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The ist Chapter.
Trouble on the Road!

“It's a giddy block in the traffic!”
sald Jimmy Silver.

The - Rookwooders grinned.

'There was not much ‘ traffic” 1n
that narrow, sunken lane on the
borders of Sussex and Kent—in fact,
Jimmy Silver & ‘Co. had not had the
slightest expectation of meeting any
vehicle there.

The lane was not only narrow, but
the earth was banked up on either
side to a height of several feet, with
hedges at the top of the steep slopes
up to the fields.

Along the lane the Rookwood
holiday tramps  were . cheerfully
wending their way when the farm-
cart came in sight ahead.

Jimmy Silver was leading Trotsky,
the pony, with the little baggage-cart
thumping over the ruts behind
Trotsky’s whisking tafl. Arthur

"Edward Lovell walked on the other

side of Trotsky. Raby and New-
come and Putty Grace strolled along
beside the cart.

Narrow as the lane was, there was
plenty of room for the Rookwood
sutfit. But the farm wagon ahead,

coming towards them, filled the lane
“from side to side, the hubs of the

wheels brushing against the ferns
and nettles on the banks.

The wagon had turned suddenly
out of a field gate—the fat, ruddy
man who was driving 1t calmly
taking possession of the whole road,
without a glance ahead to see
whether the way was clear.

A few minutes more and the Rook-
wood outfit would have passed the
cate, leaving a free road for the
wagon. Now the road was com-
pletely blocked for them, and also for
the farmer, for there was no room for

either party to pass the other.

“« Halt!"”' said Lovell.

Jimmy drev Troisky to a ‘stop.
Trotsky was always very obedient at
such moments. It was in moments of
starting that 'I'rotsky revealed the
fact that he had a will of his own.

But the wagon did not stop. It
came rumbling on, as if it would over-
whelm the little baggage-cart with its
bulk.

Jimmy waved his hand to the
ruddy-faced man.

¢« Hold on!”’ he shouted.

¢ (yerrout of the way!”

““ What 7"’

8¢ Clear the road there!”

¢« Why, the cheeky ass!” exclaimed
Lovell indignantly.

The man in the wagon was not a

pleasant-looking gentleman. Per-
haps the hot weather affected his

temper. He had bulldog features and
bushy ‘red whiskers, and a very cross
countenance. He cracked his whip
and waved it at the juniors. He did
not stop +he wagon until his
horse’s nose was nearly touching
ogigantic farm-horso
looming over the little pony like an
elephant.
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¢““ Don’t you hear me?”’ roared the |

big man with the whiskers. * Get
that thing out of the road.”

““ It’s for you to get out of the
road,” - retorted Jimmy = Silver.
“ Back into the gate again.”

¢ Likely ! said the gentleman wilh

"the whiskers.

‘“ We should have to back a mile or
more,”’ said Jimmy Siiver.
the nearest where you could pass on.”

“ Well, do 1t!” .

‘¢ Go and eat coke!” .roared Lovell,

in great indignation. ‘‘Don't you
] T )
know the rules of the road? You've

only a dozen yards to back.”
¢“ Clear the road, I tell you!”

“ You oughtn’t to have turned out
of the gate before we'd passed,”’ said

“Vou should have

Jimmy Silver.

looked first.”

“That 4
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The big man cracked his whip
agalil.

“T've no time to waste taiking,”
he said.  ““If you don't shift, I'll run
you down,”” '

The five juniors simply glared at
him. Having matters i his own
hands, the big man was carrying 1t
off high-handedly, without the
slightest regard for ftair play or the
rules of the road.

‘““ Look here, Whiskers " shouted
Raby. - ““Oh,- my hat!” George

Raby jumped back just in time to-

escape a flick of the long whip from
the wagon.

“ You confounded rotter!’ roared
Lovell.
““ Are’ you shifting ?”" inquired the

big man. ‘“I'm driving on, anyhow.
You can take your chance 1t you
don’t shift.”

And he set the gigantic horse 1n
motion.

Jimmy Silver grabbed at Trotsky
and backed him hastily. Ide sus-
pected that the red-faced man had
been drinking; anyhow, 1t was evi-
dent that Whiskers did not mean to
listen to reason. And as the Rook-
wood outfit had been lent to the
juniors by a kind friend for the holi-
days, they certainly couldn’t have it
run down--apart from other con-
siderations.

There was no room in the narrow
lane for even the pony and the little
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baggage-cart to turn. It had to back;
and i1t backed, first of all, into the
bank, and when 1t was steered oft
that bank. it promptly backed mto
the other. Trotsky was a usetul
pony, but he was not accustomed o
back-pedalling, as it were.

Five excited and wrathful jumors
clung round the baggage-cart and
guided the wheels, and backed the
pony; and all the time the big farm-
horse and the wagon loomed over
them, and the Dbig-whiskered man
egrinned down at them i a most
exasperating way.

For a quarter of a mile the Rook-
wood outfit backed, in hot haste and
hot suushine, with tempers reaching
boiling-point.

Fortunately, there they reached one

of «the lttle * bays™ 'which are
arranged 1n narrow country lanes
for carts to draw into when other

vehicles have to pass.

Trotsky and the baggage-cart were
successfully backed into that little
space, leaving the road clear for the
farmer.

ITe cracked his whip and grinned as
he drove by.

The Tistical Four glared at him in
speechless wrath; but Putty Grace,
with great presence of mind, jerked
a pea-shooter out of the cart. Putty
was a good shot. In an instant he
was ready with his weapon of offence,
and as the grinning farmer drove by,
the first pea flew almost like a bullet,
and it caught the big man under the
ear.

W Now
suddenly.

““ Go it, Putty!” gasped Lovell,
in great delight.

Whiz, whiz, whiz! Putty was
coing 1t! The tiny but stinging mis-
siles fairly rained over the fat, red-
whiskered face. The big man did
not grin any more, the humour of the
situation was now lost on him. IHe
drew the wagon to a halt, jumped
down, and rushed at the Rookwood
juniors, brandishing his long whip.

ejaculated  Whiskers,

as he
‘happened
never knew clearly.

