT

SOLD EVERYWHERE. |
Mnke sure you gef the real WRIGLEY'S - E
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(2d. PER BAR. ) i
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Werigley s, Ltd., 235, Westminstes Bridge Rood, Londun, S.E. 1.

l
L

o |

o ﬂ!h _
__ 'unﬁmununm

1




Aug. 14, 1920.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD. 1id. EVERY TUESDAY. 3

Sporls Edilor
i

e =l
Fo

Fashion Ediiar

RANK MUuGENT F
Sub-Edilon

..:.F i ! . i
( - @ - O ;
r Y S— By Harry Wharton.

BLUE SEAS OR PRINTER’S INK?

My Dear Chums,—In spite of it being the holiday seascn quite a number of fellows
seem to have developed a craze for editing amateur joumals. There's a great fascin-
atiom in running a little paper I must admit, although sometimes 1 long to exchange
my blue pencil and ghears for my trusty old willow, or sally forth to splash in the
sparkling |lud sea at some south-coast resort instead of dabbling i oceans of
printer's ink,

Now, when the eall of the sea or conntry becomes too insistent, 1 pick out a few
letters from a large budget stowed away in my desk and quistly re-read them. “These
guarded and treasured missives did not emanate from the girls of Cliff Housze a8 somo
of you may suspect; they were sent by loyal Heralditer ' of both sexes—yours
mﬁy bo amongst thern—and, one and all, they breathe refreshingly of good will and
fellowship. -

RALLYING ROUND!

The writers realised the diffienltics of eatering for such a world-wide public as that
of our little journal, and their communications overflow with encouragement anid
helpful suggestions for the " man in the chair.” Tt bucks a fellow up wonderiully
to receive such expressions of commradeship, and I hope 1 shall receive hundreds more
in the future from boys and girls interested in the welfare of the ** best three-ha’porth.”

Of course, some of the Greyiriars fellows have stocd loyally by to keepi the ** Hornld "
going strong during the holiday season. Even Maunly blew into the ofhice the other
day and offered to help with the work !  While he was talking, however, he dropped
off to sleep in the visitor's armchair. By the way, Mauly’s tendency to sormmnolence
has been responsible for his getting into hot water lately, as you will see by reading
the ripping little yarn by Wibley on page 19.

Your cheery pal,

HAarnY.

fiaTs fHa
E.El::::'.:ﬂu EEL
HES TAKEMN

FROM ME
40 -0AY. ) (-

!

1. Fisher Tartleton Fish, that cheery
young shark from the U.S.A., thought
it great fun to “ rustle " the eels from
the basket of the Porpoise of the
Remove, thereby causing the latter to
enash his useful set of molars with fiery
age and aggranoyance.

2. But Billy is always up and doing
—something or somebody— and so he
borrowed 2 pot of white paint from a
near-by cottage when the man wasn't
looking, and did a fancy little bit of
artwork on his own account as depicted
in the above fine-art engraving.

4 Guoess

3. And when Fishy came back for
the next catch he got the shock of his
life.  * Jumping snakes!" he howled.
I'd better hit the trail!”
“ Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Billy Bunter
“.And il you come back for another E:i
you'll get my toel”



4

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

14d. EVERY TUESDAY.

Aug. 14, 1920.

THE STOWAWAY OF THE BENBOW!

A splendid, long, complete tele of our

magniticznt new series dealing with

the adventures of the boys of the
Benbow .

By OWEN CONQUEST

(Awthor of the famous Rookwood schocl
stories appearving weekly in the Boys'
Friend)

CHAPTER L.

Old Foes!

i HE sun’s rim dips; the siars

T rush out;

At one
dark !”?

Dick Rodney quoted the lines as he

stood, with a group of the Benbow

stride comes the

juniors, watching Barbades rising
from the =sea in the sunset, HRed 1a

the west, the sun sank into the waters
in a blaze of purple and gold. From
the waste of waters astern, darkness
was already ereeping,

“* Not much twihght
marked Jack Drake,

“ Jolly pgood scenery, you kanow,”
said Tuckey Toedles eritically. *' Ii
the grub is as good as the scenery,
Barbados will do! Are those lines
from Shakespeare, Rodney?"

““ No, ass—Uoleridge.”

“ Coleridge? Never heard of him,"”
said Tuckey. “ We haven’t had him
m elass, have we?"’ :

The juniprs chuckled. Tuckey
Toodles’ knowledoe of literature was
strietly confined to the amouni ham-
mered into his head by Mr. Packe.
Beyond that limit Tuckey had ne
desire to stray.

“ I know something poelic just de-
seriptive of all this, you know,” said
Toodles. ** 1 forget the name of the
poet, and I forget the poem, but it's
abont something or other, you know,
or something. You ain’'t the only fel-
low on the ship who can quote, you
se¢, Hodney !

““ Dark already !’ said Drake.

The sun was gone, the rainbow
colours of the west had died out, and
darkness lay upon the face of the
waters,

“We shall make Barbados in the
morning,’” said Rodney, ** and then
poor old Tin Tacks has to go ashore.”

¥

here, re-

** Jolly good thing, too!” grunted
Tuckey Toodles. ““I don’t like that
nigger. He's cheeky.”

““ Fathead !"" said Drake.

Jack Drake went below with rather
a thoughtful expression on his face.

He had taken a liking to Tin Tacks,
the celoured gentleman of Barbados
whom he had rescued from the sea,
and the black man's desire to remain
with him touched the junior.

He had ventured to hint to Mr,
Packe that he would like Fin Tacks to
stay on hoard the Benbow, but the
Fourth-form master had pooh-poohed
the suggestion at once.

Tin Tacks waa in Neo, 8 Btudy when
Drake came in.

In spite of the fact that his services
had been declined with thanks, the
coloured gentleman seemed to have
constituted himself personal attendant
in the cabin.

under him.

He had washed up after tea, at
which he had beem a guest, in spite
of Drake’s remonstrances, and now he
was tidying up the cabin, which per-
haps needed it a little,

He turned a broad grion upon the
junior, showing a magnificent set of
glistening teeth. X

** Hallo, you still here, Tin Tacks!”
said Drake.

“* Me still here, Mass' Jack.
'‘peak to ole bald-head "bout me®"

Drake grinned.

Ha thought that Mr, Packe might
have been still more uncompromising
on the subject of the Barbadian gentle-
man if he could have heard that flat-
tering description of himself !

“I've spoken to him, Tin Tacks,
but it's no go,”” he said. ** I'm afraid
you'll have to go ashore in Barbados.”

The black man’s face fell.

““ No like go ’shore,” he said. ** Like
tay on ship and look after Mass’ Jack.
What me do now?"’ i

““ There isn’t anything to do, old
bean,”” said the junior. * We look
after ourselves here. The steward's
mates sweep the cabins, and we shing

Yon

our hammocks with our own fair
hands. We get our rations from the
canteen. No, vou s=ee——"

““ Me .‘iiil]g.]‘.lilﬂ]]]‘lnl_".k#,“ agid Tin

Tacks.

** You can, if you like,”” said Drake,

langhing, * I'll show yvou where the

Drake's sudden grasp swung the ruffian aside and a kick knocked his feet from

Slaney came down with a crash.

-
thing= ave, if yon want a job. Hallo,
Slaney, what do you want?"’

He glanced round as Peg Slaney, the

steward's mate, squinted into the
cabin with his single eye.
* Message from Master Daubeny,

sir,”” said Rlaney civilly., * He'd like
vou to go to supper in his eabin
Hallo ™

The one-eyed seaman broke off
abruptly as he saw Tin Tacks.

Slaney had been below when the Bar-
badian coloured gentleman was picked
up, and this was his firet meeting with
Tin Tacks.

Drake, to his astonishment, saw that
he was acquainted with the black man
of Barbados.

““ You here, on board the Benbow [™
ejaculated Slaney.

Tin Tacks had been unrolling the
hammocks, but he let them drop at the
sgound of the one-eved seaman’s rasp-
ing volce,

He spun round, and fixed his eyes
on Slanev.

““ You know Tin Tacks, Rlaney?*
asked Drake, in surprise,

Slaney did not reply.

He was watching the negro Like a
cat, evidently in expectation of an
attack,

Tin Tacks' black, good-humoured
face had grown grim and menaeing,
and he ecame towarde the oneeyed
ceaman with a ghtter in his eyes,
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Drake ran between them just in
time,
He pushed the negro back.

*“ Hold _omn, you duffer!” he

exclaimed. ** What the thump's the
matter with you? You can’t fight

here !
“Teot him come on, sir!’ said
1] tan

Slaney, with an evil grin,
his b?ﬂ{‘k hide for him, like I've done
afore !"

“You won't do anything of the
sort ! exclmimed Drake sharply.
* Stand back ™

Peg Slaney shrugged his shounlders,
and left the eabin. Jack Drake stood
in the negro’'s way as he would have
followed, and kept him back., 'The
powerful negro could have tossed him
out of the way easily enough, but he
did wot touch him.

“ Now, what the thump does this
mean?”’ asked Drake. * Keep back,

you ass!” You're not going to scrap
with Sianey.”

“ Name nobt Slaney,” said 'Tin
Tacks. “ Name Paguito.”’

““* I dare say he's had a good many
names in his time," &aid Drake. ' 5o
vou knew him when he was called
Paguitor”’

Tin Tacks nodded,

“ Me know dat white trash on de
Orinoco,”’ he anid. ** Dat when me
servant to bery grand white gentle-
man, Him hbeat me with raw-hide.
Me gib dat debble hiding, Mass’ Jack,
now me gee him !

““ What did he beat vou for:?"
the junior.

Tin Tacks explained,

Paquito had robbed his master, the
white gentleman, of a valuable paper,
and Tin Tacks had followed him to
recover it. Paquito and his associates
had seized him in the chaparral, and
beaten him with a raw-hide whip, and
left him insensible—perhaps left him
for dead.. Jack ]_]ril}(e started as he
listened. He remembered the mysteri-
ous Spanish document in Slaney’s pos-
session, about which Daubeny of the
Zhell had been so curious,

““ Waa the paper in Spanish, Tin
Tacks?"' he asked.

““ Yes, Mass' Jack ; me no read him,
but me see him.
waxy when he lose him paper.””

b ﬁ}' Jove, 1 shouldn't wonder i
that's the paper the rogue's got abont
him now,” said Drake. *° But you
must let him alone on the Benbow,
Tin Tacks. Yon can’t take the law
into your own hands, you know."”

Tin Tacks looked rebellions, but he
nodded at last.

“ Mass' Jack master,”” he said,

“ I'm not vour master, ass!" said
Drake. “ But Captain Topcastle wonld
be down on vou if vou kicked up a
row.

““ Me savey.'

And Drake left the Barbadian
gentleman slinging the hammocks, and
looked for Dick Bodnev, to take him
to supper in Daub’s cabin.

aaked

Black Against White!
ERNON DAUBENY, of the Shell,
V greeted Drake and Rodney with
great cordiality when

arrived in his quarters.
Since Daub had made friends with
Drake, Rodney had contrived to keep
pn good terms with him, though per-

they
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My gentleman jolly

o —— =

haps he had not yet given up expect-
ing to see Daub show the cloven hoof
again.

Daub's study-mates, Torrence and
Egan, were barely civil-——Torrence the
more civil of the two. Egan was keep-
ing up the old feud, but he contrived
to keep his feelings below the surface
for the present.

Vernon Daubeny's ample supply of
cash allowed him the run of the can-
teen, and there was a very handsome
supper in the Shell cabin,

The juniors chatter over it cheerily,
their talk ruuning chiefly on the sights
they were to see at Barbados and
Trinidad, and later on the South
American mainland, And the latter
topic brought up the mention of Peg
Slaney’s Spanish document, which had
been talked about by all the Benbow
fellowa since its existence had become
known.

“ I saw that hoozy waster conmning
over lis precious paper this morning,”
Egan remarked. °° He's babbled all
over the fo'c'sle about some treasure
he's going to lift on the Orineco, when
we get there.”

““(tas, most likely,"” said Drake
carelessly. ** If there's really a trea-
sure, he wonld be a silly ass to chatier
about 1t."’

* Well, he is a silly ass,”” said Tor-
rence. ‘° When he's taken his grog,
he will blab about anythin'.”

“ If there's a treasure, it's rot to
leave it in the hands of that squintin’
raseal,” contmued Egan. * He can’t
have ecome by the document honestly.”

“ Most likely not,” said Hodney.
“ But it's his at present, and even a
thief can't be robbed.”

A I{{-_}t !11

““* Ahem !"" murmured Torrence.

““ T helieve I've got some news about
that merry document,” remarkeq
Drake: and he related what he har
heard from the Barbadian.

“ By gad! Then it's pretty clear he
stole it,”’ exclaimed Dauvbeny. It
really belongs to Tin Tacks' old mas-
ter, whoever he was.”

““ Looks like it, only
proof, of course.”

“ Look here,”” exclaimed Egan,
““ we're getting close to Sonth America
now, and the matter ought to be
settled. Now we're all friends here "
—he. amiled rather sourly—"" now
we're all friends, why shouldn't we go
into the thing together?”

““ Can't Le dome,” =aid Daubeny,
with an uneasy glanee nt Jack Drake.
“ We can't rob the chap.” .

“ You tried once,” said Egan sourly.

Daubeny flushed.

** Let that drop,” he exclaimed irrit-
ably. “ What a fellow youn are for
rakin' up old sores, Egan "

“T don't see why not =

A bang at the deor interrupted the
argument at this point, perhaps for-
tunately. Sawyer major of the Fourth
put his head into the eabin, in a state
of high excitement,

“ You fellows coming?" he bawled.

““ Hallo, what’s on?"

“ Fight in the fo'c’sle.”

¢ Oh, rot!"" yawned Daubeny. ** We
don't want to amble along to see two
hands punchin’ one another in the
fo'c'sle. Besides; the fo'c'sle’s out of
bounds for ws.”

there’'s no
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“IT'm
thought you'd like to come,
it's your pet nigger :

« Ping Tacks?” exclaimed Drake, ris.
ing guickly.

“ Tin- Taeks and Daub's {""HEL-D:_*,*E‘J*"'.

going,” said Sawyer. i
Drake, as

pal!”  grinned  Sawyer major,
“ They're just going to begin. IL'm
{IIE!‘I!

And Sawyer major rushed away.

Jack Drake frowned.

Tin Tacks was berthed in the fore-
castle with the erew, and apparently
he had come upon his old enemy again
in the seamen’s guarters.

. ** Dash it all! I wish he'd keep the
ace !’ he exclaimed. *° The captain
will be waxy if he hears a row going

““ He won't!"” said Daubeny, laugh-
ing. ** Captain Topeastle’s got too
much tact to hear a little scrap going
on in the fo'e'sle, I'll bet you they
won’t he interfered with, Let’s go.”

“ Well, I'd like to see old Tin Tacks
through,'” said Drake.

“ Come on, then. It’s half an honr
to bed-time, and I dare say they'll be
through by then.”

Egan and Torrence decided to finish
their suppper, and Daubeny left the
cabin with Drake and Rodney.

They made their way forward cau-

The crew’s gquarters were supposed to
be out of bounds for the schoolboys on
board the Benbow, and caution wos
NeCessary.

Peg Slaney’s rasping volee came to
their ears as they approached the fore-
souttle.

