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would be.
be faced !

TO BE OR NOT TO BE-—-A HERO!
Chunky Todgers makes the unpleasant discovery that the price of his ** kevoism '’ is far more than e expected it
Too late he regrets having made that astounding rescue —now the consequences of his folly have to

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mr. Bowers Makes a Morning Call !

“ ORNING, gents!”
Mr, William  Bowers, of
Thompson, greeted Frank

Richards & Co. very affably, as
they rode up to the school gates in the
sunny summer morning.

The three chums drew rein, regarding the
dusty “pilgrim ” rather curiously.

Mr. Bowers was leaning against the gate-
post when they came in sight. He detached
himself from the post and touched his rag
of a hat in salute, and then backed to the
post again. Mr. Bowers generally was lean-
ing up against something. As a rule, it
was the post outside the Red Dog saloon
in Thompson town. For reasons best known
to himself, the dusty tramp was honouring
Cedar Creek School with his presence that
sunny lllOl'llillL’,.

He was chewing tobacco, occasionally
cjecting a brown stream of juice, which had
marked the ground round him in a eircle.
Mr. Bowers was not exactly a pleasant
object to behold, In the bright sunshine he
looked even more frowsy and untidy than
usual. .

“Nice
Bowers.

“The morning’s nice enough,” answered
Bob Lawless curtly.

“This hyer reminds me of my young days,”
confided Mr. Bowers, with a nod towards
the lumber schoolhouse, and the boys and
girls in the playground. “Happy—happy
times!”

“What are you doing here?” asked Vere
Beauclere.

“Waiting for Mister Todgers!” said Dry
Billy cheerfully, “He ain't come along to
gchool yet.”

“And what do you want with
Todgers?” asked Bob. :

“He'll be glad to see me,” explained Mr,
Bowers. “Didn’t that brave young gent—
brave as a lion—jump into the creek to
reskoo me from drowning? Didn't he risk
his life—his precious life—to save me from
going over the rapids? I tell you, gents,
words ¢an’t express how much I admire and
respect that brave young feller.”

“Poes that mean that you're here to get
gome more money out of him?”

Mr. Bowers looked pained,

“QOh, sir!” he murmured.

“Chunky pulled you out of fthe creek

morning, gents!” beamed Mr.

Chunky

“Ie

said Frank Richards.
You seem to
have been sticking him for money on the

yesterday,”
surprised us all by doing it.

strength of it.
Billy Bowers?”

“That young gent,” replied Mr. Bowers,
“is generosity itself. My clothes, sich as
they are, was spiled by going in the water.
Mister Todgers stood me two dollars for it.
Wasn't that generous of him?”

“Here comes Chunky,” murmured
Beauclere,

There was a trotiing on the trail, and
Chunky Todgers came in sight on his fat
little pony, from the direction of Thompson.
Molly and Tom Lawrence were riding with
the fat Chunky.

Chunky "Todgers' fat face did not wear its
usual cheery expression. He seemed in a
doleful mood, and his usually active tongue
was still. He had hardly spoken a word
during the ride to school, much to the sur-
prise of Molly and her brother. Molly was
unusually gracious to Chunky on account of
his gallant deed the previous day; and
graciousness from Molly ought to have trans-
lated the fat youth to the seventh heaven
of delight. But now he was so preoccupied
that he seemed scarcely to notice it.

At sight of the dusty loafer leaning against
the gatepost, Chunky Todgers became first
red, and then quite pale.

A hunted look came over his chubby face,
and he drew rein, and glanced to right
and left, almost as if he were seeking an
avenue of escape. Which was serious, to say
the least, considering that he had saved
Mr. Bowers' life the previous day, and that
the dusty “hobo” was apparently bursting
with affectionate gratitude,

But if Chunky was thinking of eluding the
interview with the grateful Mr. Bowers, the
latter certainly was not. He jerked himself
away from the gatepost, and ran to meet his
fat rescuer, with a beaming face. He took
Chunky’s bridle and held his horse with one
hand, and swept off his ragged hat with
the other.

