


























challenge. Now it was the last lap
and still the three Viberts and the
Norton maintained their lead.

The manufacturer turned to Dan
Wilson who stood beside him. -

) Gl\‘/‘e him the all-out signal,”” he
said. ‘‘ Show him he’s close to them.”

.Wilson leaped to the back of the
pit and seized a huge crimson disc
mounted on a pole. Quickly he
thrust it from the pit counter, waving
it slowly to catch the boy’s attention.

Peter saw it and his gauntleted
hand left its grip for a moment,
rising in a half salute to tell the men
in the pit that he understood.

He had ridden fiercely before, but
now he threw his machine round the
corners in a way which made the
crowds catch at their breath and step
back involuntarily from the road.

He had forgotten danger; for-
otten the pain that had been racking
is chest ever since his crash in prac-

ticee. He remembered only that he
must go faster; that somewhere
ahead were the men who were trying
to wreck Nomads, and he had got to
catch them.

Again and again his foot-rest struck
sparks from the road as he leaned his
speed-iron right over on its side to
surge round a tricky bend ; and again
and again he brushed the roadside

ass as he straightened out.
undred times it looked as if he must
crash and a hundred times he pulled
his machine out of danger by a split
inch and sent it rocketing onwards.
It seemed almost that, whatever he
did, no catastrophe had power to
touch him.

He caught the Norton at the end
of the long straightaway and, on his
heels, zoomed up the hill to the white
cottage beyond which they had
crashed into the hay-cart. And as
he swung round the bend in the
Norton’s wake he saw a Vibert rider
at the side of the road.

Orange flames were streaking from
the Vibert’s engine, and its rider was
bending over it, struggling desper-
ately to put them out.

Eagerly Peter’s gaze flashed to the
machine’s number, and, with a grim
smile, he saw that it was No. 7. That
was Kid Connelly’s machine. Now it
was out of the race there was only
Max Souter and Vibert’s third rider
ahead.

Past the tree that stood like a
sentinel in the hedge they streaked ;
and then Connelly and his burning
machine were forgotten and Peter was
riding all he knew to pass the Norton.

For a mile the two machines hung
together, with Peter determined to
pass and the Norton rider as deter-
mined to keep ahead ; then suddenly
the engine note of the leading machine
started to die away and its rider was
drawing in to the side of the road.
Some small defect in his highlﬁ tuned
engine had put him out of the race
in the last lap. .

As he streaked past, Peter risked a

lance over his sEoulder at the un-
ucky rider. He saw the man throw
up his arm in the old Roman salute,
sportingly wishing good luck to the
rider who was more fortunate than
himself. )

Peter gripped his knees into the
tank and strove for yet more speed.
He was on the back leg of the course
now, where vantage points were scarce
and spectators consequently fewer ;
and there was little more than two
miles left to go. He had got to go
faster. It was now or never !

Corners slid to meet him, were
negotiated and forgotten ; straight
stretches were covered at over the
hundred mark ; and the lone Nomad
never faltered in its stride. It seemed
to realise how great were the issues
that depended on its speed.

Once more the boy flung his mount
into a bend, and as he straightened
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out an exultant whoop escaped from
his clenched teeth. For before him,
one behind the other, were the two
Viberts.
Glancing
Souter saw t

back from in front, Max
he boy at the same time,
and humped himself down over his
tank, urging his machine to the
utmost. What he had imagined to
be a runaway victory had suddenly
turned into a speed duel as desperate
as any he had ever experienced.
With scrabbling tyres screeching
on the turns and engine shrieking
defiance, Peter rode into the thunder-
ing exhausts of the two Viberts. And
all the time the Nomad was catching

up.
Pyard by yard, foot by foot, the
distance between the machines di-
minished until at last Peter drew out
to pass the second Vibert. And as he
did so, the man edged his machine
over, cutting him out.

Again the boy tried to pass, and
again the rival rider blocked his path.

Peter understood then. The man
was holding him out purposely, taking

advantage of the lonely part of the

course to keep him back while Souter
went on to win.

In a compact bunch the three
snarling speed-irons stormed up to the
hairpin bend, the last corner before
the long, straight run to the finish.
Into Peter’s excited brain flashed the
thought that unless he could get past
here his last chance would have gone.

Deliberately he drew his machine
wide, giving the impression that he
meant to pass on the outside of the
curve; and, with a grim smile, he
watched the Vibert rider edge out to
stop him.

IFor a moment the boy hung behind
the Vibert machine ; then, without
warning, he flung his speed-iron over
and, changing down, streaked for the
inside of the curve.

The Vibert rider realised the boy’s
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intention too late. He jerked his front
wheel inwards viciously and spun the
throttle wide in a wild endeavour to
cut the Nomad off. For a split
second the two machines almost
touched ; then the Vibert was whip-
ping outwards in an uncontrollable
skid, with its rider striving in vain to
hold it. In a series of frenzied swerves
the snarling speed-iron skated across
the road to hit the bank.

As he swung his machine after
Souter, Peter saw the whole racer fling
itself into the air and go crashing
through the hedge.

But Souter was still twenty yards
ahead, and before them were the
stands again, and out in the road,
small in the distance, the figure of an
official holding his chequered flag
aloft to acclaim the winner.

Peter’s muscles stood out like whip-
cord under -the skin, and his jaw,
clamped hard, was thrust forward
menacingly. He twisted his throttle
hard against the stop and hung on.
He could do no more. It rested
between the two machines, now, to
fight it out.