“ You black hound, I'm ready for
you! Put up your hands!"”

“ Just in time for the first honse!”
murmured Daubeny.

The juniors lpoked in,

The forecastle was a little dim in the
light of the swinging lamp,

The watch below had. not turned in,
evidently being too interested in the
ficht to think of sleep.

The seamen were sitting on the
bunks, or standing about, keeping
back out of the way of the two foes.

Peg Slaney and Tin Tacks stood fac-
‘ing one another, in their shirts. Both
of them were looking savage and deter-
mined.

Smacke, the boaltswain's mate,
seemed to be master of the ceremonies.

“ Now then, you cripples,”’ he said,
removing his pipe, **1f you're ready

“ Me ready to t'rash dat white
trash ! said Tin Tacks, spitting on his
big. black hands, and rubbing them.

“ Let the durned nigger come on'!”
growled Slaney.

** Me no nigger, yon white trash!”
exclaimed Tin Tacks wrathfully. ** Me
free Barbadian coloured gentleman!”

“ Good old colonred gentleman'’
grinned Daubeny. ** Go it !”

The boatswain's mate lpoked round.

** Here, vou vounkers sheer off " he
exclaimed,

““ Oh, you've got room for little ns,”
said Drake. *“ We won't iuterrupt.
You can go ahead.”

Smacke had no time to reply, for the
two combatants, equally impatient,

| rushed upon one anothe r, and the fight

began.
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The Fight in the Forecastle!

RAMPY, tramp, tramp!
The seamen of the Benbow

looked on with cheerful interest
aa the fight began, only taking care o
keep out of the way of the tramping,
gasping combatants,

The juniors watched from the step
outside the forecastle in silence,

Thera were no rounds in the fight;
there seemed to be no rules observed,
excepting the rule of hitting as hard
as possible and as often as pessjble.
Both the adversaries were in deadly
earnest, and the sound of heavy blows
thudded through the forecastle. .

~ Tin Tacks and his enemy clinched

and struggled and hammered, giving
and receiving heavy punishment,
which did not seem to have much
effect upon them,

They parted again, and eprang back,
panting.

But it was ouly for a second or two.
Then they rushed to meet, and again
the thudding blows rang out.

“ My hat " murmured Dick Rodney.
““This 18 going to be a regular prize-
fight | They ought, to have the gloves
'ﬂ'ﬂ-”

“ They don’t put on the gloves for
El‘:ra]l}& in the fo'c'sle !"* grinned Vernon
Daubeny., * Two to one on the nig-
ger, you fellows !

“ No takers "' answered Drake, with
a smile. '

The fight had lasted tem minutes,

aund by that time it wis growing
preity clear that the coloured geutle-
man of Barfiados was gotting the hest
of it. Neither of the combatants had
much knowledge of hoxing, and the
great strength of the negro was telling
i elose combat. And Peg Slaney soon
had ** bellows to mend ** with a ven-
geance, His drinking habits put him
at a disadvantage, He lacked the
stamina to stand up te such a slog-
ring contest.

There was a terrific erash, as the
one-eved seaman suddenly went down
nnder a right-hand drive that might
have felled an ox,

“ Phew " murmured Rodney.

Tin Tacks stood panting, waiting
for his adversary to rize.

Rlaney wos not in o hurry to get on
liig feet, v

He made two or three efforts to rise,
and sank back again helplessly, his
breath coming thick and fast.

Therae weve dark bruises on his
swarthy face, and his single eve was
purple.

“ Me waiting for white trash,” said
Tin Tacks at last.

“ Now then, look alive!" zang out
Smacke, ** If you're dene, sav so, and
if you ain't, show a leg there !

A5 L gilﬂsq I'll smas<h that durned
nigger I mmttered Slaney thickly.

“You don't look like doing it so
far!”" grinned the boatswain’s mate.

Slaney staggered to his feet at last,

His swarthy face was convulsed with
rage,

He advanced upon the coloured
gentleman of Barbados, who met him
promptly enough., Tin Tacks was
grinning. The raw-hide Slaney had
wielded on the banks of the Orinoco
was being avenged now,

With savage courage, the ome-eyed

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

PE-E'ILI’I‘!:I].’I‘. stood up to his adversary; butl

he had no chance.
He was driven back before the
owerful blows of the negro, back and
E'r”.'-k towards the juniors, who watched
breathlessly.

Suddenly he sprang back, dropping
his hands, so close to the juniors that
Drake could have tonched him,

. His hand glid behind him as Tin
Tacks came on, and the next moment
it whipped out with a knife in it.

There wasg a shout in the forecastle
Fat the glitter of cold steel in the lamp-
light.

Enife in hand, Slanev made a spring
at the negro, his swarthy face dis-
torted with reckless fury. 1In his rage
the rufian was ohlivious of the con-
sequences of his act, But as he sprang,
Jack Drake, behind him, made a Jjump
at him, and caught him by the shoul-

5| der.

The junior wae just in time,

Another moment, and the negro
would have fallen under a murderous
blow. But Drake’s sudden grasp
swung the ruffian aside, and a kick
knocked his feet from under him.

Slaney came down with a erash, the
knife clattering from his hand on the
planks,

' By gad ! gasped Danbeny.

Daub and Rodney had seen the
ruffian whip the knife from his belt,
as well as Drake, but they had been
too paralysed to move. It was Jack
Drake's prompt action that prevented
a terrible tragedy from being enacted
in the forecastle of the Benhow.

Slaney had no time to recover his
knife, at which he was clutching as
he sprawled on the floor,

Smacke kicked his hand aside, and
picked up the WEE‘LFOH_

“ You cowardly Iubber, T reckon T'11
take ecare of this!"” he said.

“ Give me my knife ! yelled Slaney.

He sprang up and clulched at the
boatswain's mate, Without a word
the seaman slruck ount, his clenched
fist crashing npon Slaney’s jaw, and
sending him spimning.

Pep Slaney collapsed on {the planks,
half stunned by the hlow.

“ That's for you, you Inbber!" said
the boatswain’s mate, ** And you can
have another if you ask for it!"”

Slaney groaned.

“* Now kick him out of the fo'e’sle,”
aaid Smacke. ** He don't herth here,
and if he puts his nose in again I'll
alter his figurchead for him.”

“ White trash no good,” said Tin
Tacks scornfully, as three or four of
the seamen dragged up Peg Slaney,
and pitehed him out of the forecastle,
the juniors making way for them,

“The show's over,” said Vernon
Daubeny, as the three juniors moved
away. * That ruffian ought to be re-
ported to the skipper, and put in
irond.  He's not safe.”

“I think he's had a lesson,”” said
Drake., ** Hallo, it's bed-time—there
goes the bell!™

Drake and Rodney returned to their
cabin, where they found Tuckey
Toodles. Before the chums turned in,
however, a battered black face looked
m at the door.

““ Mass® Jack A

‘* Hallo, Tin Tacks! You'd better

go and bathe your chivvy, or you'll
lose your complexion !”

Tin Tacks grinned, |

“ Dat debble Paquito want kmfe
poor ole Tin Tacks,” he said, ™ Yon
save ole Tin Tacks second time, Mass’
Jack. Me nebber leabe you. XNo go
‘shore at Barbados—nebher leave
Mass" Jack,”

And the coloured gentleman rlis-
appeared hefore Drake could reply.

s —

At Barbados!
AWN flushed up on the sea, and
D the dark shadows rolled away
like a eurtain that is drawn.

Long before rising-hell Drake and
Rodney were on deck, with some of the
other juniors, to wateh the outermost
izland of the Antilles as the old Ben-
how drew nearer.

There was little wind, and the Beon-
bhow seemed to feel her way along,
passed easily by two or three steamers
as she sailed on, white and stately.

Larger and bluer rose the island,
till the juniore could see the reefs on
which the surf enrled, and the nplands
in the interior of the itlands, and the
eraceful, nodding palm-trees in the
far distance,

“ Beautiful I"* said Dick Reodney, in
almost a hushed voice.

“ Jolly nice!” zaid the nnromantic
Tuckey Toodles. I say, Tin Tacks
says there's no end of ecoconuts, and
grapes, and things he calls gunavas—
I don’t know what they ave, but I dare
spy they're good to eat. And we'ra
stopping two days!"”

“ We shall be at anchor in a eouple
of hours now,” rémarked IDrake.
“ Then, I suppose, we're going to say
good-bye to old Tin Tacks.”

“ Nebber leabe Mass’ Jack!” =aid
@ voice at his elbow—the voice of the
colonred gentieman,

Drake glanced round, and he eounld
not help smiling.,

Tin Tacks had heen the victor in the
fight in the forecaztle, but his black
face showed severe traces of the
punishment he had received from the
one-eyed seaman. One of his eyes was
nearly closed, and hiz flat noze was
flatter than ever,

“ Feel all right this morning, old
top?’ asked Drake.

* Ole Tin Tacks all right,"” answered
the colonred man. ** Dat trash Paquito
all weong. Him sick !”

“ Reported sick?" asked Roduey,

Tin Tacks nodded and grinned.

* Mass" Doctor he go to him, and he
off duty,”” he said.. ** Ole Tin Tacks
gib him jolly hiding. ='pose you come
ashore in Barhades, Mass® Jack, ole
Tin Tacks guide wvou, and show you
tings. What youn tink?"

“Good egg!”  answered Drake.
“We'll be jolly glad., I wish you
were going to stay on the ship with
us, Tin Tacks."

“Me ‘tay !l
Fian.

Drake shook his head.

“It’s impossible, old chap.”

“* Me ’tay, all same.’

And Tin Tacks walked away, with
a very determined expression on his
ebony face,

After hreakfast,

answered the black

the Beubow - wad



Aug. 14, 1920.

feeling her way into the bay, and the
juniors had a view of Bridgetown.

It was late in the afternoon hefore
any of the schoolboys were allowed
ashore, however,

Then they went in two
der the charge of Mr, Packe and Mr.
Yavasour.

Jack Drake and his comrades would ]

reatly have preferred to wander
about at their own sweet will, with
Tin Tacks for guide; but the mas-
ters, perhaps judiciously, did not want
to run the risk of auy of their charges
being missing when the Benbow raised
her anchor again,

Tin Tacks acgompanied the Fourth-
form party, and when they returned
to the boat he came back with them.
Mr. Packe looked at him rather ex-
, pressively as he was stepping into the
boat after the juniors.

“ Me come, too,
Tacks submissively,

“ 1 think I understeod that you were
remaining ashore,”’ said Mr. Packe.

* *“Tay on ship till to-morrow, sar,”’
said Tin Tacks earnestly. ** Beautiful
white gentleman let poor ole Tin
Tacks "tay till to-morrow.”

Mr, Packe smiled.

I'ossibly he was pleased at being
described as a beauntiful white gentle-
man: at all events, he made no further
objection to Tin Tacks entering the
boat, and the Barbadian pulled back
to the ship with the juniore.

The following morning Tin Tacks
made himself busy in sweeping out No.
8 cabin., That duty usnally fell to Pe
Slaney, but the one-eyed man was stil
ou the sick-list, and Tin Tacks had his
OWI WAY.

After breakfast he disappeared.

There was another run ashore in the
morning, but the black Barbadian did
not accompany the party.

Drake missed him, and inquired
after him: but Tin Tacks was not to
be scen, and the juniors went without
him,

They spent a happy morning in a
long ramble, during which Tuckey
Toodles sampled tropical fruite to
such an extent that Mr. Packe came
down on him, in time to save him
from making himself ill.

Tuckey was leoking a little green
when the juniors came back to the
Benbow,

““ Anvhody seen old Tin Tacks?”
Drake inguired that evening, wonder-
ing at not having seen the black
gentleman during the day.

Nobody had.

On inguiry, Drake learned that Mr,
Piper, the boatswain, had seen Tin
Tacks in a shore beat, which had come
alongside the Benbow with a supply of
fruit for the ship,

He had not been scen since,

Whether Tin Tacks had gone ashore
in the fruit-boat, Mr. Piper did not
knew, not having regarded the Bar-
badian as a person of sufficient im-
portance for his movements to be ob-
served,

Drake concluded that Tin Tacks had
landed, and he was rather sorry nof
to have said good-bye to his black
friend.

“* Poor old chap!” he remarked to
Rodney. ** He secmed very keen about
gtaying on the ship, and I suppose he
thought it would be zather too painful

gar!” said Tin
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yarties, un-|

to say good-bye. I1'm really sorry he
couldn’'t hang on.”

“ He was a good chap, in his way,"”
said Rodney, smiling. *° We may sec
him again if we ever touch at Bar-
bados."

I hope so.” "

“ Rot!” remarked T'uckey Toodles.
“Im fed with that blessed nigger. 1
offered to make him my servant, and
he was ungrateful.”™

“ Fathead!” replied Drake
Rodney together.

Whereat Rupert de

andl

YVere Toodles

sniffed scornfully. The fat juuior had|

been disposed to be very kind to Tin
Tacks, in his own way, being prepared
to take on the black gentleman in the
role of ** faithful nigger.” But Tin
Tacks had apparently had no ambition
to be Tuckey’s faithful nigger. At

all events, he had declined emphatic-
ally.
1'he next day the Benbow left Bar-

i}d. EVERY TUESDAY. 7

** What do yon mean?’

“ Did he ever tell you what he was
doing on the Orinoco, sir?"’

“1 don’t see why I should answer
vour questions,” said Drake coldly.
** But he didn't tell me excepting that
he was there with his master.”

“Did he pive you the gentleman’s
name, sir?"’

ig Nu.ll

Peg Blaney drew a gquick breath, and
Drake thought he looked relieved.

““No, I &'pose he wouldn’t think of
it,"”" he muttered.

““* He told me you'd robbed his mas-
ter of a Spanish document,” said
Drake scornfully. “ I shouldn’t won-
der if it's the same paper you have
about yvou now."

“ That ain't any business of yourn,
sir,” said Peg Slaney. **1 reckon
there ain't much law oun the Orinoco,
and a man takes what he can find, Do
you think that there dockyment be-

i

NEUL|

i S ———

Tin Tacks accompanied the Fourth-form party when they returned fo the boat.

“ Me come, too, sar ¢ "’ he said to Mr. Packe.

“ Beautiful white gentlemen let

poor ole Tin Tacks "tay {ill to-morrow.”

bados behind, steering a southerly
LOUT=4E,

Jack Drake stood on deck and
watched the island sink out of sight in
the sunset, thinking of Tin Tacks,
and wondering whether he would ever
see the coloured gentleman again, A
rasping voice at his elbow interrupted
his meditations.

““ That nig's gone, 1 &'pose, sirt”

He turned his head, and glanced at
Peg Slaney.

““ Yes,” he answered curtly.

“ (iood thing for him, tovo,” mut-
tered Slaney, gritting his yellow feeth.
“I'd—I'd have He paused,

* You're lucky not to be in irouns,”
said Drake disdainfully. *° You would
be if the captain knew that you'd
drawn a knife in a row in the fo'e’sle.”

“ P'r'aps &0, answered Slaney
gourly. ** I &'pose, sir, that there nig-
eer talked to you a loti”

longed to the nigger’s master—which
I needn’t mention his name? Not it!
He was mixed up with Ponce Garcia's
rebels, and =0 was I, and he had no
more right to old Ponce's paper than
I had. And I reckon he made more
out of it than I did. He went back to
England a rich man, and I—leok al
me, sir! Steward’s mate on a durned
floating school, Ly hokey! DBut the
time'll come !