; But he found himself lying on his
back, half in the lane, half in the
riettles, on the sloping bank, with a
couple of juniors standing on his legs
and one sitting on each of his arms,
ard another gripping him by the
collar.

son with fury.
Gerroft |”

The 2nd Chapter,
Rough on Whiskers!

““ Line up !’ shouted Jimmy Silver.

The five Rookwood juniors lined up
promptly to ineet the rush of the big
gentleman with the whiskers.

In the wagon, Whiskers had had

“all the advantage over the little two-

wheeled baggage-cart, but hand to
hand, the IFourth-IFormers of Rook-
wood had no doubt that they could
give a good account of themseives—
no doubt whatever.

With his red face redder than ever
with wrath, the big man rushed iown
on them, his whip lashing through
the air. Putty Grace just dodged tﬁe
lash, and before the big man's arm
could go up again, the Fistical Four
hacd closed in on him.

Four pairs of hands grasped him at
orice, and he came over with a
crash in the grasp of the four.

He gave a loud, breathless
landed in the lane.
next Whiskers

grunt
What
probably

[He struggled terrifically, and he

was a powerful man, but he was not

quite good enough for five sturdy

fellows who were quite as resolute as

himself.

“Lel go!” bawled Whiskers, crim-
“Geerrup! Lerrup!
old bean!” said

“Keep smiling,

Jimmy Silver, rather breathlessly.

. s _["_I“‘“‘“]:]l : 2
“You're a road-hog,
Putty Grace severely,
bad-tempered! In

old nut,” said
“and vou're
these sweet and

pastoral surroundings vou ought to be

calm, placid, and good-tempered.

You sce that?”

Whiskers did not look as if he saw
it. Ie looked as if he saw red. His

next remark was more than emphatic;

indeed, 1t contained words that were
not good for vouthful ears to hear.

Putty released one hand from the
big gentleman’'s eollar, caught up a
handful of nettles, and c¢rammed
them into the open mouth that was
about to deliver another volley of
words such as were used of old by the
Army 1n Flanders.
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The loop was slipped over the
wrists and drawn tight. Putty

knotted 1t scientifically in the best
style of a first-class Boy Scout.

“Now the dear gent won't do any
harm,” said Putty. “Can’t
any more tume teaching him man-
ners !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Rookwooders rolled the big
manl nto the netiles and left him.
e volled and struggled and sat up,
jerking savagely at the bonds on his
wrists. But for the fact that his
hands were tied, most certainly there
would have been a terrific afiray on
{he spot.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to
Trotsky, who was cheerfully cropping
the grass.

“Good-bye, Gilbert!” called out
Putty Grace, waving his hand.

“Farewell, IFreddy!” chuckled
Lovell.

The farmer struggled to his feet.

“Take this here off!” he roared.
“How am 1 to drive my hoss with
my hands like this here ?”’

“Is that a ‘conundrum?”
Putty. .

- “You young rips———

“Vou'll work it loose in time,’” said

asked

2%

Jimmy Silver consolingly. “BSay
half an hour. That will give you |
time to reflect on the trouble caused

133

by bad temper, dear man!

“You-—you—you—-—"

“Ta-ta, Whiskers!”

The chums of Rookwood wended
their way onward again with
Trotsky, leaving Whiskers struggling
with the whiplash.

He disappeared behind a bend of
the lane, though his voice could pe
heard for quite a long time across the
intervening fields.

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed the
gate of the field whence the wagon
had emerged. having lost a good
hour’s time owing to the obstinacy
of Mr. Whiskers. But they were
comforted by the knowledge ihat
Whiskers had probably lost as much.

“That would be a jolly good field '
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for camping,” remarked Arthur
Fdward Lovell, with a glance over
the gate.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

‘“ As 1t probably belongs to Whis-
kervs, we'll give it a miss,” he replied.
“T hardly think he would be hospit-
able if we camped on his land.”

“ Perhaps not ! chuckled Lovell.

The Rookwood tramps pushed on
till they came to a cross-roads. 'I'he
sun was sinking m a blaze of purple
and gold, but it was still very hot.
At the aross-roads the adventurers
paused and looked about them.

There was a signpost, which, like
so many signposts in the rural parts

“of England, was too weather-battered

Whereupon Whiskers, instead of |

swearing, only said :

“GGrooogh! Grugg! Gug-gug!”

“That’s better!” said = Putty.
“Now, going to be a good boy ?”
“Ha, ha, hat”
“Grooooooogin !’
“Give bim a dozen with his own
whip !” suggested Lovell.

“T—I—T'll-——="" gpluttered Whis-
kers. :

“ Looks as if he would be violent
if we let him up!” remarked Junmy
Silver. *‘Farmers are generally good-
tempered chaps, but this merchant
seems a regular Hun 17

“T.et me up!’ roared Whiskers,
struggling  furiously.  “I’ll  smash
vou! T'll wallop you! Lemme up!”

What an inducement 1o us to let
him up!” murmured Pulty.

*Ma ha, hal”

“You—groogh |—young scoundrels
—o0o00ch 3

The enraged man siruggled and
heaved beneath the juniors, but they
held him fast. Putty looped the long
lash of the whip, and Lovell and Raby
dragged the big hands together.

to be read. |

The juniors nad the satisfaction,
such as 1t was, of learning from 1t
that it was tive miles to some place ol
which the name could not be read.

and three miles to another place of

which the name was obliterated. |
That information might be interest-
ing, but it was not useful.
“We've done about twenty miles

to-day,” said Lovell. ‘“Time we had

i rest. ™ |
“Not much more
think,” said Raby
“Twenly-two or three, 1 fancy,”
said Lovell, who always had a strong
bias in favour of his own opinion,

than tén, 1.

“Tf we'd come under twenty 1
shouldn't feel fagged. 1 do feel
fageged.”