For seconds that seemed long as
minutes the distance between the
two machines remained the same, then
slowly the British bike started draw-
ing in.

The people who thronged the stands
were on their feet, now, cheering wildly
for the lone rider who had come, so
it seemed to them, from nowhere to
challenge the invincible Souter. His
youth and the odds which he faced
had made the crowd Peter’s staunchest
partisans from thestart, and now their
Irish enthusiasm was unrestrained.

In front of the stands, the time-
keeper was gesticulating wildly to
the marshal who held the flag.

‘ The lap record | " he managed to
bellow above the uproar, and his
expression suggested that it had
already gone ‘‘sky-high.”
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The marshal nodded, and his gaze
flashed back to the machines that
streaked towards him, the roar of
their engines already audible above
the roar of the crowd.

Hastily Peter’s eyes flashed from
Vibert to the finish, measuring the
distance, and then crazy joy was
surging up inside him, for he knew
that he would win !

“ Got you!” he croaked trium-
phantly at Souter’s humped back.
“ Got youl!”

The noise of the straining speed-
irons roared in the boy’s ears like a
thousand machine-guns. It seemed
to shake the very air. The ground
rushing beneath their flying wheels
vibrated as from the passing of an
express train. .

He was almost level now. His
front wheel was up to Souter’s foot,
up to the Vibert’s tank, up to its
front wheel—ahead | He was ahead !

Half a length in front of the Vibert
he saw the ﬂa%) slash down—then
everything went black.

It was Tod Orton who picked the
boy up from under his machine where
he'had fallen. Heraised the youngster
in his great arms and carried him to
the special pit which had been fitted
out as a first-aid station. )

Quickly the doctor ran his practised
hands over the boy’s body, and when
he looked up his face was grave.

“ Good heavens,” he ejaculated,
“ this boy’s been riding with a couple
of broken ribs | ”

The thing that pleased Peter most,
later, was the postscript to a letter
which he received from Tod Orton a
few days before he left hospital and
followed the Nomad team back to
England. It consisted of a single line,
and it ran:

“ When are you coming back to
practise for the Isle of Man T.T.? "

THE END
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GREYFRIARS
RHYMES

BOB CHERRY

Famous Five)

LONG-LIMBED, healthy lad is Bob,
A splendid type of youngster ;
The nation’s heart with pride should throb
To have such boys amongst her.
His eyes are all aglow with mirth,
His ways are frank and sunny ;
And surely happiness is worth
Far more than mints of money ?

Bob malkes the lofty manners drop
Of high-and-mighty Coker,
And more than once has put a stop
To Loder’s games of * poker.”
He's not an interfering fool,
A sncak both mean and brainless,
But one who really loves his school,
And keeps its honour stainless.

Bob Cherry is, without a doubt,
A mass of wiry muscle ;

And bullies have been counted out
In many a thrilling tussle.

The Highcliffe cads have felt his fist,
And Vavasour and Monson

Have begged our hero to desist—
To them he seemed Len Johnson !

Though Bull can fight like one possessed,
And Wharton has some science,
They have to give the bully best—
He sets them at defiance.
The only fellow in the Form
He cannot triumph over
Is Cherry, who has made it warm
For him—the great Bolsover !

Yet Cherry is, to tell the truth,
When girls are present, modest ;
With them he thinks himself uncouth—
His manners are the oddest.
Although one day he'll maybe wed
His Susan or his Sarah,
His honest cheeks get very red
With Marjorie and Clara.

Once Cherry was expelled for theft,
His grotests went unheeded ;
But when the school found they were * left,”
Apologies were needed.
To think that Bob could be a thief
Was really very funny.
One might suppose an Indian chief
Had manners sweet as honey !

Good, honest Bob ! long may you be
he boy Frank Richards n)1'a¥ces you—
A hero brave on land or sea,
Whatever fate o’ertakes you !
To * H.A.-ites ” who on life’s course
Are nobly persevering,
Your sunny smile’s a latent force,
For ever bright and cheering !

(the fighting man of the
Remove and a member of the



Holidays come and go, but pleasant memories of them linger on—of joyful days spent
hiking or cycling, camping or picnicking, boating or swimming.
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Tuepy's Tip
Arthur Ef'?;a..d Lovell '

SAID Tubby, beaming like the moon : _
“ 1 say, you chaps, how prime !
My Uncle Joe this afternoon
Is coming for a time |

I’ve got a wire to say that he
Is coming for the trip

On purpose to hand out to me
A very useful tip1”

“ Congratters, Tubby !” Silver said.
“ You're certainly in luck.
Mind you don’t paint the village red
And die of too much tuck!”

Our podgy friend could hardly wait
For Uncle to arrive ;

He loitered at the college gate
From three o’clock till five.

When Uncle in the station hack
Rolled up, he grinned with glee,
For he had got a bad attack
Of “ hoping ” cough, you see.

At last, when Uncle took his leave,
He gave his hand a grip,

And said : ** Now, nephew, I believe
I promised you a tip.

It’s this: When next you write to me,
Remember what I say—

The word extremely'hasno ‘g’,
And Uncle' hasno ‘k’.”

With that, and with a brief good-bye,
He bade the driver start :

But tear-drops filled poor Tubby’s eye,
And fury filled his heart.

When Jimmy said, * Well, are you rich ? ”
He groaned, as if in pain;

So we said, * Have some doughnuts | ”—which
Soon cheered him up again |
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