















































Two masked men rushed in at the doorway and crashed Into him, and Todgers went spinning to the

floor.

There can be no doubt about that, for
the letter ran:

“Dear Sir,—Seeing your advertisement in the
¢Thompson Press,’ I should be very glad if you
would grant me an interview on important
business. It iIs a matter of life or death, and
the strictest secrecy must be maintalned. I dare
not come to the school, for reasons which I will
explain later. Can you meet me after school,
say, at six o’clock in the timber ? I will wait
for you in the old clearing, near the school.
Then you can tell me if you are willing to take
up the case.

“Yours truly,
N. O. Boddie.”

“Qh, Jerusalem!” murmured Chunky
Todgers, almost in ecstasy. “I wonder
what Bob Lawless would say if I showed
him this? Isn’t it ripping? I’ve a good

(

(See Chapter 9.)

mind to show him, too, but Mr. Boddie
says it must be strictly secret. I've a good
mind, though. But I’ll show him later. I
—1I wonder what fee I shall get?”

When the bell rang for afternoon lessons
Chunky Todgers seemed to be walking on
air as he entered the lumber school-house.

The Cedar Creek detective was in the
seventh heaven of delight.

Not only was there a “case ” in his hands
at last, but it was a deeply mysterious
case, involving the strictest secrecy.

If Chunky had selected a case for himself,
according to his taste, he could not have
selected a more agreeable one.

Who Mr. Boddie was he had no idea. He
pictured some hapless person beset by secret
enemies, or involved in the mazes of some
fearful mystery, exactly the kind of case
that Chunky was keen to handle!

It was not easy to put his mind into
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lessons that afternoon. In fact, he could
scarcely keep patience with Miss Meadows.

Lessons seemed a shocking waste of time
in the mysterious and exciting circum-
stances. g

But school was over at last, and the
detective of Cedar Creek was free.

Frank Richards tapped him on the
shoulder as he rolled out of the school-house.

“You’re looking very chirpy, old fellow,”
Frank remarked, with a smile.

Chunky Todgers gave him a lofty look.

He was not in need of assistance now to
begin his career as a detective. His first
case, which was going to be a great success,
would start him, and Chunky already saw

fame and fortune ahead of him in his
mind’s eye |
“Don’t stop me, Richards,” he said.

“I’'m rather busy!”

“Why, what’s on1”

“I've got a client to see,” answered
Chunky Todgers calmly.

“Oh, my hat!”

“A chap in difficulties, rather mysterious
circumstances,” said Chunky carelessly. “I
may tell you all about it later. At present
I’m bound to keep the strictest secrecy.”

“Gammon !” murmured Bob Lawless.

Snort from Chunky Todgers.

“You'll see whether it’s gammon!” he
said. “Later on I may be able to tell you.
At present, mum’s the word! Go and chop
chips!” .

And Chunky Todgers rolled away, with
his fat little nose very high in the air.

Bob Lawless chuckled.

“May as well get a move on,” he re-
marked. “It will take some time getting
ready fcr dear old Chunky.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Frank Richards & Co. did not ride home
as usual after school. They led their horses
out on the trail, and rode about a quarter
of a mile, and then turned into the timber.

Meanwhile, Chunky Todgers was hanging
about Cedar Creek.

As his mysterious appointment at the old
clearing was not till six, he had plenty of
time on his hands.

It was not till the last fellow had gone
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that Chunky Todgers led his pony out of
the gates, and walked through the timber
towards the old clearing, at a short dis-
tance from the school. He left his pony
tied on the trail, and tramped into the
clearing on foot. Ilis heart was thumping
with excitement as he approached the
ruined hut in the clearing. And at the
sound of a movement in the hut he jumped.

THE NINTH CHAPTER

A Very Thrilling Case !
“ A !”

H It was a sudden exclamation.

In the doorway of the old cabin a figure
suddenly appeared, and Chunky Todgers
started back a little.

He saw rather a short, stout “galoot,”
dressed in shabby buckskin, his face almost
Lidden by a thick red beard, moustache,
whiskers, and eyebrows. A ragged Stetson
hat was pulled down over the brows.

“ITal Todgers, the detectivel” ex-
claimed the stranger.

“That’s me!” said Chunky.

“ Enter!”

The red-bearded pilgrim stepped back
from the doorway, and Chunky Todgers
went into the cabin.

His heart was still thumping.

As a matter of fact, Chunky was feeling
a little nervous. The red-bearded man did
not look a very pleasant or peaceable in-
dividual, and Chunky noted with some un-
easiness that a big Colt revolver was stick-
ing in a leather holster attached to his belt.

