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= any bikes, Lovell.

* lucky day’” a score of tirmes.
John’s cheery musing !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Lovell Loses a Bargain!

6 ? LD on, sir!”
Jimmy Silver held on.

He was leading Trotsky, the |

pony. His comrades were
walking with the baggage-cart behind.

It was high noon, and the sun blazed
down on the Berkshire lane. A man
detached himself from the grassy bank
by the hedge as the Rockwooders came
along, and stepped out into the-lane,
holding up his hand. Jimmy Silver &
Ce. stopped to see what he wanted.

He was rather a shabby man, with
a stubbly face, looking as if he were
on bad terms with his barber, and had
ceased to have any dealings at all with
his soap-merchant. He had a pedlar’s
haversack on his back and a big stick
in his hand.

He looked certainly a rather tough
customer, but he touched his ragged hat
very respectfully to the Rookwoeders.

“’Skuse me, young gentlemen,” he
said. “P’r’aps you'd like to buy some
things—watches and clocks——"’

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

" Thanks, we've got all we want.”

“P’r’aps you'd like to buy a bicycle ?”

“A—a what?”

“Bicycle, sir,” said the pedlar. “I've
got soeme machines I bought cheap—
party wanted to get rid of ’em. ’Tain’t
my usual line of business, and I got ’em
cheap, and I'd be willing to let ’em
go at a bargain.”

Jimmy was shaking his head again,
when Arthur Edward Lovell interposed.
T.ovell had 2 keen eye for a bargain—
at Jeast, he was firmly convinced that
ke had.”

“What do you call a bargain?” he
asked. :

“T'd let ’em go at two pun’, sir.”

“Can’t be any good at that price,”
satd Raby. ‘“Anyhow, we don’t want
Let’s get on.”

“Held on!” said Lovell, “Might as
well look at ’em. I've thought several
times a bike would ecome in useful on
this tour,”

“You'd like them machines, sir,” said
the pedlar, “Good make, good condi-
tion. The poor man had the brokers
in. sir, and was glad to get rid of them,
That’s how I got ’em cheap, Take my
word for it, they're good machines, sir,

THI B

If you know this. part, any bloke will
tell you about me—Honest John
Williams, the pedlar. They call me
Honest John in these parts, sir.”

“They don’t judge by appearances,
then !”” murmured Putty of the Fourth.

“Let’s see them, anyhow,”> said
Lovell. :

Honest John, the pedlar, wentvthrough
a gap in the hedge under which he had
been resting. He wheeled three hand-
some bikes, one after another, out into
the lane.

“There” you are, gents!” he
“Look at ’em! Good value for
money, gents !’

There was no doubt that the bicycles
were goed value for the money. Not
one of them had cost less than ten
guincas—ene of them looked worth fif-
teen. They were dusty, and scratched
here and there, but in quite good condi-
tion. The pedlar eyed the juniors ex-
pectantly. Lovell looked over the
machines, and nodded.

“We don’t want three,” he remarked
thoughtfully.

“We don't want any,”
Putty of the Fourth.

Lovell grunted.

“Don’t be an ass, Putty! How citen

said.
the

remarked

do you get a chance of bagging « har-

gain like this?”

“Not often,” grinned Putty, “If I
bagged a bargain like that I should
expect to feel a policeman’s hand on my
shoulder soon afterwards, old bean!”

The pedlar started a little,

Four members of the Rookwood party
were looking—and feeling—suspicious.
But Lovell was not suspicious,

“Look ‘ere, young gents,” said the
pedlar warmly, “if you don’t think I
come by them machines honest )

“What rot!” said Lovell. “The man’s
told us how he came by them, straight
cnough,”

“But we don’t want any bikes, old
top,” sald Jimmy Silver, ‘“ And it's not
safe, buying bikes from strangers.”

“That’s all rot !”” said Lovell, “Why,
this Sunbeam is better than my old bike
—Ilots better, If this chap is really sell-
ing it for two pounds——" g

“That's the price, guv’nor,” said
Honest John. “I don’t mind owning
that I give only a pound each, But a
man’s got to make his profit,’t.
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A Topping Complete Yarn of Jimmy
Silver & Co., the Rookwood tramps,
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L.UCK CHANGES! Honest John does some capital busines;?

which prompts. him to remark that it is his
But the luck changes before sunset, likewise Honest

T
"

on holiday.

BY

LU L S,

“That's fair enough,” said Lovell. |
“But——" !
“I'm having that Sunbeam!”
Arthur Edward Lovell spoke very
decidedly. His comrades looked at one
another. !
Lovell knew best; it was a way he’
had, But.Jimmy Silver & Co., though
they often gave Lovell his head, were
quite determined that Arthur Edward
Lovell should not have his head on this
occasion. Honest John might have been
as henest as his name implied, but he
did not look it. If he was a gentleman
of sterling integrity, there was no douby
ﬁ"hatever‘ that appearances were against,
im. ;
“So youre buying that bike, are:
you?” exclaimed Newcome, <
“You bet!” : .
“You couldn’t do better, guv’nor,’®
said Honest John. !

