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TRICKING TEHER COWPUNCHERS! Baldy, the cook of the ranch,

shine as a hero, and as that opportunity does not come along, he makes one.

cutcome of his plotting is surprising !

e Tricl

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hard Lines!

ALDY, the cook, stood in the door-
way of the cookhouse at Windy

River and looked out on the
ranch.
Baldy’s fat face was dewed with

persniration and corrugated by a frown.

Evidently Baldy was dissatisfied.

The scene he looked upon was cheery
enough. The timber ranch-ho yith
its green-painted veranda and s
the grove of pines behind it,
corrals, and on all sides the wide
stretch of the grasslands, stretching
away to the foothills of the Rocky
Mountains. Jimmy Silvor coming out
for hxs horse, stopped to loolk about him
at the scene, and thought that it was
very cheery indeed.

But Baldy, the cook,

“Mornmg, Baldy!”

s,
the lon"

was frowning.

called out Jimmy

I'he fat cook grur 1ted
/\Ntbmg wong asked Jimmy,
coming over to the eookhouse. -

He rather liked Baldy. Baldy Bubbin
was, porhaps, every known kind of a
ou‘]"‘, but he was a wonderful cook,
and he was generally as good-tempered
as he was fat. And Baldy’s little weak-
nesscs added to the galetv of oxlstence
on the \\ indy ‘hvor Ranch. Baldy, as
Jimmy Silver & Co. had learned thb
surprise, ;was of a poetic temperament,
with a romantic mind that soared far
beyoud the unromantic surroundings of
a ranch cookhouse.

h, nothin’!” said Baldy.

He had a frying-pan in one fat hand
and a greasy rag in the other. He
resumed polishing the pan with a
grunt.

“Fed up!”
nation

he added, by way of expla-
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“Why, what’s the matter asked
Jimmy. “Have the (0\\lellLl‘Lla been
chipping you again, old man?”

Baldy frowned more darkly.

“It's too bad,” said Jimmy sympa-
thetically, though he could not help
smiling,

The \Vindy River outfit had not for-
gotten that Baldy had hidden under a
bed when the rustlers raided the ranch.
Poor Baldy was cast in an heroic mould,
so far as his imagination went. But
his fat body refused to play up to his
imagination.  The spirit was willing,
but the flesh was very weak. Often
and often had the cowpunchers hoard
Baldy relate tales of ‘“‘derring-do”—
deeds of reckless daring that had
/s, somehow, taken place somewhere
beyond the ken of Windy River. And
then the test h\d come, and while the
schoolboys were holding the ranch-house
against the ru\tlers Baldy had palpi-
tated in hiding under a bed. And il
really seemed that Windy River would
never forget that circumstance.

Any other man in the outfit who had
shown a want of so common a quality
as courage would have been ridiculed
and hooted off the ranch, But Baldy
was always taken as more or less of a
joke, The cowpunchers chipped him
good-humouredly; but they seldom
allowed the topic to rest.

They did not realise how poor Baldy
felt it. Indeed, they would not have
expected a poltroon to have any feel-
ings at all. A man who was afraid was
scarcely reckoned a man in their esti-
mation. But Baldy was sensitive. His
great desire was to shine. He wanted
all Windy River to understand that he
was wasted in the cookhouse; he wanted
fellows to listen with, respc\(t when he
spole. And, in actual fact, nobody ever
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noticed whether Baldy Bubbin was
speaking or not, and anybody who had
anything to say would interrupt him
ruthlessly.

Sometimes, by way of diversion, the
punchers would lead him on to tell one
of his thrilling tales of great deeds done
at some other time, in some other place,
and Baldy would quite enjoy himself,
till he was interrupted by a roar of
laughter, when his listeners could keep
serious no longer.

“Jest figger it,” Baldy would say.
“There was me with me back  agin
the wall and six greasers with knives
coming right at me. And what do you
reckon I did?”

“Got under a bed !”

suggested Skitter
Dick.

And then a roar would drown the
rest of Baldy’s narrative.

And all the time Baldy was a
paladin for courage, if only his fat
nerves would not fail him in the

moment of danger. He could pvctute
himself facing fearful odds, and charg-
ing 1(‘(1\10\&]‘ at innumerable foes. Bub
in these mental pictures he was always

the conqueror, and he never got
damaged. In real encounters it was
quite a different matter—and when

rifles were going off in reality Baldy
preferred ‘cover. His spirit wandered
free, as it were; but undoubtedly his
fat carcass bolted for cover.

Baldy, the cook, looked morosely at
Jimmy- Silver. Jimmy's sympathy was
not much use when Baldx could detect
the lurking smile on the schoolboy's
Tanc Lald& was, indeed, tempted to
take the schoolboy by the scruff of the
neck and shake him as a reward for
that lurking smile, in spite of the
sympathy.

He rubbed at the frying-pan till it
glittered in the sunshine.

“I guess I'm fed-up!” he grunted.
b Thele 1l be trouble hyer, young Silver !

I shall break out!”

“Don’t do that, Baldy,” said Jimmy,
as gravely as he could. “They’ll get
another joke later on, and then they i
forget you! 5

“This ’ere morning Mr. Peters looks
in,” said Baldy. “He didn’t see me
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fur a second, so he calls out: ‘Where trousers since he had crossed the Baldy turned to his work, leaving him
are you, Baldy? Is that galoot hiding | “line.” chewing.

under a bed agin?'”

Jimmy tried not to smile.

“And I never did hide under that
bed, Silver,” said Baldy
jest taking cover! You know, don’t
you, as you was on the spot?”

““Hem !”

“Do you know it, or don’t you?”
snorted Baldy.

“Well, I know you were found under
the bed, old man!” said Jimmy.

“You know that I didn’t show the
white feather !” said Baldy, almost
imploringly.

Baldy would have given six months’
wages to find somebody who would
believe in him.

Jimmy Silver coughed. He hated to
hurt poor Baldy’s feelings; but the fact
was absolutely indisputable that Baldy
had not only shown the white feather,
but shown it in the most flagrant
manner.

“You ready, Jimmy?”’ came Arthur
Edward Lovell’s voice, and it was a
welcome interruption.

It saved Jimmy from replying to a
very awkward question.

“Here I am!” called back
Silver. *So-long, Baldy!”