But, after all, what was there to be
afraid of? This was his client—the
mysterious client who was in need of his
professional assistance. Surely there was
nothing to be afraid of.

“Todgers, the detective,” repeated the
red-bearded pilgrim, fixing his eyes upon
Chunky.

“Sure!” answered Todgers.
the appointment, you see.”” Out came the
notebook and pencil. “Now, let me have
a few details, Mr. Boddie.”

He sat down on a log in an easy atti-
tude, and wetted the stump of pencil, ready
for business.

“I've kept
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“Listen!” said the red-bearded man in
a deep voice. “Listen, Todgers! I am in
peril! Deadly foes are seeking me!”

“Good !”

“What1”

“I—I mean, I'm just the man you want,”
said Chunky. “Give me the details of the
case. Who are you?”

“I am the rightiul heir to a dukedom in
the Old Country. My wicked uncle seeks
my life!”

Chunky's eyes glistened.

He could not possibly have been offered
a case more to his taste. From the novels
in Gunten’s Circulating Library, he knew
all about rightful heirs and wicked uncles.

“Lven now,” continued the ducal heir—
“even at this moment, while we speak, they
are seeking me! Did you sce any masked
men in the wood?”

“Nunno.”

“I am assured that they are at hand. At
any moment they may find me—and youl
Your life will not be worth a moment’s
purchase I”

“Oh!” ejaculated Chunky.

The Cedar Creek detective cast a rather
uneasy glance round him.

A thrilling and mysterious case was very
attractive, but it seemed to have its draw-
backs, too. Chunky Todgers was prepared
to solve any mystery, big or little, but he
had no desire whatever to fall in with a
gang of blood-thirsty emissaries of a wicked
uncle. Chunky placed a very high value
upon his skin.

“But you are not afraid?” exclaimed the
red-bearded man.

“Nunno! N-n-not at alll”

“Then hear my story.”

“G-g-go it 1”

The red-bearded man gave a sudden
start.

“Ahl They are here! I fly!”

With a bound he was through the window
aperture of the ruined cabin and dis-
appearing into the wood.

Chunky Todgers jumped to his feet.

Two masked men rushed in at the door-
way and crashed into him, and Todgers
went spinning to the floor.

“We have him1”

“Slay him!”

“Yarooooh !” roared Chunky Todgers.
“Help I”

He sprawled on his back, with a heavy
boot planted on his chest, pinning him
there.

His startled eyes blinked up at two
masked faces that looked down on him.

Two men in rough homespun, with crépe
masks over their faces, through the eyeholes
of which their eyes glittered, were bending
over him, and two revolvers glistened over
him. Thick black beards showed under-
neath the crépe masks.

“Yoop! Keep offil I—I say

“’Tis not hel” exclaimed one of the
masked men. “’'Tis not the heir to the
Dukedom of Ditchwater! ’Tis another!”

“Slay him!"”

“Yow-ow-ow! D-d-don’t do anything of
the kind!” howled Chunky Todgers. “I
can tell you the sheriff will jolly soon be
after you.”

“Who are you?”

“I—I—I—"

“’Tis Todgers, the detective!”

“Slay him”

“I—I—I ain’t a detective!” howled
Chunky Todgers. “IHonest injun, I ain’t!
I—I—I"m a schoolboy I”

“You lie!l"”” exclaimed one of the masked
men fiercely. “You are Todgers, the detec-
tive—the rival of Foxy Ferrett! You must
die!”

“Slay himI” repeated the other masked
man, whose vocabulary seemed to be some-
what limited. “Slay him”

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“Tell me!” The masked man knelt on
Todgers’ plump chest. “Tell me, you dog !
Whither is he fled—your client? The heir
to the Dukedom of Ditchwater must die!
Whither is he fled ?”

It was certainly Chunky Todgers’ duty,
as a detective, not to betray his client, but
the Cedar Creek detective was too terrified
to remember that just then. He pointed to
the window.

“He—he’s vamoosed that way!” gasped
Chunky. “I—I say, you get after him,
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and leave me alone!
case! I am, really!”

“8lay him I”

“You must die, Todgers!”
masked man solemnly. “We dare not let
you livel With your wonderful abilities,
your astounding sagacity, you will soon
track us down, and bring us to justice——"

“I—I won’t! I swear I won’t!” howled
Chunky. “I’ll let you ofil I will, really!
Oh, dear!”

“Say your prayers!l”

“Yaroooop |”

The masked man rose from Chunky’s
chest.

“You have one minute to livel” he said.
“Make the most of it!”

“Slay him!”