“Morning, young sir—morning!” he heamed.
“It's a sight for sore eyes to see you ag’in,
Mister Todgers. How are you feeling, sir,
arter what you went through yesterday—
jumping into the raging flood, sir, like a real
hero in a story-book, to reskoo the helpless
and drowning,”

“Oh!" gasped Chunky.

He slid from his fat pony into the trail,
his face dismayed and troubled, Mr. Bowers
regarded him affectionately,

Is that what you call cricket,

Vere

More Adventures of Frank
Richards & Co., The Cheery

Chums of
the School
in the
Backwoods

“Feeling all right

asked.

“Ow! Oh, yes!”

“Not caught any cold, sir, arter what
you did, arter that brave action, sir?”

“Nunno !”

“I guess - glad to hear that,” said Dry
Billy solemnly. “I guess it does me good,
sir, to hear that you ain’t suffered for thauv
very brave action, sir,”

“Are you coming in, Chunky?” called out
Frank Richards.

“Eh? Oh, yes!”

“Well, come on; the bell goes In a few
minutes,”

“I—I've got to go in to school, Bowers,”
faltered Todgers,

Mr. Bowers gave him a look,

“If you can’t spare me a minnte or
two——" he began. There was a peculiar
ring in the loafer's voice that sounded like
a threat.

Chunky seemied to shiver.

“TI—T guess I—I can!” he stammered. “It
—it’s all right, you chaps. You go in, 1'll
come in a minute. It—it’s simply a private
affair. It's all right,  You fellows go in.”

Frank Richards & Co. looked at Chunky,
and at Dry Billy Bowers, and then at one
another. They were perplexed; and they
were uneasy and suspicious. If anything in
the wide world was plain and e¢lear, it was
that Chunky Todgers was afraid of the dusty
loafer; though why he should be afraid of
the man whose life he had saved was a
deep mystery.

“Look here, Chunky—-" began Bob.

“You go in,” gasped Chunky. “Lemme
alone! It's all right, T tell you! Can't you
give a galoot a rest?”

“Oh, all right!” ;

There was nothing more to be said after
that. Frank Richards & Co. led their horses
in at the school gates, leaving Chunky
Todgers alone with the loafer of Thompson.

this morning, sir?” he

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Under His Thumb !

HUNKY TODGERS blinked helplessly
at Dry Billy Bowers as the chums
disappea*”d in at the school gates.
The {a) ' and dismayed Chunky

seemed a great deal ‘ike a hapless bird
*fascinated by the ittering eye of a serpent.

Billy BYWers" _ined quite agreeably.
“Now we'll 7 our little tork!” he re.
marked,
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Bowers snorted.

(See Chapter 4.)

THE HERO OF CEDAR CREEK UNMASKED !
Todgers like this, after he saved your life !’ said Molly Lawrence.
‘* Saved my life, did he ? ”’ he exclaimed.
as if he could save my life 2 Why, he only gave me a dollar to say so ! "’

‘““ How dare you bother
Mr.
“ Does he look

“On!” groaned Chunky. “I—I say, there—
there's nothing to talk about, you know.
N-n-nothing at all.”

“Ain’t there?” said Mr. Bowers signifi-
cantly. “I guess there is. Some! Just a
few! I calculate!”

“We—we settled up yesterday, you know,”
sald Chunky feebly, “I—I gave you the
dolar agreed on——"

“Wot's a dollar?"” o

“And—and I gave you two more——"

“Wot's two dollars?”

“Oh dear!" said Chunky dispiritedly.

“Two dollars—three dollars!” said Mr.
Bowers scornfully. “Lot, 1 guess, for a
galoot to tumble into the water for, and
get hisself drenched. Three dollars! Why,
a job like that is worth fifty dollars, if it’s
worth a Continental red cent.”

