


























direction of Ticehurst Manor, where
lived Sir Robert Gregory, Swift Nick’s
guardian, who had, by fraud, ousted
the lad from all his possessions and
caused him to become an outlaw.

Therefore, Swift Nick was aston-
ished to see Ironface riding pell-
mell for the manor; and presently
he saw the moonlit park and elm trees
of Ticehurst Manor away below him,
and then the great mansion itself
loomed up in the background.

That moment he saw Ironface’s
horse leap over the park fence,
to go thudding away through the
trees, heading for the dark shrubs
of the garden around the house.

 What the plague does Ironface
want with my rascally guardian?”
Swift Nick muttered, in surprise.

The lad followed at a gallop,
with Lightning’s hoofs muffled on the
turf By now, Ironface thought
he had shaken off Nick, who surely
would not dream of following him
to the home of a wealthy magistrate |

Hidden by trees, Swift Nick was
just in time to see Ironface, who had
dismounted and hidden his horse,
running across a lawn towards the
great, silent house. .

Nick saw Ironface vanish into the
malnor by a little side-door. He
pulled up Lightnin,

A Faitli)l, \ghat’s %}'1; game ? 7’ mut-
tered Nick. ‘ Has Ironface gone to
burgle my guardian? It seems like
it. T’ll look into this ! - .

Concealing Lightning, Swift Nick
dashed across to the moon-bathed
mansion, thrilling in every nerve,
and soon reached the grey wall of
the house. Naturally the lad knew all
the secrets of this old manor, and he
quickly set his shoulder to a revolving
stone he knew of.

Next moment he was in a dark,
narrow passage which was built inside
the walfs of the manor. Along this
twisting passage he stole silently, a

pistol in his hand, straining his ears.

It was Swift Nick’s intention to
emerge from the secret passage into
the manor library by way of a sliding
panel that was known to him. Then
he could hunt stealthily through the
house for Ironface.

Even as Nick reached the panel,
however, he paused with a gasp of
surprise. To his ears came voices,
which he recognised, and he put his
eye to a crack in the panel. It was to
see both Ironface and Sir Robert
Gregory in the old library, where
candlelight shone on rich furniture
and shelves lined with priceless
volumes.  Ironface and the evil,
bald-headed old baronet seemed to be
bargaining with each other ! .

In Irontace’s talon-like hand Swift
Nick saw his diamond clasp, and he
heard the ruffianly highwayman
chuckle : .

“ How much for this clasp, Sir
Robert ? I meant to keep it, but ’tis
too plaguey dangerous! I expect a
better price than you paid for t’
spoils from the London mail-coach!”

“ Where did you get it?” Sir
Robert gasped, his cod eyes popping.

“ From Swift Nick, who always
wore it,” came the reply.

* Then Why, Swift Nick
must be my ward, whom I—er—
dispossessed, and I thought him

dead | ” Sir Robert Gregory blurted

out. ‘“ Get him caught or killed for me,
Ironface, and I will pay you five

hundred pounds, as well as the
ublished reward. He must hang at
yburn | ”

Swift Nick had heard enough. At
once he realised that his villainous
guardian, although a magistrate,
actually trafficked with highwaymen,
buying their plunder and giving them
a safe refuge, when hunted, in the
manor |

“How now!” gritted Nick, his
eyes blazing ; and hurling the shiding
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he heard shouts, and the sound of
feet stamping down a passage.
Almost instantly the library door was
burst open, and in tumbled three
Bow Street Runners with roars of
triumph |

‘“ Got you this time | ”’ shouted the
foremost. -

Nick recognised the Runner Wat
Simpson, with whom were the very
two Runners who had vainly hunted
him the night he was ambushed by
Ironface.

To the surprise of the Runners,
however, Swift Nick neither tried to
escape nor shoot at them.

Instead, he stood his ground and
drew himself up with a laugh of
triumph.

‘““ Here is Ironface, whom I've
caught for you, cullies!” Nick
laughed. ‘‘ And there lies Sir Robert
Gregory, my guardian, an even greater
ruffian | ”

And Nick told what he had seen
and heard through the crack in the
panel, ending :

“1 warrant if you break open
yonder iron-bound chest you  will
find the proceeds of the last robbery
of the -London mail-coach, and of
many other robberies. My rascally
guarldian has too long fooled every-
onel”

The bewildered Runners kept Nick
covered, while one broke open the
iron-bound chest, and in it discovered
just what Swift Nick had anticipated
would be found,

‘“Zounds |’ Runner Wat Simpson
gasped finally. “ It seems that you
are right, Swift Nick. I'll see you get
the King’s pardon for nabbing Iron-
face and unmasking this rogue, Sir
Robert Gregory ! "’

And Swiit Nick did receive the
pardon, and also his rightful inherit-
ance, while his guardian accompanied
Ironface to Tyburn Tree,

THE END

(1432 )

GREYFRIARS

(the Yankee of the Remove)

RHYMES

FISHER T. FISH

I GUEss you've heard of Fisher Fish,
The enterprising Yankee ?