Baldy grunted. A

Jimmy Silver walked away to join
Lovell and Raby dnd Newcome, and the
four Rookwooders led their horses out.
It was a busy time at the ranch, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. were going out on
the range to help the cowboys. Spike

Thompson and Skitter Dick joined them-

at the corral, and the party mounted.
Thompson called out to Baldy as they
started :

“ Hi, Baldy!” ]

“Hallo!” grunted the cook.

“Lock out for rustlers while we're
yone !” shouted Spike. “And, I say,
Raldy, ask Boss Smedley to hase a bed
put in the cookhouse! You can’t hide
under that bunk of yours!”

And the cowbeys rode off laughing,
leaving Baldy, the cook, glaring after
them ferociously.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Baidy’s Chance!

LUM HOOKEY approached the
Windy River cookhouse cau-
tiously.

A long career as a “hobo ” had
taught Mr. Hookey caution.

Stum Hockey was a tramp, or, in
Western parlance, a hobo. For more
years than he could remember Slum
Hookey had tramped the plains and the
hills and the streets of cities, like a lion
seeking what he might devour—though
he locked more like a jackal than a
lion. He toiled not, neither did lLe
apin, but he contrived somechow to ex-
tract sustenance from a hard world.

Like a gentleman of leisure, Slum
Hookey spent his winters in the South,
picking up the ecrumbs that fell from
rich men’s tables at holiday resorts in
Florida, or annexing precarious meals
at free-lunch counters in Texas,

But in the summer he drifted North,
stealing s rides in cattle-trucks—and
stealing anything else that he could lay
his hands on. .

This summer he was giving Canada a
turn—though, as a general rule, Mr.
Hookey did not like Canada. In that
hard-working land there was little use
for - hoboes, and a calculating-machine
would have been required to figure out
the number of times a heavy boot had
been applied to*Mr. Hookey's ragged
. Tee Porurar.—No. 444.

“1 was—was |

Jimmy..

A delicious scent floated from the
cookhouse, and Mr. Hookey’s mnostrils
dilated as he drew it in.

Baldy was cooking, ready for the boys
when they came in from the range, for-
getting his troubles for the moment in
his art, as it were.

Cautipusly Slum Hookey drew nearer
to the open doorway.

Hospitality in the Canadian West is
great; but so flagrant a specimen of the
hobo as Mr. Hookey was not likely to be
welcome anywhere. The chances were
nine in ten that Mr. Hookey would be
kicked out dinnerless; but it was the
tenth chance that Mr. Hookey banked
on.

There were no cowpunchers to be
seen, which was a comfort to Slum
Hookey. Cautiously he reached the
doorway of the cookhouse and peered

in.

Baldy stood at the stove, red and
perspiring and busy.

Slum Hookey watched him.

There was no apparent chance of
stealing anything, so Mr. Hockey gave
up that idea. He had no hope of repre-
senting himself as a man looking for
work; his whole appearance gave him
away as a hard case. But he hoped
that the cook might prove good-natured.

He coughed at last, to draw .Baldy’s
attention.

The fat cook looked round.

Slum Hookey staggered into the
cookhouse and sank on the floor. Foam
appeared on his lips.

“Water !” he groaned hoarsely.

Baldy Bubbin looked at him, and

crossed over to the corner and picked
up a barrel-stave.

Baldy had dealt with hobces before,
and he was not to be taken in with
fainting-fits and convulsions and a little
soap lather on the lips.

“Where will you have it?” asked
Baldy.
Slum Hookey jumped up. His first

dodge had failed, but Mr. Hookey was
unabashed.

“Pon’t hit a galeot,” he said.
starving !”’

“Time you did, I guess!” said Baldy
unsympathetically. “You've mever
done any work, I s’pose.”

“TLuck has been agin me,”

“Cut it!” said Baldy.
one second to clear!”

“What about a meal?”

Baldy paused. He was a good-
natured man, and it was very probable
that Slum Hookey was hungry. It was
no more than he deserved for his idle-
ness, perhaps; but there it was.

“Squat on that beneh, and I'll find
you something,” said Baldy, throwing
down the barrel-stave.

Mr. Hookey squatted. Baldy handed
him a tin plate with a pile of victuals
upon it, and Mr. Hookey started in.

Slum Hookey put away an enormous
meal. He also put away various frag
ments in recesses of his rags for future
use. Then he gave Baldy, the cook, a
winning smile.

“You're a gentleman, sir, you are!”
he said.

“Cut it!” said Baldy.

“I dessay you've got some baccy,
remarked Hookey next.

“Cut it!” said Baldy again.

He had no tobacco to waste on a
tramp.

Then his fat good-nature cvercame
him again, and he cut a chunk from his
plug and handed it to the hobo. 1t
disappeared whole into Mr. Hockey's
mouth, and he chewed with enjoyment.

“T'm

said Slum.
“1 give you

»

Mr. Hookey leaned back against the
wall behind the bench and chewed
tobacco, and rested his weary limbs.
Baldy had been so good-natured that
Slum  wondered whether he could
‘““touch ” him for a dollar or so.

But the good-natured expression left
Baldy’s fat face, and he turned away
from the stove, and went to the door-
way for a breath of clear air. .

He was thinking again! :

Soon the cowpunchers would come
riding in, and Baldy knew that dinmer
would not pass off without some of the
chipping that made him wince so
bitterly.

“If orly some ferocious rustler would
have ridden up to the ranch just then,

‘revolver in hand, Baldy felt that hLe

would have had his chance. He weuld
have seized the frying-pan and rushed _
upen the rustler, smitten him down, and
kept him a prisoner for the boys to sce
when they came in.

ins fat face brightened as he thought

of it.
. But, of course, no rustler would come
just when he was wanted. And perhaps,
deep down in Baldy’s fat mind, there
was a consciousness that at the sight of
a “bad man” he' would have bolted
like a rabbit for cover.

He turned a discontented stare cn
Slum Hookey.

Even Baldy was not afraid ¢f a hobo,
and he could have taken the barrel-
stave and chased Mr.- Hookey off the
ranch. That would have been an ex-
ploit, and, with a few touches of Baldy’s
fertile fancy, it would have grown into
a much greater exploit, to be related to
the outfit.

At that moment Mr. Hookey, all un-
consciously, was in danger of sceing a
new side of Baldy Bubbin.

But Baldy reflected in time. It was
no use “telling the tale ” to the outfit;
they wouldn't- believe him.

But Baldy’s mind was werking, and
his glance at Mr. Hookey became more
fixed and very thoughtful. ;

Slum Hockey rose at last.

“Making it a dollar, old sport?” he
asked.