“You—you agreed——"

“I may have said, good-natured-like, that
I'd do the job for a dollar,” said Mr. Bowers,
“Well, I did the job. I never gaid nothing
about holding my tongue arterwards, did I?”

“No-no-nunno!”

“Well, then,” sald Dry Billy, in an
aggrieved tone, “do you want me to hold
my tongue, or don't you?”

“Yes,” gasped Chunky.

“If you want me to hold my tongue, are
you going to pay for it, or do you expect
to get it for nothing?” demanded Mr. Bowers
indignantly.

Chunky Todgers only groaned by way of
reply. He seemed incapable of speech.

Mr. Bowers regarded him with sorrowful
indignation,

“T call this hyer ungrateful,” he said, “I
do, reely! Plump I goes into the creek,
Iwith me clothes on, to give you a chance of
pretending to reskoo me and showin’ off to
your* school fellers, You dips into the
water to make your duds wet, lookin’ as if
you'd heen, in the creek arter me. I hollers
for help. Up they comes, and finds us
drenched and drippin’, and me spinnin’ a
yarn that you've reskooed me at the risk
of your precious life. Did I pile it on thick,
or didn’t I? I asks you the question!” '

Another groan from Chunky Todgers.

“I played up, I did, like a real white
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man,” pursued Dry Billy, with iIncreasing
indignation. “I piled it on, and your mates
carried you off shoulder-high, makin' no end
of a fuss of you! You've showed off to
them, and made them believe you've got

heaps of pluck. And you offers me a
dollar!”

“You—you agreed—"

“The question is,” said Mr. Bowers,

‘““whether I'm to keep up this hyer yarn.
{"m pore, and I'm down on my luck! I've
een lookin’ for work for years, and never
found any., But I've got a conscience,
Mister Todgers. And it's heavy on my con-
science tellin® them lies to the galoots—
makin’ out that you reskooed me at the risk
of your life, whep it was all a stunt from
start to finish, I feel bound to tell them
the truth.”

“Oh dear!”

“I s'pose they'd think a bit different of
their pesky hero if I did?” sneered Mr.
Bowers.

Chunky Todgers groaned deeply.

If ever an unhappy spoofer sincerely re-
pented of his spoof, Chunky Todgers did at
that moment. .

It had seemed such an easy, simple
“stunt " at the start. He had completely
convinced Cedar Creek School that he,

Chunky Todgers, was really a hero of the
first water, though a very plump one. He
had basked in the sunshine of general
admiration and praise.

He had enjoyed it—till his next meeting
with Mr. Bowers. Now he was not enjoying
it at all

The utter ridicule that would fall upon
him, and overwhelm him, if the facts about
that rescue came out, made Chunky shudder
to think of it.

Dry . Billy grinned genially as he watched
the varying expressions in the fat school-
boy's face. He congratulated himself on
having “struck " the softest thing in his un-
scrupulous career,

“Well?” he rapped out suddenly.

Groan!

“Don’t you worrit, Mister Todgers,” said
Dry Billy kindly, “I ain’t giving you away.
I'm a good chum, I am—I ain't never gone

back on a galoot. But there's my conscience
—I got a conscience. It goes ag'in the grain
to be keeping up this yarn. {1 guess there's
only one thing to drown a man’s conscience
when it’s troublin’ him, and that’s tangle-
foot. That's why I'm hanging round here to
see you this morning, Mister Todgers.”

There was the clang of the school-bell,

Chunky started.

“I—I've got to go in,” he stammered.

“Let’s get our leetle business over afore
you go in,” said Mr. Bowers. “I'm only
asking you for a loan of five dollars, Mister
Todgers,”

“ Five dollars!” stuttered Chunky.

“That's all!”

“I—1 haven't got five cents.”

“1 guess,” said Mr. Bowers, “that you'd
better get it from somewhere.”

“I—I can’t!”

Mr. Bowers shrugged his shoulders.

