YOU WANT TO KEEP FIT-Read “Health and Exercise.”
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A WARM RECEPTION FOR THE GIDDY GOATS!

‘heavy malacca cans.
Qoats crammed Into the
1o escape.

The man in black chased the juniora down the hall with a
Falling over one another, the hapless
little Kitchen

in their hurry

The 1st Chapter.
A LittJe Joke on Adolphus.
Adolphus Smythe, of the Bhell, ad-

justed his nec he glass in
g‘: vith o
I

is study at Ro
hand—a very car
mattérs Smythe of
1. He might be
and - thoughtless as regards

hopeless  slacker in
but when it came to neckties

careful
n_such

uch
rell always
areless in

gamegy
Adolphus was *all there.”

“Réady, you fellows®” drawled
Smythe, when the beautiful tic was
adjusted exactly to- his satisfaction,
which was niot t1ll he kiad spent a good
five niinutes upon it.-

“Wailin' 1" said Tracy.

“Whaitin' some tuo
Howard, with a touch of sarcasm.

“Thep we'll start, dear bo,
hope the ather fellows arve ready.

I ean see Towhy and Toppy at the
end of the passage.”

“Good ™

Smythe & Co. left the study
\ They joined Townsend and Top-
ham, of the Fourth Form, and the

five juniors proceeded  downstairs

to)

v half-holiday at Rookwaod,
ly the nuts of the Lower
School had planned a little excursion
for that hall-holiday. - Jimmy Silver
& Co., of the Fourth, were chatting
in the doorway, discussing what was
to be done w the afterncon. The
Fistica] Ir led as Smythe & Co.

{shade his eyes with his hand, as i
dazzled by the brilliance of the nutty
intette.

bestowed a lofty frown
upon him.
“Hallo, going - out, Smythey?”

asked Jimmy Silver cheerily.
e

Smythe's reply was lofty and dis
tant. :

He was not on amicable terms with
the heroes' of the epd study in the
Fourth. 3

“Race you across the quad!” said
Jimy affably.

“Oh wgad ! ejaculated Adolphus.

The bare idea of racing across ths

quad on a warm afterncon, and clad

in his nuttiest garments, made Adol

phus feel almost faint.
“Good idea!” #aid Raby.

give you a start, Smyth

“Six yards!” said Newcome liber

“We'll

1

3
said

“0h, don't set the goat!”
coin’

Smythe.  “Do you think w
to race about with a set of f
“Hardly 1" said Tracy.

And Howard spiffed.
The elegant comp walked past
the Fistical Four and weiit down' the
steps. Jimmy Silver winked at his
col

3.

yards, that's agreed!” he
called oit.

Adolphus - looked back his
shoulder in alerm.

“We're not racin’!"" he exclaimed.
“Don't you fellows begin playin' the

t, 1 tell you!”

“Your mistake, Smyihey—you'ra
racing,” sad Lovell. “II wo catch
you_we're going to roll you over!”

“Tn the dust!” chuckled Raby.

“And squash your toppers!™ said

"

over

e

“Look here, you ruffans——""

“All serene! We've got an eye on
you!" said Jimmy Silver. We'll
start as soon as you're ready.” ¥

“We're not gown’ to race!” shouted

Adolphus.

“My dear man, you are!l”

Adolphus & Co. halted. " The Fisti-
cal Four, grinning cheerily, watched
them from the steps.

“What are you waiting .for?"
called out Lovell.

‘Oh, come on!” muttered Towns-
“It's only their cheek. Come

end.

uts stapted again,
“They've got their six yards
id Raby

“Start 1" called out Jimmy Silver.
The -Fistical Four came down the
steps with a rush.

“Better hook it!” muttered Adol- |

phus uneasily, trembling for his silk

at.

The nuts broke into a run.

They headed for the gates at their
hest speed, with the Fistical Four
whoaopmg on their track.

It was really only playfulness on

the part of the Fistical Four, but
Smythe & Co. were alarmed, Their
nutty clobber was not designed
for a rough-and-tumble #ith playful
Fourth-Formers.
put it on to the best of their
Hying for the gn
vo,

ates,
. Smythey!”  chortled
Lovell. ~ “Tve never seen him frun
like tbat before, except once, when
the Coombe butcher's boy was after
him, "

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Oh’ dear | gasped Adolphus.

He clutched at his topper ss it
nearly sailed off his head, and caught
ith just in time.

“Go it!” sang out Mornington,
who was sauntering Yinder the beeches
with Erroll. **Put it on, Smythe I"

*Oh gad !”

“Two to one on the end study!"
chuckled Conrov.

‘' Ha, ha, ha!”

Half-way Lo the gates the Fistical
Four were close on the tracks of the
fleeing nuts. They could have over-
taken them at any moment they had
chosen, but they refrainod. Keeping
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behind the running nuts, they con-
tented thomselves with tapping them
on the shqulder, or poking Lgem in
the back, just ar o wersing to keep
up spoed. " Adolphus & Co. were red
and breathless and panting, and in
terror every mement of being col-
}?ratd from behind and roftad in the
ust.

Townsond and Topham srrived at
the gates first, and sped out ints the
road. Tracy and Howsrd escaj
after them, the pursucrs stopping ia
the gatewav. But Adolphus Smythe
lagged. Too many cigarettes after
dinner had given Adelphus trouble i
the wind, and he was ging and
grsping and splutiering dolorously.

Jimmy Silver gently tilted up his
hat from behind to epurt him on, and
Adelphus gave a howl. His hat flew
off at last and rolled in the gateway.

“Jump on it " roared Lovell

Now, the cal Four oertainly
wouldn't have rnined & thirty-five
shilling topper by jumping on it} but
Adolphus was tot aware of that. He
sprawled furiously after his topper,
and came down on his hands and
knees as he hurriedly recaptured it.

The temptation Adolphus presented
ob his hands nnd knees was too much
for the playful pursuers. Four boots
pushed Adoiphus in the rear at the
same moment, and Adolphus rolled
over.

. \'om:” he  roured.

“He, ba, ha!”

Adolphue  elutched up his fopper
and sprang to his feel, He shook a
furious fist at the grinning four.

“0w!

“Ow! You rotters! Yow! Kcep
off, you cads! Yarooooh !”
'i'opper in hand, Adolphus bolted

out af the gates and joined his com-
:pdashm :hu road. ey started for
oomhe at a 8y rate.

“Ha, ha, hg"?’

V-hmrtny Bﬂ\‘:‘: & Co. _r%m]dinml in
he gnirway, shouting with laughter.
The Giddy Goats ongmkwn_n'g dis-
appeared down the road, only too
happy to be ‘puraued no fariher by
the exnberantly playful four.

* Hallo, A (wl%xhus hos  dropped
something ! exclaimed Lovell, as ke
n'mhﬁ:u\ ;L <£{- ...ul\_‘.w iy .]x.,_-..v
cau sight of a slip of er lyin
in t%n dust. b e ¥

Jimmy Silver picked it up.

“A letter or something,” he said.
“T'll keep it, and give it to.the duffer
when he comes in—— fhy, my, only

at 1"

Jt was not a letter that Jimmy held
in his hand. It wae a tradcsman’s bill,
and Jimmy could not help sceing
what weas on ib.

“SNOOKS & CO,
Wine Merchauts, Rookham.
1 bottle champagne £115 0

Paid.”

The End Chapter,
Tubby Qeta Latt.

Tubby Muffin, of the Classical
Fourth, detached himsell from the
stile i’ Coombe Lane, with a fas grin
upon his face.

“From ‘the direction of Rockwood
School five juniors came in sight, loaf-
ing along now at a leisureiy pace.

"bllrm they come!” murmured

Y.

The fat Classical rolled out into
the middle of the lane to intercept
Smythe & Co.

They did not scem glad to seo him,

Bmythe & Co. were still annoyed
11}y the encguntor with the Fistical

our, theu they had resumed the
calm repese of manner which they
cultivated  with  great  assiduity,
Smytha's topper, though not jumped
upon, had lost a little of its pristine
brillianco, in spite of careful smooth-
ing. with a handkerchief, But even
it the-Giddy Goats of Rookwood had
not been in a state of annoyance,
they wonldinot have been pleased to
meet Tobby Muffin. Fellows seldom
were pleased to meet Muffin.

Tubby seemed pleased, however,
He uodded and grinned at the Giddy
Gonts with great affability.
. “1've been waiting for you chaps,”

¢ said.
“You needn’t have taken the
trouble!” snapped Smythe.

“Not at n!?!" said Tmc{(. “Raoll
away, vou fat porpoisc! ou speil
the landscape ”

“He, he, he!"”

“What are you cacklin’® at?” de-
mended Tracy.

“Your little joke. old chap,” an-
swered Muffin,  “Come on! ow
lueky I didn’t miss you, isn't 161"

*It would have been luckier for

you if you had, 1 think!” said
Bmythe, ~drdwing  back his ot.
“ Where will you have it!”

Reginald Muffin dedged.
“1 say, Smythey—-""
“Rall him in- the ditch!” growled

Tracy.

VAT it

“Loak here, you fellows, I want to
be friendly,” urged Tubby Muffin.

“I'm coming with you, you know—
I'm coming to the Sungn.i»w——uv"
Smythe gave a start,
“Whot do you know about
{ bungalow?” he exclaimed.
The fat Classical grinned.

the

“My dear msn, there's precious
few tﬁinzn I don't Imnw!"phe an-
swered, “I1 know you're gomg to

Heath Bungalow for a spreo, and I'm
coming.”

“We're goin’ over to Latcham,”
remarked Howard corclessly.

I.‘ul?bg Muffin closed arie eye.

e You fut cad!” muttered Bmytho,

You've been listenin’ at the key-
hole again!”