“I guess I haven’t a cent to chuck:
away on a hobo!” answered Baldy.
“Going? Hold on a tick!”

Mr. Hookey sat down again. He still
nourished hopes of the dollar. Baldy
leaned on the door, and stared at Slum
contemplatively.

“Can you swim?” he asked abruptly.

i« Eh??,

“Swim ?”

“I guess'I've never tried!” said Mr.
Hookey, with a look of distaste.

It was evident that he did not like

the application of water, within or
without.
“Well, T can swim,” said Baldy,

“like a fish.”
+ He paused.

“I’ll tell you what happened once!
Canoe turned over in the rapids—
beautiful girl swept away—drowned to
a certainty, but I happened to be there.
I jumped in!” ;

“Into the rapids?” asked Slum.

“Yep!”

“You look that
Hooker admiringly.

After that- Slum felt that he bhad
carncd the dollar, whether he reccived
it or not.

Baldy nodded complacently. e had
an inward feeling that the hobo did not
believe a word of it; but it was pleasant
not to be derided, at all events. A
gentleman in Slum Hookey's position

sort!” said Mr.
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BALDY REDEEMS HIMSELF!
‘ Good for you, Baldy !’

shallows to the bank.

¢ Qreat pip !’ came Lovell’s voice.
The sight was surprising enough.
cook, streaming with water, was dragging a drenched form through the
“Oh !’ gasped Baldy.

(See Chapter 3.)

Baldy, the

¢ That was a near thing ! ”’

could not venture on
the plain speech of
the cowpunchers.

“Fought for my
life in the raging
waters!” said Baldy
impressively. “Just
managed to get
ashore with the
beautiful girl in my
arms | You should
have the
cheers !".

“Fine !”
Hookey.

“I don't get justice
here!” said Baldy.

“Not a splendid
man like you?” asked
Mr. Hookey incredu-
lously.

“T get chipped,”
said Baldy morosely—
*misunderstood ! I
guess I've been think-
ing of a way to set it

saild Mr.

right! You can help
me !”

“Eh?”

“You'd like five
dollars?”

“Sure!” said Mr.
Hookey cagerly.

“You'll have to
earn it !

“Oh!” Mr. Hooke
looked less eager.

“I—I guess I'd better
be moving! You said
your boss wouldn’t
like me around!” .

““Pain’t work 1”
snapped Baldy. “F¥all-
ing in a river!”

“You — youll give
me five dollars for
falling in a river?”
ejaculated Slum
Hookey blankly.

““Correct !”

“Waal, I don’t like it; but I'll do it
at the price, I guess. But what's the

933

game?

“Five dollars and a bed for the night
in a barn and a good breakfast afore
you clear in the morning,” said Baldy.
“How’s that?”

“That hits me just where I live!”
said Slum Hookey. *“But what——"
“You ain’t hangin’ on in
section, I suppose?”’ asked Baldy.
“No fear! I've been booted fifteen
times yesterday and to-day!” said Mr.
Hookey dismally. “I'm striking out
south-east. I guess I might do better
in Saskatchewan. Couldn't do worse,

anyhow!”

“That’s good! Well, this hyer little
stunt will give you a start!” said Baldy.
“ Arter it’s over, the sooner you git the
better. Now, jest you listen to me.”

And Baldy, the cook, proceeded to cx-
plain, and;Slum Hookey listened, with
his eyes growing wider and wider with
amazement,

this

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rescued From the River !

(13 ELP1”
H That shout came from the
direction of the river.

The sun was setting, and in
the fine, warm summer’s evening a
crowd of the Windy River men were

RN

7
A
- un
St

seated on the benches outside the bunk-
house, smoking and yarning.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were there,
thongh they, of course, were not
smoking, and only listening to the

yarns. The chums of Rookwood had
had a busy day on the range, and Pete

‘| Peters, the foreman of the ranch, had

been pleased to say that they had made
themselves useful. The schoolboys felt
almost like real cowpunchers themselves
as they sat and talked with the outfit
after a day in the saddle.

Baldy, the cook, was in the cook-
house. Supper over, Baldy ought to
have been washing-up—a lengthy task
at which Baldy often groused. But just
now Baldy was sawing logs for the
stove, washing-up being left over for the
time.

Baldy was not distinguished for in-
dustry, and he was not bound to saw
the logs, so there was some surprise
when he started on that job. But no
one wanted to say him nay. Indeed,
Pete Peters told him it might bring
down his fat. of which he could spare
soveral tons without missing them. At
which Baldy snorted, Mr. Bubbin
having a fixed belief that he -was the
happy possessor of the only graceful
figure at Windy River.

The trees by the, river landing-place
had been thinned out,' and lay ready
i cutting. There was .plenty of
sawing and chopping to be done. So

i i

while the 'punchers smoked and yarned
Baldy was working the saw in the
sunset by the bank of the Windy River,
all on his lonesome.

That was the situation when a sudden
yell for help broke the quiet of the calm
evening.

Some of the ’punchers rose and
looked towards the river. Jimmy Silver
& Co. jumped up at once.

“That ass Baldy fallen
river ?” yawned Pete.

“TIt wasn’t Baldy’s toot ! said Skitter
Dick.

“Help!”

“Well, it’s somebody up against it!"
sald Jimmy Silver. “I'm going!”

“Help! I'm drowning!” came
vell.

Jimmy Silver broke into a run on the
path through the trees to the river
bank. Three or four of the cow-
punchers ran after him. Lovell and
Raby and Newcome joined up.

Skitter Dick passed Jimmy Silver on
the way, though Jimmy was going at
a good rate. The voice was calling
frantically nows

“Help, help, help!”

Jimmy put on a spurt, and came out
of the trees on the grassy bank at the
same time as Skitter Dick.

“Waal, carry me home to die!” ex-
claimed Skitter Dick, in amazement at
what he saw.

into the

the
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“My hat!” panted Jimmy.

“Great pip!” came Lovell’s
behind. * Good for you, Baldy !’

The sight was surprising enough.

Baldy Bubbin, streaming with water,
was dragging a drenched, ragged form
through the shallows to the bank. He
dumped it down and stood gasping and
streaming in full view of an astonished
crowd.

“Oh!” gasped Baldy.
near thing!”

Jimmy ran up to him.

“Who is it, Baldy 7”

“Ask me another!
guess !”” said Baldy.

“I guess it’s a hobo!” said Skitter
Dick. “I’ve seen him hanging about
to-day along the river.”