“ Then I reckon I don't stifle my conscience
any longer,” he said. “Have your own way,
Mr. Todgers.”

Dry Billy swung round towards the school
gates.

Chunky stared after him, in blank dismay,
for a moment, and then ran after him, and
clutched him by the sleeve.

“Where are you going?” he panted.

“Into the school, o' course!” answered
Mr. Bowers darkly.

“Wha-at for?”

“To get them lies off my conscience, by
makin’' a full confession about that little
stunt, I guess.”

“You—youn villain!” gasped Chunky.

“What!” roared Mr. Bowers, “Calling me
names now, because a galoot has got a
conscience, and wants to own up to the
truth, That finishes it. Not another chirp,
Mister Todgers—I'm going in. I'm dis-
gusted at you, that's wot I am, and T'm
done with you!”

And Mr. Bowers, breathless with indigna-
tion, started for the gates, with long strides.

The alarmed Chunky kept pace with him,
hanging on to his arm, and hopping to keep

up. .

“D-d-don’t!” he gasped. “I-I say, I-I
didn’t mean to call you names, Mr. Bowers!
I take it back!”

“That's enough!”

“You—you're not going to give me away?"
groaned Chunky.

“Don’t you talk to me, Mister Todgers.
I ain’t got nothing more to say to- you!
You’re unscrupulons—that’s what you are!”

“I—~I say—-"

“That’ll do!”

“I—I'll_get you five dollarg!”
Chunky, in terrible alarm, as he hopped
through the gateway, hanging on to the
loafer's arm. “I—I say, I'll find it, some-
how. I-—I will, really.”

“It's too late!” said Mr, Bowers surlily.
“I'm going to tell the truth, and ease my
conscience, That’s wot 'm going to do!”

“Stop!"

“Nary a stop. You let go my arm!”

“T'll find the money!"” moaned Chunky.
“Do stop, Mr. Bowers! I'll bring it out to
you after lessons, I will, really!”

Mr. Bowers condescended to pause at last.
They were in the playgrofhd now; but as
all the Cedar Creck crowd had gone into
the lumber schoolhouse, there was no
witnesses of the peculiar scene. As a matter
of fact, Dry Billy Bowers had not the
remotest intention of carrying out his threat,
and thus killing the goose that he desired to
lay golden eggs for him. He only wanted
to scare Chunky—and in that he had suc-
ceeded perfectly. 2

“How long am T to wait?” he demanded,
as he yielded to Chunky Todgers’ entreaties,
and stopped at last.

“After morning lessons!” gasped Chunky.

“That means hanging about the whole
morning!” grunted Billy Bowers. “And I
guess T'm looking for work this morning,
too! Howsumdever, to oblige you, Mister
Todgers, I don't mind doin’ it; I alWays
was an obliging galoot—it’s my weakness.
I'll be hyer ag'in at half-past twelve—hey?”

“Yes,” moaned Chunky.

“That’'s a cinch, then?” said Mr. Bowers.

He turned back to the gates, and Chunky

panted
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watched him disappear, with a relief too
deep for words.

The dreadful exposure was staved off,
at all events.

But it was only staved off,-as Chunky
realised ; for where on earth was he to raise
five dollars after morning lessons, to satisfy
the extortionate raseal?

Five hundred dollars, or five thousand,
would have been almost as easy for the
impeeunious Chunky to raise, so far as he
could see.

And if. the promise of payment was not
kept, it was certain that Dry Billy—drier
than ever by that time—would be simply
furious.

Chunky Todgers almost tottered into the
schoolhouse.

He was five minutes late for elass, and
Miss Meadows spoke to him very sharply.
But Chunky hardly heard the admonishing
voice of the schoolmistress, He would not
have cared much, just then, if he had heen
caned.

e was thinking of mmueh more . serious
matters—ol the sisa.strous-- indeed, catas.
trophic--result, of his hapless attempt to
pose as a bero in the eyes of Cedar Creek
School.