“I know ‘that,” said Lovell. “And
I'm going——"
“You are!” said Jimmy Silver.

“You're going on! You're not buying
bikes to-day, old bean! Collar him !’

“Look here——" roared Lovell in
great wrath,

Raby and Newcome took Lovell by
either arm. Putty Grace fixed a firm
grip on the back of his collar, Arthur
Edward Lovell was marched on, resist-
ing and protesting, fairly shouting in
his wrath and indignation. Jimmy
Silver led Trotsky on. And Honest
John, with his three bicyecles stacked
round him, blinked at the Rookwooders
in great annoyance.

“Look ’ere! Ain't it a trade?” he
demanded angrily.

“Yes!” roared Levell. .

“No!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Leggo!” howled Lovell. “Raby, I'll |
punch your ssilly hecad! Newcome, if

you want a thick ear——"
“Come on!” ¥
“I’m having that bike!”? roared

Lovell,
“You're not, old top! Come on!” |
Arthur Edward Lovell struggled in
the -grasp of his comrades. But he
marched on notwithstanding, He had
to.
© Jimmy Silver followed with Trotsky
and the baggage-cart. Honest John
Williams was left standing in the lane
Tae PoruLAR.—No. Z98.
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with his three handsome bargains.and
a very peculiar expression on his stubbly
face.

The Rookwoed party wound on down
the lane and vanished from the sight
of Hoiest John.

“You silly dummi said Lovell in
a sulphurous voice. ‘“It was the bargain
cf a lifetime!” -

“We know your bargains, old chap,”
grinned Raby. And the Rookwooders
chuckled. <

“Anvbody but a silly dummy could sce
that that chap was quite straight!”
hooted Lovelii

“Then we're all silly dummies.
on, all the same!®

12}

Come

And Arthur Edward Lovell came on;’

his dévoted comrades gave him ro choice
about that.

But for the next half-hour Lovell was
eloquent ; and the Rookwooders Iistcn.ed
patiently with smiling faces while
Arthur Edward told them, at great
length and with emphasis, what he
thought of them.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Missing Bikes!,

(33 OU silly owls!”
“] say— (2
“That’'s what you are—owls!

Silly owls! Frabjous owls!
Blithering, burbling owls!”
“7T know that sweet voice!” murmured
Jimmy Silver. :
The Rookwood party grinned. The
Fond booming voice came to their ears
throngh a fringe of hawthorns; the

gpeaker was only a few yards away.

Jimmy Silver & Co. could have heard
klm if he had been {ifty yards away.

The Rookwood tramps were camped
on the edge of a common. The baggage-
cart was at rest. Trotsky the pony,
having cropped till he could crop no

“more, had lain down and gone to sleep
in the grass. The weather was warm,
and the chums of Rookwood School were
taking it easy. As Lovell remarked,
they were going nowhere in particular,
and there was no hurry to arrive at that
destination.

Through  the sweet peace of the
dreamy aftornoon came that booming
voice from beyond the hawthorns; a
voice the Rookwooders thought they
knew. It was nobt a Rookwood fellow's
voice, and they were puzzled a little at
first to “place " it, but they knew they
had heard it before.  Those powerful
and strident tones once heard were not
easily forgotten. And the voice went
on, loudly and wrathfully:

“(Owls! - Tatheads! Chumps! You
neadi’t scowl at me, Wilkins! If you
-awn like that when I'm talking, Gunny,
; shall punch vou! A pair of blithering,
burbling, frabjous owls—that's what you
fellows are!”

“ Look here, Grundy

“Oh, don’t iaw, Wilkins!
guch a chap for jawing!”

“But u

“Blessed if you're not like a sheep’s
head—all jaw! I've told you that before,
Wilkins, at St. Jim’s, lots of times!”
And that remark was followed by a loud,
emphatic snort.

Jimmy Silver & Co. chuckled softiy.

“Y know him now,” murmured Jimmy
Qilver. “Chap named Grundy—he’s in
the Shell at St. Jim’s. Seen him when
we've been over there for the cricket.
Biggest idiot going!” )

“There he goes again!”
Raby. “Listen to the band!” ;

The powerful voice of George Alfred
Grundy of the Shell at St. Jim's was
heard again. His comrades, Wilkins
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Never saw

chuckled

and Gunn, scemed to have resigned
themselves to their fate.

“My fault! I like that! My fault
going on a cycling tour with two silly
owls, if you like! T'il admit that much.
But it's no good talking to you, you'd

never understand what dummies you |

*are! The question is, how are we going
to get the bikes back?’

