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CORNERED BY THE FRENCH MASTER

(An exciting incident in the splendid, long, complete School tale contained in this issue.)
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A Grand, New, Long, Complete School Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. and Fisher T. Fish at Greyfriars.
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Mr. Quelch’s eyes seemed to bulge out of his head at the

sight of the handcuffs, and he glared at Fish speechlessly. “I

guess I've bzen spoofed and left by a gang of slabsided jays,
sir," saild Fish dolorously, (Ses Chapter B.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ici on Parle Francais!

08500 was ratty.
'M The Removites could not help noticing it.

Perhaps Monsieur Charpentier—Mossoo for shoet—

had some reason for being *‘ratty.”” The Greyfriars
Remove were not the most orderly Form in the school. And
when Mossoo took them in French, they sometimes found a
little harmless and necessary amusement in pulling his Galli:

eg.

When Mr. Quelch, their own Form-master. was *‘ ratty,”
the Removites woere as good as gold. But Mr. Quelch was
made of sterner stuff than the mild, kind little Frenchman.
And, as Vernon-Smith remarked, it was as good as a cine-
matograph to see Mossoo waving his hands in the air, or
clutching at his scanty locks.

That afterncon the Remove were restive. Even Harry
Wharton, who was generally quite good in class, was not up
to the mark. He was thinking about a forthcoming football
match. Billy Bunter, who was easily the biggest dunce in
the Form, was more exasperating than usual, his attention
being divided between the French lesson, and a packet of
toffoe under his desk, from which he was surreptitiously
helping himself from time to time. Bolsover major and
Skinner were holding a conversation which they only inter-
rupted when the French master glared at them. K Fisher T.
Fish, the American junior, was deeply interested in a paper
opened on his knees under the desk. When Mossoo turned
his back to the class, to chalk up something on the blackboard.
November 22nd, 1913,
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Bob Cherry and Nugent and Johnny Bull tossed paper pellets
to one another. It was unfortunate that one of the mssiles,
ninissingkits aim, caught Monsieur Charpentier in the back of
the neck.

The French master jumped as if a wasp had stung him. He
whirled round towards the class with an excited face.

“(iel! Zis class is ze vairy vorst class in ze school!” he
exclaimed. “Is it zat you pe]’;; me viz zings, zeni"”

* Sorry, sir!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ts it zat you trow zat at me, Sherry?”’

“ Certainly not, sir!”

‘“Zen vy you zay zat you are sorry?’

“I'm sorry it hit you, sir.”

Monsieur Charpentier looked at him suspiciously.
Cherry's face was innocent and guileless.

“You did not trow zat, Sherry?’

‘* Ahem! Wes, sir!”

‘“Zen you have told vun untroot, Sherry, ven you zay zat
you did not trow him.”

“T said I didn’t throw it at you, sir,” 'said Bob Cherry
meekly. ‘*That was quite true, sir. I threw it at Nugent.”

The Remove giggled. ]

** Bilence !’ excﬁumed the French master. ** Taisez-vous,
Il-'(ou,r’nmand zat you sall not laugh. Sherry, you are a bad

Y-

* 8o sorry, sir.”’

“You vill write out a hundred lines of ze Henriade,
Sherpy.”

‘' Zank you, sir,”” said Bob demurely.

The imitation of Mossoo’s beautiful accent
RRemovites shriek.

‘' Ha, ha, ha!"

Monsieur Charpentior waved his hands in the air. He felt
that the Remove were almost too much for him. There was
a cane on the Form-master's desk, and that was really the
only argument that would appeal at all strongly to the young
rascals. But Mossoo was so tender-hearted that he did not
like using the cane. He preferred to influence by mildness
and kindnesa; but schoolboys are sometimes thougf\tlrsa, and
an enormous amount of Mossoo’s kindness was quite wasted.

“8ilence in ze cluss! Sherry. you vill take two hundred

Bob

made the

linea.”
“Many zanks, sirt.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You make fun of your master, Sherry, who do all zat he
can for you!” exclaimed the unhappy Monsieur Charpentier.
I seek to be kind vis you, and you make fun of me. Zat is
not good, Sherry. It 1s not vat you call ze cricket.”

Boby's heart smote him at once.

“Oh, I'm sorry, sir!” he esclaimed. “We know you're
jolly good to us, sir. I'm sorry I played the giddy ox, sir—
ahem !—I mean, I apologise!”

Monsieur Charpentier’s face cleared at once.

“T forgive you, Sherry,” he said. * But it is necessary zat
you sall be more %Zoughtful. You sould zink before zat you
speak, isn't it? Since zat you are sorry, you sall not do all
ze lines; you sall do only fifty of him.”

The * fifty of him’' nearly made Bob explode, but he con-
trived with a hercic effort to maintain his gravity. He was
really sorry for having pulled the leg of the good little man.

“Thank you so much, sir,”" he said.

“¥e have take ze verb entendre,” resumed Monsieur
Charpentier. "I have written zat sentence zat you see zere.
Sherry, you vill read zat sentence.”

‘' Le discours que ja'i entend etait tres interessant,” read
onf Bob elutifully.

“You vill translate him, Bulstrode.™

“The discourse that I have heard was very interesting,”
said Bulstrode cheerfully.

_“Good! You vill repeat him in French, Buntair, and
please try to speak vizout ze horrible acecent zat you alvays
use."”