—_—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poor Old Chunky !
(¢ ODGERS!” ;
The fat boy did not answer Miss
Meadows; he did not even hear
her when she addressed him
a little later.
“Podgers, I was speaking to you, and you
have mnot answered me!" exclaimed the
3 tress severely,
7 1" gasped Chunky.
vou really, Miss Meadows ?”?
" “What is the matter with you this morn-
ing, Todgers?”
“Mum-mum-matter?” ;
* Miss Meadows glanced at him in surprise.
she eould see that there was something
wrong with him, though she had no idea
what it was: and she was very lenient with
hint, and he had little to do, which was a
“Hu‘x{' there was no reat refief tor Cuhunky,
unfegs he could have received the news that
Mr., William Bowers had been suddenly car-
med off by the Red Indians—that, certainly,
would have restored the fat contentment
to Chunky's face, But that was not likely
to happen.
Ag u rule Chunky welcomed the close of
legsons—he bad never been able to see any
wopd in  lessons, excepting the fact that,
“ooner or later, they came to an end. But
on the present oceasion, with Mr. Bowers
waiting for him outside Cedar Creek, he
woult have been glad for class to continue
indefinitely, His fat face was a picture of
worry and woe as he marched out with the
rest o e fellows,
- r'trantk t};‘udf Bob and Vere Beauclerc looked
at him, going into the plne’ground. =
He rolled up to the trio, who met him
His fat face was very

“Were

with curious looks,
red.

“ T gay, you galoots!” he began. “C-¢c-can
vou—c-ean you lend me five dollars?*

“A pound!” excluimed Frank Richards, in
amazement. A

“Yep! C-c-can you?

“\What the thump do you want a pound
for?"”

S0 wang it, yon know!"* :

“Look " murmured Beauclere, with a nod
towards the gates.

In the gateway appeared a dusty form,
surmounted by a rag of a hat. The coppery
face of Dry Billy Bowers looked, into the
playground.

“Is it for Dry Billy that you want five
dollars?” demanded Bob Lawless

“Phe—the fact is—the—the fact—fact, you
know-——"
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“Well, what is the fact?” inquired Frank
Richards.

“The--the fact is—" gasped Chunky.

“Go ahead! That boozy loafer is squeez-
ing morey out of you, and you want to
squeeze it out of us. Is that it?” asked
Bob Lawless.

“Nunno! Oh, nol!”

“Then what's the game!” demanded Bob.

“You-—you see—-" Chunky cudgelled his
brains for a reason to five anything but
the real reason. “I--I--1 think—I mean—
that is—I—I——'" His voice trailed off help-
lessly.

“Keep it up,” said Bob encouragingly,
“This is quite entertaining. You don't know
how funny you are, Chunky!”

“T—I want—to-—to help m, you know!”
gasped Chunky. “He—he's looking for work,
you know, and—and I want to help him.
I-I've promised to hand him five dollars.
If you'll lend me—-"

“Well, we won't!” said Bob, very de-
cidedly, “Youn must be oft your roof, I
should say, to think you can clear us out
of all our money, to give that boozy loafer
to spend at the Red Pog Tell him you
can't give him any!”

“I—I can't—"

“Then I'll tell him for yonu!" growled the
rancher's son, -and he made a stride towards
the gates,

Chunky cauglit him by the arm in terror.

“D-d-don’'t!” he gasped.

“Rot! I'm going to give him some plain
Capadian, and clear him off!”

“Stop!” shrieked Chunky. “Stop, I tell
you! Mind your own husiness, can't you,
Bob Lawless?"” .

Bob stopped at that. ;

“1 guess I can,” he answered, “and T will!
Go and chop chips, you fat clam! Come
on, you fellows!”

Bob walked away with his chums, leaving
Chunky perspiring. Dry Billy was coming in
at the gates, and Todgers ran to meet him.
The dusty loafer was attracting a great deal
of attention, and at any moment Miss Mea-
dows might have come out to warn him off
the premises.