T'here was a general start among the
Rookwooders as they heard that remark.

Lovell for a moment had quite a queer
expression on his face.

*They've lost their bikes!” murmured
Jimmy Silver. :

“Three of them!"” breathed Raby.
“Phat would be three bikes!" And that
ziddy pedlar

It was <lear enough to
wooders.  They understood now how
Honest John had obtained good
machines which he was able to sell a
such a ridiculous figure. Doubtless
Honest John would have been glad to

the Rook-

‘get rid of those three machines at any

price.

“We can't get them back, Grundy!”
said Wilkins. 2 :

“We've been - tramping - for hours,

J looking for them!” came Gunn's plain-

tive voice.. “They're gone!”

“Do you think I'm going to let my
Sunbeam be bagged like that, and not
pet it back 7V

“His—his
Lovell.

Arthur Edward looked almost sickly.
That, evidently, was the Sunbeam
Lovell had so nearly secured as a won-
derful bargain for two pounds. Arthur
Edward realised that it was just as well
that his comrades had overruled him
on that point.

“The bikes
sumed Grundy.

Sunbeam!”  murmured

have been stolen!” re-
“It was all your fault,

you two. When I left the camp, 1
naturally supposed you fellows were
somewhere about keeping your eyes
open.”

”

“We supposed vou
“You'd no business to suppose any-
thing of the sort. But for goodness’
sake don’t argue. Some tramp’s pinched

those bikes, and we’'ve got to get them |

back !”’

“We've fagged about for hours,” said
Gunn, still plaintive. “T can. tell you
I'm jolly tired, Grundy.”

“Think I'm not tired?” snorted
Grundy. “But I shall keep going till
wo get those bikes back, and you're
going to do the same! Pair of silly,
blithering owls, letting a tramp sneak
the machines under your very noses.” -

“We'd gone for a swim——""

“Oh, don't argue!”

“You shouldn’t have left the cam
till we came back, Grundy.” :

“If you try to put it on me, Wilkins,
I shall punch you—hard! I'm getting
fed-up with a pair of arguing, blither-
ing owls! Now, we've got to get on the
track, somehow. No good sticking here.”

“T want a rest—-""

“There's no time for a rest, Gunn,”

Grundy & Co. were evidently unaware
that there was a camp on the other
side of the hawthorns. Jimmy. Silver
rosec to his feet. ¥t was obvious that
Grundy & Co.'s bicycles were in the
possession of Honest .Tohn, and it was
less than an hour since Jimmy Silver &
(Co. had seen the pedlar, So he had
valuable information to give.

Jiminy Silver dragged aside a branch
and looked through the thicket. .

“Hallo, you fellows!” he said cheerily.

Grundy & Co. started, and looked
round quickly as the thicket rustled.
Then they stared at the captain of the
Rookwood School.

“¥ho

“Hallo!” said Grundy grufily.
the dickens are you?”

“It’s Silver,” said Wilkins. “I've
played him at cricket. You’d know him
if you played for St. Jim’s, Grundy ”

“If I don’t play for St. Jim’s, Wilkins,
it’s because a fool of a skipper is idiot
cnough to put you in instead of me!”

_Jimmy Silver grinned. -

“We have heard Grundy talking
tbé‘ough” the megaphone,” he said.

5 -

“Megaphono!” said Grundy, staring.
“I wasn't talking through any meéga-
phone!”

~“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the other
side of the hawthorns.

“Sounded  like it,”
sweetly. “My mistake, Grundy,
you were talking about having lost three
bikes—one of them a Sunbeam?” .

“Yes, we were!” growled Grundy.
“But we’ve no time to waste talking
to a Rookwood fag.
fellows 1” -

Jimmy blinked at him. He had seen
Grundy of the Shell several times while
on vjsits to St. Jim's, and had not been
struck by his good manners, certainly.
But he had not expected manners like
this, even from Grundy. -

“You silly chump——"" began Jimmy.

“None of your fag cheek!”
Grundy. “I’ve no time to waste, or I'd
vull your ear!”

“I was going to tell you
Jimmy. -

“Shut up!?

“You silly ass!” -

“None of your cheek!” roared
Grundy. “I'm in a hurry, but I could
find time to thrash you!”

“Go ahead, then! I've
too!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're going to put up at the Red
Cow, in Weededge, till we get our bikes
back!” hooted Grundy. “It's a village
across the common. If you see anything:
of a tramp with our bikes, leave word
for 'us at the Red Cow. Understand?”

“Are you asking me to do that or
ordering me, dear old bean?” inquired.
Jimmy Silver,

“Telling you!” said Grundy.

