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*IDENTIFIED BY THE MAN IN BLACK !

said the Head.
Lovsll,

A bony finger was ra

and pointed at the captain of the Fourth.
Unaerringly the bony finger pointed out the other delinquehts, and
Raby, and Newaomo stapped out after thelr isader.

“ 8tep out, Silver 1’

The 1st Chapter,
The Alarm !

Chashi !
The wplass of -gin
ard Lo
lng went to the floor.
Mast of its. conteu

‘tum;w over the kn

tical Four
wero  disoussing
Pa va.ur Ket

he * Baeck

‘hen

Les
Shell rushed in ]ll‘ﬂdlom{
too desperate a

' Smythe was in
hinrvy to see where
Nutarally,

Wwas ummhng in " the

Yitile tuckshop, with disastrous
to Arthur Edward's glass of ging

beer.

*Oht”
lessly. %
% You silly ass!”
great wrath.

ejaculated

ginger-beer
s little shop behind

he went into Lovell,

roared Lo

ger-beer ¢
| was just rais

ts swamped, in
ees of Jimmy

nythe's faull.

Fourth
in

of , the

Sthythe of the

he was going.
who
middle of Un-

Smylhﬁ‘(l:it’auth-

ell, in

i “¥ou thumping chump!"” howled

Jimmy Silver, “I'm

gouked !

wasn't interesbed in

Look at my bags!’
| Smythe didn't take the troubla
look at Jimmy Silver’s bags.

:.i\unmml‘

the garments

I‘p‘

that had received thi ginger-beer. He
scuttled into the shadiest corner of
the s

vol shop, and halted there,
the thump’s the maLter"
Raby. ' **1s there o wild |
in the quad?”
‘1s some fag of t
after you, yth
conie, with dmv sdre:

asked New-

m.
t, you. fellows!™

\\1 H t
i ¢ in-at the gates.”
“He! Who?"
“Iim I gasped ‘-‘:mylhe
“Who _the is: “him’?

it hymn’ancient or modern?”

asked lé.‘b\ with an - attempt at
humour.

“It's- him—1 mean, it's ho-.—mu
man, you know,” .said Adolphus

S

“1'm jolly well keeping out
ht, I know that. Dow't ybu
follows show your noses at the dodr.
He may spot you,” ¥

n thinking of summary vengeance
n  Adolphus  Smythe;  Lovell |
use he had lost his ginger-beer,
Jimmy because he had found it.. But.
Smythe's  words -excited i

Second Form |

‘Both' Lovell and Jimmy Silver had.

curiosity. They wanted.to know who
the “him " wis that had so terrified
| the dindy of the Shell.
Jumny stepped quickly to the open
doorwa¥, in. spito of Adolphus’
alarmed warning.
He looked into the quad. ~
I the distance, Truey nnd Howard
of 'the Sheil werd vanishing round a
corner of the Scheol House. ’.louns
"end and Topham of the Fourth just
showed their licels as they sped into
the gym. And near the srhool gates
appeared a figure clad in black,
Jinnty started as he beheld it,
He'knew that little man jn black,
with the dark o\obm\\s ind pointed
black beard.  And he nipped back
quickly into the tuckshop—so quickly
that~he trod on- Lovell's toe, just
Behid him
“Ow! You ass!” howled Lovell.
“Keep -back !
* But what
u y b.-gm George Raby.
" Neweop Q*b-(‘gmn
“Keep back !  Fe may} 11; see us or
know us,! said szmyggn “H's
that fgll the newW: ant of ‘tho
hqqga}ﬁw on; tzm “beonth. . Hels come
up' to” Rookwaod to cam to the
Head, -as we thought herimirht.”
“OL!” said Lovcl..

“I--I don’t think he'd know me,"
mumbled Adolphus Smythe. e
hardly saw me, though 1 was-in the
and ‘he got after me with 'a
mean, he hardly saw my face

.
1shody who got after you with
a stick would be maore likely to seo
your back I ‘agreed Lovell.

“Don’t wou ' fellows give o

¥ suid nythe. “If you're
d over the coals, no need to drag
me into it, you know.”

“1t was all your fault—-

“You needn’t have ful]m\@d us to
the bunghlow,” said.Smythe, *Wa
certainly never asked you to. Besides,
we bolted when we found the house
"hud been taken. amd there was a
tenant there—and you fellows handled
the chap in his own garden——-"

“Only l)(:tﬂl.ha he started on us
with a stick."

“You can explain ail that to the
Hend without mentionin’ me.

Jimmy  Silver shruggm
shoulders contemptuously.

Smythe was anxious only about his
oyn preciouniskin; he did not seem to
\hink that,it mattered much whetber
the c&hms of the Fourth were licked
or not.

his

:“0Oh, we sha'n't mention youl” |

mwd Jiwmy. . “But if I get a

, Tll give you a k

¢ all the trouble.

to the bungalow to smoke we

slluullm t have gone after yous?
* And

ROINg
on c ., and there
was not much doubt that he bad

called to complain to the IHead re-
garding the late trespass upon his
0] Jimmy saw him admitted
by Tupper, the page, and he dis-
uppr'dwsi from view
1 1ope lm won't
orhe.

know us,"”
“He doesn’t know

he can do, as he
don’t know our names,” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell thoughtfully.

Wn’m only got to Heep out of
sight.

“ Lessons in a fow minutes,” said
ilver. '\""o ve got to go to
1-room.’
mlge.in while ha's in the

" the

“ Bother man !” \ prowled
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WJimmy Silver. “I don't see N|I?F

e's got to complain about. We
didn’t know the blessed bungalow was
ogeupied when we went into _tha
garden, and we told him so. What
does he want to kick up a fues for?”

“ Perhaps the Head will pooli-pooh
it all,” said Lovell brigbl!ly. “He
will, if the man’s checky. Let's hoy >
he'll be cheeky and put the liead's

ok up !

"Hn‘]u ! There's the bell I”

“(ltmsn clear " asked Smythe ner-
vously from his corngr.

"T{Ae fellow's the  Schoal
House,” said Jimmy Silver. *Let's
eut, you chaps. Put it on, in case
he comes oub and catches us on the

op.”

“ What-ho I

Jimmy Silver & Co. quitted the
tuckshop, and scudded away to the
School House, followed a moment
later by Adolphus Smythe.  Other
juniors were heading for the Form-
roams in a much more leisurely man.
ner. But the delinquents had no time
to waste: they did not want to be
spotted if the gentleman in black
came out, To their great relief,
they reached the Fourth Form-room
without  encountering  him, and
Smythe ran on to the Shell room

was safely inside.

The Fistical Four were the first of
their Form in the classroom. The
other fellows followed them in during
tho next few minutes. Mr, Bootles,
the master of the Fourth, came in
last.

Jimmy Hilver & Co. felt relieved as
work began in the Form-room. But
it had not been going on for more
‘than a few minutes when there were
footsteps in the corridor, and Dr.
©hisholm entered. And behind him,
Ain the docrway, appeared a figure the
“Ca. had learned to know well—tha

man in black, the rather mysterious’

itenant of the bungalow on Coombe
(Heath.

The 2nd Ohapter,
Betors the Mead!

., Jimmy Silver & Co. rose to their
deet with the rest of the Form when
the Head of Rookwood cntered. But
they ke ir eyes on the floor,
and as far as they could, made them-
selves small. The Fistical Four were
not famous for. their modest, retiring
qualities; “but this was 2 special
jvecasion, and modest retirement was
‘i““ what they wanted, ey only
‘hoped that they would escape cateh-
ling the keen, penetrating eyes of she
iman in black. N

But the hope was faint. The bun-
\galow tenant had evidently come
there to pick out the trespassers.
Staythe & Co. he had seen little of ;
but the Fistical Four had met him
face to face, and ‘handled ' him, and
he had scanned them carefully befora
they left him. They still hoped; but
they felt that the game was wp.

Dr. Chisholm spoke & fow words iy
a low lone to Mr. Bootles, who
coughed, and then the Ilead turned
tawards the class.

A pin might bave been leard to
wrop in the Form-room. Townsend
and Topham looked almost They
ihad been among the merry smokers
wha had gone with'Adelphus to the
[bungalow.

“ Baoy

¥ The Head's voice btoke
Ithe deap silonce, like a rumble of dis-
‘tant. thunder. “I have recrived a
Very  serious .complpint from  this
gentleman - Mr.—er—Lasker. Mr.
Tasker states that vesterday aftornoon
a number of Rookwood boys invaded
his garden and housge in a most dis-
ordetly manner, and assaulted him in
s garden.”

Pavso !

“ As yestorday was a half-holiday.
and a nimber of my boys were out
of gates, I'feer that there may be no
mistake in tho matter,” continued the
Head. “Fram Mr. Lasker's descrip-
tion of the boys concerned, they un-
doubtedly belong {6 Rookwood, and I
think they are members of this
F

orm.

The Head's glance rested for a
moment on the Fistical Four,

' However, that matter will soon be
eet ot rest,” he went on.  “Mr.
Jasker haa come here to pick out the
four boye, if they are present.”

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“A number of other boys, whom
Mr. Lasker believes to have belonged
ta  Reokwood, trespassed on  his
grounds eatrlier in the afternoon.
Theso boys he does not think he could
ddentify, as they ran off as quiokly as
ipossible on being discoversd. Buf the
Four who came later actually used him
violantly in his garden, and be states
that he is certain of their identity, If
the boys are Emse.nt they may now

forward |
‘osvny and Toppy breathed more

freely. They were in the earlicr
party, and they feit safe now.
Fistical Four looked glum.

But they did not accept the Head's
invitatign' to etep forward, There
was still & faint chance that they
might not be identified.

The Head paused for a few
moments, and as there was nao
response from the class, he turped
towards Mr. er.,

That gentleman was already eveing
the Fourth with the eye of a hawk.

*Mr. Lasker, will you have the
kindness to identify the four bowe, if
they are present?” sald the Head
courteously.

“ Certeiniy, sir 1"

My Lasker’s voice was sharp and
resping, and not plessant to hear.

e came cldser to the silent class,
and his keen eyes roved from face ta
ace.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood silent,
waiting for the inevitablo to happen.