“Got the rocks?” asked Dry Billy rather
unpleasantly.

“Nunno!”

“Wot " g

“T'I1 make It six dollars, il you'll wait!”
sald Chunky, in a bollow voice.

He would have promised six hundred to

keep the rascal’s tongue quiet. Dry Billy
paused. 3
“Well, how long has a galoot got to

wait?” he asked discontentedly.

“After lessong——"

“I'Il be hyer at five o’clock,” said Mr.
Bowers, “and that's the last chance, Mister
Todgers. Six dollars, down on the nail, or
you know what will happen!”

- “Wait, for me on—on the trail—in the fim-
ber, and—and I'll be there!” moaned Chunky,

“It's a cinch!™

Chunky stared after the dusty gentleman
as he went with hopeless dismay in his
face., Me groaned as he turned away. Six
dollars were required now, as the price of

remotest idea where they were to come from,
He was realising, too, that if the demand
were met, it would be followed by another
as soon as the six dollars had flowed away
in firtewater at the Red Dog. And another
demand—and another—in fact, there would
be no end to it as long as Chunky could
| raise money by hook or by erook. And when
he could raise no more—— .

That afternoon was a long-drawn-out horror
for Chunky Todgers. He was still basking in
the glory of the gallant deed which
had proved to all Cedar Creek what a hero
he was. But it afforded him no satisfac-
tion now. The price was a little too high!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

RANK RICHARDS wore o thouglhitful
expression as he crossed towards the
corral after lessons that day with
his chums to take out the horses for

the ride home., He paused in the play-
ground.

'}'\Y(‘m c¢hops is a hurry to geb home?” he
asked,

“ Not speciaily,” answesed Beauclere, and
Bob shook his head. “Anything ont"

Mr. Bowers' silence, and Chunky had not the |

“T was thinking of Todgers.”

“The fat duffer!” growled Boh.

“He's in trouble,” said Frank. “I can't
understand what's the matter with him, but
he's 1011{ queer,  That loaf ers, is
threatening him som P i
for money.” :

Bob Lawless nodded.”

“A lot of the fellow
swered, “Jt's clear enou
man to see.”

“It's a mystery how the
any hold over him, especial
hig life,” said Frank. “Bub'f
I think Chunky wants helping
looking quite ill. Look at himh' nes

Chunki Todgers was in the playground,
and undoubtedly his face was pale and
sickly, He dared not go out of gates, be-
cause he knew that Dry Billy was waiting
on the trail; and he dared not remain where
he was, lest the loafer should enter the school
grounds in search of him, His state of
mind, therefore, was unenviable, Look which
way he would, Chunky could gee no way out
of the terrible serape he had landed him-
selt in for the sake of vain glory. The hope-
less wretchedness in his usually sunny face
touched the hearts of the chums of Cedar
Creek. v

“Poor old Chunky!” murmured Vere Beau-
clere. “He does look in a bad way, and no
mistake., We ought to do gomething for
him, if we can.” o

“Let's speak to him, anyway,” said Frank,

“ Right-hol”

The three chums approached Chunky Tod-
gers, who did not even see them coming, as
he watehed the gates with dismayed, expect-
ant eyes. Bob Lawless clapped him on the
shoulder, and Chunky started, >

“Oh, you villain!”

“What ?*

“Oh, it's you, Bob!” gasped
thought it was—was some——

“Dry Billy—eh?*

“Ob dear!” groaned Chunky., “I-—say, be
a good chap, Bob, and lend me six dollars!”

“Rix!” repeated Boh. “Has the price gone
up?”

“Yep! T—I mean that—"

“What do you want to give Bowers six °
dollarg forf** asked Frank Richards quietly.
“Tell us the facts, Chunky, and if you're
in real need we'll.do our best to see you

Chunky, “I-I

through.”