“Oh, my hat!” :

‘“Now come on, you pair of silly
owls I’ said Grundy to his comrades. -

And the three Shell fellows
Jim’s marched away.

" shrieked

got time,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
: Lovell Kaeps Watch !

. A, ha, ha!”
Jimmy Silver
roared.

& Co. fairly

Even Arthur Edward Lov'jc‘:lylp,f

who had been feeling rather worried
about the wonderful bargain he had
nearly secured, roared with merriment

Grundy of St. Jim’s had had a xx;o;{ii

derful cheering effect on them. They

laughed till they had to wipe away their

tears.
“Jevver come across a chap like

that?”’ gasped Raby. .
“Never.!” chortled Putty.

“Well, hardly ever!” chirruped New‘-i =

come,

“The dear fellow wouldn’t let me tell

him about the giddy pedlar,” said
Jimmy, wiping his eves. ““No time. to
listen to a straight tip where to find his,
jigger.” =
“Ha, ha, ha!”
And the Roockwooders

fact, in a savage temper—and he had
had.no politeness to waste on a Rook-
wood fag. That was how it was. And

Grundy had gone off to hunt for his~

said Jimmy
But

Come on,  you

said -

of St.

roared again.
It had not even occurred to Grundy that-
the Rookwood junior had had & motive,
in hailing him. Grundy was cross—in"

";,..,,.1: e
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he rolled Loveil

Honest John bound Lovell’s wrists and ankles together and stuffed his own handkerchief
out of the way and led the pony and cart off the eommon.

he grinned. (See Chapter 3.)

info his mouth. Then
‘ This ‘ere is my lucky day!?”

bike without waiting to be told that it
was in the possession of a pedlar a mile
away. :

“Fools are born, not made—nascitur
non fit!” remarked Jimmy Silver.
“Grundy’s about the completest speci-
men I've ever run on. But I suppose
we ought to lend a hand?”

“Let him go and eat coke!”
Lovell. -

“Well, there’s the other two fellows,”
said Jimmy Silver. “They can’t be
having a happy time with Grundy, and
they've lost their bikes. We've got
plenty of time on our hands, and that
sneaking thief ought to be made to give
up his plunder.”

“Hear, hear!”
=" Of course, if we'd let Lovell make a
bargain, he would have Grundy’s bike
here now to hand over——”
i=Ha ha, hal”

" And Honest John would have two

said

quid, -and only two bikes to selll”
grinned Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, dry up !” grunted Lovell. “I—I
—yeu see——"’

“One of us had better stay with

Frotsky,” said Jimmy. ‘““The rest come
with me, and we'll look for the pedlar
He may still be where -we
1. ‘He was resting there. Who's
z on in camp? We don’t want
¥ bagged like Grundy’s bike !”
better stay,” said Lovell
“Youwknow what you fellows
We don’t want Trotsky to get
e. or the baggage-cart to be stolen,

As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver was
glad to leave Lovell on guard. He
thought it doubtful whether Ionest
Jobhn would be captured if Lovell lent
his valuable assistance in the task.

So four of the Rookwooders tramped
baek the way they had come, generously

giving up their afternoon in the service
of the stranded St. Jim’s fellows, in
spite of Grundy’s beautiful manners.
They hoped to find Honest John in the
shady lanc where they had passed him—
or, at least, to pick up his track there.

Arthur Edward Lovell stretched him-
self in the grass again, keeping watch
and ward over the camp, and: the
baggage-cart and Trotsky.

He watched his comrades out of sight,
and then took a “Gem ” from his
pocket to read. Iaving finished his
“Gem,” Lovell. began to nod. It was
a warm and drowsy afterncon. Trotsky
was sleeping peacefully, the surround-
ings were soporific, and Lovell was tired
with tramping. He vresolved not to
sleep, however, as he was on guard.
He simply rested his head on & cushion,

and rested with his eyes shut.

In a few minutes more he was in

sound slumber. 5

Naturally, being fast asleep, he did
not see a head in a ragged hat that
poked through the hawthorns and sur-
veyed the camp.

Had Lovell been awake, and looking
in that divection, he would have reeog-
nised the shiny, stubbly face of Honest
John, the pedlar. ‘Being fast asleep,
naturally he did not do so.

Honest John  surveyed the camp
cautiously and grinned. He came very
carefully through the thicket.

“This ’ere is luck!” murmured
Honest John. “Real luck! Spiffing
luck ! Four on ’em gone rambling, and

the¥other silly fool fast asleep! That
there pony and cart is jest what T want
to get them bikes away! This ’ere is
a good day’s work, this is!”

Lovell slept peacefully.

Ile was awakened suddenly.

He started up with a . grip like ironm

on his neclk, and glared up to sce a

stubbly face and a brandished cuc\gd
over him.

“Quiet !” said Honest John grimly.

“The—the pedlar!” gasped Lovell.