Which was a c¢lhincher! |

“Well. there's water vonder,” said
Puttv of the Fourth, pointing down
one branch of the lane. “ We want
water for camping. Let's try in that
dirertion.”

P ean t
Lovell.

“Tt runs low between the banks.”

“That’s all very well,” said Arthur

see any water,” said

Edward. “ But as 1t runs low between

the banks, out of sight, T don't quite
<ee how vou know that it’s there, Mr.
Cocksure Puttv!” ' |

“Pear man!” said Puity.

“Well. how 'do you know?”
manded Lovell.

ce-

waste,

Three Halfpsnce

brid¥e
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“You see, there's a bridge. 'The
lane runs over a little wooden bridge
vonder,” said Putty patiently anc
kindly. ‘' Bridges often mean wuter
under them-—not. always, of course.’™

““Oh, so there 1s!” said Lovell,
malking out the rustic bridge through
the trees. “Well, a bridge means »
stream always.”

““Not always,
Putty.

“Alwayvs,”” asserted Lovell, ‘ unless
it’s a railway cutting, and you can
cee 1t 1sn't that.” |

“My dear chap, there’s another
Ye¢ here that hasn’t anything
under it but a huge gap,” said Putty.

Often !” murmured

“1 don’t see it!” wsaid Lovell,
staring round humn. |

H] dO!”

“Well, where 15 1t?7” demanded

Arthur Edward warmly. ‘
Putty tapped him gently and unex-
pectedly on the nose.
“There!” he explained. |
It took Lovell, whose intellect did

i not work rapidly, about a minute to

|

realise that it was the bridge of his
nose that Putty was alluding to. By
that time Putly was well along the
lane, going ahead so as to lose
Lovell's further remarks, which were
emphatic and personal.

Trotskv and the juniors followed on
behind Putty, who reached the little
wooden bridge well ahead of them.

IHe stopped and sat on the low para-
pet to wait for them, looking down

at the stream that ran beneath
between steep, rushy, and rveedy
banks. -

Then all of a sudden, to the amaze-
ment of his comrades, Putty jumped
on the parapet, threw his bhands
together, and dived off, and vanished
from sight. -

The 3rd Chapter.
Rookwooders to tho Rescus!

“What the thump——"’

B Eutty 'l

“What the dickens———-"

In their amazement, Jimmy Silver

This splendid plate of
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correct colours, is pre-
sented free with the
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On Sale Tuesday!

& Co. stood and stared at the empty
bridge ahead from which Putty of the
Fourth had so suddenly vanished.

Why a fellow should dive nto a
stream with his clothes on was a deep
mystery to the Fistical ¥our.

“Tle¥ polty!” growled Lovell. !

“There's something up!” saud
Jimnmy Silver quuckly.

And, leaving the outfit, the captain
of the Rookwood IFourth raced for-
ward to the bridge, reaching 1t in a
few seconds.

He stared over the low
parapet into the stream.

“(Good lLieavens!” gasped Jimmy.

e could see now why Putty had
dived from the brvidge. Down the
stream a little girl’s hat was floating
on the current, and Putty, swimming
strongly, had just reached ‘its owner

woocden

and dragged her to the surface. It
was a child of five or six. And a

number of red poppies,: scattered on
the steep bank and floating on the
current, showed that the little girl had
been gathering flowers, when she had
lost her footing and fallen in. The
stream was not deep, but it was swift,
and Putty. was only just 1in time to
save the child from being swept away
under the bridge to certain death.
“Hold on, Putty!” shouted Jimmy.
“What's up?”’ bawled Lovell, from
the road. |
Jimmy Silver did not heed that
question if he heavd it. He could:see
that Putty was 1n difficulties, and
he stayed only to throw off his
hat and his jacket, and then he dived.
He came up a yard or twe from
Putty, who was swimming with one
hand, and supporting the child with
the other. '
Jimmy was with -him in a twinkling.
and relieved him of his burden. DBut
there was no hold on the banks, anc
they were swept under the bridge
together, the child between them,
quite unconsclous. - (ikzg
Lovell reached the bridge, and
stared over in bewildgrment. it
“Well, of all the potty duffers!”
ejaculated Lovell. “Fancy {fellows




back

do.

~ Raby and Newcome did not answer

-current  was

© 12/8/22

jumping 1nto the water with their
clobber on! I'd jolly well lhke a
swim after that dashed dust, but—-""
. “Help!”

Raby and Newcome ran to the

other side of the bridge. Then, seeing

what was on, they scrambled down to

‘ithe bank.

“Come on, Lovell!I” yelled Raby.
*“What about the pony?”’ howled
Lovell. *““Are you going to
leave the pony to wander away?”

M Come on!” bawled Newcome.

“Rot! The pony will clear off if I

What'’s on, anyway?”’

that. They were wading waist-deep
in the water, holding on to long

‘branches. of willows, to help Jimmy

Silver and Putty of the Fourth.
swift and strong, but
with a determined effort the two
swimmers reached them, and Raby

The

and Newcome clutched hold of them—

anyhow, anywhere, so long as they
got hold. Jimmy was captured by
his collar, and Putty by his hair.
But they were secured. t s
< ““All serene now!” gasped Raby,
dragging at Putty.

“Yaroooh !”

“You're all right!” panted Raby,

‘dragging Putty into the willows.

“Ow!  Wow! Yow!” shrieked
‘Putty., *““Leggo my hair! You're
~pulling it out by the roots!

Yoooop!”’ .

Putty got his head away from
Raby’s helping hand at last. Jimmy
Silver,  with  Newcome’s help,
scrambled up the steep bank with
the Ihittle girl in his strong grasp.
“T'he whole partyv, drenched to the
skin and dripping, clambered back
to the bridge,
Arthur Edward Lovell holding the
pony, still in sublime unconsciousness
of all that had been going on.