And the one-eyed scaman moved off,
muttering to himself.

The Stowaway!

‘g FAROOOOOP !
Y That sudden startled yell

came from Mr. Capps, the

steward, and it interrupled lessons on
the deck of the Benbow the next day.

The Fourth-formers stared round,
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B
and Mr. Packe uttered an exclama-
Lion,

“ Bless my soul! What——"

*“ Yoop! “‘Elp I

“ Something wrong with old Capps,”
murmured Roduey., ** He's in the
hold, What the dickens =

t- :F:]l-flrl

Fhere was a segrambling and tramp-
iing of feet, and Mr. Capps came
bursiing up the main hatchway.
_His eyes were almost starting from
his head as he came whooping out on
Heclk,

“CElp !’ he pauted.

" What's the matter theve, stew-
ard Ft‘l’ shouted Captain Topeastle,

T s

! W}gr.ugtr.ﬁ 4

“ Geg-g-ghosts |7
Lapps.

" Ghosts ! roared the skipper.

" Ay, ay, sir—g-g-ghosts I'" groaned
Mr. Cappe. ** Come on it quite sud-
den-like, sir, in the ’old, when I was
down for stores, sir—'orrid and hlack

and ’orrible, sir—Dbreathing fire and
flames, sir——"'

splattered Mr,

" Nonsense | Are you drunk,
Capps:™ :
" Which I ain't touched a drop,

<ir ] gasped Mr. Capps. *“ Not a dt‘{;p
this 'ere day, sir! 1 come on it sud-
den—a ghost with a black face, sir,
and “ormd, starin’ eyes, sir, breathing
red flames 5

“ Belay  vour jawing-tackle !
enapped the captain, ** Bosun !

‘“Ay, ay, sir !’

"o down and see if anything's
am'ss 1n the hold.”

T A « a¥, sip ™

Mr. Piper glanced at the terrified
steward, and glanced at the hateh-
way, and glanced at the captain. In
the bright sunlight on the decks of the
Benhow ghosts seemed rather absurd,
but in the dim recesses of the hold
1t was a differeut matter. aptain
Topcastle glared down at the hesitat-
ing sdilorman.

“ Why don’t youw go, basunt"

“I—=1'm jest going, sirl"

* Look ahve, then ™

Mr. Piper reluctantly descended the
ladder., Mr. Packe's class had all risen
to their feet, in eager curiosity, Most
of them would have heen quite willing
to search the hold of the Benbow for
Mr. Capps’ ghost; it would have been
a welcome change from lessons. Rut
their services were not required.

There was the sound of o shout be-
low, and a strong sea expression in the
deep tones of Mr. Piper.

'f‘&lf:u a trampling of feet on the
ladder.

The boatswain emerged on the main
deck—not alone., He was dragging up
a wriggling form by the collar,

Jack Drake gave a <hout as his-eyes
fell upon the latter.

““ Tin Tacks!"

** The nigger!"
Toodles.

“ A stowmaway!™
Topeastle, : :

“ Kim - on, vou black lubber!”
growled the boatswain; and he jerked
the wriggling Barbadian tewards the
captain. = Mr. Capps blinked at the
“ ghost,” and scuttled away to his
cantéen with very red cheeks. Tt was
a very solid ghost indeed that the

ejaculated Tuckey

chouted Captain

I boatswain had unearthed in the held

of the Benbow!

The stowaway was landed at the
captain’s feet, and Captain Topeastle
gave him a grim look.

Drake looked on, feeling distressed,
He understood mow why Tin Tacks
had vanished on the last-day at Bar-
hados. The black man had not gone
ashore, after all: he had stowed him-
self away in the hold of the ship, in
order to sall with the Benbow, If was
assuredly too late to put him ashore
NOW.

" So you're a stowaway!” growled
the captain. ** Stand up, vou raseal |*’

“ You leabe go eollar,” said Tin
Tacks 1o the boatswain, ' No handle
free coloured gentleman like dat.”

Captain Topeastle was a little per-
plexed to know how to deal with the
coloured gentleman,

“*Me good sailorman, sar,” said
Tin Tacks., **Ship's carpenter, sar—
bery useful man. You find ole Tin
Tacks bery useful en ship, sar. Me
wailt sail with Mass® Jack, sar.’™

“ I can’t throw you into the sea,”
grunted the eaptain. ** I've a goad
mind to have you tied up and given
threo dozen.”

"* No flog coloured gentleman, sar

'3

““ Belay that! Get awavy forrard!
Bosun, take that man in hand, and
see that he earns his rations,™

*“ Ay, ay, sir}”’

“ Tank wyou bery much, sar." said
Tin Tacks gracefully, He griumed at
Jack Drake as he passed the juniors
on his way forrard. ;

And Drake smiled and nodded in
return, He was very glad to seoe the
stowawayv of the Benbow,

THE EXND.

Next Tuesday's ripping, long, complete

Yarn of the boys of the Benhow will be

entitled : ““Trouble at Trinidad!** Order
your ““Greyfriars Herald ** to-day!

RESULT OF TUCK HAMPER o
COMPETITION.—No. 36.

In this competition one eompetitor
sent in o correct solution of the pie-
tures, and the prize of £2 108, hos
theredore been awarded as {ollows:

H. ;. BIXMS,
47, Laburnum Road,
I Brook Raead,
LGorton, Manchester,

A Tueck Hamper has been awarded

to enchh of the following eleven com- |

etitors:

|~ Clara Love, 20, New Bulldings,

| Enmore Green, Shaftesbury, Daorset; |
Eileen Stanning, 119, Skelton's Lane, |

Leyton, E.; Edith M. Don, 259, |
Crookston  Street, Glasgow: Edna |
Hinett, 26, Hall Street, Kidder-
minster, Wores.: Donald Howgate! 8, I
Cagthorpe, Horneastle, Lines. ; Ceell

Silcox, B2, Cotewold Road, Bristol; |
A. G, L. Snowdén, 27, Powls Street, |
Woolwich, S.E.18. Miss B. Rainford,
85, Wraybun Street, Earle Road,
Liverpool: Alex. Ritchie, 115, Enst
Clyde Street, Helensburgh, N.H.;
Meg., B. F. Gamten, 110, Wilton
Rouad, Sparkhill, Birmincham; W. E.
' Grandy, 1, Parkfield Place, Beeston, I
{ Leeds, Yorks

CORRECT SOLUTION:

Dear Puls,—The splendid new ¢com-
plete tales of the boys of the Ben-
pow, by Owen Conquest, have beén |}
welvomed: by one and all with loud
cheers.  Jaek Drake and the various
other characters will have many more
adveutures in sunny SBouth Americns, .
the reading of which will afford you
great amusement,

o T e B B B B B S g

MY KRICKET
KOLLUM
By

BILLY BUNITER

IR T e

[ ]
;
®
:
:

%“l*#l-ﬂ*ﬁﬂ?-iblﬂ?lﬂrlﬂb.ﬂ*iﬁr
o HI kricket seeson is droring to a

I elothes,”" I remarked to Whar-

ton, ** and befour it Linnishes
alltogether, I meen to distimgwish my-
self. Can I tern out this afterncon
against 8t. Jim’s?”

T Nt} !.I]

““Oh, reelly, Wharton

“ If you were a kricketer, instedd of
a komedian, I should be happy to give
yvou a plaiee,” kontinewed arton.,
* Ag it 18, you'll have to kontent your-
self with being a specked tater !”

““ Look hear,” 1 protested, *“ It
isn’'t fare—"

At thie junkcher, who should stepp
inteo Wharton's studdy but my sister
Besgie, who had overherd us,

* What nonsence!” she eksclaimed.
“ Billy’s a verry promissing player.”

“ Too promissing !’ said Wharton,
He's allways promissing to skore a
sentury—but it nevver comes off I

Bessie through owt her slimm white
hands appeelingly.

““ Do let him play this afternoon ™
she pleeded,

How conld Wharton rezzist that ap-
peel? How could he ignaw the klaims
of bewty in distress?

“ All rite, Miss Buuter,” he said.
“ Billy shall play.”

Akkordingly, ft{}ruﬂd owt with the
Remove teem that afternoon.

St. Jim's took 1st mnock, and Tom
Merry and Talbot were in eggsellent
form. They treeted the boling with
lofty kontent, and the skore mownted
apace,

Then Tom Merry smote the bawl ig
my direckshun,

“ Katch,; Bunter—katch !
crond. :

The bawl kanvoned into my chest,
b and I sat down with grate violense in
the grass

“ Butterfingers I?

1 skrambled to my feat with a krest-
fallen air, and reterned the bawl te
the holer.

After that, Tom Merry maid qwite a
target of me. The bawl kontinewall
came wizzing in my direckshun, and
was in an agerny lest I should be
nocked owtl.

When Tom Merry had skored ninety-
wine, and was on the verj of getting
his sentury, he agane smote the bawl
towards me.

I promptly put up my hand to
sheeld my face, (for my specktacles are
valewable, and 1 didn’t want to pet
them broken), and then a serprizing
thing happened. The bawl eraszhed
against my palm, and staird there |

“* Kawt, sirl” .

It was a pure axxident, of corse; but
I was cheered to the ekko. And all-
though Bt. Jim's ganed an easy vick=-
tory at the finnish, that grate and
brillyunt katch of mine, will always be
remembered.  Fewcher jennyratious
of Greyiriars feloes will diskuss ib

cride the

with rellish, But Tom Merry will
nevver diskuss it.  He'll always kues
if.

THE EXD.
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THE DISAPPEARANCE OF LORD ADOLPHUS!

Our Great New Series dealing with
the amazing adventures of

HERLCIDJCK SHOLMES

ETECTIVE

Written by

PETER TODD

5
ERLOCK SHOLMES was read-
ing the morning paper when an
agitated official of the Red
Tape and Sealing-Wax Department
was shown into our rooms at ~haker
wireet. :

“* Mr. Sholmes!"
breathlessly.

Sholmes politely laid down the jour-
nal, and removed his feet from the
mantelpiece.

1t was evident that something of a
startling nature must have occurred to
cause an official of the Red Tape de-
partment to he abroad, and wide
awake, so early as half-past eleven in
the morning !

““ What has happened?” drawled
Sholmes. *° You may speak ghite
freely before my friend Dr. Jotson.”

“ Lord Adolphus Fitzfoozle, the
head of our department, has dis-
appeared [’

““ Disappeared !”" repeated Sholmes.
“ Kindly give me a few details.”

“ Little is known, Mr. Sholmes.
Yesterday morming, as nsnal, Lord
Adolphus arrived at ihe department,
at a quarter past eleven. He seemed
in his usual health and spirits, and
glept peacefully in his bureau until
twelve o'clock, when he left for lunch.
It iz his custom to walk across St.
James's Park for lunch at his club;.
Lord Adolphus has always been a man
of at energy. Bui—he did not
arrive at his club!”

“AhL!" said Sholmes inserntably.

“Inquiry was not made till evening,
for sometimes his lordship sleeps at his
club in the afternoon, instead of at the
department. But when inquiry was
made, it was discovered that he hatl
never arrived at the club. Search was
made in the park. He was not there.
He had not been heard of at his home,
He had vanished completely! Fin
Lord Adolphus, Mr. Sholmes, and save
the country!™

And the agitated official retived.

he exclaimed

A ——

11,

I I morning paper again, glaucing
at me with a siile.

o Sholmes!” T exclaimed. * You
are not going to read yomr paper
now?"’

“ Why not, Jotson ="

*“ My dear fellow,” I said
warmly, *° the fate of the country may
be at atake! The most important
meansure of modern times—that

in the style of

dressing the Arm{* z
e hung up if the

Punchinello—may
Red Tape department is paralysed by
the loss of its chief! And what might
happen to the country, if a fresh war
shonld break out, and find our soldiers
still dressed in khaki?”

“ Trye. But I hope to find a clue
in this journal, Jotson, Listen to this,
my dear fellow:

¢« ‘Qome excitement was caused at
Colney Hatch ;’EEtETdﬂj' by the escape
of a lunatic. This man, after eluding
the keepers, succeeded in getting as
far as London, but he was recaptured
in 8t. James's Park, and taken away
immediately in a taxi.” "’

I stared at Herlock Sholmes.

This item of news was, perhaps, in-
teresting in itself, but I could see no
connection between it and the affair
of the missing Minister.

Sholmes smiled at my perplexed ex-
pression, and rose from his chair.

““ Come!” he said; and, taking me
playfully by the nose, he led me away.

In Shaker Street we stepped into a
taxi. Sholmes gave the direction to

The name of Herlock Sholmes openad
all doars.

the driver, and as T heard it, I blinked
in amazement.

““ (olney Hateh!™ ,

“ Sholmes,” I exclaimed, ** you are
going to call upen your relatives at
this trucial moment !

““ Naot at all. my dear Jolson."

“* Then why are we going to Colney

1 | Hatch®"”
ERLOCK SHOLMES took up his |

His answer astounded me,

““ To find the missing DMinister,
Jotson !

We arrived at Colney Hatch, where
the name of Herlock Sholmes opened
a1l doors. His request to see the
lunatic who had been recaptured in
St. James's Park the previous day was
immediately granted, and we were con-
ducted to his reom.

of |

A slim gentleman, with a wvacaut,

| I

aristocratic face, was dozing upon a
couch when we entered. Sholmes
touched him lightly on the shoulder.

“ Wake up, Lord Adolphus!” he
said.

The sleeper started up.

“ Dear me !”" he murmured.
lunch-time already?"

““ Come!" eaid Sholmes.

1z it

III.

HE taxi bore us to Whitehall,
where Lord Adolphus was re-
turned, safe and sound, to his

anxions iriends in the Red Tape and
Sealing-Wax department. His return
brought joy to the geventy-five thou-
sand officials of that department. As
we walked back to Shaker Street, 1
could contain my impatience no
longer.

* Sholmes '* 1 exclaimed.

““ A very interesting case, Jotson,”
said Herlock Sholmes. *‘ One that
might have baffied Scotland Yard for
years, but which was, fortunately,
simple enough to me. The clue was
in the newspaper report.”

“ But how "

¢ Consider, my dear fellow. A pro-
minent Government official disap-
| peared in the park. At the same time,
an escaped lunatic was captured there,
and taken away in a taxi. The con-
clusion was obvious. The Colney
Hatch attendants had made a mistake
—natural, under the ecircumstances.
To the trained eye of a detective, Jot-
son, there are distinetions between 2

Cabinet Minister and a lunatic. But
asylum officials, of course, are naot
trained detectives. They made a

natural mistake: they suppos-d that
Lord Adolphus was their muun, ol
took him away in a taxi.”

“ T spe it all now, Sholmes! Bul
| what a dreadful shock to Lord Adol-

phus, to find himself in a lunatic
asylum!™ :

Sholmes smiled.

““ A painful shock, no doubt, if Lard
Adolphus had given the matter any
thought.”” he rveplied. * Fortunately,
he is a member of the Corps Diploma-
tigue, and mnot accustomed %o think.
Moreover, the difference between a
lunatie asylum and a Government de-
partment is not very great, and Lord
Adolphus had not yet observed it when
we fortunately found him.”