“That was a

Some stranger, T

There was a groan from “Slum
IJookey, who lay in the grass. ;
“He looks purty far gone!” said

Baldy, looking down on the prostrate
loafer. “Touch and go, it was, pards!
Never thought I'd get him out, I
didn’t, but I done it !”

“You went in for him?” ejaculated
Skitter Dick.

Baldy looked at Skitter.

“Looks like it, don’t it?” he said
curtly.

“How did the galoot get into the
water 77 :

“Fell in, I reckon,” said Baldy. “I
heered him yell for help when I was
sawing the logs. Lucky I was there!
You galoots wouldn’t have come up in
time !”

“I-guess it wasn’t very lucky !” said
Pete Peters. “Nobody would have
missed him if he’d stayed in, I reckon!
We don’t want hoboes around this hyer
ranch !”

“Give me some spirits !” moaned Mr.
Hookey.

“You won't get any fire-water hyer!”
said the foreman. *“I guess you've got
enough on board, too, falling into a
river like a baby!”

Mr. Hockey sat up. If there was no
strong drink to be had, it was useless
to be overcome by his painful experi-
ence. Jimmy Silver gave him a helping
hand as he struggled to his feet.

“I ain’t been drinking!” said Mr.
Hookey. “I jest fell in! Caught me
foot in a pesky root, and afore I knowed
what was happening, there 1 was,
drowning ! Somebody pulled me out, I
reckon! Who was it pulled me out?”

“There he is!” said Skitter Dick.

Mr. Hookey rushed at Baldy and
gripped his hand. He shook it and
shook it again, working 1t a good deal
like a pump-handle.

“You've saved my life !” he said.

“Well, I reckon you was a gone coon
if T hadn’t heard you yauping!” said
Baldy.

“ You jumped in for me!” said Slum,
still wringing Baldy’s fat hand. **You
imight hav: been drowned along of me!
You’ve saved my life! You're a brave
man, you are—the bravest man I've
ever struck agin! I may be only a
pesky hobo, like that galoot says, but
I've gof gratitood in me! T shan’t ever
forget this! You saved my life !”

“That’s all right!” said Baldy
modestly., “No galoot would have stcod
by while a critter was drowning!”

“T guess I’d have thought you would,
Baldy !” said Pete Peters, in amaze-

122

ment. ‘“Where did you get the pluck
from all of a sudden?”

“Look here——"  began Baldy
warmly.

“Jerusalem!” said Skitter Dick.

“Baldy—jumping in to save a drown-
ing man! I guess this caps the stack I”
I'HE PoPULAR.—No. 444
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“Good old Baldy!” said Jimmy
Silver.
“It beats me,” said Pecte Peters

blankly. *““Why, the water’s thundering
deep a couple of yards out! 1'd never
have believed Baldy had the grit
jump in.”

“Look hyer——" roared Baldy.

“Oh, draw it mild,. Mr. Peters|”
exclaimed Lovell, rather hotly. ‘““Baldy
might jeolly well have been drowned

himself.”

“I guess I nearly was with that hobo
hanging on to me, and him not able to
swim a stroke,” said Baldy.

Pete Peters nodded. :

“Well, it beats me to a frazzle,” he
said. “But you’ve done it, Baldy, and
it shows that you're a bit of a white
man somewhere down under your fat.
I guess I’ll never chuck up that bed
ag’in you any more. You ain’t much
on rustlers, for a fact, but you’ve done
a plucky thing this time.”

“Hear, hear!” said Raby.

“Better cut in and change your
clobber, Baldy; youw'll catch cold,” said
Newcome. ¢

“And what erbout me?” exclaimed
Slum Hookey indignantly. “Ain’t you
got a word for a galoot what's been
near drownded ?”

“ Oh, you git!” snapped Pete Peters.
“We don’t want hoboes. Like your
darned cheek to come and get drowned
in our river.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

.“Loo'k. hyer, I've saved that man’s
life,” said Baldy. “I don’t keer if he’s
@ pesky hobo; I've saved his life. I'm
going to give him a square supper, and
a shake-down for the night after that.”

“The boss,” said Spike Thompson,
“he’s dead on hoboes.” s

“I guess I'll chance it with the boss,”
said Baldy. ‘“You come alonger me,
and I guess T'll see you

man away, the two of them followed by
the amazed cowpunchers. *

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Baldy the Brave !
ALDY, the-cook, changed into his
B other suit of clothes, and came
out into the sunset, looking quite
a new man.

His treatment at the hands of the out-
fit showed a marked- difference now.

Two or three of the ’punchers called
out cheerily:

“Here you are, Baldy!”

“Come and squat down, old man!”

“Feel any worse for it?”

“Come and tell us all about
Baldy !” called out Jimmy Silver.

The fat man came along to the cheery
group of ’punchers, feeling—and, in-
deed, looking—as if he were walking on
air,

He was quite a new Baldy.

If there was one thing that the Windy
River outfit admired in a man, it was
pluck. Without that necessary quality
no man could have held up his head at
Windy River.

Baldy’s unfortunate way of bragging
of imaginary deeds, coupled with his
way of bolting like a rabbit at a sigm
of danger, had condemned him in the
eyes of the outfit hopelessly. He was
only tolerated as a butt, with more or
less good-humour.

But he had retrieved himself now.

As Pete Peters had put it, he wasn’t
“much ” on rustlers, for a fact, but he
had shown sterling quality in another
way. :

Certainly, there was not a man at
Windy River who would have stood idly

it,

to

by. while even a hoko drowned. But
most of the *punchers would rather have
faced a “bad man” in combat than
have jumped into a deep river into the
frantic clutches of a drowning man.

Baldy, in his own way, had shown
as much courage as could be expected
of any man, and it was agreed on all
sides that not a word more was to be
said about his cowardice.

He had redeemed himself now,-and
he was **cne of them.” Spike Thomp-
son, who had been keenest in ridiculing
poor: Baldy after his display of funk,
made room for the fat cook to sit beside
him on the bench.

Red Alf offered his
tobacco-pouch.

Skitter Dick slapped him on  the
back. Pete Peters gave him an
agreeable nod and a grin. Baldy was

feeling quite happy, and only too ready
to give a full account of his perilous
experiences in rescuing the hobo.

Jimmy Silver gave him a matich for
his pipe. Baldy blew out a cloud of
smoke and looked round cheerily.