“Well, of all the idiots—" began
Lovell. Then he caught sight of the
little girl, and stopped suddenly.
“Why—why—what—what——-"  He
left Trotsky to his own devices, and

blinked at the child.

~ **Nice for our clobber—what !”’ said
Jimmy Silver. * But thank goodness
vou got hold of the kid in time,
Putty !

Putty rubbed his head.

“I've been nearly scalped!” he
groaned. “QOw!” |

“Did—did—did vou go in for that |

kid, Putty?” stuttered Lovell.

“Oh, no!” answered Puttv, with
deep sarcasm. “J went in to wash
my clothes,© Still, T thought I’d pick
up the kid while I wags there.”

“Oh!” ‘gasped Lovell. 4“1 -—~1
thought—s"
“Don’t exavcerate, old chap,”

urged Putty. ““Your mental processes
can’t reallv be described as thinking,
you know,”

FFor ‘once Arthur FEdward TLovell
made mno rejoinder. The juniors
e1thered round the little girl, and
Jimmy wrapped her in a ground sheet
from the cart, the best thing he could
think of in the circumstances. Her
eyes opened, wide and blue and
frightened, and she began to cry, with
a force of lung that quite surprised
the juniors.

“She must belong to somebody
near here,” said Jimmy. “Too little
to have walked very far. If we could
find the show—"’

“Hal‘k I”_

A woman’s voice was heard calling:

“Poppy! Poppy! Pops! Where
are you, Popsy darling?”

Jimmy grinned faintly.

“This’ll be Poppy, and that'll be

Povvy’s mater,” he remarked.
- The voice came from the bank
above the bridge. A woman came
t-l'lmugll the trees and out on the
bank, and as she saw the scattered
flowers on the slope, and the child's
hat on the rushes on the water's edge,
she gave a loud, piercing cry.

§é POppFI”

Jimmy darted from the bridge.

“dt’s L oall o oright. | 'malan 1
shouted.  She’s safe!”

The woman, a buxom, plump dame,
evidently a farmer’s wife. looked up
at hum. Putty hurried after Jimmy,
with the child in his arms, wrapped
in the ground sheet. The plump dame
gave another cry as she clutched the
little girl,

« ‘“Poppy darling!”

“ Mummy !” howled Poppy.

For several minutes Poppy’s
relleved parent was fully occupied in
hugging Poppy and smothering her
with kisses. The Fistical Four stood
looking rather sheepish 1n that
interval, while Putiy fielded the hat.
from the rushes, and brought it up
the bank in triumph.

“How did 1t happen?” gasped the
good dame, at last,

o1 fell in!” wailed Poppy. * Woo-
W00-Wo0-boo-wooooh !’

- “We got her out of the water,
ma’am,’’ sald Jimmy Silver.” “Or,
rather, this chap did, and we helped.”
“Heaven bless wou!” exclaimed

he

I i i B
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where they found

Poppy’s mother, while Poppy still
howled resolutely. ‘“You have saved
my little girl's life. $She wandered
away from me in the plantation.”

“Better get her home and dried,
ma'am,”’ suggested Jimmy Silver.
“Take to borrow the ground sheet?”’
- The woman smiled faintly.

**No, thank you. But thank you
again and again for saving my little
girl. You are all wet!”

“Oh, we’ll soon get dry in this
syn, said Jimmy cheertully. “ Good-
afternoon, ma’amm! Jolly glad we
came by in time to be of use!”

The farmer’s wife nodded, and
hurried away with Poppyv, evidently
very grateful to the schoolboys, but
also in a great hurry to get Poppy
home.

“Well, even that ass Putty is some
use 1n the world!”’ remarked Lovell.
“T say, you fellows are wet. We
shall have to camp at once now, and
vou can rub down.”

““That’s so,” agreed Jimmy Silver.
And the Rookwood tramps lost no
time 1in looking for a camp.

The 4th Chapter.
Awfiful Luck!
Jimmy Silver & Co. were in camp

ten minutes later. They had found
a quiet, 1deal spot by the purling

' stream, some distance below the
bridge. It was shaded by trees, and
green fields stretched on all sides.

That 1t was some farmer’s land was
certain, and private property, though
the footpath by the stream crossed it,
But in the circumstances the heroes
of Rookwood felt that they could

o

TROUBLE FOR THE ROOKWOOD

when they nught be here! Give me
old England!”

“Yes, rather!” said Lovell em-
phatically. My people hiked me off
to Zermatt one summer vac. Nothing
like this here! Stones and smells, if
you like, Beastly streams with
colourless stones in them, and hardly
a bit of green anywhere. Jxpensive,
if you like; nothing else in it! Merry
Kngland for me!”

“Why, this is a spot for a giddy
poet to poetise 1n,” said Raby.” “I
could write poetry here myself.”

“Don’t, old chap!” murmured
Newcome.

“Hallo, here comes one of the
giddy natives!” yawned Jimmy

Silver, as there was a heavy step on
the footpath by the stream. ‘““Hallo!
My ouly summer chapeau! It's
giddy Whiskers!”

“His nibs, and no mistake!” said
Lovell.

The big man of the wagon was
tramping along the path, evidently
heading for the camp. His red face
was more 1ill-tempered than ever in
expression. Indeed, he seemed to be
in a spasm of rage. A savage-look-
mg bulldog followed at his heels,
and the animal gave a deep, menac-
g growl at the juniors.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rose to their

feet. The big man looked as if he
meant trouble, and the dog was
decidedly dangerous-looking.  But
they faced the situation coolly. So

tar as they could see, Whiskers had
no right to mnterfere with them, and
they were not going to stand any
nonsense, dog or no dog.

- The big farmer came to a halt on

i -3--‘,#_
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Ve're ready to pay for camping
here,” said Lovell.

“Do I want your money?” roared
the big man.

Price
T hree Halfpence

“You see, we were in rather a

hurry to camp, or we’d certainly
have found out the owner and asked
Ee{%nissio;q,” explained Jimmy Silver.
. _

“That’s enough 1°?