“ Tyue. And the escaped lunatic,
then, is still at larger"”’

*“ Brvidently ! But doubtless he will
be recaptured in time, unless -3
Herlock Sholmes paused.

“ [Tnless what, Sholmes?

““ Unless he should take refuge in a
Government department, Jotson. In
that case it will be a matter of ex-
ceeding difficulty to pick him out from
the others.”

THE END.

Next week’s laughable adventure will be
““The Mystery of the Garden Suburb.”
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Owing to the indisposition of Mr.
Justice Wharten, who twas confined to
his study with an attack of swelled head,
the court proceedings this week were
presuied over by Mr. Robert Cherry,
.U, the eminent barrister.

Curious Charge Against Coker!

Horace James Coker, described as
an absentee from Colney Hatch, was
f%alrged with attempting to take his
ife.

Magistrate: What silly ass sto 1
him? (Laughter.) g s

Mr. Peter Todd, K.C., for the prose-
cution: This is a very sad case, your
worship. I desire to shed a few silent
tears, before calling the first witness.

Magistrate: Anybody got an empty

ginger-beer bottle? (Laughter.)
- Mr. Todd, having sobbed pitifully
for several moments (the members of
the public being obliged to put np
their umbrellas), called upon Detec-
tive-Inspector Penfold to give evi-
dence.

Det.-Insp. Penfold: On the 2nd in-
stant, your worship, I had occasion to
visit prisoner’s study for the purpose
of raiding his tuck. (Laughter.) On
the table I discovered a pathetic ode,

£ My Weekly

Interview

By the Special Representative of
“The Greyfriars Herald.”
This week :

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE -

——

;- EMPLE’S the next on the list,”
said the editor, when I pre-
sented myself at his sanctum,

“I don't like the idea of interview-
ing Temple,’”” 1 said. ** He's a Fourth-
forin beast, and the Upper Fourth are
at daggers drawn with the Remove,
just now The moment I barge into
115 gtudy, he’s bound teo start lam-
ming me with a ericket-stump. And I
don’t want to be bedridden for the rest
of my life!”

* What rot " said the editor. “Tem-
ple’s quite harmless, and 1'll pay you
an oxira threepence. Pat him pently
on the hack, and make inquiries about
his pedigree, and he’ll simply fawn
on you.

Taking fresh heart from this assur-
ance, I went along to Temple's study.

Cecil Heginald Temple was not at
home, But his stable companions,
Dabney and Fry, were preparing a
“high ** tea, in the shape of grilled
kippers.

*“ Where's Temple?'’ I inquired.

“On the river,” said Dabney
ghortly,

- 3
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addressed to Potter and Greene, 1
have the ode in court. Would vou like
me to read it, yvour weorship?
Magistrate: Go ahead!
Det.-Insp. Penfold then recited the
following tender, touching lines:

“ Fare thee well, George Potter!
Good-bye, William Greene !
Don’'t think I'm a rotter—
Don't suggest I'm mean !
You will find my body
Floating after dark,
In the reeds and rushes
Of the River Sark!"

Mr. Todd: Boo-hoo!

Magistrate: Wherefore
learned friend weep?

Mr. Todd: It's such a terrible
tragedy !

Magistrate: But Coker is stil] alive !

Mr. Todd: Yes, that's the terrible
tragedy ! (Laughter.)

Magistrate: What action did you
take. inspector, on finding that fare-
well ode ?

Det.-Inep. Penfold : With the aid of
the Greyfriars Special Constabulary,
your worship, I dragged the river.

Magistrate: And you found?

does  my

It was a bit of a fag, having to go
down to the river, but I was deter-
mined to earu my extra threepence.

Ten minutes later, I was plodding
along the towing-path of the Sark, in
the sweltering heat. 1 locked every-
where for Temple, but he was not to
be seen. And I was about to turn
back in disgust, when I caught sight
of a boat reposing in the rushes, not a
ereat distance from the weir,

At first the boat appeared to be
emply, but when I drew nearer I ob-
served a huddled, motionless figure in
the stern. 5

“ Temple!” I ejaculated.

There was no movement from the

huddled figure, and I became greatly
alarmed.

I could not see Temple's face, but I
conld guess what had happened. He
had hired a rowing-beat from the
boathouse, and whilst rewing down-
stream he had been overpowered hy
the fierce sumn.

And now he lay huddled aud helpless
in the boat, which might scon be
caught in the current, and swept over
the edge of the weir! :

That was how I figured things out.

Fired by an heroic impulse, T sped
away to the boathouse, and secured a
long boat-hooky which would reach
r1git across the river. When I re-
turned, 1 half expected to find that
Temple’s boat hacf been carried away
by the current, which I knew to be

very powerful at that part. But thel

m—

Det,-Insp. Penfold : Nothing but an
old tin kettle, your worship. {Laugh-

ter.

ﬂfagi:-::tratﬁ: That was a far morg
valuable find than Caker’s hody would
have been, anyway !

Mr. George Blundell, who.appeared
for the defence, said that there was
o question of suicide.

‘““ Coker composed that ede simply
and eolely as a practical joke,” sard
Mr. Blundell. ** And Potter - and
Greene knew 1t was nnl§u lark. But
these idiotic Jotland Yard officials
took it seriously.”

Magistrate : Practical jokes of that
description are in very bad taste, and
prisoner must be taught a sharp les-
son! He will be placed in a con-
venient position across the dock, and
will be chastized with a cricket-stump,
until either the stump, or the pri-
soner, breaks in half! (Langhter)

Foreman of the Jury: Steady om,
yvour worship! You Appedar to have
forgotten our existence!

Magistrate: I have! You're dead in
this act !

Prisoner (wrathfully): If you dara
to lay a finger on me, vou cheeky
young enb——

Magistrate: Carry out the sentence!

To the accompaniment of cheers
from the spectators in the gallery, the
sentence was duly carried out.

Ten minutes later, prisoner hobbled
out of the court on crutches,

Magistrate: I'll teach vou to pre-
tend to take your life!

Prisoner: Yow-ow-ow! You've jolly
nearly taken it for me! (Loud laugh-
ter.)

boat was still there, and Temple was
still huddled up in the stern.

Swinging the boat-hook across, I
deftly hooked Temple’s boat, and
started to pull it in. Then, to my
amazement, the huddled figure be-
came suddenly active, and Temple
spun round towards me, with fury in
his face,

“You chump—you imbecile!” he
roared. ** What do vou want to drag
me in for? Just as I'd got a hite,
tﬂﬂ!!)

*“ A—a biter” I faltered. ;

““Yes, I should have landed guite
a decent-sized trout if it hadn’t been
for you, you prize maniac¢!”

And then it dawned on me that Tem.
ple had not been a victim of sunstroke
at all. With his back turned to me,
he had been fishing ! And I had robbed
him of what might have proved the
cateh of the season! :

I pansed, scarcely knowing what to
do or say.

“ You can finish hauling me in,
now you've started!”’ said Temple,
" And then I shall have something to
say to you!l”’

And when the irate captain of the
Fourth landed om the bhank, he said
what he had to say—not by word of
mouth, but with his fists!

And it was a very hattered and for-
lorn special representative who limped
baek to Grevfriars to collect his wella
earned threepence |

THE END.
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For tha best storyette printed on this
page a hamper crammaead full of dalicious
tuck will ba awarded. Money prizes
will be given for all other contributions
used. When more than one reader senda
in the same acceptable storyette, the
prize is awarded to the first read. Re-
member your joke should be written
plainly on a postcard.—Editor.

Woodn't Flatter!
The Actor: How did you like me as
the ** wood-nymph,” old man, eh?
His Iriend: Why, man, you're a
genins!  You acted as though you were
actually made of wood !—Sent in by A.
Reader. 16, Brace Street, Bedford.

Sea?

Little Tommy was sitting on his
father’'s knee watching his mother
arranging her hair.

‘“ Papa hasn't a Marcel wave like
that,” said his father laughingly.

Tommy looked up at his pa's bald-
pate, and rephed:

“No: no waves, it's all beach!’'—
Sent in by Miss Marion Gomersall, 2,
Earle. Terrace, Lee Mount, Halifax,
Yorks.

NEARLY OUTED HIM!

it I o i
T

BARRY : “ What are you going out
for? The umpire signalled * no ball.* ™

NOVICE: “‘Noball!” Myaunt! 1
know itwasaball! Look at the bump
it made before it took my wicket 1"

A Lacing Followed!
Mr. Quelch : How is it yow're late for
clags this morning, Bunter?
Billi Bunter : }'- viea=ze, 211,
lace beécame untied.
Mr. Quelch: That's
coming late!

> P g I
Billy Bunter: I—1 know, sit ijFI:‘:;Jnt

U4,

1dn’t think of a better one
;zlm by 8. Waxman, Iflnwmz_.'uilf,
Downs Park Road, Clapton, k.o,

““ Ah, life's a hard pgrind,” mur-
mured the emery-wheel,
“ It's a 1}{*1‘1“@4:1; hore ! eoxclaimed

for me,”” sald the nail.

throngh as I have,”” put in the saw.
eried the bench.

IMer.

““ Here comes the boss!”

And awl was silence.—Sent In hj'ln

Wm.
Crewe.

me ehoe-

a poor exeise for

Tools of Fate

the auger.
“ It means nothing but hard krocks

““ But you haven’t so much to go
W u L : 3l
And I'm always being sat upon,
““ Let's strike ! suggested the ham-

“Unt it ont "' mutitered the chisel.

Lewis, 53, Meredith Street,

OUR TUCK-HAMPER
PRIZE STORYETTE

2

A CLEAN FACER!
“You say your baby doesn’t

walk yet,” said Bragge. * Mine
does, and he’s not half the age
of vours., Has vour baby cut his

teeth yet:??®

“No, he Hhasn't,” admitted
Meek sadly.

“0Oh, mine has them all,”

boasted Bragee. * Can vour baby
talk yet? "

“Not vet,” repiied Meek. * And
}'UUI'E ? )

“ Great Scott, ves ! " exclaimed
Bragee.

Then Meek became desperate.

“ Say,” he demanded, * does
yvour baby us¢ a safety razor of
one of the ordinary wvaristy 7 "—
Sent in by C. Hannuell, 12, Brid-

ort Street, Harewood Avenue,
iis&:{}n Grove, London, N.W.1., to
whom a hamper crammed full of
delicious tuck has been despatched.

L AN AN AN N ALY

Was 1t Black?
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Followed Instructions!
The coloned was to hold an inspecd
tion of the recruits, and the sergeant
was telling Private Muggins what to
say if he was spoken to by the com-
mander.
~““ When he says * How long have you
been in the Army?’ say “Three months,
sir,” When he says * How old are you?’
say ‘ Twenty-nine years, sir.” When heo
says ‘ Do you like your food and lodg-
inga?’ say ‘ Yes, both, sir.” "
As it happened, the first man the
colonel spoke to was Private Muggins.
““ How old are vou, my manr"’ he
asked.
““ Three months, sir,”” was the reply,
The officer stared hard and said:
““ How long have wvou been in the
Army?"”
“ Twenty-nine years, sir.”
““ Rattling sabres!"”’ spluttered the
colonel. ““ Are you a blithering idiot,
or am 17" :
And the reply came,
“ Yes, both, sir!”—Sent in by Row-
land Marrish, 77, Camp Road, Leeds.

A Striking Discovery!

Dentist: I think that tooth’s heen
filled before. I ean see traces of gold.
Patient: Great Seott, man, then

you've struck my back collar-etud '—
Sent in by Alex. B. Gibson 5, Dougla
Terrace, Abbotsinch, Paisley,

MADE A SAD SPECTACLE!

TEDDIE: * Hallo, Freddie, 1 supposs

you'll see better at cricket to-day when

you use ‘em.”
FREDDIE : “See better! What tha

dickens d’vou mean ? "

TEDDIE : “ Why, 1 heard vou got a

‘pair of spectacles’ at the match

yesterday ! "

Heading For Trouble!
Mr. Bootles: Muflin, do vou rememe
bher what I told you about the North
‘ole, yesterday?
Tubby Muffin: Er—I—er—I—
Mr. Bootles: Really, you can never
remember anytlhung, Tm:; ! YWhat i1s the
use of your head? .
Tubby Muffin (brightly): Well, it
keeps my collar from slipping off, sir?
__Sent in by W, J. White, 90, Downg
Road, Walmer.

R

P.-c. Fairyfoot: Do you happen 1o
know a man with one eye of the name

here?

Iee-cream Couldn't

Vendor:

of White, who's often hanging about.

say.

: . : ¢ his other eyer—
What's the name © 2, Ridge-

Unanswerablel
Constable O'Flanagan 1o =trech
lﬂﬂ_f{'r?: Now then, bedad, move on
there! Tf iverybody stopped 1n the
same place, how'd ye iver think the
rest would get by?—Sent In by Miss
. Macarthy, 21, Hawmplon Streety

Jent in by Miss A. Browie,

| bill Lane, Stalybridge.

Barton Hill, Bristol.



Tony's Dasperale Leap!

ONY, who had been leaning on
the balcony rail outside the
room, swung round with a start

as the two rogues entered. He guessed
that the precious pair had come to
some decision concerning him, and he
greatly wondered what his fate was
to be, little suspecting, however, the
murderons nature of the plot which
had been hatched against him.

“ Put your hands over your head,
you young rip!” ordered Groat, mak-
ing a threateming movement with his
automatic. ** We've come to have a
1i"l chat with you.”

Leaning casually against the rail of
the balcony, Tony wobliged without
demur. A contemptuous smile, how-
ever, lighted his face as he noted the
thick tones of the bookmaker, which

roved that the man had been resort-
ing to rather more liguid refreshment
than even his exiraordinary capacity
would permit without tell-fale eifects.
And Tony's smile was reflected in a
grin tinged with malice and expectant
triumph on the face of Andy Finch,
as that worthy noticed the attitude of
the boy on the balcony. Nothing conld
have suited the villain's plan better.

While Jerry Croat showered abuse
on the head of the stable-lad, Finch
manoenvred himself into a position
ahead of the bookie, and near to the
right hand of the intended tictim.

e foul deed he contemplated
geemed easier now of ﬁﬂt'ﬂlﬂp]iHEIﬂETIT
even than it had done when he and
Groat had been discussing the matter
downstairs,

Finch took n hasty glance culside.
There was a lane beyond the grounds
of The Poplars, but it was hidden by
trees, and therefore it was impossible
for any passers-hy to be witness of his
murderous act.

Still rolling forth a string of abuse
and threats on Tony, Groeat saw Finch
preparing to put the murderous scheme
into action, and his hand trembled con-
vulsively. Tony noted the nnsteady
movement of the antomatie, and a sud-
den disquieting thought oceurred to
him that the notorieus boekie intended
shooting him in cold bleod.

But hardly had the thought flashed
through his mind than a swift move-
ment on the part of Finch attracted
his attention, The ruffian threw him.
self down to clutch the lad's knees,
and in & flash the bov realised the

EVERY TU ESDA}'.
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Our magnificent racing serial specially written by

MAJOR

full nature of the villain’s diabolical
intention.