I may have happened to hear yvou
talking “about it Smythe,”  said
Tubby Muffn. "I may, and [ may
not. "Anyhow, I know you've got a
smoking-party on this afternoon, and
you're going to play cards at the
bungalow, because ~ you're afraid
Bulkeley might spot you at Rook-
wood—-"

" Nothin' of the sort!” said Tracy.
“How could We get inta the buuga-
low, you duffer, when it's been locked
uy ever sinee the Inst tenant went?”

Tubby winked again.

“Think T don’t know you've becn
there befora?” he said. *1 know all
about the back window being un-
fastened.”

“You spyitt’ rotier!” said Smythe,
between his teeth.
 “Don’t you call a chap names,
Smythey, when he's being chummy 1™
said Tubby Muffin warmly. *Sup-
poso I mentioned to Jimmy Silver
what's going on this afternoon?”

“1le wouldn't believe you; he
knows what o thumpin' liar you are!”
growled Smythe.

Smythoe had looked uncasy; but that
roflection reassured him. Jimmy
Silver, af junior captain of RooK-
wood, might very probably have felt
it his duty to intervene if he had
known what the Giddy Goats had
planned for that afternoon. Bui he
was not likely to place much faith in
a yarn of Tubby Muffin’s. Tubby
was @ little too well-known as a faith-
!ul‘id\s(-\pln of Ananias,

Jae By et 3
word," wbby. I wouldn't
give a pal away, you know. I know

you feliows wait me to come—-"

“Oh, dry up!™ *

“1 happen to be short of money,”
«aid Tubby. 1 don’t deny it; but I
suppose My 10 U is all right?”

‘Ha, ha, pa!”

“TI'm = dab at card gpames, you
know,” pursued Tubby. ou fellows
ain’t the only sports at Roskwood,
I can tell you. I tell you I'm a
regular demon when I get going!”

here was a loud chortle from the
nuts.

Tubby Muffin was rather lard to
take seriously as a “regulur demon ™
al sportiveness,

“0f all the born idicts——"
han.
some on!" said Tubby. “We're
wasting time, you know "

Smythe exchanged a glance with his
companions.

“We don’t want that fat cad fol-
lowin" us!” he muttered. *Collar
him 1"

“You bet!”

The five juniors closed round Tubby
Muffin.

Five pairs of hands were laid upon
him wherever there was room for a
hold,

“Here, I say—"" yelled Tubby.

“Rell him 0\-‘0,r!"

“Ha, ha, ha ! 5

“Tll toll Jimmy Silver!” howled
Tubby, as he went rolling in the
dusty lane.

““Hereo's a bed of nettles!”

** 8hove him in!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaroooooh !”

The diteh by the lane was dry, and
it was half-full of netiles. The nuts
of Rookwood gave a heave all to-
gether, and Reginald Muffin sat in
sthe nettlos, with a prolanged howl.

Leaving him sitting there, Smythe
& Co. walked on, chuckling, along the
lane.

Tubby sut in the nettles and roared

“Yow-ow-ow | ah! Rotters!
'B'la::k)?uurd_s! Smoky rotters! Yeooop!
Help

a

said

Smythe & Co. disappeared along
the lane and turned into the wood,
following a short cut to the heath.

There was no help for Tubby
Muffin.

He scrambled out of the diteh, con-
siderably stung by the nettles, and
gasping with wrmtil.

“Oh, the awful rotters!” groaned
Tubby. “When a chap was being
veally friendly, too! Ow! Wow!
I'm stung! Ow!" The fai Classical
shook an enraged fist in the direction
in which the Giddy Goats of Rool
wood had diseﬂjpramd. “Yow-ow-
ew! Tl tell Jimmy Silver! Bui—
but he won't believe me, the beast!
He never does believe me, the rotter!

Just us if I wasn't the most truthiul

chap at Rookwood—ow! But I'll tell
him, all the same! Yow-ow-ow!”
And Reginald Muffin started

for
Rookwood,

0 roening as he went, fully
determined nform Jimmy Bilver
of what he k though with a dis.
ma] foreboding that he weuldn’t be
believed.

The Srd Chaptes,
A Surprise!

“Here wo are!" said Smythe.

The Giddy Goats had srrived at
their destination. .

At some distance from the edge of
the wood, on the wide heath, the
bangelow stood 11 a very lonely
position,

" There werc several bungalows ou
Coombe Heath, which were usually
let to summer visitors; but it was
some wecks sinee this ene had been

occupied.  Its lonely situation, and
some defects in its constructien, made
it less irable than the others. The
last tenant, during a rain-storm, had

found his bed swimming in rain, and

had cleared off in consequence, not |

cgring for the open life to that ext
It was nearly two miles from the vil-
lage, and only a eart-track led to it.

ut the bungalow, though not popu-
lar among summer visitors, was just
the thing for Adolphus Smythe und
his nutty comrades.

A back window lacked a fastening,
and it was easy enough to enter.
And in the lonely and deserted
bungalow it was easy enough for the
Giddy Goats to meet in security,
without fear of the masters or pre-
focts at Rookwood. (ard-parties in
the study at the school were pttended
by a considerable amount of risk;
but in the solitary bungalow on the
heath the Giddy Goats were com-
pletely at their
*And this occasion, too, was a very
special oceasion. It was what Smythe
loftily called a wine-party. Quite
ol us of tho absurdity of his pro-
eoeding, Adolphus bad leid in a bottle
of champagne for this great ccuasion.

The Giddy Goats were looking
forward to tgut champagne—at least,
they said they werel As a matter
of fact, there was a greut deal of
inward trepidation on the subject.
But Adolphus & Co. would not have
owned up to thet for worlds.

Champegne was what Smythe of
the Shell called *devilish sporty,”
and his comrades agreed that it waos.

The five juniors scanned the bunga-
low a4 they came across the grassy
heath towards it, and werp relioved
o find that there was no sign of life
abeut the place.

Tt was always

pouihl.a, of course,
that the place might have been let
sinoe their last visit, so it behoved
them to ba wary. They did not want
to drop in upon an a onished tenant
by way of the back window.

But the windows were still covered
by the blinds, as usual; windows and
doors. were shu$, and there was no
smoke from the chimney.

“It's all serene.” suid Tracy.

“Right as rain,” remarked Towns-
end. “Let's get in. We might be
seen about here—-"

“ Not much danger of
Smythe, glancing over

that,” said
the lonely

heath thai siretched away to the
horizon.
“Can't he too careiul, though.

Where's the stuff " o

“That's all right. T hid it in a bag
in the shrubbery,” answered Smythe
ST get it in a minute.”

The fence surrounding the bunga-
low garden was broken down in
several places, and the juniors passed
in through one of the gaps.

From = mass of rhododendrons
Smythe retrieved a bag, which was
stuffed to its fullest capacity. There
were bags of pastry, as well as a long-
necked iml!e.

Smythe had’not venlured to take
the latter within the precincls of
Rookwood. What would have hap-

ned to a Rookwood junior who
md been found with a bottle of
champagne in his possession could
hardly be imagined. The great treat
had been carcfully concealed in the
bungalow garden till the date of the
“gpree " came round.
re it is 1" said Smythe cheerily.
w for the window.’”
hey trod through the neglected
garden to -the hack of the house.

The kitchen window, half-hidden by
ivy, opened nt a touch.  Smythe
pushed up the lower sash with a

renk.
Within all was dim, for the blind
was down, and the window was deeply

ow | your leader!”  said
“Hand me the

Smy bag when
I'm inside, Tracy.”

“Righl you are I’

Smylhe  clambered through the

little window, and dropped lightly
inside the kitchen.
He took in th2 bag, and then his

comrades followed him, one by one.

The kitchen was a small one, and
1% was pretty well crowded by the
five Rookwood juniors when they
were all inside. o

“Come on!” sid Adelphus gaily.

He opened the kitchen door, which
led into a passags which ran through
the bungalow from front to bock.

At the ether end was the front door,
and on either side of the passage
saveral other doors opened, the whole
building, of course, being on the
ground floor.

“ Hallo I"" muttered Tracy suddenly,

i ;Vhlt'li the mutter ?”

“Look !

Tracy pointed with & startled Gnger.
In-the hall, ahead of them, was a
bamboo hall-stand. The juniors had
seen that before—the bungalow was a
furnished one. But now, on the pegs
of the stand, hung a hat and a coat!

The Rookwooders stopped dead.

The utterly deserted appearance of
the bungelow, from the outside, had
reassured them ; they had taken it for
granted that it was still unlet. But
the hat and the coat hanging on the

s told a different tale.  And close

y the hali-stand they discerned a2
leather travelling-bag.

“B.b-by gad!" stuttered Smythe.
“Thore—there’s somebody here—-"

“Its ] 4

“Oh qrumbs "

“Hook ii!” gasped Townsend,

Before the startled and scared nuts
could make a movement to retreat
the door of the front room opencd.

A man came out into the passage.
Undoubtedly he had heard the foot-
steps of the intruders,

He jumped at the sight of the five
juniors, Smylhe & Co. slared ul him
blankly.

He was o little man, dressed in
black, with a dack, swarthy face thet
hinted of foreign blond, 1Tc wore a
poinied black beard, and o moustache
of the same hue curled at the corners,

For o moment or two the juniors
and the occupunt of the buhgalow
stared  at one asnother, mutually
rished.
tenant found his voics frst.

“ Who—who are you?” he stuttered,
“Oh gad!”

“Borry, sir-—-"

“ Wo—swo thought—— Oh erumbs !
“You spying young 122

ol 1"

&

rascals !
shouted the man in black, astonish-
ment giving place to a sudden burst

of rage. “How dere you enter my
house [
“Oh dear

“Weo—we thought it was emply,
and-——"

“ We—we didn't know-——"

“ Look out !” shricked Townsend.

The man .in black made a dart
towards the hall-stand, and snatched
up a heavy malacen cane.

What he intended to do with that
cane was only too clear.