‘:Let me explain, Mr. Pudsey.”

“I don’t want to hear you. Saw
your smoke from my very winder!”
roared the angry man. “Never
reckoned 1t was you again. I came
here to set my dog on a gang of

gipsies! And 1t's you, is it? I’ll
make you smart.” -
“Oh, bother your old land!”

snapped Lovell. “We'll get off it
Jjust as quick as we can pack our

cart,”
“Will you?” said Mr. Pudsey |
grimly. “You won’t! You're tres-

passers ’ere, and you're going to
smart for 1it. I'm going to lock you
up in my barn for the night, and
hand you over to the police in the
morning.’’

- “What?” yelled the Rookwooders.

“That’s the programme,” said the
big man. ‘Now pack up your traps
sharp, and get along where I tell
you."’

“We shall do nothing of the sort,”
sald Jimmy Silver coolly, though his
heart was beating.
if you like——?’

“You'll move into myv barn, and
you'll be locked in there!”

“Rats!” retorted Jimmy Silver.

“Here, Toothy!” roared the big
man. ‘“‘Toothy! Mark ’em, boy!”

farmer came striding up with a
buildog at his heels.

‘* 8o you’re camping on

my land I ’* he roared. Jimmy 8ilver jumped, ““ Oh, my hat !’ he ejaculated. ‘* I¢'s old Whiskers ! *

chance 1t. Four soaked and dripping
juniors simply had to get their
clothes changed. They were pre-
pared to pay for the privilege of
camping, as theyv had done before,
and they had generally found farmers
of a reasonable and accommodating
frame of mind. The gentleman with
the red whiskers, with whom they
had had trouble on the road, was an
exception.

Four fellows felt e¢ver so much more
comfortable after a rub down and a
change of clothes. T'he wet garments
were hung on branches to dry in the
sun, and it looked, as Lovell remarked,
ke washing-day. Lovell, for once
not argumentative, started the camp
fire and boiled eggs and made tea
while his comrades were otherwise
occupied. |

Supper and rest were very welcome
to the Rookwooders after their long
tramp on dusty roads and the adven-
ture fthat had followed. There were
eges and cheese and milk galore n
the baggage-cart, as well as other

| supplies, and the hungry schoolboy
| tramps exerted themselves at supper

in a way that was almost worthy of
Tubby Muffin. '

After a tremendous supper they sat
in the grass by the dying fire and

watched the golden sunset, and
chatted contentedly.

“Topping place,” said Jimmy
Silver, looking away across the !

stream and the glowing fields to the
blue Downs beyond in the distance.
“SName silly asses waste time buzzing
off to Switzerland in the summer,

the other side of the expiring camp-
fire, from which a column of smoke
was rising. IHe glared at the junionrs
across the embers. '

“You!” he spluttered.

“Lattle us!” assented
Silver.

“Camping on my land!” roared
the farmer. |

Jimmy gave a jump.

“Oh, my hat!” he ejaculated.
—18 this your land?’

“My land!” roarved Whiskers,
purple with wrath. “ You know it’s
my land. Any man bereabouts could
have told you that this was River
Farm and on farmer Pudsey’s land.
You knew 1t well enough!™

“My dear man, we’ve never even
heard the giddy mname of Pudsey
before,” said Jiunmy Silver. “How
should we know?”

“Think you’ve a right to camp out
and light fires wherever you like?”
roared Mr. Pudsey. “Without even
saying, ‘ By your leave,” by gad!”

The juniors looked serious enough
now. They realised that they had
put their foot 1n 1t. If this whiskered
gentleman was the owner of the land
where they had camped without ask-
mmg permission, the complexion of the
whole matter was altered. In their
previous encounter the big man had
been utterly in the wrong. Now the
realised very uncomfortably that they
were 1n the wrong.

“Laghting fires, burning up my
timber, scorching up my grass!”
roared Mr. Pudsey, I never did!”

Jimmy

“TIs

The great bulldog growled deeply,
and made a movement towards the
juniors, showing a terrific set of
teeth. Jimmy Silver & Co. drew
together, rather alarmed. The savage
brute evidently only awaited a signal
from his master to fly at themn, and
a struggle with a ferocious bulldog
was a decidedly serious matter.

“Iaike him to start on you?”
hooted Mr. Pudsey. “If I give the
word he’ll begin, and he won’t let
go 1 a hurry, you mark my words!
Now, are you going to march, or are
you not?”’ '

He turned and looked along the
path.

*Here, Bill-Harry!” he roared.

Two farm hands came hurrying
into sight. |

““See those young trainps locked up
in the big barn!” said Mr. Pudsey.
““Give ’em the hiding of their lives if
they raise a hand!”

“You rotten . bullyl?

Lovell. -

“That’ll, do! Are you going to
obev orders?’ demanded Whiskers.
“1'll teach you to camp on my land
without asking leave! TI'll teach you
to ’andle a man and pepper him with
a peca-shooter! Take them along,
there!”

Jimmy Silver & Co.
looks of utter dismay.

They had handled Mr. Pudsey
once, and got the better of him,
though 1t had been a struggle. But
1t was obvious that they could not
handle Mr. Pudsey and his two men,
with the savage bulldog thrown in.

roared

exchanged

| moment, made

“We’'ll move on |
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Lhere was nothing for it but sur-
render, bitter pill as that was te
swallow. pi

Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.

" Nothing doing !” he said quietly
to his comrades. * We've got to toe
the line for the present.”

“And the sooner the better for
you!™ sneered Mr. Pudsey. *“You'll
gel a hiding all round # you don’t
look sharp! 1 ’ope to see you in
Pr.lsgIL to-lncff'rOEif.” | i
. 'That’s all silly rot, and you know
it 1" said Jimmy® Silver coolfy.‘ “But
you can lock us in your barn, if
youre ruffian and bully enough !
We'll make you smart for it some-

how !*

“Enough cheek!” roared Mr.
Pudsey. “ Another minute, and T’ll
set the dog on you !”