“It was touch and go,” he said.
*“Nip and tuck, you know. I heard him
velling for help 2

©*We all heard him here,” said Lovell.

‘1 guess he must have kept on yelling
arter you got hold of him, Baldy,” said
Spike.

“He did,” said Baldy.
you know. Couldn’t swim a stroke.
and hanging on to me like a clam.
Three times I went under, and guessed
I'd never come up ag’in.”

“And you never let go!” said Raby..

“Nary a let go!” said Baldy. “I
went in for the critter, and I meant to
have him out. I wasn’t the man to let
go, I guess. And the way he struggled,
too! Got me round the neck and
dragged me under. I tell you, boys, 1
came near hitting him and knocking him
off, but I wouldn’t.”

*“1 guess I'd have given him a sockdo-
lager if he’d been dragging me under,”
said Spike, “and pulled him out arter.”

“Well, I got my head loose ag’in and
came up,” said Baldy. *We was swept
right out into the middle of the river
by that time. But I held on like
thunder, and swam for my life, with
bhim in my arms— "

“How the thump did you swim with
the man in your arms?” asked Lovell,
a little puzzied. -

—I mezn, I guess I had him by the
,”” said Baldy.

‘“And swam with one hand?” asked
Raby.

“Some swimmer !” said Pete Peters.

“l guess 1 could swim the Windy
River with ¢ne hand tied.” said Baldy.
“1 guess there’s no other galoot in
Alberta could beat me at swimming.
I've told you, boys, how I rescued that
beautiful girl lcng ago in the Saskatche-
wan River 2

*“It was the Thompson River, in
British Columbia, last time you told us,”
grinned Skitter Dick. ;

“And one time it was the Fraser
River,” remarked Red Alf. “PBut it
was a beautiful gal, every time.”

*Ha, ha; hal>

“Look hyer—" roared Baldy.

“Oh, let Baldy go it!” said
Peters, laughing.

And Baldy “went it,” and for once
the fat cook was fairly given his head
as a reward for the couragecus rescue-
of Mr. Hookey.

Even his story of the seven greasers
who had attacked him with knives, and
whom Baldy had knocked ocut with a
leg snatched from a table in the nick of
time, was related once more, and was
not followed by the usual roar of
laughter, though it was hard to listen
to it with gravity.

‘“Scared stiff,

Pete
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Baldy had rcgained the good opinion
of the outfit, but they did not expect
bhim to confine himself to facts. 'Lhat
_would have been expecting too much of
Baldy.

It was quite an enjoyable evening for
the cook, and he was sorry when the
outfit turned in and he wended his way
back to the cookhouse.

For once Baldy had filled the centre
of the picture, so to speak, and his desire
to shine had been gratificd to the full.
The respect of his comrades restored his
own self-respect, and Baldy felt that
life was worth living for a really plucky
fellow like himself.

With the help of his powerful imagina-
tion he had almost forgotten the slender
basis upon which his new reputation
rested.

He was reminded of it when he came
into the cookhouse. Baldy had a room
built on to the cookhouse for his occupa-
tion. In that room was his bunk. On his
bunk, when Baldy arrived there, was
stretched the ungainly form of Slum
Hookey.

“Hyer, you git outer this!” said
Baldy warmly. “TI've asked the boss
to let you sleep in a barn, and he’s
said yes. You hook it out of my bunk.’

Mr. Hookey eyed him curiously.

“I guess I'm comfy hyer,” he an-
swered.

“Waal, git out of lt"’

“T'm sta\ ing here.’

“What?’

“You can have the barn,” said Mr.

I—LE?key lazily. |
aldy glared at him, and went back

into the cookhouse for the barrel-
stave. He had no intention of taking
“lip ” from a hobo.

“Git!” said Baldy, as he came back
with the stave.

“I've heard what you was saying to
them punchers,” remarked Mr. Hookey.

“You know how to tell the tale, you

“Are you absquatulating, or do you
want this hyer stave?” inquired Mr.
Bubbin.

“I guess not, old man,” said Stum.
“You keep that stave away from me, or
it won’t be healthy for you. Them
punchers would lxke to know what really
happened, I guess.’

Baldy Bubbin started back.

“What?” hesaid faintly.

“Getting hold of 1t7” asked Mr.
Hookey, agreeably. ‘I thought you
would in time. Better keep civil.”

“T've paid you your fne dollars and
given you your supper,”’ said Baldy, in
a hoarse whisper. “That was the
bargain.”

Slum Hookey nodded.

“That was it,” he agreed. “It wasn’t
a bad supper, either. But I've helped
myself in the cookhouse since then. You
didn’t mind my taking the cold chicken,
I suppose ?”

“Why, I—I—ﬂ— gasped Baldy

“Now I'm going to sleep,” said Mr.
Hookey, stretchlng himself in the bunL
luxuriously. ‘‘Weeks and weeks since
I slept in a bed. Thank you, old man!”

“You’re not having my bunk!”
gasped Baldy.

Mr. Hookey waved a dirty hand at
him.

“Go away!” he said.

“Wha-a-at?”

- “You're disturbing my repose,” said

~Mr. Hookey, with dignity. “I ain’t
going to be disturbed by a low-down,
common cook. You clear!”

Baldy Bubbin gazed speechlessly at the
rascal. It had not even occurred to the
unhapp\ Bwldx that Mr. Hookey might

‘go back ” on the bargain he had made.

1)

A day’s liberal meals, a barn for the |on the floor of the cookhouse.
night, and five dollars in cash formed a dreams were plentiful,

handsome reward for what Mr. Hookey
had done. It was a handsome rcward
indeed for sprawling for a few minutes
in shallow water and bawling for help!

But Baldy, whose simple mind was not
equal to penetrating the unscrupulous
rascality of Slum llcokey until it was
too late, realised that the loafer had
the upper hand now.

Baldy had tasted the delight of
shining, of being recognised by the outfit
as a man worthy of their association.
And a few words from the hobo would
dash his house of cards to the ground
again,

He trembled at the thought.

The previous state of affairs had been
bad enough, but what would Baldy's
life be like if the ’punchers learned tl\e
facts? The ridicule that had hitherto
been heaped on him would be as moon-
light unto sunlight, as water unto wine
compared with the utter ridicule and
contempt that would be his portion then.
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Slum Hookey, sprawling luxuriously in
the bunk, watched the changing expres-
sions on Baldy’s fat countenance with
grim amusement. Evidently the un-
scrupulous Mr. Hookey derived enter-
tainment from poor Baldy’s dismay.