There was no time to jump clear of
that deadly tackle, but instinctively
Tony thrust his right knee forward.
It came againgt Finch's chin with a
resonnding crack, and an involuntary
gasp of surprise and pain escaped
the villain. This had the effect of
preventing Finch from securing @
firm grasp, but even so Tony almost
| overbalanced over the low balcony rail-
ing as the rufiian dashed against him.

But with a dexterous twist the boy
freed himself from the grasp of the
villain, who sprawled face downwards
on the floor. At that moment Groat
ressed the trigger of his automatic.
There was a sharp teport, and a
bullet whizzed past Tony's ear,

Forgetting Finch in the face of this
new danger, Tony dashed at the book-
maker. At point-blank range the
seonndrel apain pressed the trigger,
hut this time the hammer fell with a
dull thud.

The piste]l was a modern Webley-
Scott automatie, capable of firing thir-
teen rounds in swift succession; but
the bookmaker had omitted to press
home the magazine in the hollow

N e O e

READ THIS TIRST.

Lord Estor, a grand old British
sportsman, iz attending Epsom
with his  daughter, the Hon.
Dorothy Carvanagh, a charming
girl of sicteen. The bad Tuck
whiek  has dogged the FEstors
reaehes a elimarx, for Sunfire, the
Derby  farvourite, with Danny
Wade wp, loses the grealt race.
Afterwards a wvel.  gives the
startling verdict, * The mare has
heen doped !’ Arriving back ai
Newmarket, Tony Draycott and
Dick Selby, two stable-boys, 2el
aut to solve the mystery. They
track o suspret to the house of
Jerry Groat, a notorious boak-
malker, where they learn that
(Jinager Huolea, @ racecourse toul,
it bheing held prisoner.  Dick
meets with an aecident and hreaks
his collar-bone. The boys inform
the police, but, by a ruse, Groal
ontiits them when they scarech
the house, Fater Tony refuwrns alone
to seek a key-book teo a cipher
eapturcd from the ftout, and iz
trapped by Great and Fineh, The
ragues deeide hiz fate and then
enter the upstairs room in which
he i3 confined.

CHERRY

handle, with the result that after the
cartridge in the breech had been fi
no other leapt up to replace it.

With an oath Groat hurled the pistol
at the boy’s head; but Tony ducked
just in time, and the weapon hurtled
over the baleony outside the room, into
the depths below. Next moment Tony
sent the rogue reeling with a straight
left to the bookie's bulbous nose.
“I'hen, hearing a footstep behind him,
he swung round swiftly.

Andy Finch had risen from the floor,
and was gliding towards him, his face
convunlsed with bafled rage. As the
rufian made a dash at him, Tony
dodged, and thrust out his foot, and
for the second time Groat's hench-
man measared his length on the fioor.

Tony glanced swiftly at the door, 1n
the lock of which the key reposed;:
but, unfortunately, Jerry Groat was
between him and that possible means
of escape. He hesitated and was lost,
for Finch sprang to his feet, and,
panting with rage, took up his posi-
tion by the side of the hookmaker.

Tony backed away slightly, and
then stopped and faced the two rognes
defiantly.

From his pocket Finch drew a short
leaded cane, and spoke a word into
(;roat’s ear. There was no donbt the
two contemplated a combined attack
with the intention of settling the issue
once and for all.

The stable-boy’s brain worked like
lightning. He realised he held no
chance against the two men, either of
whom was more than his match physi-
cally, and with sudden inspirafion the
memory of the elm-lree outside came
to him. It was a long drop on to the
highest branch, which was more than
likely would break beneath his weight
if he attempted to leap on to it; but
he had performed the dangerous
“ Pive Boughs "' stunt at school. and
now it was a case of neck or nothing.

With swift determination he spun
round. vaulted on to the balecony rail,
and judged the distance to the top-
most hranch of the tree. Groat and
Finch started forward with cries of
surprise.

““ By hokey!"” cried the bookmaker
hoarsely. *‘ The kid’s a-goin’ to com-
mit suicide!” 2

Hardly had the words left the
man's lips than Tony leapt down-
wards. Hé caught the projecting
hranch with his hands, and it bent




. firearm he had hurled from the third-
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like a bow with his weight, and then
cracked with a loud report.

As he hurtled down, the boy clutched
wildly at the bough beneath, and
this, being stronger, supported him,
althiongh his arms were nearly jerkeu
from their sockets by the sudden
gtrain imposed npon them,

To descend the rest of the way down
the tree was a comparatively casy
matter for the athletie lad, and in a
very few seconds hiz feet were upon
solid rround.

Both Groat and Finch were leaning
over the baleony on the third floor, and
their faces plainly revealed their
chagrin at seeing their intended vie-
tim escape beneath their very noses.
Suddenly they turned away, and dis-
appeared inside the house,

Tony was about to escape from the
erounds of the house with all pos-
sible speed, when another and far
more audacions idea occurred to him.
Instead of running away, he darted
ronud the house by way of the lawn,
and made straight for the window of
Giroat’s ** Turf Commission " office,
It would take the two rogues some few
seconds to get down from the top of
the house, and, he argued, they would
never dream of seeking him inside the
mansion iteelf. His intention was to
secure the yellow-covered key-book.
which ‘had been left Tying on the floor
heneath the secretaire, In the very
aundacity of his plan lay its safety.

He cuickly scrambled into the
room, and as he did so a strong odonr
of burning cloth rose to his nostrils.
On the carpet lay the cigar which
tiroat had let fall during his discus-
eiom with Andy Fineh. Without hesita-
tion Tony extinguished the burming
end with his foot, thus probably pre-
venting a serious fre, and then he
resciied the ** A—4 Uipher and De-
cipher ™ from the floor, and carvefully
stowed it away in his pocket.

Leaving the room by the window,
ho made off at top speed., neither see-
ing uor hearing anything of the two
rogues of the Turf.

Returning to the nursing-home at
Frameham, he requested to see Ihck
Felby, but as visiting was not allowed
at that hour he had to content him-
eelf by leaving o note, containing the
words ** I've got 11!" serawled there-
on, for his chum’s edification.

Taking The Rocking Horse from the
stable, he trotted off in the direction
of Newmarket, well pleased with his
evening’'s  work, Jaspite Groal’s
original threat, the boy telt convinced
that now the bookmaker would not
call in the aid of the police, so he had
pothing to fear from that guarter.

But his thoughts were interrupted |
by the soft whirr of a motor-car tear-
ing up the road behind him. Al

though the car was a considerable dis-
tance away, a glance over his shoulder
convinced the lad that the two occu-
pants were none other than the very
men from whom he had so recemtly
escaped. He touched his heels to the
fanks of The l'tm-.kmg Horse, and the
colt broke into a swift gallop.
But the car gained rapidly, and soon
the boy heard a deep volce hail him '.
“ Stop, you young Tip, m-”I 11 put an
ounce o' lead through you |

floor room, or he had procured another,
for Tony saw him take one hand from
the steering-wheel and bring out a
pistol from his jacket pocket.

But the stable-boy had no intention
of obeying the command, and his eyes
darted rapidly to either side of the
road for an avenue of escape. To the
right the hedgre was a trifle lower than
on the other hand, and without hesita-
tion he swung the head of The Rock-
ing Horse reund and put the colt to
the Jumnp,

Had Barney Bulfin heen witness of
the occurrence he might have changed
entirely his opinion about the dappled
grey, for the colt rose to the occasion
like a bird. And it afforded Groat and
Finch no little astonishment when
they saw the horse leap over the high
obstacle, and bound off across the fie
on the other side, where no motor-car
could follow.

In baffled rage the bookmaker fired a
couple of rounds from his pistol after
the stable-boy, but each passed harm.
lessly by. With a smile, Tony turned
in his saddle, and waved his hanc
cheerily. He could afford to smile, fo
was not the key to the mysteriou
cipher reposing safely m hie pocket:
He longed to reach home, ;m({ set to
work deciphering the missive taken
from the tout, Ginger,

The Key to the Cipher!
AKING a roundabeni route, in
case Jerry Groat and Finch had
driven ahead in the two-seater
car, and were lying in wait for him,
Tony arrived safely back at the Estor
stables,

It was dusk by thiz time, and, after
watering the ¢olt and giving him a
feed of oats, Tony bade good-night to
the stable-hand on duty, and ran home
a= fast as his legd would earry him.

Barney Bulfin, Tony’s foster-parent,
and the trainer of the Estor string of
racehorses, was ensconced in an envel-
oping armchair in the smoking-room,
puffing at his favourite pipe, and read-
ing a well-known sporting journal,

Tony took a seat for a tew minutes,
while he gave a report of his visit to
the Frameham nursing-home, but in-
wardly he was burning with imn-
patience to commence the task of
deciphering the mysterious letter he
had had so long in his possession, b
means of the yellow-covered kfF—]}ﬂﬂi
which reposed in his pocket,

Not a word did the boy say concern-
ing his foolhardy visit to the honse of
the notorious bookmaker, for he was
not at all sure that Barney wounld
approve of his action, even thongh it
had resulted in an initial euccess, He
looked forward, though, to being able
to pour into the ear of the astonished
trainer the whole facte concerning
the Derby doping mystery atter he nad

ferreted out the meaning of the un-
addressed letter which the tont had
claimed was intended for Dauny
Wade, the leading jockey.

Retiring to the library, Touy care-
fully drew the hlinds of that apart-
ment, and afterwards Ewﬂchgd o1 an
electric  reading-lamp. Then he
brought from his pocket the myeteri-
ous letter and the ** A—74 Cipher and
Decipher,” and set to Work.

.

the coding or decoding of messages, g0
after a couple of unsuccessful attempts
to apply the deciphering process to the
letters and figures of which the mie-
sive was made up, Tony composed a
trial message of his own, using the
words and phrases given in the first
half of the key-book,

By this meaus he gained a very fair
idea of the way in which an *" A—¥
Cipher ' message was constructed, and
by applying this principle in reverse
ratio to the letters and figures of the
mysterions letter, he soon reduced the
missive to a more readable form.

Ritting back in his ehair, Tony read
and re-read the result of his efforts,
but the more he perused it the more
mzzled did the expression on his face
Lecﬂme. The deciphered message ran
thus:

*“ Headguarters agreeable to price of
strawberry providing not among firss
three in cup. Beware selah. A care-
ful watch being kept, as trouble ex-
pected <hortly frgm that quarter.”

There was no signature to the note,
and uothing to show for whom 1f was
mtended.

On the evening when Tony and Dick
had taken the cipher from the red-
headed tout, in Lord Estor’s wood,
winger Hales, the spy in guestion had
stoutly averred that this unaddressed
letter was for none other than Dauny
Wade, the crack jockey, but, having
learnt since how littie respeect for the
truth the spy had at any time, tha
stable-bov began to doubt even that
piece of 1mformation,

With his aching head 51:11}1{!1’&11 in .

his hands, Tony was =till poring over
the note when he was interrupted by
Barney's voice from the adjoining
room, inguiring when he intended go-
ing to bed, Heaving a sigh of dis-
appointmeint, the boy thrust his note-
paper, key-book and the cipher letter
into his breast-pocket, and gave the
problem up for that night.

He was no nearer a solutjon to the
meaning of the letter on the following
afternoon, when he trotted off to
Frameham nursing-home on his fav-
ourite dappled grey, to visit his un-
fortunate chum, Dick.

Passing down the road which swept
through the Grange Hall estate, he
beheld three mounted figures ap-
proaching—two men and a girl, They
were Lord Estor, Sir Ihgby Garston,

‘the rival Newmarket owner, and Lady

Dorothy. As Tony drew near, he rai=ed
his hat politely, eliciting in return
smiles from the Owner and his charm-
ing danghter, and a black scowl from
that young sprig of the arislocracy
who was accompanying them.

To Touy’s pleasurahle confusion, in-
stead of passing him, Dorothy drew
rein, calling out to her father and Sir
Dighy that she would quickly eatch
them up. :
The graud old sportsman waved his
hand in acknowledgment.

“ Qe wants to speak to young Dray-
cott about the coming Newmarket
Fete, I think,” he said to his com-
panion, by way of explanation.
“ Dorothy's on a ladies vommittes

There were no instructions as to the

Jerry Groat had either retrieved the

method to be employed fer either

. il T
something in aid of some charity.

that's getting up a riding contest or

sir Dighy merely grunted, and, half
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turning in his saddle, looked back at
the two youug p
disfigured by mtermingled anger anc
}]Eﬂlﬂu&‘&- But meither Dorothy mot
Toeny noliced him.

“1t's a bit of luck, meeting you,
Toeny ! said the
her saddle 1o Htlﬂl{" ih{* SI0o01 Ia

neck of The Rocking Horse.

arched

“ 1t saves

me the trouble of dropping you a note, |

as 1 intended,
ance.’

Tony raised his eyebrows.

ately the thought oecurred to him that
some further trouble had descended
upon the house of the Estors, but the
girl specdily et his mind at rest.

“ You know, Tony,"” she said, ** the
annual mid-August fete takes place on
the Heath nest week, for the benelit of
the Aged aud Disabled Jockeys and
Stable-hangs Fund?”’

I want your assist-

“ Hather! 1'm looking f{:n-.“nrd to
it, It's always jolly g aod fun.’
- Well,™ L:uul.inuLu I.'lurﬂtllj ** this

year 1'm on the ladies’ committee re-'

sponsible for getting up a portion ot
the programme, and T ve suggested wi
have a donkey-polo match between
ridin
It -u.i | be great sport, and 1 want you

0 piay.

“I'll play hike a shot!"” cried Tomy.
** But—er—whiat do you have to doi”

“ The thing's simplicity itself. You
el together o number of donkeys——:

“ Human, or the four-legged
variety "’

* Both!”" retorted the girl. ** Now,
don’t interrupt again, Bix of the

mokes are mounted barveback by the
jockeys, and six by apprentices, all of
whom are armed with hackey-sticks.
Instead of a proper pole-ball, a foot-
ball is used, aud the side which scores
the most goals wins."

“ It sounds jolly interesting.”™

“ It is,”” answered Dorothy. ** And
we ghall charge people a bLob a time
for witnessing the match. Danny
Wade is to be captain of the j-'m’m‘y*,
and the head boy of Colonel Nuttiek's
stuble—you know, Tubby Brownlee, 1

think they call him—will lead the
apprﬂuiim:a. I'll sead Tubby your
]J,.:imﬂ

‘Thanks awfully, Ladvy Deorothy,"”
gaid Tony Then the PIL’HﬁHTJhl{" ©x-
citement died from his eyes, and a look
of disappointment replaced it.

“1 was " Th ukmg of Dicky
Selby,” he said. ** He'll be jolly dis-
appointed he can’t play. 1 don’t think
I'll tell him abont the donkey-polo
match until it’s over.”

“* Yes, i1's hard lines for Dick,” said
Dorpthy. ** He's really the senior lad,
and- had he been fit he'd have cap-
tained the appreutices’ side.  Now,
what are you going to be—Napoeleon o
Sunny Jitn?

% "\-""nllm eon or S-Sunny Jim? 11—
I

Dorothy hroke inte a silvery ripple
of langhter.

“ How *-111'; of me!" -she cried.
“0f course, 1 didn't tell you. You
see, the jockeva are to play in their
owner's celeurs; the apprentices arve
to wear fancy-dress.””