The frightened nuts stampeded
frantically for the kitchen, Smythe
dropping. his precious bag in his
hurry.

ra .

The bottle that had cost the nutty
Adolphus thirty-five shillings smashed
inta pieces on the tiled floor, and
spilt  champagne swamped  over
squashed pastry.

Adolphys did not heed,

He was not thinking of either
champagne or pastry just then, but
of the cane in the hand of the angry
tenant of Ileath Bungalow. ;

Falling over one another in’ their
haste, the hapless Goats crammed into
the little kitchen, and Tracy wae first
at the window,

Ho jammed in it, in his haste, with
his comrades gasping round him, and
then the man in black came racing

up

Whack, whack, whack!

*“Yaroooh I

“ Stoppit [

“Yooooop !"

“Help!™”

“Qh erikey I

No doubt the man in black, like
the prophet of old, did well to be
angry. The invasion of his residence
was quite inexcusable, But certainly
his anger seemed to pass all reason-
able limits. He lashed round with the
heavy cane with an utter recklessness
of the damage he did.. Only a ruffian
would have used it in such a way,
whatever the offence given by the
hapless juniors.

Lagh, lash! Whack !

“QOh crumbs !

Smythe & Co. conldn’t even get at
the window. Lashed and whacked,
and uiterly canfused, they dodged
frantically round the man in black,
and fled into the passage ain.

The man paused, before pursuing
them, to lash at Tracy, whe was
favourably situated for & whacking.
The cane lashed and rang on the hap-
loss Shell fellow's trousers, and he
rolled headlong through the window,
shrieking.  Then the man in black
dashed to the passage after the
other four. Smythe was franticaily

Smack !

1 words in la

fumbling at the front door to get it
open, but the cnemy was upgn hini
before he could do so. s "

Lash, lash, lash!

“Yoop! Stoppit! Owl"

“He's mad! Help! Yaroch:!”

The tercified juniors scatiered
agein, dodging ulong the passage and
into th ms. :

Smythe stuggered into the frond
room, half-stutned by » blow that
had caught him ou the heud, ‘nearly
sniashing his valuable topper.

Howard, Towny, and Toppy bolted
into a bed-room, und nEn in
black bolted after them. Smythe was
left alone in the front room for. a
minute or two.

11e leaned helplessly on the table,
gasping for breath.

The yells of his hapless comrades
rang in his ears. The man in black
was at close quarters with then,”
thrashing them without merty..

“Oh gad " almoet sobbed Smiythe,

He was too breathless and tetrified
to move for the moment; ho feancd
on the table, and gulped for breath.

As ho did so his eyes rested 'on the
papurs that lay on the table. Then,
in spite of his terror and confusion,
ho gave the papers & second glance.

For what lay before him was & heap
of engraved sheets of thick paper,
covered with small print, with some
i type, and figures.

vthe, whoso lather was: in the
, knew a bond whén he saw one,
o was conscious that ko was
looking at a heap of War Baonds
worth hundreds of pounds, gt least—
perhaps thousands, v

Kvidently the tenant of ¥NH bun-t
galow had been going over hisbonds,
exawining  them, when the‘i;guumra
startled him from his occupaticn.

But Smythe did wot waste’ time
tHinking anbout the wealth Hiat lay
before his eyes: he noticed if, but
that was all. He noticed i
because he could not help déihg so.
As soon as his breath céfne-tsck he
seuttled to the window, draggdd uside
the ‘blind, and tore the saslki ap. In
terror every moment of hearing tha
ruffanly man in black bebind Wi, ho
rolled through the ‘window, an
dropped upon the neglected  tower-
bed below the sill.

Ho did not stay there a sccond.
Ho leaped up and van as if for s
life, quite forgotful of his nlucky
comrades still inside the buildule.

He did not stop till he was butside
the dilapidated fence.  Then, gasping
for breath, he . paused andrlocked

ack. toais

A side window was open maw, and
Howard, Townsend, and - Tepham
came tumbling out, one after another,
yelling with auguish as the heavy
cano lashed after them. i

They rolled ou the grownd, and
sprang up again, and bolted Jacross
ti‘a garden. 1Y

“Come on !" panted 8mythe.-

Tracy was alfeady huli-way to the
wood. Smythe & Uo. bolted aitdr him.
in terror lest the man in black-should
issue forth frem the buildiug and
pursue. . e 3

But he did not. T

The windows were closed again, the”
blinds fell into place, and the bunga-
fow resumed jts silent and descrted
appearance as the unhappys Goats
of Rookwood stumbled away.: They
reachad the wood, and dodged ini
among the trecs, and thread them-
selves upon the greenswardyeutier

spont.  Adolphus  Smythelss wine.
party had not been the joviulroecasion”
that the

Giddy Goats of Rookwood
had anticipated ! =

The 4th Chapter.
Locking after Adolphus.

“1 say, Jimmy—"

“ Qogt 1

Jimmy Silver almost snapped, as
Tubby Muffin addressed hines 1o
was in no humour for Tubby: .

The Fistical Four were saintering
along the lane near the school when
Muffin joined them, breathless. i

Thero wae a grim shade on Jimmy's

brow. )

The wine-bill balonging to Atolphus
Smythe was in his pocket, hut the
thought of it was still in Jimmy's
mind, ' 5

Jimmy was pretty well aware of
the manners and customs of £he Giddy
Goats, but he had not hitherto sus:
pected Adolphus & Co. of having
reached this limit, and he wak won-’
dering what he ought to doi  As
junior captain of Rookwood he wag.

cund to interveno in a disgruceful
escapade such as Smythe & Co. wera
evidently bent upon, and had he
known where the Giddy Gorts were,
Jimmy would not have hesitated
to “wade in,” and give the«rockless
young rastals the lesson of their lives.
But the Giddy Goats had long been
out of sight, and Jimmy had no idea
where to find them. v
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8o Jimmy, who was feeling wor-
ried and disgusted, was not, as patient
as usual when the fat Classica
jnstened upon him iy the lane.
Jimmy, if he did not *suffer fools
gladly,” according to the old injunc-
tion, was at lemst very patient with
Tubby, a8 a rule, But now he gave
the faf junior a gentle shove w ich
caused him to sit down, and walked

n with his chums,

O \Why, you rotter I howled Tubby.

Ho serambled up and pursued the

“Go  away! claimed  Jimmy
Silver. “Buzz off ! Travel! Don't
worry ! Disappear !” i

“I've got something to tell you!
howled Tubby Muffin indignantly.

“Oh, rats! 1 don't want to ‘hear
any of your yarns now, Tubby,” ssid
i Silver grufily.

Tain't a yarn!

“Bosh I

“J tell you Bmythe—"

Jimmy stopped, arrested by .tha

“nape.
“ What about Smythe?” be asked
quickly.
w0k, yowll listen now ! granted
Tubby Muffin, “T've a jolly good
mind not to tell you new, afgur your
cheel | )
““Please yourself, fathead !” Jimmy
Silver snapped, and be turned away
again. 3 N
“Hold on, Jimmy! T'll tell you!
gasped  Muffin.  *Den't make me
run after you like this, you beast !
I'm tired aad I'm out of Dreath, and
—— Gan’t you stop a minute? You
ought fo know about it, as captain of
the Lower Schook—""
“ Aboit what 7" exclaimed Lovell.
“Abgut Smythe boozing.” X
The Fistical” Four exchanged quick
gla

;ll.lm — boozing !”  repeated

Raby. . ¢

“[els guerling champagne at this
very minute, unﬁ smoking, and play-
ing corgds,” .id Tubby impressively.
“T felt jt.my duty to tell you, Jimmy.
And it's really true—it really is, you
know, this timo "

Jimny Hilver knitled his brows.

At nny other time be would have
dismissed Tubby's impressive informa-
tion os simply one of “Tubby's
varus,”  But the wine-bill in his
pocket - wes o confirmation of the
story. ..
“I—1 -say, you believe me, don't
%‘ollll, old ehap ™ pleaded Muffin hope-

ully. i

“T don't know. Tell me what you
know sbout it, and cut it short !” said
Jimmy Silver sharply.

Muffin gasped out his tale.

“T happened to hear the rotters
talking it over yesterday, you know—
quito by aceident, of course!”

“Oh, of course!” snorted Arthur
Edward Lovell. 3

“If you don't believe me, Lovell

u &)

“@et ou with the yarn !

“Wely I—I was awiully shocked, of
course-—""

“Cut:that out!”

“I—1 waited for them in the lane
thig afterncon, and—and remonstrated
with them-———"

“More likely you wanted to make
ane of the party, and they weren't
taking any !” growled Lovell.

“You beast, did you see—I mean

“Ha, ha, he !"

“T mean, I remonstrated with
them, and—and begged them, with
tears in:my eyes, to be good,” gaid
Tubby, *just—just like little Georgie,
you know, in the story.”

“Oh, my hat !”

“But they wouldn't follow my
example,” said Tubby, “I begged
thém to think over their bad actions
And——

“"I!_.e!n'e out the whoppers, and get

fr 2
. “Theg- chucked me into a bed of
nettles—"

“Ha,-ha, ha!”

“I don’'t call it funny! I'm
stung !”.. howled Tubl
“Then they went on to the bungalow
and—"

“ What bungalow {

“The-empty one, you know, near
the wood—the one Mossoo lived in
once, when he——"

0“1 knpw,” said Jimmy Silver.
“It’s been empty ever since the last
tenant was washed out by the rain.”

“That's it,” said Tubby. *1I heard
them planning it sll, you know, and I
was going with them—I mean I was

going to beg them to——

_“Well, I've told you!” snorted
Fubby. © “It's up to you as junior
eaptain to put a stop to these dis-
ﬁrucehil goings-on, and you know it.
f the Head knew about it he would
be awfully down on you for nob stop-
ping it—"
79T know that, ass. Let me alone.”