“Tf you wants your brains knocked
out, vou’ve only got to give a ’owl!™
said IHonest John. Q

Arthur Edward Lovell did not give a
howl. The cudgel was too heavy and
too close for that. Resistance was out
of the question, for it was clear that the’
ruffian would have stunned him without
remorse. With feelings that could not’
have been expressed in speech, even if
he had been allowed to speak, Arthur
Edward Lovell submitted to his fate.
With a length of cord the footpadi
bound his wrists together and then bis’
ankles, -and then stuffed his own hand-!
kerchigf into his mouth. Then his light
fingers ran through Lovell’s pockets,!
relieved the ' Rookwood junior of hig
watch and loose cash. If looks could

have - slain, .ITonest John would have|
dropped in the grass beside LoveH,_;,
slaughtered! But looks could "not—:

though Lovell's looks just then might!
have been envied by a Prussian Hun. |
The ruffian grinned, and rolled him;
out of the way into the shadow of the!
hawthorns, Then he jerked up the!
pony and harnessed him to the cart.!
He led the pony and ecart off thef
common, mounted into the cart, [
drove away. Lovell, wriggling in the|
grass, listened to the dying sound of}
hoofs and wheels until they faded a\\'ayi
in the distance. E;

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

4

OCn the War-path! ¥

({3 ERE’S the plaee,” said Jimmyj
Silver, ]

The four Rookwoodersfi <
: were dusty and perspiring al
little, after their tramp in the hot suny
. TuE PopuLarR.—No. 398.
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iThey had reached the spet in the lane,
about a mile from the camp on the
common, where they had met Honest
John and Lovell had so nearly secured
Grundy’s bike at a bargain.

There was no sign of Honest John
lo be seen.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had hoped to find
‘nm still there; but he was not there.

The lonely lane was silent, solitary. In
the grass by the road rhev found fracks
of the blns(io& which Honest John had
brought out for their inspection. That
was all.

“He's gone!’) said Raby.

“Where?" asked Newcomc‘

“ Echo answers where.’

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

He was very auxious to get on the
track of ITonest John. In spite of the
-unspeakable Grundy’s weird manners,
Jimmy would have been glad to restore
him his Sunbeam .and still more glad to
reeovor the blcyclcs belonging to
Wilkins and Gunn.  And on general
pri c1ple~ he would have liked to deal
drastically with a bicycle-thief.

Jimmy was skilled as a Boy Scout,
and he tried to pick up tracks in the
fane.
afforded few clues.

The pedlar, if pedlar he was, was
gone.  Jimmy seatched up and down for
a good half-hour, his comarades lending
him their aid; but at the end of the
scarch they had to counfess that they
were as wise as when they had started.

“Might have cleared off anywhere,”
said Raby hopelessly, “There’s another
lane yonder, and he might have crossed
the field to it. And there’s the high
road across that other meadow. No
chance, old chaps!”
¢ “TLooks like it!" agreed Newcome.
asked

! “What do you think, Putty?”
Jimmy Silver.

| Putty of the Fourth was looking very
‘thoughtful, and not taking part in the
discussion.

“T've been thinking,” said Putty.
“Thres bikes are i'athor a handful for
e man to wheel away. :

“But he's done it,” said Raby.-

“You see, & man like that, wheeling
three bikes, would attract a lot of
notice,” said Putty. “Looks to me as
if, after bagging them this morning, he
got them into this shady spot to hide
them. Morge likely to take them away
one at a time, I should think, and ‘most
likely to do it after dark. He must
know that Grundy & Co. would be hunt-
ing up and down for their property.”

Jimmy looked at him curiously.
. “What have you got in
noddle ?” he asked.

“Well, I think very likely the dear
man has shoved the bikes out of sight
and left ’em around here,” said Putty.
“Any bobby meeting a tramp with
three valuable bikes would stop him.
More likely to ride them away one at a
time to a distance, or try to get a cart
to carry them off in. He hasn’t <had
time yet for all that, and I don’t sup-
?OS'C he’s met another Lovell to sell ’em
0.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He yanked them out of that field to

your

show wus,” continued Putty. “Let’s
look !
“Oh! Good!” said Jimmy. Silver.

He followed Putty through the gap in
the hedge. The field was hilly pasture
and thickly grown. In the distance
cattle were grazing. Putty went along
inside the hedge, and the other juniors,
with rather doubtful looks, followed
hlm

“Tureka !” exc¥imed Putty suddenly.

< What— 7
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But the sun-baked earth and dust .

“The giddy bikes!”

There they were—three machines, lay-
ing flat-in a little hollow, and covered
with loose branches and brambles,
They were quite secure from general
observation, - but not fvom a close

scrutiny.  Jimmy Silver & Co. promptly
dragged- them out.
“Good old Putty!”  said -Jimmy.