“Yow-ow-wow I”

The two masked men stepped to the win-
dow, apparently forgetful of Chunky
Todgers for the moment.

Chunky did not lose the opportunity.

With one bound he was upon his feet;
with another he had bundled out of the
doorway, and was fleeing for his life.

“Ha! He has escaped 2

“Slay him!”

There was & rush of heavy footsteps in
pursuit.

Chunky fled frantically.

Through bush and briar he fled, breath-
less, panting, towards the trail, his heart
thumping. His hat was gone, his hair blew
out in the wind. Still behind him sounded
those heavy footsteps.

Never had Chunky Todgers put on such
a burst of speed before.

He came bouncing out of the timber upon
the trail, and staggered and fell from sheer
breathlessness. From the trees behind him
came a yell :

“Slay him!”

Chunky scrambled up wildly.

His fat pony, tethered on the trail. was
browsing a few yards from him. Chunky
bounded to the pony, dragged the trail-rope
loose, and clambered frantically on the
animal’s back.

Without even stopping to get into the
saddle, he howled to the pony, and started

at n gallop up the trail.

I—I’m giving up the

said the

(

Thud, thud, thud!

The frightened pony galloped ofi at full
speed, with Chunky clinging breathlessly to
his back. He had covered half a mile
before he was able to drag himself into the
saddle.

By that time there was no sound of pur-
suit behind.

The Cedar Creek detective had escaped |

Whether his client also had escaped was
a question Chunky Todgers did not even
ask himself till he was safe within the fence
of the Todgers’ homestead.

Aund while the Cedar Creck detective was
flecing breathlessly for his life, two masked
men and a red-bearded pilgrim joined in
the shadow of the timber, and roared with
laughter.

They laughed so much that their masks
and beards came off, and if the Cedar Creek
detective had been present then, he would
not have needed the penctration of TFoxy
Ferrett to recognise Frank Richards & Co.

“Oh, dear!” gasped Bob Lawless.

“Ha., ha, ha!”

Frank Richards took off his red mous-
tache and eyebrows, and wiped his eyes.

“Oh, dear! DPoor old Chunky! I
wonder if he will go to the sheriff and tell
him there are assassins around in gk

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Looking for the rightful heir to the
Dukedom of Ditchwater

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'd Dbetter clear,” said
laughing. “Poor old Chunky !”

And, having peeled off their outward garh
and become Cedar Creck schoolboys again,
Frank Richards & Co. quitted the clearing.
They had left their horses near at hand in
the wood, and they mounted in a merry
mood and rode homeward, feeling pretty
certain that they had cured the Cedar
Creek detective!

And they were right.

There was no search for the masked ruf-
fians. Chunky Todgers told his thrilling
tale, but his thrilling tale was not believed.
As Chunky persisted that it was true, Mr.

Beauclere,
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Todgers had re-
course to the
family cowhide—
and then Chunky
held his peace.
But the next
day. at Cedar
Creek,  Chunky
told the tale
again, amid roars
of laughter. Of
all Cedar Creek,
Chunky was the
only fellow who
believed in  the
existence of the
mysterious
masked men and
the rightful heir
to the Dukedom
of Ditchwater,
But he did not
follow up the case.
He had had quite
enough, and he
was content to
leave the case just
where it was, and
to let the rightful
heir take his
chance without
professional assist-
ance. And he did
not ask Frank
Richards again to

finance his start
as a detective.
But it was a

long time before Chunky heard the end of
his short career as a detective. The Cedar
Creek fellows chipped him unmercifully;
even the younger children found amusement
in following Chunky to school, and yelling
after him:
“Look
you!”
Which was sufficient to cause instant
alarm in Chunky’s podgy breast. Even
when Frank Richards & Co., thinking that
the jape had gone far enough, told Todgers
of their share in the plot, Chunky would not

out, Todgers! They're after

to his back.

The frightened pony galloped off at full speed, with Chunky clinging breathlessly

(See Chapter 9.)

believe them. He was as convinced of the
real cxistence of the rightful heir to the
Dukedom of Ditchwater and the mysterious
masked men as he was convinced that the
sun would rise in the east and sink in the
west. But the chipping Chunky received’
on the subject had one good result—it
offectively cured him of his ambition to beat
Foxy Forrett at his own game.

Chunky Todgers was tired of detective
work—and Chunky’s first case was also his

last !
THE END
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ANSPORTING
e THE MAILS—

&\ K% A _PoLicE

D A Ak BARRACKS

P . %

The Roya! Canadian Mounted Policeman always “ gets his man,” and his life is as dangerous as it is
thrilling and romantic.
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