Jimmy Silver walked on with his

chums, and this time Tubby Muffin
did not follow. Quite unexpectediy—
to Tubby-—he saw that the junior cap-
tain did believe his story, and he was
satisfied that Smythe’s wine-party at
the empty bungalow would have &
sudden and disagreeable interrdption.
The Giddy Goats would be sorry. after
all, that they had not included Tubby

in their little party; they would re- '

pent that they had dropped him into
a bed of nettles, instead of enjoying
his fascinating society. And that was
what Reginald Muffin wanted.

Theo fat Classical grinned o fat grin
of satisfaction as he rolled on to Rook-
waood. He was going to be avenged.

Jimmy Silver & Co. kept on
towards Coombe, Jimmy with a
knitted brow, and very silent. -

“Well, are you going to do any-
thing about it, Jimmy?” Arthur
Edward Lovell asked at last.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“T'm bound te,” he said.
besides that, it's up to any Rook
fellow to stop o set of blackguards
from disgracing the school!”

““Hear, hear!”

“You fellows coming with me?”
asked Jim

“Of course

“We'll pour Adolphus’ champagne
down the back of his neck,” said
Lovell, with a grin,  “We’ll make
him swallow his smokes !”

¥.

Giddy Goats were now behind them,

towards the lonely bun
few minutes later th

Jimmy Silver surveyed ihe little
building from the garden. re W
no sign of life_about it; but if the
blackguards of Rookwood were there,
“keeping it up,” he did net expect

bungalow had been let since last he

appearance of the place,
with its drawn bilinds, deceived him as
it had deceived Smythe & Co. an hour

How would they get in?”
“There used to be a window un-

fastencd al the back,” said Jimmy.

“1 remember, when we came here

< the kitchen window,
The sash did not open

out for something; let's nip in when
the door's opened !

* Good !

They heard the click of a key turn-
ing back in the kitchen door, unlock-
ing it.

'g[‘ne four juniors gathered round the
doorway, two on either side, ready
ta rush in ms soon as it was opened.
Not for an instant did it cross their
minds that the person inside was not
a member of the Giddy Goats.

The door was opened swiftly.

* Now-—""

The juniors sprang forward,

They were met hali-way.

A man dressed in black sprang oul
of the doorway, with a malacea cane
in his hand.

The juniors stopped, and jumpe
back. ‘

They were too surprised by the un-
expected apperition to do anything
but stare at the man in black, for 2
moment, X

Heo. did not give them time to
recover from their surprise.

He raised the heavy cane, and
sprang at them, lashing out savagely,

Arihur Edward Lovell caught the
cut of the cane across his shoulder,
and staggered -back with a yell of

uin.

“Hold on, man!” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “ What are you at? Oh!”

The eane lashed &t him.

RETREATING IN DISORDER !

temptation the Junior presentsd on his handa.and kness was foo much for the pursusrs, and four boots
pushed Adolphus in the rear at the eama time.

down on his hands and knees

Adolphus 8mythe sprawled furiously after his topper, and came
as he hurriedly recaptured it. The

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There’s a short cuf through the
wood, the way we're going,” said
Jimmy. *“Come on. We shail catch
the cads on the hop!”

The Fistical Four turned into the
footpath through the wood.  They
ceme out on the heath from the trees,
little suspecting thai several pairs of
cyesa were turned upon them from
among the beeches and firs, Smythe
& Co., resting among the trees on
the grass, had spottedg the juniors on
the footpath, without rising into view
themselves.

Smythe grinned feebly as the foot-
steps passed.

“Muffin told those cads, after all,
and they've come after us,” he mur-
mured.  “They'ra goin’ to the
bungalow, for a cert.”

““Better tell "em—" began Town-
send.

“Dry up; tell ’em nothin’,” ‘said
Smythe. “They’d have ragged us if
we'd been keepin’ it up there., Let
’em go an' get the same as we got.
I hope they'll get it hot an’ heavy,
oo 1”

And the Giddy Goats chuckled
softly.

* Oblivious of the fact that the

He pressed his face against the
gluss, and tried to look closely at the
He could see that it was still
broken, as of old; but a wedge of
wood had been driven between the
ng the window hermetic.

“They've jammed the sash it
d, h

It shows somebody is.”

“Well, it could only be that silly

1 dare say they thought

wented to bar him out.”

“Only=—how are we to gef

ing at the front door?”

ing inside!” said Raby suddenly,
“That shows they're there.”
Jimmy had stepped back from the

The sound of footsteps could
be*heard on the stone floor of

“Coming to the door!”
“One of ’em’s coming

The juniors jumped back in alarm.

“Keep off I"" roared Jimmy. *“We're
doing no harm here; we didn't know
the house was let!”

The man in black did not answer;
ho rushed affer the juniors, lashing
out furiously.

Probably he expected to seo them
run in terror, as the Giddy Goats had
daone, and to thrash them unmerci-
fully as they ran. But the Fistical
Four were made of rather sterner
stufl than the Giddy Goats of Rook-
wood,

One  lach of the malacca was
enough for Jimmy 8ilver; instead of
running, he sprang at the aggressor,
and in a second his chums were after

Two or three savage lashes fell
upon  them as they assuiled the
rufian, and then the cane was
wrenched away from him, and tossed
far; and the man in black came to
the ground with a bump, with the
juniors scrambling over him.

“Pin him down!” yelled Lovell,

“ What-ho!”

“Therg, yon rotter—"

“You ruffianly cad—-""

man in black struggled
savagely. Little as he was, he was
lithe and active and strong, and he

nearly succeeded in tearing himself
loose from the Rookwooders.

But not quite. Down he went on
his back again, end Jimmy Silvers
knee was planted on his chest. Lovell
and Raby grasped his arms, while
Noweome, too excited to be clearly
aware of what he was doing, trampled
an his legs. ;

“Got him said Jimmy grimly.
" . you ruffian, you'd botter give
in, or i will be the worse for you!”
“Release mo!” panted the man in
black savagely. * s

“Bo
again?”
jolly fear!
with your stick:

“You young scoundrel—"

“Yasy does it,”" said Lovell. “Ng
fancy names, please, or you'll get
your nose tweaked——-"

“You young villain—"

“Like that!”

“(errronoggh!”
“Have another?” grinned Lovell.
“TIl keop on tweaking your silly
nose so long as you call us pretty
namgs.” 5

The tenant® of the bungalow
spluttered  with rage, his little
greenish eyes glittering up ot the

gan begin on us
Jimmy Silver. “No
» rather too handy

¢ emiling |7 said  Jimmy
Bilver, ~ “We're not going o hurt
you if you behave.”

“ You—you—yo

Arthur Edward Lovell's finger and
thumb were v, and the man in
black stopped suddenly.

| *“Now, what do you mean by jump-
ing on us like a wild beast?” de-
manded Jummy Silver,

el
ying to break into my
g i my gnrd|>t\f—
pose we  were,”  admitted
Jimmy ‘,‘ua\'wr. “But we didn’t know
the house had been taken. It was
empty last time wo saw it; and it
locks empty now, with the blinds
drawn. What the thump have you
rot tho blinds drawn for in broad
:]zn_y!:‘ght?"
“hat's my business! .
Jertain : made us think

“ Certain L )
the  hayen,, ee 8L CRREY W8 TR

the house wus still cmpty, und so
it's your own fault. We came here
to look for somo fellows we thought
were here, and you only had to call
out to us if yon wanted us to clear
off. *No need Lo start on us like a
wild Hun!"

“None at all!” growled Lovell.
“And I've a jolly good mind to pull
your dyed whiskers for_you.”

The man glared at him. On his
back, with the sunlight streaming on

im, it was easily to be seen that the

man's beard and moustache were
yed. The beard wes bluck, but a
purplish glimmer of the dye caught
tho sunlight,

Tho juniors-laughed as Lovell made
his remark.

Apparently the man in black was
disconcerted by the  Rockwooders
having observed s+that his hirsute
adornments were dyed.

“You—you—-=" _he &tuttered.
“Release me! T will call the police
for this! I will charge you with
burglary !

“0Oh, come off 1" said Jimmy Silver
contemptuously., ** You can't do any-
thing of the sort, and you know it!
If you're going to keep the peace
| we'll lot you go—and you can go to
the dickens! Let the brute alone,
you fellows—wo can handle hini
basily encugh if he starts again !

And the Co. released the man in
black and allowed him to rise to his

The 6th Ohapter. ,
A Painful Duty Dona.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked very
wary as the tenant of the bungalow
scrambled u ey were surprised
by the fury he had displiyed, and
could not fail to observe that the man
had 2 savage and brutal temper, and
they were quite preparved fer another
attack, :
The tenant gand round him, as if
in search of his Malecca; but 1t has
fallen out of sight among the thick,
overgrowi rhododendrons,
He stood panting for breath, hin
little narrow eyes Iairly burning as
they were fastened on the juniors.
“Had enough?” asked Arthur
Edward Lovell affably. “If you have,
we'll get out of your blessed garden !
If not, we'll give you some mor
You've only gbt to take your choice.

“You ure trespassing here—""
“Wo didn’t mean to trespass, and
we're ready to g ¢ we know the
house is oceun said  Jimmy
Silver. “Come on, you fellows!”
“Who are you?
Jimmy opened’ his lips, and closed
them again. It occurred to him that
it was just as well not to let this
savage-tempered fellow  know that
they belonged to Rookwood School.
A ‘complaint laid before the head-

master might megn- trouble.



384

Pubfished
. Every Monday

THE BOYS" FRIEND

Prioe
Thras Halfpence

4]9};26

“ Never mimc that™ he answered.
“We doat want to know who you
age, and you can mmugc to survive

without knowing us.

“You belong 4 some school in this
neighbeurhood,” said the men in
black, eyoing thom furtively.