“Well, here are the bikes! I ]o]lv well
wish that footpad was along with rl'em
T'd like to hammer him!”

Putty grinned.
“We're in no hurry.
come back- for them.
Jimmy' reflected.,

“Well, we're in no hurry,” he said.
“May as well take a rest. The camp
will be all right with Lovell theve.’

He's bound to
Let's wait.”

“T'd like to catch the rottor when he!
23
It !

comes “back!” remarked Raby.
will® be no end of a giddy surprise for
him.”

“We can give him a couple of hours,
anyhow,” said Newcome. - “If we geb
back to.the camp for supper, that will
be “all right.” . =

“Right as rain!” said Jimmy Silver.

The Rookwooders returned to the gap
in the hedge on the lane. They left the
bicycles on the inner side of the hedge
and stretched themselves in the grass
near the gap to rest and to watch
Sooner ar later the thief was certain to
return for his plunder; for the bicycles,
though carefully hidden from passers-by
ot the road, might have been seen and
found by a farm-hand attending the
cattle in the field. Honest John was
not likely to leave his plunder longer
than he could help; indeed, it was
probable that he had gone in search of
some conveyance for removing his booty
and might be back any minute.

‘ There was a sound of wheels in the
lane.

“Somebody’s
Putty.
chaps !”
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RESULT OF

coming!” murmured
“Don’t show your heads, you
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for the best last line sent in has
been awarded to:

FREDDY POWELL,
202, Brixton Road,
London, S.W.9

for the following:
Frank Woolley still ranks with
best,
And Mlen he is put to the test
He plays up for Kent
With such earnest intent—

the

‘““hat we've made him a POPULAR
guest.”’
THE SIX PRIZES OF 10/6 EACH

have been awarded as follows:

H. W. DREW, c.o. Grand Hotel,
Dover, Kent.

E. KERMODI, Brookside, Fisher’s
Pond, near FKastleigh, Hants,

R. RANDALL, 10, Doveleys Road
Pendleton, Manchester.

J. STRANG, Brooksby,
Brae, Liberton, Edinburgh.

s

26, Liberton

W. USHER, 11, Silcote Road,
‘Camberwell, S.E.
The other prize of 10/6 is divided
between :
J. E. BYRON, Kingsway, Altrin-
cham, Cheshire.
: and
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G. W. BARAGLIA, 1, (Tell_ Grove,
(-3 East” Dulwich, London, S.E.22.
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“Only a farm-cart, most Izkely

Jimmy Silver pecred cautiously
through the .gap. The approaching
vehicle was as yet unseen. If it stopped
at the gap, the juniors were prepared,
Closer and closer came the tattoo of
hoofs and the rumble of wheels. The
vehicle came to a halt ]ust opposite the
gap in the hedge. %

Jimmy Silver ]umpéd

There—ywithin three yards of hlm—-
stood Trotsky, the pony, whom he had

I left tethered on the common a mile

-away. Behind Trotsky was the baggage-
cart. TFor a single instant Jimmy sup-
posed that Lovell tired of waiting, had
driven after his chums, But it was only
for an instant; the next hlb eyes were
on the man who held the veins. And he -
fjau}dy gasped at the sight of Honest
John

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Quits with Honest John!
ONEST JOHN drew the pony to
H a halt and jumped down.
Jimmy Silver & Co., through
the grassy gap in the hcdge,
blinked at him, almost like fellows in a
dream.

They had supposed it probable that
the ped]ar bhad gone for some convey-
ance for his plunder. Certainly it had
not occurred to them that the convey-
ance would turn out to be their own
travelling outfit.

They fairly blinked at the pony and

cart and the pedlar.  Honest John
secured the reins to a branch. Ob-
viously he had no suspicion that the

Rookwooders were on the scenc. He
stood behind the cart, and shifted the
ground-sheets that lay in it. Iis mutter-
ing voice reached the dazed ears of the
Jumm

"Orl right, and no bloomin’ error !
Them bikes \ull ]G\t go in, and them
sheets W!H a@over ’em up beautiful!
Couldn’t ’ave been better! This ’ere is
my lucky day!”

And Honest John chuckled.

Leaving the cart, he came hampmg :
through the gap in the hedge. Jimmy
Silver made a signal to his Chum:, they
were ‘ready. They had been anxious
before to get at close quarters with the
bicycle-thief. Now they were simply
vearning to get their hdnd~ on him.

As Honest John came tramping
through the gap, four active figures
leaped out of the grass -

Four pairs of hand\ cluteched Honest
John, and tith a wild howl of astonish-
ment he went staggering back into the

| lane, with the four juniors clinging to

him like cats.
Crash!
Down went the footpad on his back,

with Jimmy Silver & Co. sprawling
over him,

“Oh! Ah! Ooh!” spluttered Honest
John. “Strike me pink! Gerroff!