A bony finger was raised, and
pointed at the captain of the Fourth.

“Btep out, Silver !” said the [ead.

Jimmy Silver stepped out.

Unerringly, - the  finger pointed
to the other delinquents, and Lovell,

| Raby, and Newcome stepped out after

without stopping to take breath till he | ¥eir leader.

*“Thesa are the four boys,” said the
gentleman in black.

“You are certain, Mr. Lasker?”

 “Quite certain! They refused {o
give me the nime of thetr school, but
on inqiry——-"

“ Exactly I There can be no further
doubt in the matter 1"

*They rafysed also to give me their
names,”" said Mr. Lasker, with a sour
look at the hapless quartette. I
noted their featyres, however, very
carefully, to identify them afterwards,
The boy you have addressed ae Silver
was the worst.”

“Very good ! Silver and the rest,
you will go to my study at once, and
véﬂ:lthere until 1 eome [” ‘said the

eadd.

“Yes, gir!”

There were glances of sympathy
cast after. the Fistical Four, as they
quiited the Form-room.

The Hoad and Mr, Lasker followed
them oui, and Mr. Bootles was froe
to resume the interrypted lesson.

In the corridor the giel.d paused,

His manner indicated that ho ex-
pected the gentleman in black to take
his departure,

“You may safely deave the matter’
.

Jin thy hands now, said. “The

A,
offenidere will b 8 5
ished.™ mm e

I ghionld prefer 1o dao umi.punish—
;:cnln inflicted,” said Mr. ! Lasker
rily.

The Head frowried.

“Really, my dear »ir-

“1In fact, ¥ insist upon it,” said the
man in black, taising his.voice & littls.
*“Otherwise, I shall not be satisfied !™

Dr. Chisbelm essumed Lis mest
stately manper,

It wis not acoustomed to being
addressed i this tone, within the
walls of Rookwood, whore he reigned
supreme.  His lofiy glance ought to
have had a withering effect upon the
gentleman from the gunga!c v, But it
had no effect ut all. Mr. Lasker
simply stared at him grimly.

Tho Head coughed.

“ I assure you——=" he began.

The man i black interrupted him
withaut ceromeny.

“Unless I am assured, by the evi-
denca of my own cyes, that the
oficnders are adequately punished, R
shall take the matter 1o zunther quat-
ter,” ho said. Tt is for you to decide
whether you wish tha police to be
called into the affair.”

“8iet» i

“And I am waiting for ‘your deci-
sion [ said Mr. Lasker grimly.

There was a moment's pause. The
lofty stateliness of the Hoad had pro-
duced no effect whatever upon. this
determined and not very civil gentle-
man; and the Head was under the
nocessity of dismounting from the
high horse, =0 to speak—as had in-
doed happened to him more than once
in the course of his stately career.

“You may witness the punishment
of the offenders, if you choose ! he
said coldly, *T have no objection to
offer |

“That is all I desire.”

“Kindly follow me, air 1"

The Head rustled away towsrds his
study, much offended, and very much
on his dignity.

The man in black followed him, his
eyes glittering, and his jaw very
square. It was clear that he did net
oure & rap for the Head of Reok-
wood's dignity, and did not conearn
himself about any offence he gave.
And it was vory probable that, had
the Head been given his ohoice, he
would rather have caned the gentle-
man in black than the Fistical Four!

"The 3rd Chapter.
Geing Through It1
Jimmy Silver & Co. were waiting in
the Head's study.

They waited in some trepidati

“I was not apprised of Mr,
Lovell's intention to visit Rookwood
to-day,” he saig drily. T am—hem
~—surprisud | It is unfortunate tha.t
yaur father should arrive at this

True, they had excuses and explana-
tions to offer, but it was extremsly

| doubtful how those excusps and ex-

Ehnltiuua would be received by their
ea dmaster. . :

They hoped for the best, while they
expected the worst,

“ Why the dossn’t  he
come 7' Raby, after the
four had waited about half & minute.
“What does he want to prolong the
agony like this for?"

Newcome rubbed hands
antieipation.

“1 suppese it's a thumpin' good
licking, when he does come ! he mur-
mured. . 5

“We'll do cur best to explain,” said
Jimmy. L

“Wo can't explain without giving
Bmythe away.”

"{Ve‘re ngt going to do that, But
—but anyhow, it can't be depied that
we were in the place, and we di
bump s}:at sour little beast in black
and—-"

his in

“0Oh, it’e all up!
“Can’t be helped!
visitor 77 . .

Arthur Edward Lovell was standing
by the study window, idly glancing
“out.

The gates had opened, and the
station-hack from Coombe was roll-
ing in on tha drive.

A rother portly gentleman was
seated in the hack; and se Arthur
Edwatd Lov2ll's eyes fell upon bim he
gave another exclamation:

grunted Lovell.
Hallo, is that &

“ Tho pater !

i ggur father?” excleimed Jimmy
Silver.
e g’nz." Lovell stared blankly
from the window, ~ “What the
thump has brought the pater to
Roockwood this  morning, without
even lotting me know? Teddy can’t
have—-"" g

Lovell pansed, & rather dark shade
coming over his face,

The visit of his father was utterly
unexpecied, . he wondgre_d
whether it was some concern for his
younyg brother . of the Third,
thay {nd brought 5&:_.; Lovell so sud-

denly to, the & L,

Lovell miger had héen full of com-
plaists - dusing’- ifateh weeks  ab
Rogksveod; but of s ssemed 1o
have “wptgled dowas Fin ° thle . Third
Form, And Leaveld” de .
ihink" that s dat hdd  boen
brought to the sthool byiseme tale
of woe from’ the wiltul fag, But
there seemed mo pther explanation
that he ceuld think of, at events.

The ‘hack telled -on towards the
house, and the juniars noticed that
Mr. Lovell sat with his..eyes cast
down. and that his usdally ruddy
complexion seemed pale iy the syn-
shine. The ald gentleman losked ill
and troubled. |

“What the thump——" repcated
Lovell upeasily,

The study door opened, and the
juniors stepped quickly away from
the window as the Head came in,
followed by the man in black. The
Head was not now wasting . much
politeness on the latter gentleman,

Ha frowned at the juniors,

“I told you io walt herc—not io
staro from the window!” he rapped

uf.

“My father’s just come, sir,” said
Lovell,

" What! Your father?”

“T've just seen him in the cah
from the station, sir.,”

The Head compressed his lips.
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pment—very unfortunate!
AT
o ed. =
Mr. h&kupug:d iven a curious.
a8 the n‘r\e'd:ﬂFMr. Logalldwae
uttered, snd his sharp eyes fixed on
Arthur Edward's fa

ce,
“Is this bor's nanda: Lovell, Dr.
Chisholm!” he ssked. .

ol is his name."
man in black was ‘about fo
speak apain, when a tap came at the
study door. Tupper, the page, pre-
sented himself.

“ Mz, Lovell, sir—"

“Kindly show Mr, Lovell into the
visitor's room, and inform him that
I am engared for a few minutes.”

“ Yessie !

Tuppet retired, closing the door.

Jimmy Silver's eyos were on Mr.
Lagker.” He had noticed, with sur-
prise, the startling effect of Lovell's
hams upon the gentleman; and he
could not help noticing something
more curious still—that when Tup-
per operied the door Mr, Lasker
stepped back =0 that he could not be
seen from tho corridor, possibly sup-
posing that the new visitor was
following the page up the passage.

is was so extremsly odd that
dimmy could not help being mysti-
fied; and it was plain, too, that the
Head bad observed it, from the
curious look he turned upon Mr.
Lasker.

The moment Tupper had drawn
the door shut, however, the man in
black dropped back into his former
cold, sour manner of uncivil indiffer-
ence.

Neither did he pay any further at-
tention to Arthur "Edward Lovell,
whose name hed so startled him for
& moment.

Jimmy Silver had not much time
to think about the matter, however,
for the Head was now desling with
the business in_hand, anaxioux to get
it over so that he could deal with his
resh visitor, and get away to the
Sixth Form-root, where Irxe Sixth
were waiting for him. The Head's
time was valuable—a fast of which
his visitors did not really seem to be
fully aware,

“Tf- you have

any  explanation to

offer, “Silver——* “the Head, was
saying.

“I have, sir,” answored Jimmy
quistly.

“You do not deny Mr. Laskerd
ftatemerits, I suppose?”

“No, sir, But—

"ThIan you ean have nothing to

But, sir, if you will let me
explain——"

‘I am bound to listen to you, if
you have any excuse to make,” said
the Head impatiently. “Kindly be
brief. Yoeu entered the bungalow on
the heath yesterday afterncon, and
tres de s
. “We did not enter the bungalow,
sir—only the garden.”

“You were irying to force
entrance, when T stopped you!”
snapped Mr. Lagker,

“That is true, sir.” said Jimmy to
tho Head. “But the bungalow has
been empty a long time, and we did

not know it had been taken. The
blinds were still drawn, just as it
uged to ba, We had no idea-——”

“That iz no excuse, Silver. Vou
were well aware that the bungalow
and parden were private property,
whether tenanted or not.”

“Yes, sir; but we had a reason
for entering —-""

“ Nansense!  What reason could
vou have had?” exclaimed the Ifead
testi

“We -~ wo believed that seme
Rookwood fellows were there, sir-
gone there to smioke.” said Jimmy.
“We were going to stop them.”

“Oh!" said the Head. - “Did you
find them there

*No, sir; they’d found the place
occupied, and cleared off before we
arrived.”

“Who tho

A were boys  con-
cerned?” %
Jimmy Hilver did not answer that
question, 5
He had considered it his duty, as

captain of the juniors, to drop on
Smythe & Co. with their smekes and
their hottle of champagne; but giv-
ing the Giddy Goats away to the
headmaster ‘was quits  another
matter, Kl

“You cannot pive their names?” ™

“N.n-no, sir!”