The juniors grinned. As they were
in Ewns it was not diffienit for the
bun alow tenant to guess that.

lell me the name of your school.”
s Fmd out!” su;fgeatud Lovell.

OU—FOU—=

"Oh let's introduce oursclves!”
said Raby. **This chap "~he pointad
to Iumll—— is the Princo of Wales.”

“What
“Tbxs is thhu Duke of York—"
a.

o ’I‘h:s one is Lord }Iul“——

“You young fool !’

“And I'm Winston Churchill,” con-
tinued Raby. Now you know who
Wé are, aml I ]mno you're satisfied!”

“Come on!” chuckled Lovell.

“Will you tell me who you are, and
where you come from?” shouted the
bunsralnw tenant furlous]y

“We've tokl you!

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The ' juniors w alked away to the
fence, and the man in black made a
step in pursuit. Jimmy Silver & Co.
turned round, ready for him, and he
thought better of it—which was rather
fortunate for him. He strode into
the bungalow, and slammed the door

"

hnhmd him with -a slam that made
he flimsy b\)lldmg shake.

ce man!” yawned Lovell, as
I pushod throngh tha fence and
guined the open heath. "1 suppose

e was coming up to the school with
a yorn about tre assmg if he'd found
ouf who we wore.

*“Plain chough!” said Jimmy, “I
hope he won't find out! Tt would be
awkward to explain to the Handw\w
don’t want to give Smythe away.”

“‘()h T don't suppose he'll find
out!”

“There’s something queer about
that fellow,” said Raby thoughthully.

“A man m1ghl. be wexy ab lmdmg
fellows in his garden, but there's no
reason to fly into a rage like that.
h,x just as if he was frightened of
being seen, or of something being
found out:

T|rnmy Silver nodded.

“He's a queer fish!” he said. 1
wonder whether Smythe & Co. fell
foul of him?"

“They must have
there. We'll ask them.

“There they are!” said Newcome.

Ahead of the Fistical Four, as they
followed the footpath through the
wood, Smythe & Co. came in sight.
The nuts of Reckwood were not look-
ing so nutty as of old. They had o
rather dishevelled appearance, and
some of thein bore marks of the
malacea cane. Jimmy Silver, as he

Jf they went

scanned them, had no doubt that they
had fallon foul of the tenant of the
bungalow.

Smythe & Co. looked round as they
heurd fuos:t;.ps and grinned ai the
sight of the Fistical Four.

“Hallo! Where have you been?
chuckled Tracy.

“Been up  against  it, what?”
grinned Ado phus Smythe,

‘You've been to the bungalow?”
demanded Jimmy Silver.
ans, we dropped in,” smiled
Adolphus “ We saw you goin' there,
too, and hoped you'd have an agree-
ubls tune‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
ha, ha !” chorused the nuts.
Wh_) you rotters!” exclaimed
Lovell,” *1f you saw us going, why
didn’t you give ug the tip thn,t that
w lld houst was t.humrv—-’
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver felt in his nocket for
the wine bill.

“You dropped something in_the
gateway this afternoon, Smythe,” he
said quietly. "It's rather lm'kj, for
you that I picked it up, and not a
prefect or a master, What have you
duns- with the champagne?”

“Champagne?”  said Adnluhus
vaguely. “ What champagne?
see! Muffin hlb been pu]hn sour
leg! Is that i

Jimmy Silver held out the wine bill,
without spe

The dendy uf the Shell inmped as

s

ho saw it, and snatched it quickly
frcm J;mm\ Silver's hand,

h gad!” he E]Muiﬁ.ted
“You awfol ass to drop that
about!”  exclaimed Tracy aghast.

1 Sduppcae Bulkeley had picked 1t up
an
“Oh ld g
faintly.
‘Where's the champagne?” asked
Jinmmy Silver grimly.
“Smashed in the bungalow when
that rufBan caught us there, if you
want to know !” growled Smythe.
“(iood! That's the best thing that
could have happencd to it! And now
something's gomg to happen to you!”
#aid Jimmy Ehhm “'I‘iﬂms a limit,
Smythey, even for a shady worm like
you. And as You don't seem to know
the limit, we'll bry to impress it on
your sIl]) mind I’
ook here,
wooop |
The next

repeated  Adolphus

keep off! Yow-ow-
moment {he nuts of
Rookwood were rtolling  in  the
bracken, and the Fistical Four rolled
them and bumped them and hustled
them till there was hardly an ounce
of breath left in their nutty bodies.
Smythe & Co. needed a l-‘ssxm, and
thoy got one—the second, in fact, that
they gnd had that afternoon.

”]That will do,” said Jimmy Silver
t last.

Leaving five breathless and dis-
hevelled Giddy Goats gasping in the

bracken, the Fistical Four walked on
cheerily' to Rookwood, feeling that
their duty was done. But as they
went  they wero wondering-—not
wholly without uneasiness—whather
they were o hear anything. further

of the man in black.

NEXT WEEK! H

- Another Grand
Complete Story
of Jimmy Silver’
& Co., entitled :

“FALLEN FORTUNES”
By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE END,

B

oMake a Point
of Reading IT!
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GRAND STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS & Co.—AND
CHUNKY TODGERS!

The 1st Chapter.
Todgers’ Latest!
“You’ll stand by me, Frank, old

e

ho" with gxe wrmxrlw«

Y¥ronk Richards & Clo. were leaning
in o che row against tho fenee of
the play Creek when
t}lc fu 1 and pro-

vited Frank

said  Frank, still
nty of room against
Chunky !
op’t mcan that
Clunky To

It

an-
ruther

you ]u\

N What do you mwean, then?” in.
ired: Vore Beaucler
“CGive it a name!” suggested Dob
Lawlesst * What the thump is Franky
to stand by you for? IHas Miss Mea
dows told you to stand in the co
of ithe-schopl-room this afternos
“1f 89, I'm jolly well not goimr to
sty Ly you!"" remarked . Frank
Richyrds omphatically.
ope !’ roared Chunky Todgers.
"Ila nothing of the kind!  Lool
hiere, you_galoote, be serious for a
minuté. 1 can’t make out why you
always start r"uck]mg nhan I begin
to say anything.
“Ha, ha, m‘
“There vyou go eagain! said
Chunky -warmly.  “ Anybody would
think was a comic cuss of some
sort-
“They would ! agreed Bob.
“Instead of -t inest fellow ot
Cedar Creek,” said Chiunky Todgers
w.wnlu!!}

»

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.
“Go’ it, "Chuuky said Beauclere
cnmurmmglv 's the funoiest
thing fou've said yet !’
wman't hcm" iwm;—u

“Yoir mz:mkv yon were!" said
Frank Richards. ** B3ut to come back
to our mutton. How

wherefore am I 'to stand
“That's the point,”

calming down. ‘"I don't believe you
rv.-alil‘hwaluu:. of me, Frank—-—"
‘“That” stuff you write for !hn

“Thompson Press. It isn't ex
how I should do it, of course—
“Ye gods! 1 hope uot.”
“But:l wouldn't say it was mere
rot,” vontinued Chunky generously.
“§ may even go so far as to say that
there’s good points in if, Frank,
Yon: may !” assented  Frank ;
while lis chums chortlegd, Seriously
[6 “Todgezs took himself, his
s never seer able 1o
him .m\thlu.. but humorously.
You can wrile—afler a fashion,”
d Todgers. * You've got a certain
amounf; of Jiterary gift. You are, to
put it 1 L]mb way, 1n some sork an
arrlsl Bec'

3
S
B

“1 sce,” said gravely-—as
gravely as p(;ah]hlr\ Vit ar yon
frving 1o butter me for, Chunky 7"

-y ]l] guess I'm not buttering you,
old chap; just stating tim facts, as
one artist to another—-—

“One ‘which to what?” howled Bob
Lawless.

“You ring off,
Philistipe 1" said
“Yeon don't understand any sori of
art, literary or other Now, I'm

oing to” speak to you chaps confi-
5cmm’|\ You know I started wrii-
ing abont the same {ime that Frank
did—=*

“Ha, ha! Yes”

“Y gave it up,” said Chunky. *“I
found afterwards it really wasn't my
special line.”

* Right on the hullsnyL i
Bob. It certainly wasn't!”

“ After that I tried poetry— '

“You did!' Tried it and found it
guilty, T should say, by the stuff you
zxcruwd i

Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob. You're a
Todgors  loftily.

assented

A Splendid Tale of
The Chums of Cedar
Creek School.

. By .
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“1 tried poctry,” said Chunky, un-
“Thie artist spirit, you
‘Im always been burning with-

go to the |w mmp and pul
under it,”
But does thL- arl

{ spir

burn  anything  like  methyluted
spirit? If it does the sooner you get
to the pump the better.”

“B within me,” I Tod-
gers. o out in ]uwhmzm it

caume out in ry. Bui Pve really
found out at h,-l. exactly the kind of
.ut.nt i B nm

r “' :uhau B

“Nope, you j

sug

“ Ull
gasped Dob Lawl:
u‘:,;hL to be a good
in the T

you're a painter

5.
afmn g for you
ampson Val

sot"  ask

Sure
\m]--\. n..m! Panting
“T dow't mean that kind of paint-

Talf

the

the shacks in

ing " shricked Chunky 'lodwsrs
“ Not a house-painter, you pesky as:‘
I mean a paint
like—like old Mi

“ Michelaugelo st

“Yep! And Tintoretto, and those
galoots,” said Chunky. *Raphael,
you know, and that sort; and Botti-
ctl]i :md Correggio.”

‘ my hat !”” said Frank.

Jlm “chimms of Cedar Creek fairly
blinked ué Chunky Todgers. Th
knew all abaut ‘tho arlist soul
Chunky's ample body. They had seo
his liferary works and s pootic
works, and shricked over them. But
it was news to them that he was a
painter, especially a painter like
Michaelangelo,

And, with all respect to iheir gifted
school-fellow, le did not believe
that Chunky would be able to turn
out works cqual to those of Raphael
ar Tinioretto, or to rival the correg-
giosity of Correggio.