Ooop !”

He struggled desperatels.

But Jimmy Silver’s knee was on hrs
chest, and Raby
arms; and Putty Grace, with a grip on
his collar was banging his head on the
hard road. Honest John bellowed with

| anguish.
“Yoop! Whoop! Chuck it! T gives
in! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! My bloommg :

napper ! Ow, wow, wow!”
“Got him!” chuckled Jimmy.

“Chuck .it, guv'nor!” groaned the
footpad. “Oh lor'! Oh crumbs! Ow!”
“You measly thief!” said Jimmy.
“You've stolen three bicycles, and now
our pony and trap! What you wans is

hard labour; and plenty of it!”

and Newcome had his
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‘recevered,
~turned over

Every Tuesday

THE POPULAR

Honest John gtoaned dismally. It
was not his lucky day, after all. The
prospect of hard labour seemed to have
a very dispiriting effect on him.

“Let a bloke orf, gnv'nol he
groaned. “Oh lor’! T ain't ‘urt the
voung gent—only tied his ‘ands up!
Jest ~woke him up and tied him!
Wouldn’t ’ave ’‘urt him for love or
meney ! And ‘ere’s the ticker, sir, and
the spondulics! Let a bloke orfi”

“Woke him up!” murmured Putty.
old Lovell! That's how he
kﬁeps watch 17 *

Jimmy Silver turned out the tramp’s
pockets.  Lovell’s watch and cash were
and then Honest John was

in the grass, and Jimmy
picked up the big stick the footpad had
dropped.  Honest John turned his head
and blinked up at him in great alarm
at these plepalatnon:

“ Wharrer you going to do, guv'nor?”
he gasped. :

“QUive you a lesson, old tep!” said
Jimmy cheerily. “Would you: rather
have a hiding or be mazrched off to the
police?”

“0h Jerlk <1 dont
eroaned Honest John.

Whack, whack, whack!

As Ilonest John seemed unable to
make up his mind, Jimmy Silver
decided “for him. He laid on the stick
#ill the dust rose from Honest John's
baggy trousers in clouds:

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

The yells of Honest John woke the
cchoes of the fields. But the ruffian
needed a lesson, and Jimmy Silver did
not spare the rod. e laid on the stick,
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want ~either!”

while Honest John squirmed and
wrigeled in the grasp of Putty and
Raby and Newcome, and roared and

howled and yelled.” Not till his arm
was aching did Jimmy Silver cease.

“There! I think that will do!”
gasped Junmy “I think that’s about
enowgh !’

“I'm sure our friend agrees!” said
Putty cheerily. “He really Iookﬁ as. if
he thinks 1t more than cnough !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Honest  John  was released, and he
squirnted: in the grass and groaned,
while the Rookweoders unhitched the
rony and drove away in triumph, with
‘hree bicycles stacked in the baggage-'
cart. Honest John stared after them
lugubrious a sadder if not a wiser or
more honest footpad.

Jimmy Silver drove the pony aud his
cemrades trotted beside the ‘baggage-

cart, and they ‘lost no time in getting
vack to the camp on the commen. They
e rather anxious ' about Lovell

v found that helpless youth rolling
wriggling in the grass, trying

inly to gnaw away the handkerchict
*hat was stuffed in his mouth. Lovell
inked up at them as they gathered

and him.
all- he

\Immmmmmmmm.‘” was

"\jlxm, grinning. opened his
fe and cat the prisouer loose.
v-ked the handkclc}uef from

was his first re-

you - keep ‘guard?”

You—you've got the pony
gasped Lovell. -

you do it1”

“ How——now did .
Yeu see, ycu weren t there to help,

old chap! Tr-a‘ s how it was!”
“na ha, hal

ivthur Edward LEovell serambled

fect. -He was feeling very stiff, and

\C

5

Shugghncr spa‘;modma,‘y to get his

seoonq wind.  And the Rookwooders

‘| chortled as they went cheeérily on their
way.

} ENB: i

(More adventures of Jimmy Silver &

5., the Rookwoos Tramps, next week

Loeh  oul = jurfv Seiie Eike

Grundy.

to judge by his looks, he was nal in- a

good temper. But he w (Ls\nmuensel

relieved to see Trotsky agam
“I didn't go to sleep!”

n‘eter \elv
“

grinned Jimmy.

“\o T just closed my oyes for a
mmutoY Not more than a minute—
T m fact 1’

Ha; ha, hal”

“And there’s nothing to cackle at!”
roared Lovell.

But the rest of the Rookwood party

evidently thought that there was, for
they yelled.