““0h, that's 1t ig it?"" said Tony, his
face clearing. ** I think I'l disguise
myself as a pot of gine, and then I
sha'n't have any difficulty about stick-
ing to the back of my merry old ass!"

EU'P]'E his Jean face;

girl, leaning over inj

| slowly, and then the two young people;
Immedi-

jockeyvs and stable apprentices.

Dorothy laughed, and swung the
head of her hunter in the direction
taken by her father and Sir Dighy.

“ Well, 1 must be trotting aleng,”
she said; ** wou shall hear further par-
ticulars of the preat donkev-polo
mateh in the course of a day or two.
By the way, huw go the detective in-
vestigations:"

Touy mumbled something to 111{
effect ~ that they were progressing

separated.

Arriving at the nursing-home at
Frameham, Tony found hiz chum look-
ing very much better and more cheery ]
and into ldck's ear he poured the
tale of his evening's adventure 1im|
Jerry Groat's house. The look of sur-|
prise on the invalid'es face was comical
to see.

*So you've got the key-hook!” he
said breathlessly, * Have you deci-]
phered that letter we took fI‘ﬂ'!Il Ginger
Hales, the tout, yet:”

Tony fumbled “in his pocket, and
brought forth the result of his pre-
vious night's work,

) I].-ual_h_.luurter:s agreeable to priee
¢f straw berry,” ' read Dick aloud,

‘ providing not among first three in
cup. Beware selah, A careful watch
beme kept, as trouble expected shortly
from that quarter.’ My hai, that's a
rummy kind of message! What d'you
make of it, Tony:"

* Nol much, I'm
Tony, with 2 wry grimace,
guess the references to ° Head-
gquarters * and ° Strawberry * concern
thase two mysterions indiv iduals men-
tioned. by the gang that night when
we W '1tuh:,d their pow-wow from the
elm-tree.’

Dick’s face lighted with sudden com-
prehension.

" By jingo, I'm beginning to belicve
that this chap they call Strawberry is
none other than Danny Wade himself,
Touy ! he cried. ** Who had a better
np;mx tunity at Epsom of using a hypo-
dermic needle on the mare than her

Tony smiled at the guestion, remem-
bering how his chum hod pnﬂh—pfmhed
the idea when he had suggested it
weeks ago.

“ But supposing, as yvou say, that
Wade and Strawberry nre oue and the
saine person,’” he said, © why on earth
should the Jatter be referred to in the
third person in the noter 1f the letter
wiLs aclually intended for Wade, 11
looks as though Headquarters and
Strawberry were guite a[}ill'i from the
jockey or any member of Great's gang
whom we've come ucross up to the
present.’

But Dick was now riding his new
theory for all it was worth, and in de-
ing so was exhibiting a charming dis-
u_g.nd for all obstacles along his I
of ressoning—a very duug{-rnun [T -
tice, as many amn
has discovered to his cost.

afraid,” replied
though 1

“If you admit Wade is Straw-
berry,” he said, *' the message is as
clear as ﬂaﬂi ht. “ Headquarters

to price of Htrﬂ“'ltm'rn pro-
viding' not am{mﬁ first three in cup
mesns that the big Unknown at the
back of Groat's gang was willng to
pay Wade the price he demanded, on
condition that Sunfire did not place in
the first three in the Royul Hunt Cup
at Ascot."”

nereeabls

{ Touy bnnthmgh,

amatenr detectived

Touy looked at Dick with admira-
tion in his gaze.

“ Jolly ingenious, old man!" he
said approvingly, *‘ and worthy eof
Herlock Sholmes at his wry- brightest.
{Jn the pther hand, thﬂu% if, as you

uggest, Wade asked a ig price for
L{-meg Sunfire out of the first three
at Ascot, why the dickens did hﬁ ride
such a ratthng good Tace? After bel ujﬁ
left at the post as he was, he co
easily have managed to come in fourth
without Ehhlbltlﬂg a suspicion of bad
jockeyship.”

“ Oh, 1 thought you'd raise some
silly nhj'E"{ tion to my hlaun theory,”’
smid Dick impatiently. nyway, if
vou like to stick vour head in the annd,
like am ostrich, and refuse to sce., I'm
coing to keep my eyes on Mr. Danny
Wade in future, That cipher message
s as rflcar as noonday to me!”

‘I'm glad of that, Ihe gaid
" 'cause I” like to

Beware selah *
IMEATLH.

Dick peered at Tony's deciphered
uote for about half a mmuh:—' nothing
but inarticulate gulps emanating from
him, At last he suddenly gave the
younger stable-boy a mighty smite on
the chest with the back of his hand,
mmr]'r howling Teny from his cha;r
by the bedside.

1 know how we can gel it!"' he
cried,

Tony drew his chair away to a safer
{ii-,imr:e .

“Liet what, vou burbli chump?’
he de man{iﬂd - e

“Why, ‘sclah '—any
could explain that.”

The yomuger boy
invalid chum ityingly.
~EN ‘.Elr——"rﬂif{:rl.lltlJ you ll.]{-B me to call the
nurse, old chap?’ he asked sym-
pathetically. * I—I su that
bump you got on your head the other
night

" Bump my grandmother!” howled
Dick, to the alarm of two other
pahenia in the adjoining room. * If
vou'd ever been to Sunday-school and
read your Old Testament, you'd know
that * eelah * is menti seores of
times in the Psalms. But here's Mrs,
Mump, the matren; I'll ask her.”

The matron approached Dick’s bed
with an apprehensive expression on
her face.

* Did vou eall,
asled,

“ No, it's all right, Mru Mump,”
sald Dick, * But now you're here per-
haps vou wouldn’t mind giving Dray-
cott and I a bit of information, I
know vou're a keen Biblical student,
and know a whole heap of Latin and
HLhr{'u and all that kind of rot—er, 1
mean—other classical languawes.’

Mrs. Mump preened herseli under
this subtle flattery.

* 1 shall be delighted to assist you,
my dear boys,” she said. ** It 1s so re-
freshing to find the young taking am
interest in other things thian—er—
Joey Beckett and Charles Chaplin, and
the rest of those cinema kuockabouts,
What do vou wish te know?"

“ Please could you tell us the mean-
ing of the word * Selah ’r"”

Mrs, Mump ecughed slightly.

““ It—it's an exclamation of praise,”
she <¢xplained doubtfully, * Synony-
mous with * Hosannah,” you know.™

T F

have explained what °

clergyman

looked at his

Master Selby?"" she
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“ Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Tony.

Mrs. Mump frowned severely.

“ The time limit te yenr visit Is
nearly up,”’ she said; * I'm afraid
you're inclined to execite my patient.”

With that the good dame swept
from the room.

Dick looked rather crushed. He had
heped to have some startling explan-
ation of the word which would have
made clear the whele of the Iatier
portion of the mysterious message,
and proved his detective abilities to
be of no mean order.

Tony took the message from his
chum and looked at the work agaim.
As he did se, an exclamation aof
trinmph left his lips,

“ What chumps we've heen, Dick,”
he eried, thrusting the note back in
the other’s hamd. “ Twist © Relah’
round the reverse way and then see
nhow it reads.”’

Ihick obheyed and read alond the rea-
sult.

ik &

Beware Hales.”

* It means Ginger Halea, the race-
course tout,” said Tomy, * Great evi-
dently wrote this note, suspecting that
the spy was liable te double-cross the
gang at any time, so he sent this warn-
mg  to somebody. That somehody
may have beem Wade or it may not.
That we must try to discover, and also

fhe identity of * Ht*:.;ﬂfplﬂ-ffﬂ"ﬁ,' and

L

“ Btrawberrvy I

‘ That’s the idea,” said Dick. “ L]

a few qi'.]j.'ﬂ_. _

shall he about again in
and then I'll give you a hand in the
investigation. \
tout and make him split.”

*At that moment the doer of the
room opened, and the voice of Mrs.

Mump waz heard anmouncing that it}

was time for Tony to take his depart-
-ure,

The Great Donkey Polo Match!
! FEW days after this meeting of

the two chums, the Newmarket

Fete was held. Tony had re-
ceived full details of the charity don-
key polo match, in which he was to
take part, ifrom Lady Dorothy, and he
had hired his faney dress from the
theatrical costumiers in the town n
preparation for that amusing event.

(iarbed in the ecocked hat, golden
epaulettes, and blue, he-laced tunic of
a British Admiral of the Fleet, with
his legs encased in a pair of riding-
hreeches of a startling white and black
check pattern, he set off for the Heath
in the dog-cart with Barney,

Following some athletic sports and
wrestling on horseback, Tubby Brown-
lee, the appointed eaptain of the ap-
prentices” polo team, rounded up his
men ready for the fray against the
riding jockevs,

Tubby hims=elf, would have put =alo-
mon and all his glory in the shade,
for his chubby proportions wera en-
eased in a tight-fitting harlequm’s cos-
tume, the predominating colours of
which were searlet, blue, yvellow and
vivid pgreen. You needed tinted
rlasses to look at him without danger
of severe eye-strain.

Shorty Dunn, the Garston appren-
tice, with whom Teny had experienced
trouble during the Newmarket races,
was rigged out, appropriately enoug h,
as a bine-faced monkey with tail com-

plete.

Luet’;: trv to collar the _

—
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brigand, and  red-nosed
eormedian,

A row of meek-lonking mokes were
rangeil near one of the goals on the
field, ready for the mateh, and Shorty
created great amusement among the
speetators, by leaping om the back of
onte of these, and, doubling up his legs,
seratching his side in the appproved
fashirm of the Simian inhabitants of
the Zoological Gardens,

Greater glee still was cansed when,
after alichting from his precarious
perch, one of the mildest-looking of
the guadrupeds suddenly lashed out
with his hoofs, sending the humorist
ivine through the goal.

" (oal! Well kicked, sir!” velled
the delighted onlpokers, as Shorty
Pann picked himself up, and, holding
the region of his tail, gazed in pained
strprise at the lomg-cared cause of
his discomforture.

Wearing the

pierrot

violet-and-white

his etick ready to propel it forward,
towards his opponents’ goal; but his
mount also saw the ball, and, with a
startled ** Hee-haw!™ it cide-stepped
out of the way, and Shorty shot off the
moke's back like a saek of coals.

After some spirited play, Tony
robbed one of the jockeys of the ball
and amid a great uproar dribbled it
with his hockey-stick towards his &11)-
ponents’ goal, Evading two eof the
rival players, he rapidly neared his ob-
jeetive, and as he did so, Danny Wade
maneeinrved his meke into the geal-
mouth. '

“ Shoot ! Shoot, siz !

With a mighty effort, Teny sent
the foothall whirling from his stick,
The ball struck Danny Wade hard on
the side of the head, kuockimg him
clean from his donkew, and beounded
into the net,

** Foall”
Spectators and plavers alike cheered

Ll

| : ] .,_:: n', ‘___‘_ I . o . - 'II_':.. : 4
F._._--_ :’.:':!:1F"ﬁ1“ i "F I rli L RLRVEY
- Ay Lo FLIL ~ ]
LT A
B ANV )

“Goal!

hooped jacket and cap of the Estors,
Danny Wade led his team of jockeys,
all armed with hoekey sticks, to the
row of donkevs, and told the men to
seleet their mounts. Then Tabby
Brownlee, Tony, Shorty Dunn and the
three other stable-hoys that composed
the apprentices’ team, mounted the ve-
maining mokes, and took up their posi-
tioms 1 the field.

Tony was elected to play at Neo. 2,
which is the equivalent of cenfre for-
ward in footer, facing Danny Wade,
Tubby preferring to allow his moks
ta graze quietly mear the home roal-
posts.  Shorty Dunn was No. 3 on
Tony's right.

The referee. om a spirvited hunter,
blew his whistle, :

With a sharp swing of his stick,
Tony set the ball in motion n the

humourist tlyme.

direction of Shorty Duun.  Shorty

One of the mildest looking of the mokes lashed out with its hoofs sending the
Well kicked, sir!’ velled the delighted onlookers.

the boy's fine effort, but Danny Wade
lay very still on the ground.

Tony leapt from the back of his
mount, and, d‘rﬂf}piug ont his knee be-
zide the fallen player, started to undo
the buttons of the jockey's jacket to
permit of his breathing more freely.

Then a startling thing happened.
Wade came to life as though stung
into action, clasping his throat with
hoth hands as thongh fearful that
comething concealed beneath his jac-
ket beine revealed to the eyes of his
helper. He sprang to his feet, and,
with a snarl of rage, lashed out with
all his force. The fonl blow caught
Tony full on the pdint of the chin, and
the stable-boy reeled senseless to the
cround.

Anotker long stirring instalment of our
magnificent racing tale will appear In next

The other boys fieured as a saw the ball coming, and drew back

week's issue of * The Greyfriars Herald.'
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A Midnight Discovery!

HE boys followed Uncle Baldy
away from the horse lines, and
watched the spy they suspected.

He was still seated with the cow-
bovs, gambling stolidly. The luck
Lad been running against him, and,
Mexican fashion, he had gambled
awav the dollars with which his
clothes were decorated like oreat sil-
ver buttons,

He had lost the heavy gold bullion-
band of his wide-hrimmed, steeple-
crowned sombrero, and the cowboys
were now playing him for his heavy
rowelled Mexican silver spurs.

The last glow of the sunset had
faded away, and the stars were now
twinkling out in the deep, blue vault
of the prairie sky.

The bovs, seated outside their tent,
watched the wild group of gambling
cowhovs, as they ate their suppers.
They saw the luck change: and they
watched the stolid, vellow face of the
spy by the firelight, as the Inck turned,
and he won back, not only his hullion
hat-band, but his silver spurs and dol-
lars, as well as the rold of the reck-
less cowhoys.,

The game kept on till nearly mid-
night, Then the cowbove were cleaned-
out, and the stranger rolling himeelf
up in his blankets by the door-lodgze
in which he was gquartered, gave him-
sgelf up to sleep.

Unele Baldy had ent a hole in the
wall of their awn tent, throucgh which
he watched the sleeping torm of the
spy. By the glow of the dving fire,
he could see the stranger lving there,
the red flicker of the embers playing
upon the great Mexican sombrero,
which rested on the stranger’s saddle,

To Uncle Baldv, there was nothing
strange in the netion of a man going
to bed in his hat. All Mexicans have
a deadly fear of what they call a
** refriado,”” or cold in the head, and
are fgiven to sleeping in their great,
high-crowned, felt epmbreros in this
fashion,

The bovs had turned in. and were
asleep. But Unele Baldy kept his
u-'.iet'a.*llu, applyving his eve at intervals to
Lhat hole in the wall of the tent, and
wafching the sleeping figure of the
i i _

Presentlv, a fitful puff of night wind
Lrightened the embers of the fire, and
caught a patch of dry prass close by
the spot where the spy was sleeping.

A Thrilling Serial Story of Buffalo Bill and the Redskins

By Mr. PAUL PONTIFEX PROUT

(Master of The Fifth Iorm.)

The grass lit up with a flare and a
puff, and the flame ramn along the
eround in at the deorway of the tent.

But the sleeping figure did not move.

Uncle Baldy called the boys.

“ Git up, boys, quick!” said he,

“ What's up?” demanded Kit, as he
and his brother rolled out of their
blankets, and strapped on their re-
volvers,

““ It's that thar greaser, Vasquez!’w
whisperad Unecle Baldy. ** Ther skunk
is either fireproot or he's shed his skin
like o rattlesnake. Come, boys!”