“I see I've <upn=nd ¥you,
Chunky loftily. **All the time I W

ered Frank.

in

as
lnumum and poctry the arbist
snui m me was really struggling to-

ward
i \\”]u.m :Iul you g
IIU“!LLI Bob  Lawless
culating Library i

:m-"’

“Ha, ha, hy

Chunky's fai checks grew a litile
pink.  Bob had cvidently hit the
right nail on the head. ~ Never a
ronmunce e to the circulating
library i mpson wi

devoured by
dently his
artist hero, whase soul was slrr-zglm"
towards ils genuine medium. Chunky

-more or  Jess unconsciously--had
borrowed the idea, and borrowed thu
language, too,

“Never mind that, you galoots!”
said Chunky hurricd i have
read of a similar ease.  Such cases

ain’t uncommon, of a fellow gifted
with wonderful artistic abilities, sur-
rounded by commonplace folks, who
don’t understand him a bit, being so
inferior, you know, to his ger
W h.n. thn thunder are you cac
now

lhu Co. yelled. They, evidently,
were among the commonplace [o]k
Ll:m{lsurrmnuir\d the artistic Chu

it 1" gasped Beauclere, "I

never knew  you were such a
ist, Chunky.” |

'm not!" roared Chunky. “I'm

speaking quile seriously. Of course,
1 don't expect you fellows to under-
stand. You haven't got artist souls.
But surely you can sce how iragic it
is for perhaps the grealest painter of
modern times to be buried alive in a
hole-und-varner  place  like  Cedar
Cree

“1Tu, ha, ha "

“Perhaps you dou't believe T can |
paint

* Perhaps 1"
Ru “hards,
“T've done something-—a more trifle

gasped Frank

just & sketch, in my style,” said
e, iis dihe itk
crayons, to show you the idea, You

may rhn.:k it's a bit too -mrress.mm'
but it's ths\ vnz'*t thing, 5
1 look at it with the artist's eye
know. Just you look at it, and you].l
see what I mean !”

Chunky opeoed his satchel, and
drow forth a sheei of cardboard, and
held it up for inspection.

*“Look !" he said dramatically,

The 2nd Chapter.
No Cash !

F ank Richards & Co. looked.

w what secmed to them like
glomeration of smudges with
od crayons,

Perhaps they did not, like Chunky,
Jook at it with an artist’s oye. At
events, Hm\ failed to see that it bore
any resemblance to a picture, and
even the subject of it was a deep mys-
tery to them,
unky eyed them anxiously as
they eyed the picture. Like a true

E gy and thirsty for
And, like most artistic souls,
}.m was prepared to swallow pr'm- in
the lurgost doses, and to eurl a scorn-
ful lip dt the stlm-st. hint of adverse

E

said  Frank

the picture—if
! —is that it 7"

said Chunky. “ What
17

r d not like to tell the
Cedar (.rch artist what he thought

“ Not in the same style, cerfainly.”

1 thought you'd understand, ‘old
chap,” said Todgers, greatly relicved.
“You're not a Ph|l|at|n|. like these
chaps. -« Now, I'm going to mnb [
large picture from this—a joll y big
canvas, you know, in oils—and send it
to the cxhibition in Montreal, -1
guess it's bound to make a hit of a
sensation.  What do you think 2"

“Bound to!” gasped Frank.

“You see, the papers will take it
up—a masterpiece like that coming
from the backwoods of British Colum-
bia,” said Chunky. “There'll be
articles in all the Canadian papers.
They'll call me the Thompson Valley
Tmmrcno or the Cedar Creck Coreg-

io, ar something like that. Canada
hasn’t produced a master-painter
hitherto. Chaps have been foo hudy
felling timber and fossicking for gol
and selling town- lots to tenderfect,
and all that,”

“The Thompson Valley Tintor-
etto I’ murmured Frank Richards,

“The—the Cedar Creek Correg-
zio!” mumbled Bob Lawless. *Oh
Jerusalem 17

“And  now  you  understand,
Tmnkv " continued Chunky Tcdgcrs

‘you "Il stand by e, won't you?

Chunky Todgers had got back to his

“mutton * at last; starting again
“da capo,” as it were.

“PBut I don't see—" began
Frank,

“You've got some money in the

bank,”
*Oh
Frauk Richards began to under-
stanc
"The difficulty about my weading in
and giving my genius full scope, is
this. I'm short of ready cash,” said
Chunky Todgers Confidontially.

explained Todgers.
! Ah!”

FUTURISTIC ART!

tically. Frank Richa
seomed to them like a congl
coloure:

Chunky opened his satchel and
drew forth a sheet of cardboard,
and beid It up for inspection, ' Look

& O

1" he said drama-
0. looked! They saw what
omeration of smudges with
crayons.

t would have been too painful.
s head isn't bad,”

e e o

d Bob Tawles
The what "
“The horse’s head !
bh'm--— 4
“You erass idiot!” said Chunky
Tedgers, in measured tones. “There
isn't auy horso in the picture at all
#(Oh I—1 thought— ;\n, now
I look at it, I can see that it’s a mule

But the legs—

1ts a sea scene ! howled Chunky.

“Q0h, it's a sea scene, is it§" suid
Deauclore,  *1—1 see. A storm at
sen, with the waves rolling high—jolly
high 1"

“Tall sense, Cherub1” said Todgers
crossly, ““ A blind buffalo ought to be
able to see that it sa picture of a calm
sea by moonlight.”

“But—but if it's moonlight, what's
the o mmv sun doing in the corner 2™
asked Bol

hat' s a schooner.”

“A—a p‘hnm\(‘r ¢ I've never scep a
schooner schoon, but 1 don’t believe
it schqons like that.”

“What do you think, Frank?”
asked fmml«v, curling a_scornful 1i
ut Bob and Beauelerc. **Youw're s bit
of an artist, in a way, and I'm sure
you'll understaud  art  better than
these duffers I

“Ahem !

“ You don’t often see a Dlﬂturﬂ liks
that in a gallery, do you?”

“Never !” seid F rank.

“Pve been in picture-galleries down
at Montreal,” said Chunky. “T never
saw 1w.taung Tike i

“1--1 quite bel

“1 suppose you've seen pictures in

the Old Country, Frank,"” said
Todgers, . “You've been 'in  the
National Gallery? Good! Did yon

seo anything to equal that th
the same style, of course, I moan?

in

“Canvas costs money—so do colours.
Then T shall want an easel. shal
need to hire a studio in Tl\ompson—
a room with a northern li you
know—must have a north fngut for
Ai] that costs money.

paintipng.

Luckily you've gob some meney n

the bank, Richards.”

“Ln‘ucl.s]y, it's going to stay
thl‘n., remarked Frank Richards,

“I want you to stand by me, and
seo me through. You'll get your
reward, of course.  When 1 become
famous, I'll lot it be known that you
were useful to me, in your humble
way.

‘Oh my hat 1"

Depend on mo fnr that,” said
Chunky Todgers.  * Now, can
begin \uth a small sum—say, fifty
dollarg——-

“Bay fifty thousand !” suggested
Bob Lawless. *“It sounds murF hana-
somer, and you're just as likely to get

“lm relying on you,: Franky. As
a fcllow-artist—in your obscure way—
you ought to stand by me. And I'll
tell you what. If you like, I'll do
some of your stories for you for the
‘Thgmpsan Press.” You needn's sell
the editor. If he n
stuff is Lwltur than usual, only
lshsnk you're in specially good form,

co ?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo, there’s the bell! Come on,
you chaps I” exclaimed Beauclerc,

“Hold on! We haven's settled
about that fifty dollars, Frank!” ex-
claimed Todgers anxiously,

“We have!” (,hu(‘kle‘d Frank.

“I'm going to have it

“No; you're not mug to have it 1"

“Laok here, Fr

But Frank Richards & Co. were
already scudding across the play.
ground towards the lumber scnoot.

suit,

-he did not se

Joseph Todgers gave a loud and ex-
pressive suort.

He returned his impressionist
crayon sketch to his satchel, and
tramped  after the chums of Cedar
Creek.

Irksomo as it was, the budding

artist  of tish ~ Columbia—the
Thempson Valicy Tintoretto--had to
turn up o affernoon classes just like
any ordinary schoolbog,
. 1t was absurd, of course; but there
it was. It was no use arguing with
Miss Meadows on the subject. Miss
Meadows had no artistic” soul, and
would not have recognised Lhmu.) us
u young Tintoretto at all,

Chunky intended ta gt next to
Frank thac afternoon, and pursue the
subj in the intervals of lessons.
But the Co. carefully placed them-
selves at a safe distance from him, and
he had no upmrtumty

e could only give Frank reproach-
ful glances while lessons lasted, which
Frank Richards managed to endure
wiih considerable fortitude,

essons were a painful infliction to
Todgers, with his fat mind full of his
new stunt; they generally were, but
to-day they wers more so than ever,
Ho was very glad when the backwoods
school was dismi ad af last.

* Let's cut,” said Frank, as ho ceme
out of the lumber schoolhouse with
his chums. *Chunky’s after us!”

They run for the corral,

“Hold on, Richards "
Chunky Todgers.

Trank turned o deaf car.

The chups led out their horses and
ran them down to the gate, Chunky
Todgers shouted iy vain.

e bolted into the corral, led out
his fat pony, s dushed out inte the
trail in pursuit.

The three ebums wore trotting awa
through the timber, when the thud-
ding “of hoofs behind made them
glanice back.,

Chunky Todgers was in hot pur-

He \hnaﬁ a fat hand to k‘mnk
Stop for ma!” he shouted.

“Put it on!” griuned Bob.