“Then you tsn scarcely expect me
to take any Rotice of vour excuse,
Bilver. Moreover, even if what you
state is quite cotrect, that does net
alter the fact that yeni did trospass
on Mr. Lesker's property, and assault

hirg——

assaulted us,. sin said

Lovell, ~ “He went for us with &
big stick, and we had to stop him.’
“He states that you insulted
him-— i
“I—1 said something about his
dyed . whiskers,” murtured Lovell,
*Only a~—a joke, sir!” 1
“You must not make such jokes;
Lovell,” said the Head grimly.
“Bilver, I will accept your word for
it -that” you had a good metive in
visiting the bungalow, But. the fdets
remain. ¥You trespassed where you
had no right, and you used violence
towards this gentloman,  For: that
offence I am bound to pumish you
severely.” .
The Head's words were hersher
than his thoughts: but he really
had no choice in the matter,
he Rookwood  juniors
technically in the wrong, at least,
and Mr. Lasker's threat of going to
the police with a charge of trespass
and assault troubled the Head. very

were

much. He was extremely punctilious
on the subject of the school's good
name. On his own aceount, he would

robably have let the offenders off
ightly. On M. Lasker's account, he
had fo administer punishment.

No more time wag wasted in words,

Dr. Chishelm picked up his cane,
and the Fisticul Four “weng
through it " ene after another,
. The eaning was severe, ‘but tha
Jjuniors bore it with all the fortitude
they could muster.

For some minutes thero ‘was a
steady sound of swishing i the
study, to an accompaniment of

gasps and mumbles,
nly, Arthur Edward Lovell came
off a little more lightly thag the
others. The foct that he was about
to meet his father influenced the
Head, It was very awkward indeed
for the junior to meet his parent
doubled lﬁ} irom 8 severe caping.
But oven Lovell was quite thorpughly
swithed. N oa
The Head laid down his cama.and
turned a grim brow on Mr. Lasksr.
“1 trust you are satisfed tow?"! he
said tartly, iy
“ " " .

I #m net sabisBed
sevarity of the punishmont,”
man in black coldly--* net at

Dr. Chisholm pursed his li
“I have administered w punigh.
ment, in my opinion, ‘adequate,
said. " “If you are nul satisfied, sir,

L You may take any steps ‘hgugspuq

to you fitting, I have
way. S

Mr,
beatd.

., “The matler may rest where if
i8,” he said. “T take it for granfed
that I shall bg subjected tor no
further molest®tion from boys be.
longing to this school. -1F- that
should happen, you will h,!;ul‘ “from

no fnore 1o
Lasker bit his lip undor his

my solicitor on the sabject.

“Your residonce and ity vicinity
will be placed out of bounds -for all
Rookwood hays, snapped the<Mead,

“NVery good I’ 2

The Head iouched the - bel
'I‘upgm- appeared. i

“Show this gentleman out, Tupper,
and then ask Mr. Lovell to step here;”
he said.

“VYeesir 17

“You boys may ‘return to ‘v
Form-reom. If your father wighes to
see you, Lovell, T will send for you.”

The man in black follownd Tupper,
and the Fistical lour followed tho
man in black from the study,

Jimmy Rilver's cyes were
man in advance of him.

Jimmy was twisting his haad
gother very painfullv; but hé
not forgotten” the curious onndrict
Mr. Lasker, and he
that Mr. Lovell would be met in_ tha
passage. It was in Jimmy's mind
that the man in black knew Lovell's
father, and was anxious not to fheet
him; that was the vply cxplanati
that seemed to cover Lasker’s words
and actions in the Head's study.” And
as he watched the man, he could see
that Lasker was in a hurry to go,
and that he wes watohing like W cat
as he went down the corridor. . ‘But
the door of the visitors’ vaom “was
shut, and Mr. Lovell was not o bo
secn.

The man in black, without a.
at the juuiors, quitted the huus)?. and
hueried away to the gates. I the
quadrangle he walked so fast that

oy the

bt

ad
of
rather “Hoped

anco

he was almost running.
“Come on, Jimmy!” gpéwled
Raby. “We've got to go in. - What

the thum
cad for?
“He seems in
Jimmy, :
“Well, he's done his business here,
bless bim.” =
“Oh, come on!" zrowled Lovell,
And the Iistical Four returfied €
thair  Farm-room, and touk. their
places in Mr., Boglles’ class,

p are you looking aftgd that

a hurry to go,”. sajd
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The 4th Chaptar,
Black News !

Arthur Edward Lovell wore a wor-
ried Jook as he sat in class. —

There was a tingling pain in his
palms from the caning in the Head's
study;_ but that wag not all that
worried Arthur Edward,

Lessons did not bother him, for Mr,
Bottles, very considerately, passed
over the four juniors, leaving them to
recover from the castigation before
they tackled the valuahls instruction
he was imparting to the Fourth,

Lovell was thinking of his father’s
unexpected visit. Mr. Lovell was
with the Ilead wow, keeping that
worthy gentleman away from his
duties in the Sixth Form-room.

Why had he como ? :

Unless there was scmething amiss
svith Lovell miner, of the Third Form,
Arthur Tdward could think of no
explanation. But his father’s ill and
troubled look weighed greatly on his
mind, Lovell, in IEis simple way, was
very fond of his father, though he
was well aware that the greater part
of Mr. Lovell's affection was bestowed
upon his  younger son. It was,
perhaps, natural that it should be so;
and Lovell, though he was sometimes
hurt, never thought of feeling any
resentment on the subject. If it was
some childish complaint of Teddy's
that had, brought Mr, Lovell post-
haste to Rookwood with that ill leok
on his face—the junior was intensely

oxasperuted at that thought! But

was it that?—or was it some trouble |

at home ? .
Lovell was on tenterhooks, and in

“Ahe distress of his mind, he almost
forgot the pain in his palms, though
not quite. 3 N

1is cyes were pretty constantly on
the door, and it whs a rolief when
Tupper appeared there with a mes-
sago for Mr, Bootles.

The Fourth Form-master beckoned
io Lovell.

** Your father is here, Lovell,” he
said. '*You are to go to him in the
vizitors’ room. :

“Yes, sir,” said the junior.

7, * m. heart
el sudelta s, Yarminpem- fis heprt

foroboding now of something wrong.
Mr. Lovell was alone in the visitors'
room whon the junior entered.
Ho was scated by the window with
the light on his face, and Lovell felt
& pank as he noted how old and pale
his father looked, Ile had never seen
iz father ook like that before.
He rau towards the old gentleman,
“Father! What's happened 7"
Me, Lovell, who was buried in
#hought as he sat by the window,
wtarted and turned towards his son
without rising.

“** Arthur, my boy I

His veico faltered.

“Father!  There—thera’s  some-
thing wrong at home " panted Lovell,
lle knew now that it could not be
simply some complaint of Teddy's.

“Yes, Arthur,”

“Mother——"  FLovell cpuld not
finish . the guestion; but his father's
next words relieved his worst fear.

“Your mother is well, Arthur.”

“Oht I-I was  afraid—"
Lovell broke “You—you look
ill, father

Mr. Lovell smiled faintly, o

“I.huve been through a terrible
time lately, Arthur,” ho said; and his
manner was gentler to his son than
Lovell, ever remembered it to have
been before. *I have bad news for
you, my dear sopn.”

" My sisters——" began Lovell.

“Yonr sisters are well—it is not g
case of illness. It is a matter of
mouey, Arthar,” .

* Oh, money I” Lovell felt his heart
immensely lightened. “Only money !
Thank gooducss it's no worse than
that.” ¢

“ Yes, it is not the worst that could
have happened to us, Arthur,” said
the old gentleman; but he spoke as
if that were a new thpught to hini.

* But. what's happened, then, dad 7"
asked the junior curiously, *“You
haven't lost your money 2"

“Yes.”

off.

Lovell's eyes widoned,

“Not all of it?"

* Practically all.”

“ Father!”

Lovell began to understand the
seriotisness of the thing now. It was
not o bad as'his father's looks had
made’ him fear; but it . was bad,
enough,

“You—you don’t mean that—that
we're poor now, father?” he asked,
with dismayed inoredulity, g

CYeg )

“You camo to tell me?”

" Yes.”

Lovell's thoughts moved rapidly.

- “Does it mean that I'm to leave
Rookwood 7

*I fear s0.”

“Oh!” said Lovell blankly.

“My poor boy,” said his father, 1
have kept it from you as long as it
could be kept, but there is no hope
now. Only—only we must break it
very gently to Bdwin—""

“Poor old Teddy!"” =aid Lovell
“He's got to leave Rookwood, and
he's only in the Third—"

Something like a blush came upon
Mr. Lovell’s pale cheek.

“Edwin is not to leave,”
hasti

he said

“You are the elder som, Arthur,
and you must help me to bear this
trouble," said Mr. Lovell. “Together
we must try to make things as easy
as possible for your younger brother,”

For a moment Lovell felt a bitter

pang.

Was it only because he was the
elder son that he was to suffer, while
his brother was spared? Or was it
because his happiness, his advantage,
was of less importance in the father's
eyes than Teddy's?

But he drove that bitter thought re-
solutely away,

“You're right, father,”” he said
quistly. “Teddy’s only a kid—not
even old enough to understand this—
this sort of thing. I—I'm glad there's
enough left to see Teddy thruug'h.‘"

“*About that nothing is certain,”
said his father; *but—-"

** But the fees are paid for both of
us for this term, aren’t they, dad?”

Mr. Lovell coloured again.

“1 have acquainted Dr. Chishelin
with the circumstances,” he , in a
low voice. “He is very kind and
very obliging. He is willing that the

fees paid for you this term shall—

shall stand over for Edwin  next
term.”

“If you are nol willing to make a
‘sacrifice for your young brother,
Arthur—a mere child o

“TI'm quite willing, father,” said
Lovell heavily. “It—it's a hit of
a shock at first. Am I-am I to leave
at once "

His father nodded without speak-

weied to pull himself togother,
Ue iried Lo drive away that bitior
surge of feeling in his breast; the
biting sense of injustice.