“Got me ?” he asked affably.

“You awful villain!” groaned
Baldy.

“Cut 1t"’ suggested Mr. IHookey.
“And git

ST gasped Baldy.

He was ordered out of his own room
by this lazy, dirty, rascally loafer, whom
he had befriended !

“¥Yep! Git!” said Mr. Hookey
tersely. ‘“Find me another blanket first
and then take your face away. I don’t
like it!”

Baldy’s grip closed convulsively on the
barrel stave, but he did not dare to use
it. He was at the hobo's mercy.

Silently he found another blanket for
the luxurious Mr. Hookey, and then he
went out of the room. Mr. Hookey
grinned contentedly and settled himself
down to sleep.

Baldy passed the night in a blanket
His
but not happ)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Veasures!

IMMY SILVER & CO. joined the
J the cowpunchers ™ at an carly
breakfast in the sunrise the follow-
morning. . They had another day

on the plains before them, and turned
out as carly as the outfit.  Steaming
cans of coffee were handed out by Baldy
Bubbin, whose fat face wore a worried

look. Baldy, so happy the evening
before, did not seem happy in the
morning.

“That hobo gone, Baldy?’ Pete

Peters asked, remembering thn emqtnm,e
of Slum Ho\;he;

Baldy started, and coloured.

“Not yet,” he answered.

“I guess I'll rouse him out, -then,
before I get going,” said the foreman.
* Which of the barns did you dump him
in?”

“Oh dear !” mumbled Baldy.

“Eh? What's the trouble?”

“ Nothin’,” said Baldy hastily. “Don’t’
you worry about the hobo Mr Peters;
T'll clear him off plesenﬂy

Pete Peters shook his head.

“That kind of sneak-thief ain’t safe
about the place,” he said. “You can
give him some breakfast if you like;
but he’s going.”

“I—I guess he's a bit seedy,” stam-
mered Baldy. “Let him rest.”
“Bosh! Let him vamoose!” grunted

the foreman.

“I—I saved his life, you know,’
Baldy feebly.

“You ain’t adopting him for that, I

s'pose?’ aske Pete sarnastlcallv
“ Where is the galoot?”

“I—I let _him have my bunk Iast
mght said Baldy. “He’s in my room.’

Well, you are a jay! That hobo in
your bunk!” said Skitfer Dick.

“Waal, as I saved his life, I feel
bound to look arter him a bxt ? said
the wretched Baldy. “The boss won't
mind him hanging on here till he—till
he’s rested. He—he swallered a' lot of
water, you know.”

Pete Peters grunted.

“Waal, don’t have him around when
I get back,” he said. “No hoboes for
me. If I find him hyer, I'll take my
quirt to him, or chuck him back into
the river. You might as well have left
him there, for all the good he is, the
loafer !”

And Pete Peters went to his horse.

“Cheerio, Baldy!” said Jimmy
Silver. “What's the worry?  You
don’t want to keep that hobo hanging
around, do you?”

’ said

“Goodness knows I don’t!” said
Baldy fervently. “But—but—" he
mered. i .

“But what, old man?”

“ Nothin’,” said Baldy heavily.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rode away with
the cowpunchers, and Baldy stood in the
doorway of the cookhouse and looked
after them with a heavy heart. His
little scheme, which had seemed so
masterly to Baldy’s fat mind at the
time, had recoiled on himself with a
vengeance. A little too late, Baldy
realised that honesty is the best policy.

But now that the cowpunchers were
gone he hoped to get rid of his incubus.

What would happen if the foreman
came back and found the loafer still
there Baldy shuddered to think. - Slum
Hookey was only too likely to blurt out
the facts of the case if Baldy failed to
protect him.

There was a shout from the loafer’s
room, and Baldy started. Mr. Hookey
was callmv him.

Baldy went slowly in.

Slum Hookey sat” up and
blinked at him.

Tuz PoruLar.—No. -444.
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“Where's my breakfast?’ he said.

“You can come out and feed,” growled
Baldy. “Tm giving you some break-
fast afore you go.”

“] guess 1 ain’t going yet.
breakfast in here.”

“What?”

“(etting deaf?” asked Mr. Hookey.

Bring my

“You gol-darned, cheeky loafer!”
roared Baldy. s o
“Cut it!” said Mr. Hookey. *Bring

me some grub—sharp !”

Baldy went back into the cookhouse
with feelings tco deep for words. KEvi-
dently Mr. Hookey was one of those
gentlemen who, having a little power in
their hands, like to use it to the utter-
most.

The unhappy cook
ings and prepared ;
Hookey. The loafer sat up in
to eat. :

He kept Baldy busy for some time.
After that he condescended to roll out
of the bunk and slouch into the cook-
house. Morning ablutions did not
trouble Mr. Hookey—it was years since
he had washed himself in the morning.

“Got any baccy?” he asked.

Baldy handed over tobacco, and Mr.
Hookey crammed it into his pipe and
lighted up. He sat on the bench by the
door and smoked in lazy comfort. There
was a clinking of pots and pans as
Baldy washed up in the cockhouse.

suppressed his feel-
breakfast for Mr.
the bunk

Baldy lcoked out at last. He was
getting desperate. Suppese  Hudson
Smedley should walk down from the

ranch-house and see the loafer smoking
there? He would want to know why.

“Look here, it’s time you was legging
it 1” said Baldy.

Mr. Hookey grinned at him over the
pipe.

1 guess I'm well fixed hyer!” he said.
“1 ain’t going!”

“You've got to go!” howied Baldy.

“QCut it out!”

“S'pose the boss sees you?” snarled
Baldy. “You bet he’ll hoof you off
the ranch fast encugh!”

Mr. Hookey considered that thought-
fully.

“1 ain’t going!” he said. “T'm all
right hyer! I guess I'm going to put
in a week hyer, and get a good long
rest and plenty of grub and baccy and
fixings! You bet your hat on that,
pard! You'll have to spin your boss a
yarn, Tell him you've took me on as
handyman !”

“That’s all right if you turn to and
work I’ said Baldy. “The boss would
give you a job, if you come to that.
There’s logs to be sawn and—"

Myr. Hookey shuddered.

“You can sweep and wash up, and
so on, for a day or two,” said Baldy.
“If you make yourself useful I can get
round Mr. Peters.”

“Oh, cut it out!” said Slum Hookey.
“1 did a day’s work once—nigh on
twenty years ago, it was. I never
wanted no more of it! Call me a
handyman if you like—"

“1t won’t wash if you don’t wade in
and work!” howled the cook.