With furious looks, but teeling that
there was nothing else to be done,
Jimmy Silver & Co. struck the tent,
and hurriedly packed their belong-
ings 1 the baggage cart. Trotsky.
as 1f realising the seriousness of the

_ no objection to being
harnessed again. |

“Now foller
Pudsey.

And with heavy hearts and angry
fa,ces, 1311@ Rookwooders set Trotsk;r
m motion, and followed Whiskers,
the two grinning farm-hands bringing
up the rear.

me!” snorted Mr.
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Tha 5th Chaptenr.
A Change for the Better,

Mr. Pudsey led the way up the
stream, and over the little bridge,
the scene of Putty’s adventure. On
the other side of the water, evidently,
was  Mr. Pudsey’s farmhouse,
though the trees had hidden it from
the sight of the Rookwooders.

They followed the lane for a
hundred yards or so, and then turned
into a rutty path up to the farm
gates.

Mr. Pudsey hurled a wide ﬁvooden

| gate open, and Jimmy Silver & Co.

led Trotsky onward into the yard,
past several up-ended carts and a
wagon. Ahead of them was the farm-
house, an old building massed with
vy, and on the right a range of
barns.  In the porch of the farm-
house a woman stood, with a little
girl clinging to her skirts. both of
them apparently interested in the
tramps who had been caught camp-
g on Mr. Pudsey’s land. |

The Rookwood juniors glanced at
them carelessly, and then they
started and exchanged glances. They
knew that buxom dame again, and
the little girl, too!
“Poppy!”  murmured
Silver.
~““And Poppy’s mater !’ said Putty.
“My only hat! Do they belong to
that ferocious old Hun with the
whiskers, then?”
“J.ooks as if they live here,” said
Lovell. .
“(et across to that there barn!”
shouted Mr. Pudsey. ‘““Hear me!
(et vight in, and don't waste time.”
“Oh, go and c&t coke !’ .
Dispiritedly  the  Rookwooders
tramped in the direction indicated by
Mr. Pudsey’s whip, the farm-hands
and Toothy still bringing up the rear
and, watching them.
But, suddenly, from the farm-
house porch, the buxom dame camae
running. Evidently she had recog-
nised the Rookwood juniors.
“John ! she called out.
“Don’t you interfere here. Mary !
snorted Mr. Pudsey. “Thev're a
gang of young tramps, and I'm
gomng to lock them up in the barn
for the night. Do ’em good!”
“They arec—they are the boys 12
gasped Mrs. Pudsey. “John, 1
told you—they are the boys——"
“Ih—what ?”’ el
“This 1s the brave lad who saved
Poppy’s life. and the others helped

f?!

Jimmy

him
Mr. Pudsey gave quite a jump.
He stared at the buxom dame, he
stared at Poppy, and then he stared
blankly at the Rookwooders.
“Them !” he ejaculated at. last.
“Yes, yes, yes!” exclaimed his
wife, with tears in her eyes. ‘ But
for this lad ”"—she touched Putty on
the shoulder—*‘you would never
have seen Poppy alive again!”
“Well, dang my buttons!” gasped
the big man. “You told me Poppy
was fished oul of the river by some
oung gentlemen '

“Yes, yes, yes—these boys—

2y

“These here tramps!” ejaculated
Whiskers. |

“We're not. tramps!” @ bawled
Arthur Edward Lovell. “Don’t
you know a tramp when you see
one?”’

Mr. Pudsey seemed a prey to con-
flicting emotions. He Dblinked at
the Rookwooders with quite a queer
expression on ‘his face. ;
“Whyv couldn’t you tell me, blow:
vou?’” he ejaculated at last.

e (Continued on page 48.)
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myself aboot. T’ mistress o’ ¢’ mull
says he isn’t a spy; quite 4’ reverse.
It may be that his feyther was a
thief, and %

“Tha know jolly well that he was,
Dabley! He got some o’ thy brass
as well.” | *

“Ay, he did. And I believe him
guilty like t’ rest o’ thee. There
doesn’t seem any doubt aboot 1t
even though I can’t condemn t’ lad
for sticking oop for his own feyther.
But we’ll keep to footba’ just for t
present. We’ve got a strenuous
season in front o’ us, as we all know.
We've got to get to t° top o ¢
Our defence 1s
strong, t’ halves are not so bad. DBut
t’ forwards are—well, not oop to
mark—especially t’ inside forwards.

““Centre has been our weak spot,
season after season. And I tell thee
this, and I think tha’ll agree. We

- NS

team that had gi’en anything like
such a display as that lad gi’ last
Saturday.

“He was just fine! ’Twas a good
goal that he scored, and we had
proof previously that he knows t’ way
to shoot. T’ way he put t’ ball past
that chap at Blackpool was fine! I
made up my mind then that he was
going to mak’ a good forward, if his
dribbling and passing was all reet,
and we ’a’ seen that it 1s.
like that would carry a team on his
shoulders. Gi’en anything  like
decent support, he’ll score goals
galore—that’s what I say. And 1
want him i Colville’s team. 1 want
him in 1t, because I know that we
'a’ got no one nearly so good—not in
t’ same street wi’ him. I want him
in 1t because I want us to get a
decent goal average. And that’s
why I vote that Len Lowden plays
centre-forward for t’ first team next
Saturday afternoon.”

“Hear, hear!” said Fred Playton.
“I'm w1’ thee.
his feyther. _
Colville’s at t’ top o’ t' league, and
this chap, although he’s young, will
score t’ goals. 1 vote he plays!”

“I'm against 1t,” saild someone
else. ‘““We’ve sent him to Coventry,
and we’re not going to ’a’ a popular
hero made out o him!”

“That shows tha’rt not thinking o’
thy side. We want a chap who can
score goals, and 1f 4

Tom held up a hand.

“Just a minute, Fred,” he said.
“We’re for Lowden, he’s against it.
That’s two to one; we'll put 1t to
t’ count!”