“1f you leave at once, it will lessen,
to some extent, the obligation the
Head is placing us under,” said Mp,
Lovell after a pause. “Tam BOrTY—
very sorry, my poor boy. I know thiis
is sudden. But—but it was for your
sake that I said nothing while a single
hope remained. But we are rained,
and we must face it.”

“Ruined !" .

Lovell repeatedly the word dazedly.

He sank into a chair, and for some
minutes there was silence in the room,
Lovell was trying to comprehend the
disaster.

In the Fourth Form-room Jimmy
Silver & Co. sat with the claas, think-
ing chiefly of the ache in their palms,
and little dreaming of what their
chum was going through in those
-minutes, g0 uear at hand.

The Bth Chapter.
Failen Fortunes !

Mr. Lovell sat with a deep wrinkle
on his brow, drumming on his knee,
Ho seemed a little relioved now that
the black news had been broken to
his son.  The ordeal had been painful
enough to him. Lovell began to un-
derstand that the news was not to be
told to Teddy. As the fag was to
remain ot Rookwood, there was no
need for him to know the changed

fortunce of his family, at least, for the
present,
Mr. Tovell shrank from dealing

such o blow, and it was certain that

it would be postponed till the latest

possible moment.

Lovell broke the silence at last. His
face was palc now, and there was a
line on his boyish brow that made
him_look strangely older.

*How did it happen, father?
you tell me?”

“I have been robbed !

" “Robbed |” repeated Lovell,
His father nodded.
“But—but _ surely—-> Lovell

stammered. Perhaps some thought

of speculation, of losses in the City,
had been in his mind. ~ “ But, if you
have robbed, surely the police

‘eould—--"

“I had better explain. You have
heard of Mr. Pilkingham ?”

“I remember the name,” eaid
Lovell.  “A lawyer—"

“Ha has been my solicitor for
‘fitteen yoars,” said Mr. Lovell, *I
do not know whether you have sver
soen him, Arthur, but you have heard
his name mentioned.” :

“I think 1 remember seeing him
last year—a little fellow, with grey
bair and whiskers,” said Lovell.

Wil

-out of the country.

“Yes. He has absconded, He was
trusted by others.as well as myself,
and was supposed to be & man of the
greatest respectability. Since his
flight, it transpires that he has had
heavy losses on the Stock Exchange
through speculation in tin shares—
the heavy fall in the price of tin was
the cause of his ruin—but you would
net understand such details, my boy.

“My investments were all made
subject to his advice—the buying and
selling was left in his hands, Of
course, I never dreamed of real
position, and had no suspicion the
crash came.. When it came I learned
that he had speculated dnd lost all his
own resources as well as a great desl
of money belonging to his clienis.
But "—Mr. Lovell set his teeth—* the
villain did not fly empiy-handed.
Only three days before hi; ght he
eold a large batch of securities belong-
ing to me, representing the sum of
twenty thousand pounds———"

“Oh!” muttered Lavell,

“This sum was to be re-invested
in other securities, but it n was

i . He took it with him,
it is believed, in banknotes.”
~but can't he be traced—
found——"

“So I hoped. TFor weeks the
matter has been in the hands of the

“ And—and I—"

“You will come heme with me.”
“To-day " ejnculated Lovell.
“think™ it would be best,
Arthur.  I—I fear that it will be
necessary for you to find some em-
ployment—"

“I don't mind that! I'm not
afraid to work,” said the junior
sturdily. .

“ A fried in the City will give you
an opening in his office, for old
acquaintance’s sake,” said Mr. Lovell.
* It—it will be a different career from
what I hoped for you—-"

Lovell smiled fantly. -

“A pity I wasn't on the modern
side here, as it’s turned out,” he said.
‘' Can’t ‘be helped now.  Latin and
Greek won't be much uge in a City
office, 1 suppose, but can learn.
I-—I dare say I shall get on in
business, and—and be able to help
you_later, dad.” ;

“Possibly, my boy. You will not
mention anything of this to Edwin?

“No. It wouldn't be any good,
would it "

“ulf would only trouble and depress
the poor boy for nothing. And he
is-so senasitive,” said Mr. Lovell.

- The junior winced.
“T—T suppose I can tell my

1 :
chums,” he muttered, *They—they'll

it

FALLEN FORTUNES !

happened 7

Laovell ran towards the old
gentleman. ‘‘ Father, what's

** Arthur, my boy, I’ve come to tell you that
we're ruined, and you must leave
Mr. Lovsll.

Rookwood to-morrow 1%

police, till all hope hus beon given
up at lust, The man has vanished—
utterly. There is no longer any
doubt that he has succerded in gotting
It is known that
he had his bassport reudy, and that it
was vised by the French consul.
Frauce, doubtless, was his destination
—a4s & step to u safer quarter. Pro-
bably be is in South America lony
befure this.”
Then he'll never he found——»

*“There is practically no hope. -1
cling to o faint hopo that something
may bg discovered of him—that some
fragment of my fortune may .yet be
recloimed.  But—in sober  truth—
there is no hope. While a shred of
hope remained I would not tell you.
But now-—"

Lovell nodded drearily.

He understood that there wag, in-
eed, no hope, or the ®ack news
would never have' been brought to

him,

" There is letle loft,” continued his
father. “We have the house—little
more. Only by  the most igid
economy shall we contrive to keep
our hends above water. J—I hope
that one of your uncles may find tgu
maney for Edwin to remain at Rook.

wood—later. It is not certain,”

be  surprised
leaving.,”

“ Would it not Le better to leave
without seeing them, as-they are in
class at present?”

But ut that Lovell's face Aused
rebelliously.

** Leave without saying goud-bye {o
Jimmy and the others,” he said.
“0Oh, father, 1 couldn’t |”

Mr. Lovell made a testy gesture.

“T_cannot wait here,” he said.
“1—I suppose the boys could be
culled out of the Form'reom to say
goad-bye, or ® He paused. * Per-
hap it would be better for you to
como home to-morrow, Arthur. Dr.
Chisholm is very kind, and he sug-
gested that you should have a day or
iwo to get used to the idea. If you
think so—"

Laovell breathed more freely.

“I'd rether leave it till to-morrow,”
he said.  “This is awfully sudden,
father. Tt wants gétting used to.”

“Perhaps you are right. TFhere is
no pressing need for you to leave, so
far as that goes, to-day. But be very,
very careful that you do not acquaing
Edwin with the state of affaira.”

JTlL be careful,” said Lovell dully.

“ Neither must you speak io the
other boys, as the tale will soon,

to hear that I'm

spread through the school, if you do,
and Edwin will hear of it.,” said Mr
Lovell anxiously. p

Laovell could not repress o slightly
bitter smile. Tt was Edwin—Edwin®
all the time, who was in his father's
thoughts. At some moments Mr.
Lovell appeared almost to forget that
he had an elder son.

“I must tell Jimmy something,”
muttered the boy. ** Jimmy can keep
a secret—and Raby and Newcome—
they'll promise not to say g word,
father. You know they—they can be
trusted,”

Mr. Lovell opened his lips im-
paticntly ; but the white misery in his
son’s fuco touched him, and hé closed
them again.

“As you wish, Arthur,” he said.
{ I you can rely upon their discre.
tion—-

" Of

ay

course 1™
ry well, then. I will leave you
now,” said the old gentleman, rising.
“You are free of lessons this after.
noon, so you ean come with me to
t ation, if 3 like,”

* Yes, father,” said

Lovell heavily.

He fetchod his cap, and left the
house with Mr. Lm‘cll’, stepping into
the eab with him,

b rolled out of the gates with
father and son, and old Mack, the
-parter, glancing at them, wondered
what was “up.”

As he stood on the station platform,
watching the train that bore his

er away, Lovell was glad that he
| was to see Rookwood once more, if
! m)l\}- for one more day. But it Was .

with a heavy heart, that he left the
| village station, and tramped back
| along the dusty road to LRookwood
Bchool,

His father had come and gone—and
one short hour hed made all that
difference in Lovell's young life. He
was no longer the happy, careless
schoolboy, who had waited in the
Head’s study. The poor lad's face ,
was pale and troubled and old, as M
tramped in again ut the gates of
Rockwood—into the green &id quad
that after to-morrow was to be but
a memory to him, S
@ JUeIaory o amg,

The 6th Ohapter.
A Pal in Trouble |

“ Where the dickens js Lovell

Jimmy Silver & Co. asked  thag
(uestion when the Fourth Form were
dismissed after lessons,

They had: naturally expected their
chum “to return to  his Form-room
after his father was gone, but Lovell
\did not return, His place remained
vacant till the class was disribing sed,

He was not in the study, of to be
seenl in the passages or the quad, und
Jimmy Silver bore down upon Lovell
minor of the Third, whom he spotted
in the quad.

** Hus your pater gane, Young 'un?
asked Jimmy.

L;{L\ilﬁmﬁcr stared,

.. Has he been here?" he asked,

MDidn’t you  knowi” exclaimed
Jimmy, }n astonishment,

“,.'u ear ! Are you pullin, m
' asked the fag .suspic:igualysf
he pater wouldn’t Jolly well come
here without seeing me, 1 know that,
T'd have been called out of the Third
to see him.”

* Well, he’s ceriainly hean here,™
suid Raby. “Your major was called
out of our room.”

Teddy Lovell looked very injured.

“Well, that's rotten of the pater,”
he said. “I supposs Arthurs got &
tip from him, and— "Byt T suppose
he's left ane with Arthi for e, He
couldn’t do less. Where's Arthupi”

“That's what we want torknow,"”
said Newcoms,

“It's jolly queer,”
Lovell, still” suspicious
You fellows are pulli
Jolly well ask old A
father’s been.”

“Why, you suspicious little beast
=" began Jimmy Silver warnly.

" “Bow - wow!"  retorted Laveil
minor,

He walked away to the porter’s
lodge, and the three Fourth-Formers
followed him. It occurred to them
that Lovell might have gone to thu
station with his father, though even
in that case he might have been back
long ago.  Mack would know, and
they decided to ask him.

Teddy was first on the spot, and
he was questioning tho school porter
on the doorstep as the Co. came up.