He tiptoed from the ledge, followed
by the two bovs, and thev stole over
to the wide-open door of the tent by
which the Mexican was sleeping.

The little flare of the drit-{} erass had
died down, but the air was filled with
the scent of sinred wool.

Yet that silent firure had not moved,
ond the dandy greaser’s hat was still
restinge on the saddle.

Uncle Baldv advanced beldly, stumb-
ling over the ground like some belated
soldier, seeking his tent, and making
as little noise as possible about 1t.

B e e e e "

READ THIS FIRST.

Inta Fort Madizon, the head-
guartere of the 5th United States
Cavalry—the famous " Dandy
Fijth"—rides a little group of
haracmen, hringing news of on up-
rizing of the Redshins. The
leader of the party iz Buffalo Bl
and  other members are Buek
Dixie, Deadwond Dick, Uncle
Baldy, Jake Bellew, old Prairie
Wolf, o former Navajo chirf,
and  Kit aml Joe Dezmond,
tuwo Iritish bows whoze fother 13
. prizoner in the hanids of the
Indiana. A moel convay sets out
from the fort, and the Kedshinz
male an alttack, wheeh 12 bheaten
off with heavy loss. Afterwards
game myrferious erimzon-rolovred
arraows are found acwen into the
r;‘”f:'ri“ﬁ -’J.JF £l J;f"rrr'f'r'.ri' -’ FiriTER,
(Ine night on the prawricsd Buffalo
RBill capturez a amats  wild
frorae Enown az the White Horae
af Death, and this he presents to

nat, A #lranger, s the garh of a
Mexican, jotns the convoy., Unele
Boaldy, afrabd that Kit's white

horse, Moonlight, might be stalen,
turns if info a piebald by the aid
of o pront n_,i' .‘.l”rr_;”r_

g e
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He tripped carelessly over the bun~
dled figure in the blankets, with a
ready-made apelogy on his lips, Then
he started back with a stiffled exclam.-
ation.

There was nothing in the blankets
but a rolled-up buffale-robe, with the
hat perched at the end of it, resting
naturally on the saddle.

“ (ee-whizz!”’  exclaimed Uncle
Baldy, as he kicked the roll of blam-
kets open; ** ther rattler’s shed his
skin eure cnourh, an’' he’s slitherin’

about somewheres makin' mischief,
Quick, boys!"
Uncle Baldy could move very

silently when he pleased. He slipped
through the sleeping camp like a
shiadow, heading for the building at
the back of the headquarter’s log-
house, where Major Lincoln had his
quarters.

Here was the safe in which were kept
the secret documents, and despatches,
a strong brass-bound contraption of
sheet-iron, built into the masonry of .
the great chimney.

Uucle Baldy peered in al the win-
dow.

There, on the bed, lay Major Lin-
coln, bound hand and foot, and,
standing over him, his evil face lit by
the light of a single candle was the
prisoner, Big Tree.

He was holding the point of his
knife over the major'« heart, whilst
the spurious Diego Vasquez was work
mg on the safe, drilling the lock,
“*And, driven into the pillow. close
above the helpless officers head, was

leng-shafted crimson arrow,
F the boys stocd aghast at the

sirht which presented itself by
the dim light of the candle.

The major was lashed out spread-
eagle {fashion on hiz bed, which was a
stout structure of wood and buffalo-
thongs, Over him the Apache chief,
Rig Tree, was stooping, his knife at
the captive's heart.

Diego Vasquez was evidently finding
the old-fashioned safe, that was built
into the masonry of the great chimney
breast, a tougher proposition than he
had bargained for. Laid out on the
table were a set of fine, rleaming tools,
braces, bits and wedgres, But l’ﬂ? safe,

The Pursuit!
OR a moment, Uncle Baldy and

coutainmg the secret military doen-
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ments of the fort, had resisted these
enccessfully, so far.

A sudden draught of air from the
window caused the light of the single
candle to flicker, and the scoundrel,
toiling at the safe, turned his yellow
face to the window.

That breath of the fitful night
breeze saved his life, for Uncle Baldy
fired as the candle was suddenly
dashed out.

And, at the same moment, Kit's re-
volver spoke, éhooting the knife that
was sunspended over Major Linceln's
heart, clean out of the Apache’s hand.

Then Uncle Baldy, revelver in hand,
leape:d into the room through the win-
dow, whilst the bovs rushed roumd to
the deor, to stop the escape of the mis-
ereants.

Uuele Ha.[dg heard a rustling and
bumping in the darkness of the room.

He dodeed behind the table, and lis-
tened with straining ears, with his fin-
gor on the trigger.

e was not going to give himself
away to his enemy by the flash of his
revolver in that pitchy darkness, and
he was sure that Diego Vasquez was
still in the room.

From the bed. Major Lineoln, hound
hand and fool, was struggling with his
bonds and making inarticulate noises.

Then a knife whistled through the
air close by Unele Baldy's ear, and he |
heard it bury iteelf with a thud in the |
log wall of the room.

This time, Unele Baldy fired, Itis re-
volvor echoing dead aud heavy, aund
filling the room with the acrid smoke
of powiler.

The flash of his shot showed him a
leg, disappearing under the logs m a
dark corner of the room. He ran for-
ward. and erabbed at the disappearing

foot in the darkness, but the soft
mocassin . was  wrenched from his
grasp. Then he saw bow an entrance

had been made by sawing through the
loes on the ground tier, and by bur-
rowing underneath a hole large enongh
to admit the body of a man.

“ They are off, boys!” shouted Un-
cle Baldy. “ They are off by the back -

Kit and Joe, who were watching the
door, rushed round to the hack of the
log cabin. They were just in time to
see two shadowy figures runming to-
wards the horse-lines.

They started off at full-tilt, but they
both came to earth together, tripped
by fine, imvisible wires that were
stretched across their path, and which
threw them heavily on their faces.

But they jumped up again quickly,
unwinding the wires, which had sprung
and wound rouud their ankles in a
Enare.

Off they went again, stepping carve-
fully until they had cleared the entan-

lement by which Vasquez and Big
ree had secured their line of retreat.

The alarm was now rimging out
through the fort.

Kit fired at Vasquez, as he wheeled
his horse and made off for the earthern
glacis, a huge bank of earth which, as
yet, was uncrowned by the ring of
galiﬁmtes that was being drawn round
he fort enclosure.

But the licht of the stars, was not
enough to give him an aim, ane the
black mound of the swelling ramp of
earth almost obliterated the figures
of the Mexican and the Apache. All
that Kit had to gnide him, was the
faint shadow of the white horse, which
showed illuminous in the gloom, as
it breasted the rampart, both horses
climbing up its eteep slope like cats.

Then the two fizures hiotted out the
stars, as they reached the erest of the
rampart, An arrow whistled throngh

"
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The hoys turned and went back to
the log-house, behind the headquar-
ters.

They found Major Lincoln sitting
ruefnily on the side of his bed In his
hand he held a neat little screw-gag,
or bridle, which had been thrust into
his mouth when he had been taken by
surprise in his sleep. It was a neat lit-
tle device, and was evidently the work
of a skilled dental mechanie, for it
wans made of metal, and vuleanite and
rubber pads, with a plate that held
down the tongue of the vietim, whilet
the gag forced the teeth open so that it
was (uite- impossible for anyoue, thus
oagred, to make an articulate sound.

““ T must have been sleeping with my
mouth open !’ said the major, with an
uneasy laugh. ** The first thing I knew

about it was that this thing was shoved

the air, better directed than Kit's shot,
for it ripped throngh the sleeve of bhis
coat.

Then, with a shout of defiance, the
two figures disappeared.

The boye could hear their horses
seramblipg up the slope of the dry
ditch beyond the ramp. Then'away
they went across the hard, dry prairie.
An outpost challenged them, and a
shot was fired. But it evidently missed
its billet, for the hoof-beats of the two

The trooper in charge of the horse-
lines, a big Dutchman, was saoring
heavily at his post, as the hoys ehased
their quarry down the lines, the horses
ghying and rearing at this sudden

rush,

horses still kept on till they died away
across the dark prairie land.

The boys listened inteutly till
sounds were gone.

Then Kit sighed. _
“ They are gone all right!” said he.
“ And we micht have bagged the two

the

Two horses were already loose, aud
the two figures were springing to thelr
backs. One was the Apache horse,
which TUncle Baldy had doetored t?
whiteness in imitation of Moonlight's
coat. The other was the Mexiean

horee of the spy.

of them !’ :

“ There's one ecomfort ! answered
his brother Joe, who always lnn‘l-:m_l ab
the bright side of things. “"He thinks
he has got Moonlight. But, thanks
to Uncle Baldy, he'll find out his mis-

There, on the bed, lay Major Lincoln, bound hand and foot, and driven into the
pitlow was a long-shafted crimson arrow.

in my mouth, and thesz two rascals
were on my chest, lashing me to my
bed ! Where's the sentry in charge of
the lock-up?” he added.

Stammering and scared, the sentry,
who had been posted at the door of
the lock-up was brought in and gues-
{tioned. _

The Mexican hunter had given him
a drink, he confessed, and, after that,
he had become very drowsy, and had
heen awakened to find the door of the
lock-up foreed and his prisoner gone,

The leg-ivons and handeufis in which

Big Tree had been secured, were sawn
throngh, aud lay in the prison with a
small section of a finely-tempered steel
BEW.

There was a trail on the dewy grass,
which showed that Vasquez and the
eseaped prisoner had made their way
to the mujor's sleeping quarters, and
had cut through the two lower logs of
the tier with a fine saw which had bit-
ten through the wood, as though 1ib

take before he has goue twenty miles.”

were cake.
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The major confeszed that, before he
had fallen asleep, he had heard a sound
that was like the gnawing of rats; but
he had taken little notice of it, as this
wias by no means an infrequent sound
in the old fort buildings.

The spy and the prisoner were gone,
leaving nothing lmhind them, but that
"~ tell-tale erimson arrow, and a fine =et
of burglar's tools, the like of which
the armourer of the Dandy Fifth ad-
mitted that he had never seen for
quality and temper.

Fine as these were, the safe had re-
gisted them, though the Mexican had
nearly succeeded in cutting out the
lock, only having failed for lack of
time, .

The major was quickly slipping into
his uniform

Outside the headquarters, the
could hear cowboys assembling wit
their horses, all wvowing that they
would catech the greaser and his
Apache confederate. They were par-
ticularly keen on ecatching the Mexi-
can, and getting back from him the
money he had taken off them,

“ We'll catch the scoundrels !’ said
the major. ** My horse—qgunick!"’

* Here is vour watch, sir!" said Kit,
picking up a watch which lay on the
table,

““That's mot my watch!” replied
Major Lincoln. I saw that raseal
draw it from his pocket, and put it on
the table before he started to drill the
safe. Went about it in a regular
workmanlike fashion—he did, timing
himself. Oh, what a fool I was to take
that chap on the stremgth of his
papers! 1 believe we've missed the ras-
eal who is behind the whole of this
rising "

But Kit had turned the watch in his
hands by the hight of the lamps, which
the troopers had brought inte the
LOomy

He grew guite dizzy and faint.

It was an old-fashioned silver watch,
a lever, of English make, and the very
touch of it awakened memories in the
boy's brain.

Many a time, and oft had he plaved
with this self-same watch, sitting on
his father's knee—it secmed now—
venrs and yvears ngo,

He remembered that his father had
always carried a postage stamp in the
back leaf of the case.

With trembling fngers, he opened
the case, and there, sure enough, lay
an old unused penny English postage

gtamp,

"gﬂﬂ,” cried Kit, ““ it is father's
watch—in the lhands of that scoun-
drel I

Joe took the watch. He recognised
it at onve. The minute hand was miss-
ing, and Joe could remember that
even from his earliest babyhoed.

““ Its dad's watch right enoungh,’
said he, * and if we can only caplurd
that rascal, Vasquez, well find oul
where father is held prisoner! Come
alonp, Kit "

Thiree minutes later, a party of fifty
horsemen filed out at the gate of Fort
Madison in chase of the fugitives.

Tweaty-five of these were the best
mounted troopers of the Dandy ITifth.
The rest were cowboys and Redskins.

The boys were the last to issue from
the gate between the sentries, but they
were not the last, when the long caval-

cade, trailing out on the prairie, ex-

tended into a sort of a horse race,
which was led by Buffalo Bill and Buck
Dixie,

Their horses, Buckskin and BStar-
licht, refreshed by their rest and good
food, led the ﬁui}d at a fast gallop,
which incresed in speed as they tore
over the dark prairie.

Buftalo Bill did not bother his head
about frails. He lmew very well the
line of conntry that the Apache horse
which Vasguez had stolen would take,
and their way lay along the plainly
beaten buffalo-path, which was the
main road of tEHa buffale towards the
south-west,

Soon the horses warmed to the gal-
lop, and were stretching over the dark
prairie in fine style,

They cleared the first ten miles from
Fort Madison in forty minutes. Then
the trail led them down into a great,
dark depression in the vast plain.

" Prairie Wolf came sailing along to
the head of the column, as Buffale Bill
checked Buckskin, and slipped to the
ground to pick up the trail., The old
Redskin had left his favourite mount,

HE wonderful story of a man
= who lived from early child-
hood in the wood with none but
fierce and savage apes as his com-
panions and protectors. The tale
on which the famous film was
founded, Begin it on Wednesday in

Maund the mule. at Fort Madison, in
favour of a tall, raw-boned Apache
roan, able to hold its own in this test
nf apeed.

And Prairic Wolf, who was an expert
tracker, al=o dismonunted, casting baeck-
wards aud forwards like a dog on &
seent,

Soon the trail was picked up. There
vas no mistaking it. for it was the
rail of two horsemen. And the
mount which Vasquez had taken for
Moonlight, had a queer inturn of the
off-zlde fore-hoof,

Away they went sgaiu, riding fast
ottt of the hollow, for the trail was red-
hot, and Prairie Walf said that thelr
guarry had passed there less than
twenty minutes ahead.

Soon they were racing over the
prairvie, widening their front, and de-
ployving from the Indian-file, in which
they had hitherto ridden, in order to
cover a wider apace of the prairie.

Aug. 14, 1920.

But each man kept in touch with
his neighbour, as they raced on their
long front, curving forward at each
en::l in a half-moon, like a great sweep-
net,

Presently, Kit's horse scem to scnse
the fugitives ahead.

Moeonlight had not forgotten his wild
tricks, when it had been his delight to
race with the troops of wild horses over
the }:nrair'm. And his guick ¢ar had
caught the sound of the horaés ahead of
them, distinet and apart from the dull,
thudding of the E-Eﬂd{l‘i-'fj' eteeds on
elther side of him.

He shot ahead like a racehorse, des-
pite all Kit's endeavours to stop him.

“ After him, Buck!” called Buffalo
Bill to Buck Dixie. © The Spirit Horse
is away with him, and he'll overhaul
those ruffians single-handed. Yours ia
the only mount which can hold his {*

Buck Dixie clapped his hand on Star-
light, and away the gallant black
horse flew, like an arrow from a bow,
heading after Kit, and leaving all the
others quickly far behind.

The gniug was altering now, fthe
Hatter prairie breaking into long un-
dulations, with deep valleys between
them, like the English South Downs.