S m saldd Ned
Clifton.

1" for at!”

“Against !’

“That’s three to three,” said Toin.
‘““Now then, Richards, tha ’a’ t’
casting vote. What tha say goes.
Dost want Lowden to play or not?”

Richards was treasurer of the club.
He worked in the office, and he,
although an injury received in the
war prevented him from playing,
very enthusiastic. He never
missed a match.

He had agreed in sending Lowden
to Coventry; he had been against
the lad all the time. But he had
seen him play on Saturday, and he

against 1t,”’

.. did not keep them long in waiting

for his decision now.
“We’ve got to  ’a’ a decent
. 32
centre-forward—’'tis very necessary,

he said. “I vote that JT.owden
plays.”

Dabley heaved a sigh of satis-
faction.

“That’'s all that 18 necessary,
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Lady’s or Gent’s Brogue Shoe in
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say size
required. Boot
list free.
MASTERS, Ltd.,
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This handsome tull-sized Gent's Lever
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7 Chain offered Free with
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1/- now to Simpson's Ltd.,
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Brighton, Sussex.

then,” he said. ‘ Lowden is down to
play for Saturday—if he will. But
I don’t think that there will be any
doubt aboot that. I will gi’ him
credit for saying that he’s a thorough
sportsman. He has never borne any
ill-will. Whenever he has been
asked to play he has done so.”

“Ie would,” said Ned Clifton, a
pal of Brigson’s. ‘““He wants to keep
in wi’ us all so that he can go on
playing t spy!”

“l don’t believe he 1is a spy!”
Dabley retorted. “‘Anyway, ’twill
be time eno’ to deal wi’ that when
we find out for certain. For t’
present he plays.”

At the earliest possible moment
Bert took this intelligence to the
manager, who frowned slightly when
ho heard it.

““So they’'re not going to keep him
at Coventry, then?” he said.

“It doesn’t look like it. Once he
starts playing—and if he scores a few
goals—they’ll chuck their hats oop
i t’ alr and cheer him for all they’re
worth. 'They’re like that, t’ lot o’
fools#* 1 thought, mayhap, that tha
could put a stop to it, sir—forbid
them to let him play.”

“That 1s for the committee to
decide. @~ They have decided in his
favour, you say?”

“By one vote, that’s all.”

Silas Warner  shrugged his
shoulders.

“1 don’t like the
Brigson,” he said. “I don’t want
Lowden to become popular: you
know that perfectly well. But at the
same ftime I cannot interfere. It is
against my principle. He’ll have to
play; but you ought to be able to
see to 1t that he doesn’t nlay for
long, if you're in the same team.”

“What do you mean?”

Silas Warner lowered his voice to
a whisper. Bert Brigson listened,
and then started.

T8, a- risky thing to do,” he
said.  “‘If—if they found me out in
that tha’d gi’ me a terrible twisting.
Tom Dabley ' especially. He—he’s
got a knife into me as 1t is; he takes
Lowden’s part in everything.”

Warner scribbled a note on his
blotting-pad.

“T'll remember Tom Dabley,” he
sald. ““I've had some little trouble
with him myself. He seems to think
that he can do just as he likes. He’ll
find out his mistake. I can easily
replace him.”

“T° rest don’t seem to think s6:
he takes t’ lead in all the sports.”

idea. of this,

This was true enough. Tom
Dabley was the accepted leader of the
sporting section. He knew more

about football and cricket than any
of the others. He was an expert
boxer, too, and a wrestler.

In short, he was a fine, straight
man 1f a hittle quick-tempered. But
he had made Colville’s a better place,
all the same. Tom Dabley believed
in playing the game. He believed
implicitly 1 sport for the younger
men. He thought it far better that
they should be on the football or
cricket field than lounging round
the streets. And he was right.

But Silas Warner did not have the
interests of the employees at heart
really. He only pretended that he
did. Actually, he cared nothing for
them at all. He had his own axe to
grind.

And this fresh news about Lowden
annoyed him. The lad must not get
popular at the mill, and he must be
got out of it.

And if Dabley was working against
him, Dabley must go, that was all.
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“I'll give him a chance, though,”
the manager murmured to himself.
And the next morning Dabley was
sent for.

Silas Warner was far too cunning
to say anything outright. He only
suggested that 1t might not be alto-
gether a good thing for Lowden to
be taken into the football team in
regard ¢ his past as the general
opinion was against him.

“We've had that out at committee,
sir, and he’s been elected.  He’s t’
finest young centre-forward we’ve
ever had, and we can’t do wi'out his
services.”’

¢ Y ou
Dabley?”

“Ay, I do, sir! 1 lost money o’er
him. But I can’t help thinking that
Len Lowden 1s a sport.”

Warner nodded.

“Very well,” 'he said. “If that is
so we will say no more about 1t. You

remember the father,

are a man of experience; you should |
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know. Don’t think that T want to
do the lad any harm. I don’t. Far
from 1t. He seems to have taken a
dislike to me. He seems to think I

am his worst enemy. That is absurd,

of course. I am not the enemy of
anyone. I like to make those work-
ing under my instructions as comfort-
able and happy as possible. I hope
you will win the first match, Dabley,
and that your new discovery will be
all that you think.” |
“We're hoping for the best, sir.”
Tom Dabley went out. Immedi-
ately the door had closed behind him
the smooth, suave smile went from
the manager’s face and was replaced

with a frown.

“Yes,” he murmured, ‘“Dabley
will have to go. He’s in the way.”
ever of that

He " was more than

‘opinion when, later, he saw the fol-

lowing notice stuck up on the wall:

“The team for Saturday, to play
against Huggesdale, has been selected
as follows:

“Dudley; Smith and Jarvis; Brig-
son, Firth, and E. Richards; Dalton,
Jones, Lowden, Harrison, Carter.

“BSigned for the committee,

“T, DABLEY.”
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Len’s Triumph!