“My father’s been, then? Jolly
queer! Whare's my major? Have
you seen my major, Maeck?”

“He went out in the keb with Mr,
Lovell,” answered Mack,

d he 7etired into his lodge,
. ';jglasn’t ho come in again?” bawled
addy.

“No1n ;

Teddy grunted, and loafed into the
gatoway, his mind evidently fixed on

said  Teddy
“I believe
my leg. I'll
k whether my

the tip hé supposed-his father must
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aa_u'e left with Arthur Edward for

m.

“Old Lovell's still out of gates,”
eaid Jimmy Silver. *“T hope there's
nothing wrong at home for him. It
looks rather quoer.’

The chums of the Fourth lounged

about the gateway, waiting for Lovell,

major to reappear, in a rather uneasy
mood. They had quite recovered
from the Heud’s caning by this time,
and all their concern was for their
um. They were nol even thinking
abont reprisals on the man in black
at Heath Bungalow—n subject thut
had been in their minds carlier in the
afterncon.
. “You follows busy?” called out
Momington in the quad, with a grin,
*'If not, come along to the nets!”

“ Waiting for Lovell to come in,”
answered Jimmy Silver.

“Well, there he is,” said Momy,
with a nod towards the gateway, at
which Arthur Bdward,  tired and
dusty, had J‘ust appeured.

Lovell had come hack from Coombe
by byways, in no hurry to arrive. He
had been irying to think out his new
position ; but Lﬁe poor follow was not
much  accustomed to  concentrated
thinking, and his mind was almost in

v

His faco Drightened a litile as he
saw his chums waiting for him, but
the black depression in his looks did
not escaps them, It made Morning-
ton glance at him  curiously, too.
Tubby Muffin, hovering near at hand,
grinned. Tubby concluded that
Lovell had been “rowed ™ by his
pater, and seemed to find something
entertaining in that theary.

“Oh, here you are, old scout!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver.  “We won.
dered what had become of you.”

“I say, Arthur"—Teddy Lovell
“butted in " before the junior could
join his chums—*1 say, why did the
pater go without secing me*”

“He--he was in rather a hurry—I
mean, he had a train to catch, kid1”
stammered Lovell.

The Third-Former gave a discon-
tented sniff,

“He had time to sos you, anyhow!
I know he'd jolly well rather see me
than you any day! You know he
would, too!”

“ Never mind, Teddy!” said Lovell

atiently.
“Oh, T don't mind!” said Teddy.

“But did he leave a tip for me?”
“N-n-ne!™
“Heo 2't!" exclaimed the fag,

“No

* Honest. !n!jun?"

“Yes, yos!"

“Then what the thump did he coma
for if he didn't want to see me, and
didn't tip either of us?”

“ What about?”

“Oh, about things!™ 1

“You're jolly mysterious!” said
Teddy, greatly dissatisfied. *“Look
here, you tell me!™

“Well, I'm going to leave Rook-
wood, that's all!* muttered Lovell,

Teddy had jo know that much, at
any rate, and Lovell hoped that that
would save eluding further explana-
tion. ¥
‘ho fag opened Ris eyes. Jimmy
rer and Raby and Newcome opened
heirs, too-—wide,
“Leave Rookwood?
claimed Jimmy.

“Yos, old chap.”

“'Fhis term?"

“ To-morrow."

“What thumping rot!”
Raby. “You can’t!
What the merry dickens is your father
thinking of #"

“The pater

Youl? ex

exclaimed

knows best, you

You sha'n’t,! ]

fortitude, * What a surprise! say,
Arthur, you're suve the pater didn’t
leave a tip for me?”

“Quite sure.”

“It's quser—not like the pater,
especinlly as I wrote to him yester-
day, und told him I wanted to buy
Jones minimus’ white rabbit,”- said
Toddy, evidently much perplexed.
*Loock here, if you're going home
to-morrow, old man, you can mention
it to him, will you?"”

Lovell nodded heavily, and moved

receive this blow with commendable ]

on. Teddy did not detain him any
longer. Now that certainty had been
reached ou the important subject of

the tip that had not been left, Lovell
minor was not yearning for his
brother's company.

* Nothin’ wrong, I hope, Lovell?”
said  Mornington, eyeing  Arthar
Edward as the fag scuttled away,

* Eh—nobody il if that’s what you
mean, Morny.”

* You're really leavin’ Rockwood?”

“Yost

“Isn’t it vather sudden?”

“Yes, it does seem so, rather,’
assented Lovell, with an elaborate
atiemnpt at carelessness of manner.
“The fact is, the pater’s going to put

to_let the fellows sce——

LN

“My hat " said Momington. |
He nodded, and %walked awam dis-
cerning that Lovell was labgyring
under some emotion he was trysmg ta
suppress, and that the poor fellow
wanted to be left with his chums.
Lovell’s face was twitching. ..

“Thera is something wrong,
Jiramy Silver quietly. * Come hp to
the study, old chap,” Can you tefl us
what's happened?”

Lovell groaned.

“Nes; but it's & secret. Tt's not to
be talked about, for Teddy's sske,
We're ruined, that's ail!”

“Lovell 1

“Let's
tored Lov

ef info the study!” mur-
“ don’t want to—
"

His vaico faitered.

“ Come on, old fellow ! sgid Jimmy
Silver softly. d

He slipped his arm through
Lovell’s, and Raby and Newecome fol-
lowed them, in almost stunned silence,
into the School House. Not a word
was spoken further till the door of
the end study had closed upon the
chums of the Fourth, d

THE END. r

a whirl, He wag tired with o' long | his voice rising in shrill surprise and | know,” faiterod Lovell. me in an—an offce—old friend of his | , (4 ""t':"”: R”"’f]f‘”_"‘l 1"";".'11”‘;‘{”4!5
walk, and in the deepest of low | indignation. “Did he hand you *“8o you're leaving, aro you?!” said | in the City, you know. Nothing like | | Parted Chume ! in weat Monduey's
apirits. ohe" Lovell ~ minor, who appeared to ' sturting young, you know.' issue, Be sure you rcad itl)
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AN EXCEEDINGLY FUNNY TALE OF THE CHUMS
OF THE BACKWOODS SCHOOL!

HUBKY
‘l'oDGERS

MARTIN

A Grand Tale of

Frank Richards & Co.

of Cedar Creek.
. By .

CLIFFORD.

The 1st Chapter.
High Art !

volce was  very
Elmln and dec qui
‘But, ma'am——" urged Chunky

t~
“Youmay go, Todgors.”
Bui Joe Tadgers, of Cedar Creck,
bl not go; he wasn't prepared to To
Yet.

ards & Cu., who were in
d wed round as the
vOleos prowe from the porch of
the lwaber schoolhause.

Miss Mondows, gener:

onu of
stocd  his

by the tart
But Chunky

ground.

“You see, ma'am—" ho recom-

nk you

thip are an utterly absurd
|oum’

said Miss Moadows
“T shall cortuinly mal, wive
permission for anything of tho
The Jrequest s foulish and
impertinent.”
“Bu W

Miss Meadows turned back into the
aalhpiise, loaving unlc_y stand-
undecided, in the t
ho fat youth >~mmcd ned to
fpllow the m!,onl.mhtruh and repeat
is request, whatever it was; but
Lawless -took him by a piump arm
and led him out into the playground.
“Let up, old man!” said Bob
Jmﬂﬁuu[h
“Look here——
“When Miss Meadows speaks like
that it's time to draw in vour horns,
vou f:L duffer!”  satd  Frank
ds.

Yes, but——"

“ Come away, Chunky
Beatclare, with a smila.
get eaned  if  you
Meadows again,”

Chunkty Todgers gave an expre
grunt. His {m face was very pes
and diseantented.

“Ips simply rotlen!” he said, as
he allowed the Co. to draw him away
from the parch.

“ But what's
¥rank Richards.
been asking Miss Meado

“Qnly to let me off lossons this

“Oply!” ejaculated Frank.

" That's ail!”

“Well, if that’s all, T wonder \\hg
Miss Meadows was rusiy'" enid Bo
Lawless, in a tone of deep sarcasm.

“TH) otien  all round,” said
(“hun& Todgers, in deep discontent.

‘1 usked popper to send o note to
Miss \Iendowa to excuse me this
week, and lw—hz‘-—'”‘g

! said Vere
“You wi
bother M

h

the trouble?
A at

inquired
ave you

a0

He just

*He, didn't say a _y(hmg.
confessod

reached for the cow-hide,
Chunky Tm]m T3,

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ips all very w\cl] for you galoots
to cackle " said Todgers resentfully.
“T've situply no time for lessons this

week. . .Popper don't understand, of
he never does understand me.
o the chap in the novel I got
from” Gunten’s Circulating Library
—misanderstopd al home,
by commoenplace relations,
who don’f see that I'm a genius. 1
enll it hard lines!”

The Co, yelled. Chunky Todgers
in the rele” of misunderstood genius
.:upm]ml to their senso of humour.

you ecan cackle!”™ snapped
Todger
“We wili! Ha, ha!”
“It's simply rotten! You know
I've taken the hi[: room at Chu

C'hung’s laundry in Thompson, to use
as a studio. Only 2 dollar o
week—""

“Cheap, if you've gét the dollar,”
said- Bob,

“the

“Well, the rent's runn g a Dit
That can't be helped. 1 shall pay
( Lh uig o full when [ sell a

how's an ariist (o get to work

when lnf s rounded up ab school vvery

1 Chunky Todgers in

) explained 1o Miss

Meadows, an o don't seo the point;

Wwomen  nev m) understand, y

kiow, 1 Just asked for a week a

fmm school, to attond to my art—"
t! Oh crumbs!™

" snid  Chunky  firmly,

she's refused. W by, Chu

Chung may come down on me for the

rent, and i we oub before [ gey

i m.mlwp; atnted, af this rato. o

KUUss t's vory likely,®

“Of course, I'm 1ot going to stand

* said Chunky. comes {i

§ -}3<ut and art is long,

Llfo

know

you

did you get that from?”
grinned Baob,

vy ! s

Tadeers
he

rolled away 1n

chums chuckled

disdaintully, an
dudgeon.
he Cedar
merrily.
Chunky was an imaginative youth,
and he could always bo depended
upon to model himscli o the hero of
lutest movel  he borrowed from
Gunten’s culating Library.
Unhappily, the latest hero had
bean a misunderstood rter, who
reached fame and fortune afier many
trials; which was the explanation of
Chunky’s lm\m;\' sed that he
in sober truth, a painter of wonderful
abilities, only waiting for a chance to
show his genius,
Having  succeeded
Frank Richards fo 3
andb colours, and having :mrmuml a
dollar io pay the first week’s rent of
studio,” "the backwoods artist
ready to begin on a distinguished

Creek

in

cor. It was a drawback. being a
dweller in a sparsely-sottled seetion of
British Columbia; but Chunky was

prepared to overcome all difficulties
by the force of his genius. It

was
nother drawback that he did not
know how to paint; but that was

really a matter of little mnmcnf., as
it happened. For Chunky's latest
kero had been an advanced Impres-
sionist painter, and to become an
advanced Impressionist it really was
not necessary to know how to paint,
In the drawing lessons at school
Chunky had never distinguished him-
self ; but then, impressionism was un-
known at Cedar Creek.