“Then say I'm your cousin from the
States, and you've just rekernised me!”
said Mr. Hookey. “Say- I'm ill from
the duckin’ in the river. Say anything
you dupn well like, but I ain’t going!”

“The boys'll skin you if they find you
loafing here !”

“Will they?” said Mr. Hookey un-
pleasantly. “If you don’t find out some
way to stop ’em, Mr. Bubbin, you're
up agin trouble! T'll give the whole
show away!”

Baldy, the ccok, drifted back into the
cookhouse in the iowest of spirits.

Mr. Hookey: grinned and smoked.

‘TYne Porpurar.—No. 444,

Somchow. or other, Baldy had to see him
through. He “banked ” on that. = If
Baldy failed, Mr. Hookey would be
kicked off the ranch—mno new experience
for him. But before he went he would
give Baldy away to the outfit he had im-
posed upon. Slumy Hookey had not the
slightest scruple on that point. Baldy
had to stand his friend or suffer for it.

The hapless Baldy realised it; but he
realised, too, that there was ‘“nothing
doing.” If the man would bave
worked, Baldy could have got him a
job from Mr. Smedley. But the mere
mention of work made Slum Hockey

shudder. As soon as the cowboys came
in and found the idle rascal loafing
about he would be kicked out. Baldy

knew that. And then, in yevenge, he
would give Baldy away !

Baldy almost wept at the thought of
it.
Somehow or cother the lcafer had to
be got rid of before the cowboys came
in. That thought hammered in Baldy’s
mind. He had to go. And if he would
not go he had to be driven off, at the
risk of what might follow. Baldy made
up his mind to that.

Having made up his mind by about
noon, Baldy proceeded from thought tc
action.

He took the barrel-stave, and came
out to speak to Mr. Hookey again.
Slum had stretched himself in the grass,
in - the shade of the corral fence, to
enjoy a nap before dinner.

He was suddenly awakered by a
barrel-stave prodding into his ribs.
He jumped.

“Qut of it!” said Baldy.

“What?”

Crack! The stave came deown

across Mr. Hookey with a loud concus-
sion. There was a wild yell from the
loafer.

He leaped to his feet and jumped
back, glaring at Baldy furiously.

“What’s this game?” he roared.

Baldy did not trouble to answer. He
charged at Slum Hookey, brandishing
the barrel-stave.

- Whack, whack, whack!

Slum Hookey yelled and dodged. He
was taken quite by surprise, having sup-
posed that he had the fat cook quite
under his thumb. ‘

“Stop it!” he roared. “Let up!
Let up, I tell you! I guess I'll give
away the whole caboodle—— Yarooop

Crash!

The barrel-stave broke across Mr.
Hooker’s bullet head. The yell the
loafer gave rang toc a great distance,
awakening the echoes.

With the remaining half of the stave
in his hand, Baldy set to work on Mr.
Hookey, thrashing him unmercifully.

All the base ingratitude he had suf-
fered from the rascal was paid for just
then. Baldy was enjoying himself.
Slum Hookey had to go, and this was
the way to make him go. But there
was policy as well as vengeance in
Baldy’s proceedings.  The more thor-

oughly Mr. Hookey was thrashed the |-

more likely he was to keep clear of the
Windy River Ranch afterwards. And
that was what Baldy wanted. He had
to risk the rascal coming back and
giving him away; but the more he
thrashed the loafer the less was the risk.
So Baldy fairly let himself go.

The stave crashed and crashed
the yelling, dodging loafer. §l
Hookey took to his heels, )
him went Baldy, still thrashing
the remnant of the stave.

Slum let out a wild yell at  every
step, and still the blows descended as
Baldy panted in pursuit.

“Hallo! What’s all this, Baldy ?”
was Hudson Smedlev’s voice.

on

It

The rancher stared as he came on
the scene.

“A durned hobo that won’t vamoose,
sir 1” gasped Baldy. “I'm making him
git, sir!”

“Jest listen to me, sir!” howled
Slum Hookey. “I tell you—— Yoocop!
Whocooop !”

The threatened revelation was stopped
by another crashing whack from the

stave. Mr. Hookey rolled on the
ground. .
Hudson Smedley burst into a laugh.

“Don’t kill him, Baldy!” he said.
“You mustn’t kill even a hobo, you
know !

“Yow! Help!” S

Mr. Smedley walked away, much to
Baldy’s relief. The fat cook leaned
over the sprawling loafer and whacked
and whacked again. Myr. Hookey
scrambled to his feet and ‘‘lit out,”
as he would have expressed it, for the
plains. Still on his track went Baldy,
thrashing away as hard as his ftired
right arm could go.

Baldy was fat and scant of breath,
but he exerted himself in a way that
was really surprising. The hapless
hobo sprawled. catching his,foct in a
root, and Baldy panted over him.

“You'll give me away, will you?
Arter D’ve given you five dollars and fed
you like a millionaire; 1’1l give you
suthin’ to remember me by! You show
your face on this ranch agin, and Tl
give you some more of the same!
Savvy ?”'said Baldy, and, invigorated by
a brief rest, he started in again with the
stave.

Whack, whack, whack!

_ Slum Hookey squirmed away, yell-
ing, leaped up, and ran. After him
rushed the breathless cook till breath
at last failed him and he had to stop.
Mr. Slum Hookey vanished over the
prairie, still howling, and Baldy slowly
took his way back to the cookhouse.

He threw down the fragment of the
stave and grinned.

“1 guess that was
remarked. ‘He won’t come back arter
that! T got to chance it. but 1 reckon
he will keep clear! He won’t want
any more !”

1

the way he

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Nice for Baldy!

IMMY SILVER rode up to the
ranch in the sunset and stopped at
the cookhouse.

“Baldy!” he called out.

The cook came into the doorway. He
gave a hurried glance round, and was
relieved to see that the horizon was not
blotted by the figure of Slum Hookey.

“The boys coming in?” asked Baldy.

“VYes.” "Jimmy looked down at Baldy
with a curious expression on his faee.
“You turned that hobo out?”

“Yes; he’s gone !

“T wish he had!” said Jimmy.
sorry, Baldy, old man

He paused.

Baldy, the cook, felt his heart sink.

“What’s up?”’ he faltered. ‘' You
ain’t seen anything of the man, have

ou}?