JThe Co. broke into a gallop,
Chunky's fat pony was left almosy

yelied

i, and he shouted and
h::. fat hand in vain. ————

Frank Richards & Co. dusuppnamd

in the timber, and Chuuky, with a
discontented grunt, wheeled his pony
und turned homeward, For the
present, at least, the Thompson
Valley Tintoretto had to swallow his
disappointment.

The 3rd Chapter.

Tribulations of a Qenius.
During the following couple of duys
the  chiof occupation of Irank
Richards’ leisure hours was dodging
Chunky Todgers,

& The Cedar Cresk artist haunted
4.

I'ew of the pupils at the Back-
woods \lhﬁnl weie fortunate enough
to have “money in the bank,” Lut
Trank R.ll.hu.ld‘i was one of the for-
tunate  ones. Hence L‘i}uuky (]
assiducus attentions.
Frank’s literary m:gagomom. mth
the lmd. paper,  the ** Thompsen
Press,” still continued, and, as his
wants were few, he saved a good
many of the dollars that acerued o
him. Quite a nice litile sum was
accumulating in the bank at Thomp-
son, and Frank bad astonished his
iiitle sister, at school in England, by
sending her the equivalent of a ten-
pound note on her birthday.  And he
no longer drew an allowance of
pockee-money from his kind unele,
My, Lawless, ai ths ranch. It was
very agrocable to Frank, naturally,
to have made the first step towards
independance at so eurly an age; and
oo any reason whatever
why his little suvings should be
handed over to Joe Todgers to be
played ducks and diakes, y But
Chunky did not agree with him' there.
From his latest novel, which * dealt
with the artistic fraternity .in the
Qumuct Latin of Par Chunky had
learned much- oo much -
about art and a . He was quite
convinced that it was the duty of the
Philistine to work while the artist
played, and his colossal sell-satis-
fuction caused him to vank himself
among the artists, and his friends
anmm: the Philistines.

Nothing could seem more natural
to Chunky, than that he should a]mnd
Irank’s money. t was equally
natural that Frank shouldu't be able
to ses the point.

So they were not likely to agree,
Frank, who hated sayn
i disagreeable to anybody, did his
bost to give the Thompson Valley
Tintoretto & wide berth.

He fell into the habit of bolting out
of gates Jmlnz\diam]y after lessons,
and coming in at the last moment to
dinner, and so on, to keep out of the
way of the enterprising artist.

But Chunky was not to be denied.
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Every now and then he ran the un-
happy eapitalist down, and enlarged
apon his am ons and Frank's duty

Frank’s obatmacy in mfusm% to see
the point led to a considerable cold-
ness, which Frank endured with much
equanimity.

But, a few days later, Frank found
that it was no lenger necessary to
dodge Chuuky; that fat and artistio
youth had found another victim,

This was Harold Hopkins,
Cockuey schoolboy.

Gald had been found on the Hap-
kins holding, and tho crushers were
at work, and the mine looked like
being a prosperous one. Mr. Hop-
kins, who had beon the ‘meedicst of
the settlers in the Thompson Vulley,
blossomed out in “ store-clothes " and
a white shirt. Huarold, of Cedar
Croek, had meney in his }aodwls in
these days, and instead of lis shubby
old homespun, he appeared at Cedar
Creek ons morning arrayed in r,he
most expougive gurments that were to
ba bought st Gunten’s Store. And
wlong with his new and wonderful
clobber, he sported a gold watch,
ordered from Montreal. And the duy
that 'Arold *Opkins appeared in all
his glory at Cedar Creek, Chunky
Todgers transferred his allegiance to
tha gilded youth.

Frank's dodging was over. It was
now for Haveld to dodge the im-
pecunious and ambitious Todgers,

Tn the kindness of his heart, Hop-
kins guve Todgers o whole dollar to
buy maple sugar; ho was & generous
youth when he was in funds. Chunky
duly expended ihat dollar in his
favourite comestilile, but he soon
showed that a n dollar was not
what he was aflc Bob  Lawless
chuckled when the chums camo upon
the two schoolboys engaged in earnest
conversation in the pluyground.

“It's Hoppy's turn,’ he remarked.
“Chunky is_trying to stick him for
fifty dollars.”

“Well, it's time I had a rest,” said
Frank Richards, laughing. "I hope
ankmu cun tuke care of himself”

*Bounds as if he could,” remarked
Beauclere, ns Hurold's voice came to
their ears,

“Fifty dollars! Duror it mild!” the
Cockney schoolboy was saying. “Jest

the

dror 1t a little mild, you know,
Todgers 1"
t“You see——"" urged ChJ':]n

“I see that I'm going to mep my
doliars in my trousis pocket,” an-
swered Hopkins cheerfully.
might do it on forby—~-"*

. “Bay Jorty cents,” suggested Hop-
kins, “T° .J stand you forty cents—
-next week.”

mean  a¥  Frank
Lhuuky scornfully.

m

L 1
et ff T ain’t any meaner than Frank
Richards, I don’t mind,” he sai
ask mo, young Todgers, 1
you'rs & checky young bounder,
cwhat I think, Go and eat

that's
woke !

 But——"

“ Rats |

Hopkins walked away, rattling the
maney in his trousers pocket.  Poor
H hed been hard up for so long
it was a pleasure to him
money jingle in his

hunky glanced after him  and
gnorted:  then he met the eyes of
Frank Richerds & Co., end s
again.
But he was not to be besten.
Having weighed Prank Richards
and found him wunting, he dovoted
all his attention to the newly-wenlthy
Hopkins, and haunted him like a
shadow. At every opportunity, in
season wnd out of scason, Chunky pre-
forred his claim to wssistance; but
Hopkins had no ambition whatever to
shino.as &-patron of wrt. Ha would
not have parted with such a sum as
fifty dollars to enable any “mute, in-
Elanou; Milton 7 to  become vocal,
‘hunky haunted hin, but he huunted

-bim in vain.
The following week Chunky
to his first love,

Todgers came bac!
80 to speak. He met Frank Richards
8t the school gate on Monday
mnmm

" Rrarky, old chag—" To hegan
aficctionaiely.

Frank Richards gave o deep groan.
He understond th.m the Thompson

Va.ilo) Tintorefto was beginning
again
e el he said.

Cockney  jay, Hopkins,
\\nn t stand by a chap,” suid Chunky.
I've offered him the honour and
rhstmmmn of being the first to re-
cognize my genius. He's refused.
Now, Frank, old fel‘uw, you've got
money in the bank-—"
st Gnod bye "
ss 1've been figuring it out,
and T could start on thirty

an.k
fd

suorted |

“I hope thirty dul]nrs will dm
from the clouds, thon,” mad n;
Richards kindly. * Comin

“Hold on a minute! %’thu I'm
[amnus——-—’

a, ha, ha!" roared Bob Lawléss,

"Wlmn my name rings through
Canada from the Atlautic to the
Pucific, and the directors of Art

galleries in Europe are tumbling over

. ono another to secure my pictures

and-—-"
* When !”
“Then T shall be able to hand you
back your miserable thirty ciol]nr~
with ~ compound  interest,” said
Chuuky Todgers hanghtil

it will
million
remarked

to
by

amount
doliars that time,”

ob.

“1 think I can see that time com-
ing " murmured Beauclere.

ltrzmk huckled.

en  instead of InH\mz about

the correggiosity of Co gio they

! talk about the Todgerosity “of Tod-

gors ™ he remarked.

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Well, I'm goipg ahead!” said
Todgers gloomily. “I'm noi going
to have my genius crushed by jeal
ousy., If I get into deht, R:gharda
yau can romember that it's your
fault.”

“Why, you silly ass—-

“You won't get into debt to any-
body that knows you, old scout,” said
Bob Lawless. “Come on, you fel-

»

“You've got money in the bank,
Rm-l-mrds——

“If you're bhanking on_that you'd
better go in and cancel the mt‘m at
once ! said Frank Richards g

vou choose to be
can't lu:lp it 1™
“But T want you to und
tinctly that I refuse to be |

-

said Todgers loftily.
tand dis-
pt down

Y, I'rank Richards!”
Oh, my hat
“It heats mc 0ld Mun Gunten
trusting yon.” said Bab, puzaled.

‘He's generally very wide, and lie'll
have to pay for the stuff he’s ordered
for you. ~Ilew an earth have you
\nnt)fui that old 'blﬂde

“There's my pony !" said Chu
“He's worth a good bit more
forty dollars.”

enough. or course, it’s not luxurious,
buL it's got a north light, like the
ier in DParis of thal chap in the

w] I'm going to do mé first:
great picture there. T've made tho
eascl myself out of pine wood. Nice

work for a painter!” added Chunky

bitterly, * But lois of great painters
ud  io demean themselves with
menial  tasks before  they becams
fumous,  Giotto tended sheep, you

know; it is suid so in the noyel—-I
mean, T knew all about these things.
You fellows como and look at my
studio.”

Frank Richards & Co. rode to
Thompson with Chunky and looked at
his studie, 1 huwng got them
there Chunky succeeded in hur\o“mg
the first week’s rent,

“Bat that’s your father’s pro. which was guite in ac-
He wouldn't let you sell 3 h wriistic traditions.

pony to Mr. Gunien, would | The next’ day Todgers informed

e !hcm at  Cedar Creek that the

“Hallo, I must be off I said Tod- | “stuff " had arrived.  Canvas and

gers, d he climbed on his fat | colours and brushes had been brought

pony, which was hitched outside the [ up ;n the post-waggon from the rail-

store, and rode off.  Apparently, ' road, und Old Man Gunten's man had
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omtreal en the br
can't be got in ]?nmh Coiumbéﬁ it
“T guess that's so,” assented Tod-
gers. e Well, it can’t be hnlpcd How on Bale
When am 1 going to get the goods? o § Address
That's more important. =
ux}‘ ‘]\r'm( 1
“Right-ho 1"
Chunky Todgers joined Frank and (FREE)
Bob while they gave their orders

for the goods required at the Lawless
ranch.  The chums could not help
being surprised at what they heard.
Chunky Todgers was evidently gomg
ghead, and had already ordered the
goods he required for commencing

1 his carccr as the Michnclangelo of

Canada.  Dut where
émmu» to get thirty-eight dollars fifty
rom was o deep my ler\ Coctainly
the keon storckeeper was not likely
to wait for his money till Chunky be-
came o famous painter, nor was he
likely to supply goods on the ehance
that” Chunky would be able to bor-
row the cash amoug his school-
fellows.
M

Chunky was

Gunten, it was true, did some
business as a mcnr\[mdm in rivalry
with Mr. Isnacs; but r‘hur.k\ could
scarcel{ be dcnlmg with the Swiss on
those lines. Old Man Gunten had
a keen eve to security before he
parted with cash. And what security
conld Joo Todgers offer?