The real difficulty was that Chunky
was expected to turn up al school
morning and afternoon, excepting on
SBaturdays; and on Saturdays there
was generally something to do on the
Todgers' homestead.

Even Michelangelo  could not
have made his name if ho had been
allowed no time to lay colour on

canvas; it was, indeed, fortunate for
that great man that lu- had not been’
the

born in B:m-b Columbia in
twentirth century, and sent to Ces
Creek School. ven equal chanc
Chunky Todgers was quite prepared
to Dbeat Michelangelo at his own
game. But a misunderstanding
father, and an ympathetic school-
mistress stoed in the way.

As for the merriment of his school-
fellows on the subject, Chunky did not
mind that; it was quite a common
thing for o youthful genius to be
derided by the common herd. Chunky
reclised that he could not hope, in
that vespect, to escape the fate of
other geniuses.

Frank Richards & Co. smiled when
they met Chunky at dinner. The fat
brow of the backwoods artist was
mood Over his moody brow
strayed a locse curl—a careless sort of
artistic curl, which cost Chunky

Todgers no end of troublo ¢
in order; bhis hair natural
about as curly as a candle,

Chunky met the smiling glances of
the chums, and frowned. There was
an expression of determined  reso-
lution his fat face when he left

{ & Co. looked for
him a little later in the playground,
but did uot find him.

They made the discovery thut his
fat little pony w 1 g from the
corral, .

And when the schaol-bell rang, and
the Cedar Creek fellows came inta the
school-room, Chunky Todgers was not
among them.

“hunky's late,” Frank remarked,
2s they sat dowu at their pinewood
rlms\

emarked Bunker
from Chicago.
Thompson a

T inasshe has o

him riding fo
rler of an hour ago.
\\ln«tl ol se th

i
“1 saw
qu

H‘mn ‘mn \m

And

Meadows came into the school-room.

ben there was silence as Miss

The 2nd Chapter.
A Qeniug in Trouble.
\T|~< Meadows notired the absence
i Joseph lhrlgmt at once,
Probably unky’s extraordinary

The two schoolboys came out into
the pluyground in  great spiri
They were feeling quite grateful to
the “amateur artist of Cede &3
at that moment. A ride througlh the
scented pine-woods was ever so much
mwore agreeable th L.\.‘(‘{.‘Uﬂ]’ih\ and
grammar in the it

.[ &

horses
pikty's ot & gl turn. But
o thumping asses-

O thic. howling Tafars i
5

fal
“Of
chuckled Iy

“Ha, ha, he

In great good humour,
led out their horses a
rode awuy to Thon

Main  8tr

Th ame into
'l'hmnp.«)n. with a merry dlatt
1wofs, and stopped at Chu ¢
lanidr

There was no d
Todgers wes there,

ny was hitched to a post near the
gate.

unk and Bob dismounted and

tethes rcd their hor: entered the

yard, where an imme wmount, of
washing was hung out {o dry.

know their ¢ to Chunky

i\ room, which they  had
before. A woaden

led up to a
ou which the
There was one windo
the room, not very 1 [ml it
the nerth light, whiclk was wha

painter wanted.  Chunky knew

qi]

t—to m- excused from lessons

the thump are you doing,
¢ said Dol Lawless. “ Paint
sheap to pile it on-like that.”
simffed. L
come for you, Chunky,”
said Fray k. a08 &
“0 |m funny !
ws lus sent us to take

Lo come,
Awin

old scout,”™
¥ sorry to inter-
bt after all

Are you

off I"  maid
on can look
i 1un like, before you
and act as

paint,

limn

about ¥ asked

it's a battle?”

that  mu
suppose those
y |s.|l|~n wrnm
is the Battle of
t eined  Chunky.
“Prve decicd with an his-
tulnni s ragged-look-

“mp ure the those

al guite historical ¥ asked

Frank
“Well, it's near Tt dossn’t
seom to be ot o actually
won that battl rs. “Of
an his ¢ must be
from the patriotic point of

-lbmxl north lights since he had resd

*What is this?" usked Bob, point-

=t
=

THE MASTERPIECE THAT WAS

em
of a large brush and a can of green paint, painted but the plcturo.

| The pioture was disclosad.
= truth flashed upen th;

_Tha boya stared. The hideous
me miscreant had, with the aid

for the week—was fresh in her mind.
There was a gleam in her eye as she
glm( ed aver the class.
“Todgers is not present ! Richards,
do you know where ’lodger- is?"
“Ahem ! N-n-not exact]
“Do_you know, Lawl )
“I—1I couldn’t be sure, mn’am,'
“Very well!”
Lessons began, and the first lesson
ended without Joe Todgers putting
in an appearance. It was clear by
that time that Todgers was not
merely late; he was playing truant.
Thut was & matter upou which Miss
Lthd Meadaws had very severe ideas.

ma. am.

you can guess

Todgers is xf you do not know.

Frank hesitated.

“Has he gone to the town to carry

out the foolish scheme he meniioned

to me this morning 7 exclaimed Miss

Meadows.

“I—I syppose so, ma' m

*“1 have no doubt of it!" Emd the

Canadian school-mistress, frowning.

“Richards, you and Lawless will go
once ia Thompson, and bring

hero. You know the place 2"

where

"T]:(‘n gn and lose no
tim
“Very well, ma’am.”
Frank Richards and Bob Lawloss

left their places at once and quitted

at once,

the school-room, followed by  seme
envious glances from the other
fellows,

“Paul the Painter,” his latest
romance from Gunten's,

The door was open, an\l the chums
of Cedar Creek looked in. ky
Todgers was there, busily at wor

Jpon a rather mugh]v constructed
pinewcod easel, of Chunky’s own
make, was his canvas, and Chunl
stood before the canvas with palette
and brush,

There was plenty of colour on the
canvas, and plenty on Chunky's
hands, and not a little on his face.

The schoolboys syppressed their
merriment with  diffieulty as they
watched the Cedar Creel: artist, Ap-
parently, Chunky was painting a
battle-piece. Although the picture was
m the Impressionist style, not only

“advanced,” but very advanced in-
deed, the objects depicted therein
bore some remote resemblance to
actual objects. The onlooker could
see that z[m picture was supposed to
represent a baitle—the huge blobs of
red could only be meant for red coats,
and the terrific smudges of black
were some sort of a representation of
eannon-smoke, Chunky was so -deep
in his artistic labours that he did not
observe the onlockers outside, and
was nol aware of their presence till
Frank Richards & Co. could restrain
their merriment no longer, and burst
into a roar.

Then the painter started and spun
round.

“Hallo! What the thump are you
galoots doing here 1" he ejaculated.

ire.
That's a machine-gun.”
“Oh, gum! But there m'rcn’l any
guns then !”

it will do for an ordinary
satd Todgers, who was evi-
dently more impressionist than the
!lllph‘sslor‘ﬁls themselves, and was,
indeed, anticipitating more modern
developments of art.” *1f vew chaps
like to stay as models I'll put you
in as British officers, I'm going to
get H to come as 3 model for the
other side. 1 wani seme lantern-
jawed faces—-""

*‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Beb. “ You'd
better tell Hnnk that.”

'm going to,” smd Chunky inno-
cently. “I'll get him here on Satur-
day. It's a compliment to him to
put bim in a picture that will be
bung at the Tixhibition in Montreal,
I'm going to ask you fellows to stand
by me, and lend me some money to
pay for the packin an:| carriage. It
\\1. come to a ti lictle sum, you
know, from this ujbtanu' 1 qlmll pay
you when the picture’s sold.”

ing to a dauh in the lmddln of tha
I

“1 think I'll keep my dollars in m
trousers’ pocket,” remarked
Lawless. “ Are you ready?”

“Rranly for you as a model ?"
‘\‘lo, ready to come back to

“T'm not coming!

“But Miss Meadows:

“You can tell Miss Mnudm\u to
and chop chips!” ‘rihotlcd ("\uugy
Todgers independently,  “T
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gomg to muck np my artistic career
at the very beginning to please Miss
Mesdows. . Tell her so!

1 guess I'm likely to give her that
messago !’ grinned Bob  Lawless.
“Come on, Chunky! We're bound
to take you back! i
. "1 tell you I'm not coming!”
roared Chunky Todgers.