Here great limestone ridees rose put
of the flat lands, and the tussocky buf-
falo-grass gave place to a fine cropped
turf, as fine and as short as a tennis
lawn. :

The grass was wet with dew, and as
springy as a cricket piteh.

And both Moonlight and Starlight,
feeling this natural racecourse under
their feet, scampered away at their top
speed, racing down the long slopes of
the undulating, treeless downs, and
breasting the up slopes from the dark
hollows with hardly a check of speed.

Kit's horse was leading by a dozen

lengths, and he was simply playing
with Starlight, for he would allow

Buck Dixie and his mount to creep up
a few lengths and then fly ahead wit
inereased speed till he had won back
his lead.

Iit had almost forgotten the chase
in the exhilaration of this rattling
night-ride. The wind whistled past
his ears as Moonlight, untiring, raced
on, travelling almost silently now over
the soft, springy turf. He was ouly
conscions that he was riding the finest
horse on the prairies of the Far West.

Slope after elope, rising black
against the sky of frosted starlizht,
was breasted by the gallant horse, and
even Starlicht was begiuning te fall
behind, beaten by the pace,

Then, of a sudden, az Kit and his
racing steed reached the top of one of
these long crests the boy stiffened in
his gaddle, and grasped the rifle which
he carried ot his saddlebow,

Close ahead of him, two shadowy
horsemen were pounding along as hard
as they could go. It was Vasqguez anmd
Big Tree, the Apache chief,

iud Buck Dixie was now nearly a
rquarter of a mile behind, =till toiling
up the other face of the ridge.

And Kit knew that he was in for a
single combat with these two ruthless
antagonists,

Another splendid instalment of {this en-
thralling yarn of the Redmen,k will be
given next Tuesday.

Wi,
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MAULYS DESPERATE DODGE!

A capital complete story of Greyfriars written by

L,

AUVLY'S u fellow who always he-

M IIL?{H in hem-'r 111] and doing
—mnothing He has reduced
elacking to a l1m= .1r1 and he’s always
getting into trouble ‘with the powers
that he. He can’t get up in the morn-
ing, even in summertime, And when
he does get up, he can seldom keep
awake for any length of time, He has
been known to fall asleep in the middle
of morning lessons, and on one memor-

able vecasion we fmlutl him ]Fing i @
state of =omnolence at the foot of

the School House steps,

“ I've tried to reform vou, Muauly.’
gaid Bob Cherry, as he turned out one
morning at the clang of the rising-
hell, ** but it's ne use. You're a hope-
less, incurable slacker. Tt's not a bit
of yse my pitching von out of bed.
You'll enly curl up and go to sleep on
the floor!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'm  tired.
Manly drowsily.

* Look here,

hegad ! murmuared

{ Maunly,"” =aid Johnny
Ball, 1 should advise vou to shake
oft dull sloth, and get a move on! If
vou turn up in hall late for brekker,
Quelehy will come down like a thon-
sand of bricks!” ”

“All right, dear boy,”" mumbled
Mauly, stretching himself lazily be-
{woen the nhﬂ*t*« “1T'I1 be up =oon,
['m jll'-«lt goin’ to tuke another lorty
winks."”

Mauly was =till enjoying his forty
winks when the rest of ns, having
washed and dressed, went l.luwnahaw

The brekker-gong =ounded sghortly
afterwards, and we trooped into the
dining-hall with healthy appetites,

Quelehy presided at the head of the
Remove table, and he noticed, with a
[rown, that Mauly was missing.

“ Where is Mauleverer:™ he rapped
out.

“*ui-r—rapmg the =leep ol the just,
hII‘ sald Skinner.

* Do not be impertigent, Skinner!

I shall have to reprimand that slothful
hm,r severcly when he arrives,

Mml'n. didn't arrive until the lail-
end of the meal. Then he lounged
into the dining-hall, immaculately
dressed, as nsual, and with his hair
astered back over his head with bril.
iantine.

‘The schoolboy earl hoped that he
would be able to slip inte his seat
unobserved. But he was unlucky.

“ Mauleverer I rumbled Quelchy.
* You are late for breakfast ™

Mauly glanced at his wateh. and an
eluborate expression of surprise came
over his face.

“ Jove, how time flies!” he mur-
mured. ' 1 ddn't think

“*You never do!”  interposed
Quelehy. ** You are not sufficiently
awake to think! Your slackness,
Mauleverer, i1s a source of constant

aunoyaitee to me! On this oceasiond
I will do nothing more than adminis-

ter a severe veprimand. But if you
irﬂnﬁgmﬂ i this way ngam I will

e

WILLIAM WIBLEY

se¢ that von are adequately 1i1t|1i~.'fl{'dl].
Sit down, and eat your hreakfast !
Mauly subsided, and attacked his
cold and leathery h.:u‘m
* The only way to enjoy vour hrek-
lcﬂ, J"bi.:mlv, muttered Bob Cherry,
“is to get up early. Take my tip,

and rise with the lark to-morrow
morning.’
Manly fully intended to act upon

this advice,  Bur his intentions sadly
miiesedd  hire Next morning he was
later than ever. We were, in fact,
about to be dismizsed from the dining-
hall when the slacker of the Remove
drifted in., Quelchy was simply
furions. His wrath resembled that of
an} ol old,

You have disvegarded the warning
I gave you ftwenty-four hours since,
Mauleverer ! he rumbled. ' The
necessity for punctuality does not yet
appear to have been brought home to
vou, You will take o thousand lines !

*“ Oh, crumbz!"" gasped Mauly.
" surely vou mean a hundred, sir:”

“T mean what | zav!” thundered
Quelchy. " If yvou ave late for breuk-
fast to-morrow morning, I =hall take
von hefore Dr. Locke, and request that
you he awarded a publm flogging !

This terrible threat rang in Mauly's
ears all day. He was no fuuk, but
the possibility of heing flogged in pub-
Iu was far {rom pleasant.

“ You'll simply have to come up to
the =crateh  to-mor row morning,
Manly ! said Nugent. * If you over-
.r-IﬂF]l vou're doomed !

I realise that only too well,
boy."

When we went up o the Remove
dormitory that evening we were sur-
prised to find that M: mlj, was alisent,
Nobody had seen him sinee prep.-time,
and nobody had the foggiest notion
Hh.tf had become of him,

" He'll torn up in a few minutes, T
dnrﬂ sav,”” said Vernon-=mith,
** The silly dQuifer!” said Whartou.

"1 expeet he's gone to slecp on the
sofa m his i‘ud_}' LI'lL pop down and
SO,

The eaptain of the Remove hurried
out of the dormitory, and he returned
shartly afterwards—alone,

“ I've deawn blank,” he explained.
“ Mauly’s not in his study.”

“ Wingate may have given him a
late pass,” suggested Peter Todd.

When Wingate of the Sixth came in
to extinguish the lights, he noticed at
once that Mauly’s hed was unoceupied,

* Where's Manleverer:" he asked.

“ Didn't you give bim a lale pass,
Wingate?"” inquired Squiff,

*“ Certainly not! 1 suppose the -an]t
young aes is asleep in his r:'|.LH'h

* He ien’t,” saiud Wharton.
just been down to see.”
Wingate looked grave.

dear

*T've

“It's my belief.” said Bolsover
major. ' that's he's bunked from the
school. Quelchy threatened him with

a public flogging if he was late for

brekker again, and he's been worrying
about it all day. He kufw he'd never

|

he ahle to get up Im time in the
morning, and so, rather than r-t..i-} an
face the musie, ]'I-L s =loped off.’

** What rot ™

* Funny thulﬂ' ' said Wharton
thoughtfully, ° “but T notiged that
Mauly's menn.lt wias ]Illn‘-lllg from
ln»-.. -ntmh'

‘That looks piminons,””

eate,
Mur,

said Win-
"I must report the matfer to
(Fueleh.”
And the captain of Greyfriars put
out.the lights, and withdrew,

Quelehy was very ag:tatﬂ! when he
lmluwtl that "iiﬂlllv was missing.

1t would appear that the foolish

boy went oul of gates and has not
vet returned,” he said. ** A search
must be undertaken forthwith. You
will detail a number of seniors to ac-
company vou, Wingate, and will make
inguiries in Friardale, and, if neces-
sary, at Courtlield. 7\1_"{![14._"5 erer mnest
be brought back to the school at

onee ™

Wingate nodded, and guitted {he
Form-master’s study, His next action
was to arouse GGwynne, Faulkner and
Hemmersley, of the Sixth,

}’1 he seniors were not at all keen on
their job, especially as it happened to
b{} a 'i-':rvt:h«r}]d 1ugll:r1: e

‘ We Imvf-u t & dog’s chance of find-
ing him,” growled Gwynne. ** He may
i:m ﬁf‘h miles away by this time.”

Ifnﬂr_‘_ we shall hear news of
}Jim in the village,” said Wingate,

" Buck up, you men!”

A few mmu{utﬂ later the party of
seniors set out in search of Mauly.
A strong wind from the sea buffeted
thom ad they eroased the Close,

" Beastly night to go on a wild-
guﬂ*—:ﬁ chage of this sort!” mutiered
Lwynne.

The =seniors went direct to the vil-
lage. Late though the hour was, there
were several people about, and in-
quiries were made for the missing
jmior.  But wobody could give any
information concerning Mauly. He
had not been seen in Friardale that
evening, uor at the railway-station,
Exhaustive iuquiries were ‘made at
various places on the road, and in the
town of Courtfield, but "ﬁ-lﬂlmlt result,

It was long alter midnight when
the Sixth-formers, tired and eXAsper-
ated, zeturned to Greyfriars, Win-
gate reported to Mr. Quelch that the
search had proved fruitless. And the
Remove master looked very serious,

1 am grateful to you for your
offorte, W1ﬂgﬂ.t{',” he said. “ 1 am
afraid mothing more can be done to-
night, Iwill acquaint Dr. Locke with
the facts of the situation in the morn-
ing, and it is to he ho that the
foolish boy will be found and brought

bhack., That iz all, Wingate. Good-
night ! E .
I1.
o the following morn-

HEN, )
mg, the rising-bell clan

out its shrill summons. it was

noticed that Mauly's bed was #till ao-
Qe ul}i.t-.d -
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“ The mad idiot!” growled Johnny
-Bull: . ¢ He'll get it in the meck if
hie’s bolted from the school ! :

' ““They've got to find him first,”’ said
Souiff. ' ' .

But the finding of Mauly came about
sooner than anyone expected. When
.we went into the dining-hall for brek-
ker we had the surprise of our lives.
On the floor, close to the Remove table,
was a pile of blankets. And beneath

these blamkets, sleeping peacefully;

was Mauly!
2 Mauly, you ass 3
** Mauly, you imbecile -
The schoolboy earl did not stir. He

continued to lie snugly beneath the]

blankets, over the top of which his
overcoat had been spread.

Bob Cherry strode forward, with the
intention of rousing Mauly, when
Quelehy swept on the scene,

For a moment the Form-master
stood petrified, unable to move or
speak, - When he did speak, his-voice
resembled the rumble of thunder,

" Maunleverer !

A musical snore sounded from be-
neath the blankets,

“ Wharton "' rapped out Quelchy,
““ Pray rouse that absurd and wildly
eccentric boy!"

The captain of the Remove stooped
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down, seized Mauly by the shoulders,
and shook him,

“ Mauly, youn duffer!
he exclaimed: - :

The schoolboy earl came out of his
slumber with a start, He sat up,
and blinked confusedly at Quelchy,
who looked positively Hunnish.

“ Mauleverer!” rumbled the Re-
move master. ‘I can scarecely credit
the evidence of my eyes! You have
had the effrontery—the unparalleled
audacity—to spend the might in the
dining-hall "’

** I—I was hopin’ that I should wake
up before you eame in, sir!"’ stam-
mered the unfortunate Mauly. *° You
sald you'd take me  before the
Head if I was late again, sir, so I
hit. upon this as a cunte dodge for
avoidin’ {rouble.”

Quelchy frowned grimly.

“*I will endeavour to {ieach you,
Mauleverer, that * dodges ' of this sort
cannot be practised with impunity!
Yopr absence from the dormitory has
thrown the school—or a section of it
—into disorder. You have been rve-
sponsible for depriving a number of
seniors—likewize myself—of sleep. 1
had oceasion teo despateh a search-
PHI‘"[:‘.F FEF

“ Oh, begad!"

“ And it was generally believed that

Wake up!”

10 EXLARGE-
CATALOGUE AND

M EAD -Denl. BBO7

you had absented yourself from the
school. You will remove those blan-
kets immediately, and after brealrfuﬂk
you will wait upon me in my study!
Mauly Hﬂl‘ﬂ[ﬂ%lﬁd to his feet, and
staggered out of the dining-hall with
the blankets and overcoat. M
After brekker a steady swishing
sound emanated from Quelchy's study.
1t continued for guite a long time.

Then the door opened, and Mauly

came limping out nto the passage.

¢ Had 1t hot?” inguired Bob Cherry.

“0Ow! Yaas, dear boy!"

And Mauly limped dejectedly away
to his study, to recover from the eifects
of his licking.

These events had an
sequel.

Mauly was out of bed before every-
body else next morning, and he ap-
peared in the dining-hall a good five
minutes - before the brekker-gong
sounded. : —

The slacker of the Remove had re-
formed! But those who knew him
well predicted that his reformation
would endure but for the twinkling of
an eye. . _

One thing, however, 1s certain.
Mauly will never again attempt to
convert the dining-hall into a dormi-
tory! %

astonishing

THE END.
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send 13 coupons, and ouly 3/-. Bay whether youn want a fine, medium, or Green Road, London, N.A4,
hroad mib. Thiz great offcr-is made to introduce the fawmous Fleet Pen to

GRRYFRIARS JIERALD readers. (Forelgn posiage coxira.) Salisfaction
guaranteed or odash returned.

self-Filling, cr Safety Models, 2/- extra.

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

ONLY. YOU
HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gent's full-sizge Raillway-limekeeping Keylesa
Stont Nickel Silver or Oxydised
Damp and Dustproof cases, plain dial, perfectly
balanced superior Lever movement, splendid
timekeeper. Price for either pocket or wrist,
15/~ each. Luminous dial (see¢ time in dark),
of. ¢xtra. Ladies” Chain or Wrist, 2/- extra.
F will send either of these watches on receipt of P.0O. for
@f..  After receiving watch you send us a further 2/-, and
promise to pay the remaining 11/, by weekly or monthly Instal-
ments,  For cash with ﬂrderh encloge 14/- only. Five years'
warranty given with every watch.
Ta n.*r?:liﬁ disappolntment send 2/- and fd. extra postage at once.
Wo unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation,

THE LEVER WATCH C0. (M. Dept.),
42a, STOCKWELL GREEN, LONDON, S.W.9.

- GUT THIS OUT!

* Greyfriars Herald ™ PEN COUPON. Value 2d.
send Lﬁlm coupen with PO, for ouly 6/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co., 118,

_ “.' Aever Watch.

crefas;

When answering advertisements will our readere kindly
mention this paper.

2 g
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. , 1&g, per anmum, 52, 6d. for slx monihs; Abroad, Hi. . per annum, ¢s. id. fo : 4 ; ; 2 -
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