The juniors he has tried to * dish ™
Denounce his ways so swanky.

He seeks to gain, in manner deft,
The great almighty dollar,

And calls it “ biz,” but it is theft
To cvery Greyfriars scholar.

His business instinct made him start
A mode of money-lending,

In which he took the leading part—
Both firm and fellow blending.

But when his clients noticed how
The interest kept jumping,

A fearful vengeance they did vow,
And Fish was bruised with bumping.

Not all the bumps reccived could crush
His wonderful endurance,
And Fishy started, with a rush,
A system of insurance.
The fellows entered with a will,
But when, in wrath and wonder,
They learned that benefits were nil,
Poor Fish was rent asunder !

Do you imagine, after this,
That Fish desisted ? No, sir !

He next began, in perfect bliss,
The business of a grocer. .

His tea had neither form nor void,
His coloured cakes were curious ;
The cheese was constantly annoyed—

Its bark was fierce and furious !

‘To sample Fishy’s foreign eggs
Was simply suicidal ; )

*Twere wise to drive them down with pegs,
Or check them with a bridle,

‘The Greyfriars chaps had bad enough—
Fish took a fearful licking ;

To extricate him from his stuff
Was worse than oakum-picking !

An agency for faithful fags
Found Fishy in the centre ;
This plan, with many rows and rags,
Returned to plague the inventor.
Then Fish began to realise
That British boys love fairness ;
And his behaviour, in their eyes,
Had savoured not of squareness.

The deeds which Fishy doth declare
He did in New York City,
Like all the tales of * over there,”
Are listened to with pity.
Although the Yankees may deride
The British race as dwindlers,
Well might they waste their foolish pride
On Fish, the Prince of Swindlers |
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. not merely follow

DO
duty’s track
When inclination needs
no sacrifice ;
However great the burden
on your back
The greater shall you
find your honoured
prize.
Remember that all men you cannot please,
Yet do not seek deliberately for strife ;
Be true to your own capabilities
In work, in play, in every act of life.

FISHER TARLETON FISH

The guy who keeps my
motto y
I guess will always win ;

Take my advice: you've
gotto

* Be vurry, vurry careful
of your tin.

Some jays may talk of honour,
But say, | merely grin

And make this vow: “ I'm gonna
Be vurry, vurry careful of my tin.”

No guy is ever lonely

Whose eyes are free from skin ;
Make friends of all chaps—only

Be vurry, vurry careful of your tin.

When knowing blades say, “ Trust me !
It'sgood! Tllletyouint”

Then, take my word, you must be
Exceptionally careful of your tin.

Your life will be most happy,
Your joy will ne’er grow thin,
1f you're the sort of chappie
Who's vurry, vurry careful of his tin.

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

Advicefulness I cannot give in thyme,
But what does honoured English proverb
tellfulness ?
The empty pitcher saves the stitch in time
From taking the long turning to the wellful-
ness.

WILLIAM GOSLING

The only advice I can give is this ’ere :
Keep outer my lodge or you'll get a thick ear!

VAN A VAN IRS NS VNN

Poetically offered by some of the celebrities at Greyfriars School

VN SV VLNV NNV NS VNS

NEW BOYS

PERCY BOLSOVER

Fight on, though all your
strength has fled,
Fight on, with every sinew,
Fight onuntil youfeelhalf-dead
And, even then, continue.
Fight at your best in every

scrap,
- Fight on, though foemen
“ trick you;
But never tackle any chap
Who looks as though he’d lick you!

HAROLD SKINNER (with apologies to Kipling)

If you can smoke, and not
mind others jeering,
If you can bet,and smile [§
when you go down,
If you can slack while ff
Quelchy’s interfering,
And take no notice of
his awful frown ;
If you break bounds
without the prefects’ knowledge,
If you get back, and don’t wake Mr. Prout,
Then you will soon be famous at this college—
Always provided that you ain’t found out.

ALONZO TODD

Do the very best you can

To point out to your fellow man
That life is but a vale of woe
And tears are all we have to show.
When the sky is grey and drear,
Point out that the rain is near;
When the summer sun shines out,
Say it is a sign of drought.

Be a lively British boy

Spreading happiness and joy,
Crying everywhere you go,

“ Life is but a vale of woe!”

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
2) Direckly you

skool, .

Unless you are a silly fool,

You will stand a wacking
grate feed

And be sure to invite me—
) take heed!

Donuts, jam puffs by the skore,

Appel dumperlings galore,

Tarts and pastrys, all things nice,

Strorbury jam and strorbury ice ;

And after that grate feed, you see,

You’ll be quite poppular—at leest, with me!

arrive at
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