“And T tell you you arc, old scout!
Kim on!”
*Leggo 1"
"'laLxs h\\ other arm, Franky.”
you—you

“You bet1”
you E;g
hcmlc-d unky

“ Leggo,
Phil ‘fl?@
gers. “ You've made me daub erim-
son lake on the Americun general's
left eyo!™
* Never mind.
seciyg red at the um.«
*8a it's quite in or der.”
“You slly jay !’
“This way, ﬂ)uu.k_', £
“Dan't 1 keep on Lcllqw, vou that T
won't come ! shricked Todgers.
“Keep on as long as you like, old
gcout; you're comir
And tho encaged artist did come,
He was walked out of the “sindio,”
and down the steps, and away to his
ny, and bundled on the pony’s back
iko w 8 3 at.  Bob Lawless
took the ||ius d the pony was led
away up Strect.  Chunky
Todgc=:s ubhtmj himself in the :addlo
0

l"mhuh]y he was
said Bob,

ou—you—you rotters!” le
splut.tu-r(d
* All for your own goad, dear boy,”

Frank Richards, laughing,
ow'll get whacked now; but you'd
| aw ful whacking to-morrow if
n't turn up at all this after-

“'[ dan't carel

PPut it on,” sai
ho chums broke into a gallop on
All the way to Cedar Creck
Chnuky Todgess was telling them, in
o very loud voice, what he thought of
thani—-and what he thought was ex-
tremely unecomplimentary.  But the
hums emly chortled in response, and
they ved at Cedar Creek school
\mh their priseuer.

S jolly well tr.l Miss Meadows
what 1 thivk of this!"” gasped (‘hnnky

e Jwulod off l... pony., Tl
wor know thet ['m not standin
any of hor okl You wait till 1 upnﬂ-g
to her 1"

But when Chunky Todgers stood in
the presence of Miss Meadows that
high resolve seemed to have wmushod
from his fat mind.

Ho took two swishes with the r.zmg
without & murmur, and went to his
place like a lamb,

If this occups again, Todgers,”
Miss Meadows severely,
municate with your father, and re-
quest him to punish you in en
adequate mauuner,”

Chunky lo-l;.ﬂs -in spite of the in.
terruption to the flow of his geniug—
wag a5 good ns gold for the remainder
of the afternocon, and it wus pretty
certain that his Mupmio would nat

appen again.  For he thought of the
family eowhide at the Todgers’ homie-
stead—an instrument  with  which
Todgers senior was remarkably hefty,
e reflected bitterly that  Michel-
angclo and Tintoretio and Raphacl
been ored in their
1:d he felt it was
hard lines. realised, all thy
same, that he had better not lot Mi.
Meadows make the threatened com-
munication to \-Ix Todgc‘!‘s

said
*“1 shall com-

The 3rd Chapter,
B. H. Honk is Wrathy.
"Hunlc b

you to-morrow—Satur-

cn\:nT\y Tedgers addressed the chum
from Chicago, as Cedar Creck came
out after lessons on Friday.

Bunker II, Ienk paused inquic-

What's on for to-morrow?” he
aske “T'll come for a ride, I guess,
ek me a hoss.”
witit you as my
niodel, you know.”

There was Lhmkfr- from Frank
Richards & Co. and from = dozen
,other fellows, who had heurd Chunky's
remark. DIrank had wondered how
long it would be before Todgers
realised that he was playing the goat,
and gave it up.  Evidently Chunky
had not r d it yet.

Honk grinned, but he did not seem
displeased. It was rather a compli-
ment to be ashed to sit as a model,
even by an artist of Chunky’s calibre,

“Waal, perhaps I won't mind,”
drawlod Flonk, © What are you offer.
ing me for doing it?"”

T
model- —.mm

fNothing ! answered ’ludgcru
warmly. “Only the honour.”

“T guess that cuts no ice with me,”
said B. IL Honk. “gtill, 1 may
happen around to-morrow.  What's
the subject, though? Painting

Apollo, or anything of that sort?”

“I guess if I was painting Apollo
Idd wurk from my own photograph
an

“Ha, ha, ba!”
“I'm painting the battle of
Bunker Hill,” pursued Chunky. “1

want you as a umdcl for the rebel
ger.em‘l

“I guess I'm your antelope,” said
Bunker H. Honﬂ once. "1 was
named after the b:m,ic of Bunker 11ill,
and I'm your mutten, with the wool
on, I hopo vou'll make it something
like me.

*Leave that to me,” said Chunky
reassuringly. “It’s lucky your having
come to Cedar Creek, Honl, in time
10 bo my model, There isn't auother
fellow here would do, not one. You
sce, 1 want to catch a roal lantern-jaw
effect "

SR

“ A bony, stingy, lantern-jaw sort of
fuce is what 1 want,”” Chunky went on
tc mplam cheerfully.  “¥You'll do

“‘Ha, ha, ha 1"

“You're the very thing, down o
the ground,” said Chunky, apparently
wnaware of the deadly glave Bunkor
Hill Honk was fi m;u'mn]um ‘Coma
aEtmg about two in the afternoon——"
fou silly, pesky mugwump!”
roared Bunker Honk.

Ok i

Y Yon slabsided \'l o
“What are yeu driving at? Don’t
you want to sit as my mnduL for the
dof_mlvd general, you ass?”
“Defeated ! yelled 1lonk. Sl ¢
guess that gineral wasn't defeated.
That gineral was victorious, sir !
“Oh, don’s be funnv ”

ntmns are & bit out,
* grinned Bob Lawless.
on-——->="
you're cut in your reckon-
ings"' said Fuank Richards.

*“Ifn, ha, ba!”

1 guess if you're painting any sich
picture, you'll get a sockdolager right
on vour caboza,” said Bunker Ionk,
aha!.\ng a hom fist at Chunk
Todgers. “I guess I’ Il mop you up,
| sir, and make such littlo shavings of

fou that you'll be blown away. You
Lear me remark 77

T
“And

ok here! Are you going to be

my  model?” dnmnnde& Todgers
tostily. .

“Nope! And I guess that if you

L jrsay that giseral wes defeated, sir, Ll

wipe #p the pla:,ground with you,
hyer and now !

“I'll say it, 1f you like !" said Dob
Lawless promptily.

“1=1 guess—"

“And T'm_waiting to be mopped
up,” said the Canadian schoolboy
cheerily.

I guess my popper will be expect-
ing mo home,” remarked Bunker IT.
Honk, “I'm wasting time talking to
you jays.”

And the youth from Chicago started
for the gates, wisely deciding that he
would not mop up the playground
with Bob Lawless, who was a much

more  formidable antagonist than
Chunky Todgers.

“Well, I eall that rotten!” said
Chunky, in disgust. “The only face

in the sehool that wauld do! 1 shall
have to mu.kn you do, Eben Hacke.
After all, you've got a chivvy like a
hatchet—— Yarooooh 17

Fben Hacke's heavy hand smote
Chunky on top of his hat, crushing it
down on his round hoead, Hacka
walked away withont even troubling
to make a remark, leaving Chunky to
extricate himsell from his crushed
Btetson.

“Ow! Oh! Where's that rotter?”

asped Chunky, when his head way
g'm at last,

“@Gone " chuckled Bob.

“QOw! T'd have smashed him up if
he hadn’t vamoosed - the ranch!"
gasped Chunky.

“Tle’s only as far as the corral
8hail T call bim back *”

“Oh, never mind the rotter!” said
'lodl,elahamlv. “T gay, Bob, will you
ecomo aloug and be iy model “to-
morrow !

“Iave T got lantern-jaws?” de-
manded Bob,

“Nunno! But—

“Wo sghall be late home at this
rate,” said Frank Richards, laughing.
“ (rood-bye, Lhunk’v

“But, I say—'

“Bow-wow 17

The chums of Cedar Creek rode
homeward, leaving the backwoods
artist still to seek a model.

They did not see Chunky Todgers
aganin till they came to school on
Monday.

Then they found him labouring
under a grievance. Even on Saturday
he had not_had much time to put into
his great’ picture. Todgers senior had
wanted him to saw logs all the morn-
ing, and Mrs. Todgers had wanted
him for shopping in the afterncon.

Only a couple of hours had boen put in
at the studio.

“ Jevver hear of a genius, trying to |

bring credit on his country, being
treated in this way?" asked Chm:\ky
pathetically. **The first great painter

at  Canada has  produced, you
know.™

“ Hard checse 17 said Frank
Richards.  “But  your  picture
oughtn’t to take Jong lo paint—the
way you paint it.”

“Well, I'm gett

ig on pretiy fast,
in apuo of difficulties,’

confessed

Chunky. “I never really know 1
could "handlo the brush so earily.
I've already got over a hundred

figures on l.hB canvas. The trouble
is, the paint is going. You wsce, L
wasn't able to order so many tubes
of colour as I really nceded, owing
10 not having eny money. You paid
Im thL last lot, ke y '’

Franky always was a bit of a

jay ! commented Bob Lawless

“I1 suppose you wouldn't mind
standing the cush for another lot,
}.‘rum\'”

“Your supposer is out of order,
then 1™ answered  Frank !{m:ald:.
1 should mind very much.’

E"I‘ii .Eettlu when  the picture's
50

“ Bow-wow |
“You see, I've quite run cut of all
my reds, owing to the soldiers’ coats
being red,” cxplained Chunky. *1I
euppoau I ean make ths enemy all

'his isn't a joking mutn. . It's

a bit scrions for an artist to be handi-
capped by lnck of colour,” said
Chunky  reproachfully. 1 shall

have just abol® cnough to finish the
picture, 1 guess. That's cgn
using upall the colours, anyhow.
Some of@t had to be scraped off,
beoause I hadn't got it mixed right.
I really ought to employ a boy to mix
my colours. But [ supposc you
\\nuldnt lend moe the mcncy—"
uile nglt I'ns time,’

{a, ha, ha !
“Pvd spnlu\n to \Ir‘ Penroso niml.:.
it,” said Chunky. “He's going to
Zive me o notice i iho "llnulnpmu

Press.

“That's jelly good of him.”

“It's got to be. pmd for at adver-
tisement rates—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“I'm Edependtae * Fou o]\a.ps to
lend me a few dbliarg for that, About
the new colour I want, Frank—"

“ Hallo, there's the imﬂ "

“I suy, Frank Richard:

But Frank Richas wl!‘ doif. -

The Mh chnpur.
The Privets View.

During the following week or two
the Cedar Creck artist was asked
many smiling questions about the
progress of his masterpiece.

All the Dbackwoods school took
Chunky's carcer as an artist as a huge
joke—the joke of the season, in fact,

Chuuky ™ Todgers was the only
fellow who tool it seriously; but he
took it serionsly cnough to make up
for all the rest.