The chums of Cedar Creek were
rather cencerncd about their fat
school-fellow, whom, so far from re-
gurding us 2 genins, they looked upon
as a duffer, who barely knew enough
to go in when it roined. Such is the
misunderstanding to which a genius
is exposes

The s.,lwulbcyi left the store to-
gother, and in Main Street Frank
Richards tackled Chunky on the sub-
ect,

: “You seem to have hecn
your orders,” he remarked.

Yep!” answered Chunky airily.
“Next week U'm starting. I'm doing
some practice mfu crayens now 1o
keep my hand in. OF course, my
von sketches will sell.

giving

Id any yet?"” asked Bob.
“\Ullﬂﬁ I mean, they'll sell when
my nam e's made.”
“Oh! I see.”
“P'm kecping them all.” said
Chunky. *Later on T may let people

bave them at a hnndra.d dollars gach,
I'm not greedy.”

“But how ara you going to pay
Mr. Gun for this stuff 1" asked
Frank. “You haven't thirty-eizht
dollars, and I'm sure your father
wouldn't give you so much money.”

/T've got no money !

Frenk and Bob were not to be taken
inta the confidence of the Thompeon
Valley artist.

Frank shook his head seriously
he rode homeward with his Canadian
cousin,

*That young ase is getting himsclf

into trouble, I'm afraid,” he re-
marked. X §
“Not our husines seid Bob,

shrugging his shoulders.
“Well, no. But—but I suppose it's

the business of every senzible chap

to look after a silly ass as much as be

can,” said Frank.
L g that's so, But we can’t
sto ky from being a juy.

0ld Man Gunten is fool enough to
order thinge for him when be knows
he's hard up it's his own funeral.’

The following w Chunky
seemed, ot all events, to have settled
his difficulties for himself, He consed
to heunt Harold Ilopkins, and he
made no further references to Frank's

‘money in the bank.” Neither did
he scek to borrow any rondulics
from Bunker H. Honk. Frank looked
at him searchingly several times, but
16 covered oniy fat self-sotisfac-
tion in the features of Joseph
Todgers.

IE. was on Wednesday that Todgers
asked the Co. to ride homo with him
to Th Gampson and look at ““his
studio.’

“Your studio!” hooted Bob Law-
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Chunky nodded calmly.

“I'vo hired a room in Chu Chung's
laundry, with a north light,” he ex
plained, “1 can't.do my painting in
the cabin at home—too close quarters
—and the folks al hiome don’t under-
stand an artist, yon know, Popper
would think nothing of inferrupting
my painting to set me chopping wood.
per would take me away from a
i of genius lo make me watch the

X

wor!
savcepan. She would !

“Tlard lines on the Thompsor: Val-
ley Tintoretto |” snid Beauclere sym-
lmtlmtunll

a dollar a week for
“Cheap

m
the etudie,” saJd Chunlky.

paying

delivered them at the studio. Chunky
Todgers was glowing with i
tion, but he also seemed a little
uneasy.

“1—1 suppose one of you fellows
could lend a horse,” he said,
blinking rather anxiou at the Co.
Chunky had arvived at school on foat
that norning, very tired and breath-
less.

“Where's pony?”  asked
Beanclere.

“I—T've handed him over to Mr.
Gunten, 1—1 had to, lufumhr would
let the goods be delivered.’

*“What will your father say?”

Chunky wriggled.

“I—T duren't tell popper.’

“You aw ful ass !’ ese mmcd Frank

“1 suppose your father

your

Richards.
will se» that the pony's missing.”

“Well, if T borrow & horse of you,
lie—he may suppose that I've lent you

pony—sec? It's 0'1!3 for a time,”

snid Chunky hopefully. * T—I1-—1 may
goll o picture hefore popper finds out
1’\e pnrttd with Eha pony.

“Bell a picture!” seid  Frank
dar 1*»
ol
“sz howling _jny!” ejaculated
Bob Lawless. “ You're as likely to

sell a picture as to sell your own silly
head!”

“I'm  used jealousy,”  said
Todgers calmiy. “The question is,
will yml lend me a horse?”

“And what are we to get home
on, if we lend you a horse?” de-
hmm’rd Trank.

*1—1 hadv’t thought about that,”
stammered Tadgers.  “ But—I say—
look here, vau know y——"

The Co. mounted their horses and
rode homeward, leaving the hapless
Tadgers hhul».mg after them in
dismoy.

They were rather interosted to see
Chunky the next morning.  He was
lato for losso as he came on feot;
and he ped into the schoel-room
gasping for breath, to receive a severe
reprimand from Miss Meadows.  And
he sat through lessons with a doleful
couptenance.

to

When the schot! was dismissed, he
]uluud the Co. lugubriously.
I say, thero's been an awful row !

he groaned.
“*Not really?" asked Bob anlns.q
unnl!hcnllv

ep | groaned Chunky: % Popper
miszed the pony, and ssked me where
it was. I—I had to tell him.”

* And then—-"

“Then he handled the cowhide!”
groaned the hapless artist. * He don’t
undergtand anything about me being
o genius, you know. I tried to'tell
him that ‘artists n[n't tied down by
common yules, like commenplace
folks, but he wouldn't even listen.
hHS Just laid inte me with the cow-

i e

Ba, ha!”

o5 dnre say it ‘seems funny to ou,”
groaned Chunky. *Tt waen'i ?’unny
fof me. 1've had it awful bad! And
——ane is morning popper made me
come with him to Gunten's store, ta

ot the pony back. He called Old
Men Gunten all sorts of numes for
taking the pony off me. cspecielly at
such a low pr and threatened to
mop up the store with him if he
didn't hand it over insianter. -0Old
Man Gunten said [ told him the pony
was my own, o pegsent {rom my
Unele Gearge—-"

““And did you?”

“I—I may hove said something to
~—ta that Teel, only—only as a
matter of form, you know. &icl Man
Gunten wils so suspicious, you know.
Ynu o, boing an artist—""
ng o fal rogue, you mean!™
ox luumd Bob wrathfully.

¢ll, Old Man Gunten had to
}mml n\er the pony, and npow he’s
tulking  about prosecuting ‘me ar
nblmnm(., goods by false pretences,”
mumbled Chunky. *He's offered to
take them back at hnir-pma, if 1 pay
him the rest. T say, isn't it awful?
‘Later cn when

I sell my pictures—

“For goodness' sake, ring off that
rot!” said Frank sharply. ‘You've
landed yourself into o .precious
scrapo !

“Ton’t T kvow it?"  gropned
Chunky. “T—I don't LA
get thirty-cight dollars fifty-—7>

““Tuke the rubbish back to O0ld Man
Gunten, and tcll him to go and chop
chips,” suggested Bob LA\\IE“ “Ha
nughtn i to have truslsd you.”

[mi Franky—-"

Chunky Todgers' look was besecchs
ing. Frank Rin'hru-da hesitated.

“You—you—yon fat idiot 17 he said
at last.  ““T'll come to Guanten with
you, aftor school, and see what torms
wo can make.”

* Fathead ! growled Bob, “T knew
that fat bounder would diddle you, in
thy long run. You're too soft for
Franky!”

To which Frank Richards mado no
reply.

When school was over at Cedar
Creek t day, Frank gave Chunky

a lift to Thompson, and interviewed
the exasperated Mr., Gunten, It was
not easy to make terms wath that
gentleman, He declined to tdke back
goods for which there was no'sale to
any other customer in the valley,
except at a nomiual Bgure; and his
threats of legal pmf‘cnﬁmga terrified
the hapless Chunky till he quivered
lik

ke a fat_jelly. ]‘manh v Frank was,
as -;;5 chum had said, inclined to
“goftness o at all events, his heart

smote him for the wretched. Chanky,
and the affair ended with the pay-
ment of_ thirty-cight dollars fifty
cents by Frank Richards,

“You crass asz!"” he said, as they
quitted the stove.  “For goodness
suke, let that be a lesson to you! You

get out of another scrape so

l.,}nlnk‘, smiled.

“My dear fellow, don't you worry,”
he suid. T shall be all ngim I can
take care of myself, T hope.”

“\Thnl""

“And later on, when I'm rich and
famous, I sha'n't forget that you were
of some assistance to me, in @ humble
way.”

Frank Richards gazed &t him
spoechlessly for a moment, perhaps
his rthiriyv-eigkt dollars

But the dollars and cents
were gone beyond recall; and Frank
collared the satisficd artist, bumped
him down on the sidowalk, and st
him forcibly in a puddle, It was the
only solace left to him,

Then he mounted. his horse and
rode away, leaving the Cedar Creck
artist  gasping for breath in the
puddle, and velling,- Al Chunky’s
gratitude—such as it was—vanished
on the apot: und the next day, at
school, Frank Richards was treated to
nothing but a scornful eurl of the lip
from the Cedar Creek artist.

THE END.
Another long complete story of
Frank I{ac.’mrd’x s Co. nexi
Monday.}