Chunky * Todgers blinked at them hope-
;’nll,\'. He certainly couldn’t tell them the
acts,

The six dollars were required to kee
them from learning the faets, Chunky curﬁ
gelled his fat brain. Fortunately—or perhaps
unfortunately-Chunky’s imagination was a
lively one, and was fed fat on the novels in
the Thompson circulation library,

“1—I1—T guess I'll tell you the secret,” be
stammmered at last,

“Oh, it's a secret, is it?2” |

“A dread secret!" gaid Chunky impressively,

“A S'hlwh':"_ h&wlod l"rﬁmk ]l.tichul‘ds.

“A dread seé wyou know i

“Oh, my Im’)‘!‘.“

“Bowers,” )

Chunky, in a thrilling
tone, “kuows the fee birth "

Frank Richare | azed at him, They

] 6., Chunky had deprived

of the power of

e

gpeech. 32
“He knows '# fread secret!” whispered
Chunky. "4 "~ hand him six dollars

this evening ot SHeEhay
on the trail—He wilk reveal the truthi*

“The seeret of your birth!” babbled Bob
Lawless, finding his voice at last,

“That's it!"

“But there isn't any seeret!”’ howled Bob,
“Everybody in the Thompson Valley knows
that you're Joe Todgers, the som of John
Hodgers, one of a family of six, all as fat as
pumpking

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“That is the story that was given forth-—-"

unted tower—I-—1 mean,

- “Which was whatted?*

“Given forth to hide the dread secret!"
murmured Chunky, “In me you see—you sce
—~—you see the—the wissing son—"

“The what??

“Phe missing son of a powerful nobleman,”
said Chunky Todgers. “If the secret were

revealed.
Chunky was interrupted by a yell o_f
laughter, Mis explanation of the “facts
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was rather too much for ¥rank Richards

0,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Took hyer, you galoots——

“Ha, ha, hal”

The three schoolboys roared and howled
and yelléd. They eould not help it, Chunky
Todgers as the missing son of a nobleman
with a dread secret attached to his birth
was too much, They shrieked,

Chunky regarded them indignantly. He
conld not gee why there was anything comic
in his explanation. Missing sons of noble-
wmen were as commoen as blackberrios in the
movels that came up to Thompson from the
railway town south, - But, for some ‘reason
or other, “it- was clear that ¥rank Richards
& Co. did not believe his remarkable state-
ent. o

1 don't see what you Tellows are howling
about!” Chunky exclaimed at last peevishly,

“Ha, ha, hat” ;

“Look hyer, you howling jays—-

Bob Lawless wiped his eyes.

“pon't, Chunky,” he gasped—"“don’t!
You're giving me a pain ln the ribs, you
know!"”

“I'm telling you the facts——"

“The facts! Wa, ha, ha!”

“Todgers,” roared Dick Dawson, from the
gates, “here’s your friend coming to see
vou!”

“Ow!” gasped Chunky.

Mr, Bowers was evidently tired of wailing
an the trail,

Tiis dusty and frowsy figure Toomed up in
the gateway, and he looked round for his
dallant rescuer.

Mr. Bowers was mnot leoking good-tem-
pered; It was his second tramp along from
hompson, and he had his doubts about the
six dollars, ¥e felt indignantly that Chuunky
Rodgers. was-fooling him, and he intended
to come dowms very heavily if the dollars
were not fortheoming.
<% Oh, hiyéroyon are!” he exclaimed, striding
towards the unhappy Chunky.
¢ “Here T am/[” fhltered Todgers,
+*1've been waiting for you on the trail.”
Vo [—I—1 was just coming ont!” ° '

“Well, 1 caleulate T've just eome in,” sald
Ory Billy grimly. “Now, if you'll hand over
the six dollars agreed on, Mister Todgers——*

”

”

I A ) B

“Are you going to pony

up?”. demanded

Dry Billy, in a voice that could be heard
0\'.?; t%le Ccd:‘\’x‘ Creek playground,

“What's the row?” asked Tom Lawrence,
coming up with five or six other fellows,

Dry Billy, of the Red Dog, was rather a
remarkable figure at Cedar Creek, and was
quite certain to attract attention there,

“Blessed if I know!” said Frank Richards.
“Bowers seems to want Chunky to pay him
for having his life saved, so far as I can
see.”