There seemed to be many doubt-
ing Thomases at Cpdar Creek. No-
body believed that Joseph Todgers
would ever bocome famous es the
Thompson Valley Tintoretto or the
Backwoods Baiticelli. Thase glorious
visions were Chunky’s own.

Chunky did not venture to play
truant agiin, but the masterpicce, as
he informed his school fellows, was
going on rapidly.

Chunky kound that he painted with
astonishing facility.

igh art fairly fowed from
brush, almagt of its own volition,
the great histarival canvas grew and
grew, every day bearing less re-
semblance {o anything on the earth,
ar above the eurth, or in the waters
under the carth.

Fellows who dropped in at the

“studio 7 to see how it was getting
on declared that Chunky could have
achieved a similar result by squeezing
out gll his tubes of colour on the
canvag, and then sitling on it.

Such  eriticism  the Cedar
nrtist dospised.

He explained to the critics that
théy knew nothing aboul high art,
which was doubtless true, though cer-
tainly they knew as much on that
nbglruw subject as Joseph Todgers

his
aud

Creek

The anly fellow who did not take
Chunky quite  humorously was
Bunker H. Honk. That youth was
exeoedingly annoyed by the subject
of the picture. Having been named
himself after the Battle of Bunker
Hill, Honk took it as o ope rwonnl
affront for that unhappy “serap " lo
be represented ns a British victory.

Ilis remarks to Chunky on the sub-
ject wore “frequent and painful and
ree. And Honk, showing himself
so sensitive on the subjcet, laid him-

They |

by |

salf open to leg-pulling from the
other  feliows—an amusement in
ui:u h  they indulged themscives
freely—which added to B. H. Honk’s

irritation.

One Saturday Honk came with
some of the other follows to
view the terrific smudge which
Chunky fondly regarded as a master-
piece; and he had to be foreibly re-
strained from zmudgmg it with s rag,
though if he had done so it woulli
not have detracted much [rom its
value as a work of art.

Bunker Honk’s resentment amused
the Cedar Creck fellows almost ' as
much as Chunky’s artistic career.
I'he day came at last when the great
work was mrnplctud, and (Jhun}(yf
still with “Paul the Painier in
his mind—invited his N‘lmoifollmw to
nhu: he termed a “private, view.
wlternoon, three,”

ot
to a crowd of Cedar

“ Saturday
said Chunky
Creek
Mr.

fellows. **All arc weleome.
Penrose  will be there. Ile's
w do an article on the sub-
The Genins of the Back-
nd that sort of thing, you
ling attention to the fact
thet the first great painter produced
by Canade dawns upon the wor]d
from the Golden West, matuhd of the
cifete Kast, you know.”

AL advertisement
led Fronk Richards.

I, yes; but he's pgreed to
make a reduction. I'm to have a
column article for three doilars, You
an Ium[ e i dollur each—-"

|

rates

'll come to the view,
snid Chunky, poss 1h!\
thinking it would be casier to extract
the required dollers from guests in
E mlm “There will be refresh-
ts:
“Good! We'll come!”

Quite a crowd of the Cedar Creek
fellows agreed to come to the private

view when they heard that there
would be refroshments They wore
not aware that the relreshments do-

{ pended upan the arlist being able to
borrow the necessury cash from his
guests,
[ ..Un l'ml A hool,
. oo uner
flonk llad 1o (hnnk_y as he was
]e'mng Cedar Creek.
‘Private view to-morrow,
“Correct! You can come,
bebave yourself.”
“1 guess you can count me ocut,”
UL Honk disdain-
say, any paint left

nfter Bunker

eh?"
if you

n.ml.u

Nope; 1 used up the last bit in
giving  the: picture the finishing
touches.  What the thump do you
want to know for?"”

' Bunker H. IHonk walked away
|

without replying to that question.
But he murmured to himself as he

and I

it at Gunten's

went:

|~ “Fifty
guess 1
Store!”
' Which was rather a mysterious

cenls wiil cover it,
cun  get

mark, and would have made
unky very curious if ha had heard
Howaever, he did not hear it.

Saturday dawned upon the Thomp-
son Valley, and quite carly in the
ufternoon tho visitors began to arrive
at Chu Chung's laundry for the
private view. Frank Richards & Co.
were the first to arrive, and they
hitched their horsos outside and
went in. Chunky Todgers was uot
yel on the spot, and the chums waited
at the fnm. of the steps that led up
to the “studio.” The door nbove
was on the latch, and, to their sui-
prise, Bunker Il. Ilonk came out of
the studio and ran down the steps.
Ho started as he saw the three.

“Hallo! You've come, after all,”
said Frank, with a smile

Honk reddened.

“1--T guess I jest dropped in,’
said. “T ain’t staying.
are early.’

“We've come early to avoid the
erush,” said Frank, laughing.

Bunker I Honk walked away, and
every few minutes some more of the
privato viewers arrived. A dozen
fellows were scon gathered round the
steps, waiting for Chunky Todgers.
That fat and artistic youth arrived at
last, puffing and blowing.

“Ioppe\ made me stop to split
logs,” he said. “That's the kind of
thing I have to utruggtn n.g.uinnt'
Nice—for an artist, ain’t i7"

“ Awful—for an artist!" chuckled
Bob Lawless.

““Penrose isn't here yet? You
fellows can come in; but T won't un-
veil tlm picture till the editor's
present.”

(,Imni\y was evidently doing the
thing in al.\iv.—nqmtu in the style of
“Paul the Dainter,” in fact.

He ushered his guests inte the
“studio * with great empressment of
manner.

The great picture was covered by a
sheet of muslin, which Chunky was to

it.

' he
You fellows

draw aside at the dramatic moment .

when the maaterpiece was to Be dis-
played to a crowd of wondering and
w htflaa the mfrolhmen}.l}" in-
quired Tom Lawrence.
“The—the refreshments 7"
memd Chunky n
“Yep; where are they?': several
\'mr.\es demanded warmly.
—I1 say, Franky, 1—T was de-
pending on you fellows for that——-"
*You can go on dependmx‘ then [V
remarked Bob Lawless.

stam-

“Hallo! Here's Mr. Peonrose!"”
Lhuuk} was glad of the inter-
ruption ; some of his guests were

showing signs of excitement. One
wight almest have suspscted that they
were more interested in tho refresi-
ments than in the masterpiece !

Mr. Penrose came bustling in,
rather late. e had stopped on the
wuy nt the Occidental for'n visit to
the bar-room,” and he came in with
a luther glazed eye and a rich com-

We'to all here now,” said Chunky
Tudgers, approaching the picture and
taking hold of the muslin curtain,

“AR!" eaid Mr. Penr in his
rich and rolling voice. * Let us seo
this musterpiece—this voice from the
wilderness —the voice of Arl erying
from_the bnunllcss wilds! Ah!”

* Go it, Chunky !

(Iaunk\ paused a moment dramatie-
ally. Then, with a sweep of his #at
hand, he drew the eurtain aside, 5.7

The masterpicee was discloseds

The schoolbuys s(uawl

It was an

i sight. " For the
canvas on which (! mu’u Todgers hud
depicted more or  less—a  torrific
dUaiEily, ith as iy ooy 14

lowed of old in Joseph's celebrated
mu. now presonted to the view one
mibroken sheet of dark green—the
kindd of green ll at waa used to paink
frnees Thompson |

Posn it wns us artistio as the
picture hed been—but Lcrtnin}‘y it was
uot the same,

The visiters stared.
dropped.

For a moment or two he could not
believe his eyes.

i,lmnl.; s jaw

But the hideous trath was only too
Cewu e nwos aniv ton
Sowie miscreant, with o largo
leund o con of green puut hd
painted out the picturs !

* Why—what-—" epuululcd Mr,
Penrosa.

The editor of the *Tlompson
Press " had not, perhaps, expgrted
work of art. Ho was jﬂrf‘par‘cd 1o
write an article—at advertisement
rates—in commendation of it, what-
aver it was like. But mu!enth, no
article could be written in commend-
ation of this!

“Great gnphcra"' velled Bob Law-
Jess. * What—

Chunky l_oﬁgrr« gave a wild howl,
““It's painted out! Homebody's
been  here and  painted out my
picture [

“Ionk I welled Bob.  “Jhat's
what Honk was daing here!. Ie's
painted out the British wcturj’ i

‘Ila, ha, ha!l N
The studio rang with laughter.
(‘hunk\ did not laugh. 5
‘Pop-painted out!” he stuttered.
“Monk—the villain—the scallywag ¥
he ful nnx-ml‘ I'll sealp him ! I

“om: fﬂ-\ed the hapless artist,
He doubled his fat fists and Tushed
from the studio in scarch of” Bunker
IHonk and ve: ngeance,

The private view was left’ Ap diss
solve. It dissolved-—with roors -of
laughter that brought Chu- Chung’s
laundrymen awey from their wash-
tubs to see what the matter wag,

S0 dnacri :hn amlut:ms cateer of
the Cedor Creek artist.

Even Chunky Todgers conldn's
think of sending that canvas, tp the
exhibition at Montreal. .

And he couldn't paint another,
because all his materials had. beon
used up in pointing’ that vanished
maﬁtﬂrpwu-

It was in vain {hat he urged Frank
Richards to “stand. him ” another
forty dollars. In he urged him
to stand twenty. unik Richards had
expended more than he could afford
in getting Chunky out of a scraj
when le had ordered neterals E:
could not pay for. Ile was nat
likely to repeat the experience—for
the sake of producing such works of
art’ as Chunky's battle pieces.  Io
turned o deaf ear, regardiess of the
fact that the career of the Thompson
Valley Tintoretto, iho “uf‘k\\c)adu
Botticelli, was nipped in the bud

l'on,nn;\teM Churiky's next nmui
from the mr:culatmz library drove
“Paul the Painter ** from his facile
mind, and after a peried of mourning
the Cedar Creek artist forgot hl!
vanished masterpiece.

THE END.
(dnother tele of Fronk Richards

Co. in next Monday's issue. )
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