Huggesdale had been a fine team
the previous season, and were repre-
sented to be even stronger this year.
1I'hey belonged to a neighbouring
town, and were just as keen on win-
ning the championship as Colville’s.

Last season they had taken the whole

of the four points, and so Dabley was
especially eager for revenge,

He had informed Len that he was
to play at centre-forward for the first
team, and the boy had said that he
would be glad to turn out.

All his spare time Len had been
practising. He had dribbled with a
tennis-ball, and then in the little bit
of garden he had fixed up a small
goal for shooting practice,

All his old confidence came back.
He told his.mother that he was going
to do well.

“Kor there’s a lot depends on it,
mum,’ he added. “‘It isn’t only the
scoring of goals and keeping my place
in the side, you know. Oh, no;
there’s more than that in it—a lot
more! You realise that, don’t you?
It means that I’'m out to break the
set that has been made against me.
They sent me to Coventry for nothing
at all—for no fault of my own. They
condemned me just on suspicion. I
—I'm not grumbling about that. 1
bear the majority of the
workers any malice I want to get
them on my side, because then—-—"

L.en paused.

“Yes, dear—and then?”’

“It will make it all the more easy
to deal with the arch enemy Silas
Warner, and prove father’s inno-
cence.”’

On the Saturday afternoon, there-
fore, Len trotted out on to the field
with the rest of the team. One
glance was sufficient to show him that
the ground was practically full. There
was a goodly assembly in the stand.
Mrs. Colville and her daughter were
there, and Silas Warner was seated a
little distance off.

Huggesdale won the toss, and Col-
ville’s kicked off. For the first few
minutes nothing much happened. 1t
was give-and-take play, mostly in
midfield.

But Len knew they were up against
a fine side. Ide could not help admir-
g the fine clean way in which their
opponents cleared the ball. The two
backs seemed always on the spot.
Once Carter, the outside-left, dashed
in, but before he had time to take
a shot at goal the ball was cleared.

On the other hand, Colville’s were
playing at top form. Backs and half-
backs combined to keep the ball well
out of the goal area.

After ten minutes came the first
thrill.

The Huggesdale forwards got away.
Brigson dashed in to intercept, but
he was fairly and squarely beaten by
their outside-left, who showed him a
clean pair of heels. Tackled on the
edge of the penalty-area, he centred,
and the inside-right met i1t with his
foot—a sort of flying kick that went,
rising all the time, straight for goal.

Dudley, the goalkeeper for Col-
ville’s, made a flying leap and earned
a round of applause by pushing the
ball away.  Jarvis, the left back,
caught and punted it right up the
field. It fell squarely to Len’s toe.

Instantly an opponent went for him,
but a flick with his foot, and Len had
sent the ball hurtling out to the right
wing. Dalton took it in his stride,
made a little headway, and tapped
to his inside man, Jones, who passed

to Len again.

Len took the situation in at a
glance. e tried an old trick—feinted
to pass, and did not. He got a couple
of yvards farther into goal, and then
—whizz !

The ball went into the net !

(How Len Lowden fares in the

remainder of the mateh will be
related  n next Monday’s long
instalment of this industrial story.)
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THE BRAVE! .
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By OWEN CONQUEST.
(Continued from page 45, ) §
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“You see, we couldn’'t guess by
your features that you were Poppy’s
f_g}ther I explained Putty of the
Fourth gravely. “The resemblance
1s there, but it is not striking.” |

“We were in a hurry to camp,
because bur clothes were wet,”’ saici.
;;]1111111:37; “If you’d let me explain’

“’Nuff said!” said Mr. Pudsey,
“I've had a lot of trouble with
tramps on my land, stealing
chickens, and once they set fire to
a hayrick. But—but I'm sorry I was
rough with you young fellows. And
—and—and ”  The words came
out 1mn jerks. “And—and I was
wrong—Il own it—in that row in. the
lane. I was ratty, and—and I own
up I was wrong. Can’t say fairer
than that.. Now I know it was you
helped Poppy out of the water, I'm
only too thankful you came along

TR

l

‘this way. Camp on my land for the . .
rest of your lives if you want to.”

“We won't do that,” said Jimmy,
with a chuckle. ‘“But if you’re not
so keen now on locking us up in your
barn, we’ll get back to the road.”

Mr. Pudsey shook " his head.
Evidently there was a kindly heart
somewhere under his rough exterior,
and doubtless his experience with
tramps who had set:fire to hayricks

‘had been painful enough.

“*No, you don’t!” he  said.
“You'll camp where you was, my
lads, and I'm sending you some farm
stuff to pack in that go-cart of yours
before you take the road again; and
I tell you you can’t beat the milk,
eggs, and cheese of River Farm-—
ch, missis ?”’ T

““And the dear boys are coming in
to supper,” said Mrs. Pudsey.

“My hat!” murmured Putty:
“This looks like a giddy change in
the jolly old barometer—what?”

It was! Mr. Pudsey, - alias
Whiskers, all hospitality now, would
not take ‘““No ” for an answer. The
Rookwood tramps had supped onee,
but they supped again qguite cheer-
fully in the farmhouse; and when
they went back to camp, Mr, Pudsey
lighted them on. their way, and witl
his own powerful hands helped .in
putting ‘up the tent. And they
parted on the best of terms.

© . . . ®

The next morning Jimmy Silver
& Co. were on the road again—
Poppy waving them good-bye, and
Mrs. Pudsey kissing them all fare-
well, rather to their embarrassment.
And the baggage-cart fairly groaned
under farm produce, heaped there by
Whiskers himself. - Arthur Edward
Lovell remarked again that that ass
Putty had come in useful for once;

‘but Jimmy Silver declared - that it

was a case of fortune favouring the
brave, as undoubtedly 1t was.
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: Next WeeRk’s
Grand Complete Story
of Jimmy Silver & Co.

is entitled

“WASHED OUT!”

Don’t miss it on any
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account! .
T |
Order your Copy
to-day!
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