“How dare you bother Chunky like this,
after hie saved your life?” exclaimed Molly
Lawrence warmly. “You ought to be
ashamed of yourself!”

Mr. Bowers snorted.

“Baved my life be blowed!” he exclaimed,
“Does it look as it that fat clam could
save my life?”

“But he did!” exclaimed Molly,
80 yourself!”

“He give me a dollar to say so!” was Mr,
Bowers' unexpected answer,

“What?”

“Chunky!” roared Bob Tawless.

All eyes were turned on Chunky.

That unhappy bero was crimson as a beet-
root, and his eyes were on the ground,
He was overwhelmed, Ie had realised that
it must come—and it had come!

“He—he—he gave you a dollar to say so?”
habbled Frank Richards,

“Correct!”

“He didn't save your life!” howled Bob.

“Nary a save!"” grinned the loafer. “It
was Mr, Todgers’ stunt, to show off; that's
wot it was, and I helped him out like a
good-natured galoot. And now he won't
oven square a man for the damage to his
clothes.'”

“0Oh, Chunky!” gasped Molly.

“My only hat!” said Frank Richards, com-
pretiending at last. “It was only one more
of Chunky’s stunts, then?” »

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Chunky, you fraud-—"

Chunky Todgers gave a deep groan. His
pbrief glory was gone now with a crash!
Shorn of his glory, Chunky cast a haggard
glance round at his  schoolfellows, They
were yelling with laughter, and poor Chunky
groaned” again as he saw that Molly
awrence was laughiug, too,

He rushed away towards the ecorral, fol-
lowed by a roar of laughter from all Cedar

“You sald

Creek and a deep chucisle from Mr, William
Bowers,

He dragged out his fat pony, and
scrambled on it out of sight. He was
relieved of Mr. Bowers and his demands
now, and Joubtless that would be a comfort
later. Bub for the present the unfortunate
Chunky was only conscious of the utter,
overwhelming ridicule he had brought upon
himself.

He disappeared af a gallop up the trail,
with the laughter ringing in his ears as he
went.,

“Gentlemen,” said Mr, Bowers, “I've eased
my conscience by telling the truth, * I'm
a badly-used man, gents, Twice Uve
tramped here from Thompeon, and that un-
serupulous young feller ain’t handed out
the rocks, Gents, ls there any young gent
present who will stand a galoot a dollar to
help him home, and gee him through till he
can find work?”

Bob Lawless looked at him,

“8o you helped Chunky to fool us, and
gince then you've been sticking shim for
money to keep it secret,” he said. “I see
now. Chunky is a silly ass, and you're a
thundering rogue, Mr. Bowers, \'m}'\'(‘ been
in the ereek once, and you're going in again!
Collar him!”

“Iyer, hands off!",exelaimed Mr. Bowers,
in alarm, as the schoolboys closed round
bim. ‘11 say—— Help! Hands off!”
Don't you chuck me in fhe creek—IU never
conld stand water! Oh, Jerusalem! Yooop!”

Ispostulating frantically, Mr, Bowers was
rushed down to the creek, and there was a
terrific splash as he went into it head-
foremost. A yelling crowd watehed him
strnggle out on the other side, drenched and
dripping. Mr Bowers took his homeward
way to Thompson, a sadder, if not a wiser,
loafer.

. . ’

Chunky Todgers had to face a fire
chaff and chipplnfz the next day ad Cedds
Creek. It lasted for several days,
it seemed to the unhappy Chunky that his
schoolfellows would never, never forget that,
story of the lierolc rescue of Mr. William
Bowers,

THE END.
(There will be onother grand long slory oF
the school in the Backwoods next week.)
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