In the summer dusk a pony and cart,
laden with three bicycles and five dusty
schoolboys, stopped outside the Red
Cow, in Weededge, Three Shell fellows
of 8t Jim’s were refreshing themselves
with ginger-beer at a bench in front of
the inn, and the powerful voice cf
George Alfred Grundy: could be heard
as Jimmy Silver & Co. came up.

“Of all the blithering owls, you two
fellows take the cake!  Stupidity isn't
the word for it! T've always teld you
you were a silly ass, Gunn! I've men-
tioned to you lots of times;, George
Wilkins, that you haven’t the sense of
a bunny-rabbit! Haven’t 1?7

“Halle; old tops!” said Jimmy Silver
ohceuh

» Grundy glared round.

“Hallo! There’s that cheecky Rook-
wood fag again I warn you, young
Silver, that I'm mnot in a temper to

stand any of your cheek! I'd whop you
as soon as look at Vou' &

“Dear old Glund z Qald)hmﬁy,/

Grundy jumped up~

“TH jolly well—"

“Hallo! What have you got in that
go-cart?’ exclaimed Wilkins suddenly.

“Your bikes!” said Jimmy, laughing.
“We've got them back for you, and
here they are—if Grundy doesn't *think
it’s cheek on our part to bring them
back !

“Ha, ha,_ hal”’

The Rookwooders handed out the
bikes. Wilkins and Gunn received their
machines with heartfelt thanks; they
had f&ltlv given up hope of seeing them

again. rundy took his handsome
Sunbeam with quite a peculiar ex-
pression on his face. :

“Well2t he said at. last, “DI'm
obliged !

“Ge hon"’ said nnmy

“And you'rc a PHLcky young (ad
Silver 1”7

it E‘Ll f”

“But I won't lick you!” said Grundy
generously. ‘‘There you are! I won't
fick you! You can hock it!” :

Jimmy _ Silver & Co. looked
Then, with one accord,
fell upon him, and
was swept off his fest.

Bump, bump, bump! -

Grundy roared. Wilkins and Gunn
roared, too, with happy merriment:
But: Gruudy s roars were' not of merri-
ment They were -of mingled wrath
and anguish.

Bump, bump, bump!

When Jimmy Silver’ & Co. marched
on their way with Tretsky, they left
Grundy of St. Jim’s sitting outside the
Red Cow with a dazed look on his face

ab
> they
Grundy, roaring,

‘conjurer’s hat,

COricket!”)

Price 24. 21 .

A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!
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NEW FOOTER SERIAL.

Our grand Footer serial will he
mencing in next Tuesday’s issue.
is the first of the treats I have from my
the others will appear

in good time. A. 8. Hardy, the popular
boys’ writer, is the author of our nex
serial, and it is without doubt his fin
piece of work. “Play up, the Blue
Crusaders!” will take the market by
storm. - =
In‘this story vouw will meet some really

fine sportsmen’; - old Fatty Fowkes, a
giant noa“.oepel with a heart of golc
fmd the pluck of a lion. Then there's
Harry Ewing, a deadly forward, anc
many other characte Every incident
is lively and full of interest, and when
the villains conie on' the scenes (yes,
there are villains in this yarn), then
the fun begins.

TPell all your pals that this wonderful

footer story will he starting riext weelk,
and see that you, \,om:elt dxder the
Porurnar well in advance. =

NEXT WEEK’S STORiES

The pro/crlamme of
we
it
miss

stories for next
/15~ue is a winner. Here are the
of the stories you simply must not

“ PLAY UP, THE BLUE CRUSADERS !
By A. 8. Hardy.

The opening chapters of our to pp ng

footer serial.

“BOUND TO SILENCE!”_
By Martin chﬁor‘d., e
A topping, long, complete story of Tom
Merry & Co., the chums of St. Jim's.

“ESOMETHING LIKE CRICKET ! »
By Owen Conquest.

Another stirring, complete tale of the
Rookwood Tramps and their latest
adventure <

Lig THE LUCK OF ALLAN-A-DALE!?”
A splengdid old-time romance dealing
with the adven‘ures of Robin Hood and
his Merry Men of Sherwood Forest,

‘“BARRED! 2
By Frank Richards.’
A screamingly-funny tale of Harry
Wharton & Co., and Billy Bunter of
Greyfriars School.

“THE LION'S MISTAKE!
By F. St. Mars.

Another qumg Nature story ‘nith %
thrill,

DON'T FORGET THE ANNUALS.

Just a final word about the two great
Annuals that are NOW ON SALE. The
“Holiday Annual ? and the “Every
Boy’s Hobby Annual,” ave two wonder-
ful six-shilling booka the first is now
the mest famous stoerook in the world,
but ihe second ammal is a unique new
cking
1cr-—r. ab 1t w'l not be 1ong befere u is
as famous as the “Holiday Anunual

Mour EDditor,
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