“T’ve ridden ahcad to tell you, old
bean,” said Jimmy. “You were an
awful ass, Baldy, to play such a silly
trick. The man was hanging about
waiting for us to come in to tell us.
You seem to have scared him from
coming back.tc the ranch, so he hung
about on the trail.” ;

Baldy gasped.

“He’s spun us the whole yarn,” said
Jimmy. “ 3 I—1

“I'm

h, you ass, Baldy!
thought I'd ride on and give you the
tip before the boys came in.”

(Continued on page 27.)
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And Jlmmy Silver, having thus good-
naturedly prepared poor Baldy for
what was to come, rode on to the
corral.

Baldy, the cook, leaned against the
door, quite limp.

“Uh holy smoke!” he groaned.

There was a thudding of hoofs, and
riders came up. The
whole band were laughing uproariously.
Worst of all, there was Slum Hookey,
thrown like a sack of--wheat across
Pete’s horse.

The riders halted at the cookhouse,
and Mr. Hookey rolled to the ground

~with' a howl.

‘We've brought your pard  back,
Baldy!” roared the foreman. *Met
him on the trail.”

Groan from Baldy.

“He's spun us a yarn!” yelled Skitter
Dick. e says you gave him five
dollars to be rescued!”

Groan !

“He never went into deep water at
“Just sprawled
in the shallows to get wet, and bawled
for help for us to hear! Ha, ha, ha!

“Ha - ha;ha !
Baldy, the cook gazed at the yelling
puncher; with a lack-lustre eye. He

was too utterly dismayed even to take
the barrel-stave to the gnnmng Mr.
Hookey.

“I reckoned we’d bring him back and
make him say so atore you, Baldy,”
said Mr. Peters. “Now then, you
loafer, cough it up again!”

Mr. Hookey grinned. He was still
aching from his thrashing, but ‘that
thrashing was to be paid for now.

“He gave me five dollars to do 1t,”
he said. “‘Five dollars,’ he says, ‘to
let me reskoo you from drowmng,' he
says. ‘I’m misunderstood hyer,” he
says, ‘ and they say I'm funky, he says,

‘and I m going to show ’em better,’ he
says, ‘ with your help,” he says. * Five
dollars,” he says. - Lattle enough too,
for getting wet all over. I ain’t been
wet all over for thirty years.”

“Ha, ha, ha?’

“What do you
roared Pete Peters.

There was nothing for Baldy to say.
He could only blink at the yelling cow-
boys and wish, from the bottom of his
heart, that that wonderful scheme for
establishing his reputation for courage
had never occurred to him.

“Go it, Baldy !” howled Lovell.

*Ha, ho bat?”

“Oh dear!” groaned the unhappy
Baldy.

He backed into the cookhouse and

say now, Baldy?” ]

slammed the door. A terrific roar of
lauighter followed his disappearance.

Pgte “Peters wiped his eyes.

‘This puts the lid on,” he said.
“We was jays to believe a "word of t—
gol-darned jays! "And as for this
critter,” who’s given Baldy away after
touchlng him for five dollars; I guess
we’ll make. him learn that the Windy
River section hasn’t any use for him.
Quirts, boys!”

Slum Hookey -gave a yeIl as the
horsemen' circled round him with the
long whips cracking. For ithe second
time that day Mr. -Slum Hookey fled
for his life; and this time he shook the
dust of the Windy River Ranch from
his feet for ever.

“Jest a joke on you, boys!” Baldy
said feebly when he handed out supper.
“Jest a joke—jest pulling your legs, you
know! Of course, I—I was going to tell
e

“Cut it?” said Pete Peters. ‘ Cut it,
Baldy! You're jest a liar, Baldy, and
a funk, Baldy; and a mean, deceiving
ass; Baldy Cut it out !”?

And the hapless Baldy did. ‘The
game was up, and Baldy, the cook,
found his last'state worse than his first;
which * doubtless was just what he
deserved.: : : .

: THE END.

(Yowll ull enjoy reading : “The Hold-
Up Man!”—next week’s. topping “long
complete story of Jimmy Silver & Co. in
the Wild West.)
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Outfit, with full instructions.
chemicals 1/3, post 3d.

Complete
with Dry Plate, Printing Papers, Developing and Printing
Extra plates, papers and

and get
U.J.

o only. SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
CA.MERA 1 19 Postag_e 3d. SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,
The “« VIEWOGRAPH,” 3] by 2} ins. Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure for either sex. No
Takes delightful photos, size 3% by 2}. Fitted with Auto suggeltl to. Write at once, mention “P.R.,”

drill, e
full part!cula.rs quite FREE privately.
D., 12, All Saints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

Send at once for one of these delightful Cameras.
A. HERBERTS (Dept. A.), 27, ADYS ROAD,

PECKHAM, LONDON, S.E.15.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/ Complete

- IN 30 DAYS. Course.
No Appliances. No'Drugs. No Dieting. The Melvin Strong System
NEVER FAILS. Full particulars and Testimonials, stamp.—
Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. S.), 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng.

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

SPARE TIME AGENTS WANTED
Fry’s, Rowntree’s, Cadbury’s, etc. Good
Commission. No Outlay. Particulars Free—

SAMUEL DRIVER, SOUTH MARKET, LEEDS.

STOP STAMMERING ! Sors. o e 2 FdANe 5.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1. 3

All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver- =
tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House. Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

1/6 THE BULLY BOY 1/6

20-Shot Rapid Repeater Action Pea
Pistol. Fires a Pea 25 feet at the
rate of 100 a minute. A Regular
Pocket Lewis Gun! Bright nickel
finish; each in box with ammunition.
shooter than you have ever had befcre! Send 1/6
and don’t miss our latest quick-firer! Colonial
Orders (Stamps not accepted) 9d. extra.
J. BISHOP & CO., 41, Finshury Sq., London, E.C.

AEROPLANE PACKET tf.tif, 455y el i
Ae.roplane Picture Stam Bargain — 6d. the lot (Abroad 1/-).—
. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, WORCESTERSHIRE

000 WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8d.—
HAGKETT’s WORKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL.

: 2’ “n AIDTIIE BIKE

IS YﬂllRS

3 ‘ I :upply the finest Coyentry bullt cyol«;;
7

A Dbetter

14 DAYS’' APP

\ receipt of a small' deposit. Lowest cash [[[J/{Y
! prices, or easy payment terms.
Write for Free Bargain Lists NOW.

“gidrient Tismny B

o 18 COVENTRY.