Bunter blinked indignantly through his big spectacles.

“I've been told that my French accent is very good, sir,”
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he said warmly. People who know say that I speak with
the true Parisian accent.”

** Buntair—"' | " =

“ Lo discours que jay ongtongdoo etty tres interssong,
read out Bunter triumphantly. % )

Monsieur Charpentier put his fingers to his ears..
him a pain there to hear Bunter pronounce French. -

“Oh, mon Dieu! I never succeed in to teach you, Buntair.
It is dreadful.” .

* Perhaps you don't know the real Parisian accent, sir?”
Bunter suggested.

“Vat!”

“You see, sir, I know my acceni’s all right, so—

““Ha, ha, ha !

“ Buntair, if you speak again I sall cane you. Now repeat
after me——" [ PRy -

“ How can I repeat after you without speaking again, sir?™"
asked Bunter.

“Bilence! Say ‘entendu.

“ Ongtongdoo "’ said Bunter cheerfully.

“Horrible! Try vunce more.”

“ Ongtongdoo I” Y

**1t is not ongtongdoo!"’ shrieked Moszoo.
in.ze vord at all. gYou sall say entendu.”

“Oh,” said Bunter, listening carefully. “Is that the way
you do it, sir? Angtangdoo! But I fancy ongtongdoo sounds
batter, sir—more Parisian.”

“Tt is not angtangdoo!” groaned Monsieur Charpentier,
clutching at his %mirx “Have you not ze ears? Have you
not ze tongue? Have you not ze sense?”’

“Well, T knew it wasn't angtangdoo,”
“T said ongtongdoo all along.”

“Zat 1 be patient!” murmured Monsieur Charpentier,
“ Buntair, you are more as enoff to turn ze hair blank.™
Monsieur Charpentier probably meant white. “I give vou
n rest. I cannot hear you speak Frenéh vizout T shuddair in
ze marrow of my bones.”

Bunter grunted. He was quite satisfied with his French
accent; indeed, he thought it was distinctly good. Accord-
ing to William George Bunter, the French language was
made up almost entirely of ongs and bongs.

““ Feesh!”

Fisher T. Fish did not reply. He had not heard a word
for some time, all his attention being taken up by the Pa.per
he was reading., The paper was ceﬁled “Po]lit:e Bits,”’ and
there was a picture on the cover of a policeman struggling
with a masked burglar. It was the kind of *fodder” pro-
vided for the delectation of Amervican youths by enterprising
[mblisimll's in New York.

* IFeesh 1™

It gave

”

1

“Zere isno ‘g’

said Bunter sulkily.

No reply. ) -

Johnny Bull reached eut his foot, and kicked Fisher T,
Fish to draw his attention. The Yankee junior gave a suddes
jump.

“ Gee-whiz! What——"

‘ Feesh!” thundéred Monsicur Charpentier.

“Oh, yep!” said Fish,

“¥ou have been reading vile zat I give lesson!"”

“ Oh, nope!”

“Vat is it zat you have zere?”

“Oh, that—that's a paper, sir,” said Fish. “I was just
glancing at it. Had it sent to me from New York, sir. Sonmes
thing like a paper—nothing like it on this side. Would you
like to see it, sir?”’

Fish proudly handed the paper to Monsieur Char
The French master took it, and looked at it, and
angrily. s

** Are you so silly, Feesh, zat you read zis horrible rubbish ?’*
I!E ['ﬂ'ln?lndl".l.

Fisher T. Fish looked astonished. ]

“ Rubbish, sir!” he exclaimed. “Why, that’s juvenile
literature in the best American style, sir. Look at the
picture—policeman being garrotted by a burglar. You never
see pictures like that in boys’ papers in England. TLook at
the staries—‘ Handsome Mike, the Boy Police Spy,” ‘Red
Jim the Boy Burglar,’” ‘The Boy Chief of the Irying-pan
Indians,” ‘ The Boy Cannibal—" "

“ Teesh 1

“ And Hank IMosback the Boy Deteetive!” went on Fish
enthusiastically. ** Gee-whiz! What are you doing with my
puper, siv?”

Monsicur Charpentier had torn the paper across, and he now
placed the halves together, and tore them across again, Then
be tossed the pieces into the waste-paper basket, the Yankee
junior watching him with indignation and dismay.

“T sall report you to your Form-master zat you read zis
vicked rubbish, Feesh. And I sall cane you for reading him in
ze lesson. Hold out ze hand viz you.”

ntier,
rowned
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“ Pass him Into touch !” grinned Bulstrode. The grinning footballers dribbled Fisher T. Fish over the touchline,
l Cabllpt and left lligm there gasping for breath and conslderably muddy. (Sez Chapier 4.)

“ Holy smoke! T guess

“ Zo hand ! shouted Mossoo.

Swish |

M Yawp !

Fisher T. Fish sat down, and squeezed his damaged hand in
the other, and glowered. Then ho had the pleasure of listen-
ing to flowing French and English, mixed, from Mossoo, for
the space of ten minutes or so. Mossoo was very eloquent,
and his opinion of Fish and Fish's brains seemed to be most
disparaging. When he had exhausted his breath and his
eloguence, he poiuted to the blackboard.

* Now read him out!" he said.

Fish sucked his damaged hand, and blinked at the sentence
on the blackboard, and winked one eye at the Removites, the
eye that was furthest from Monsieur Charpenticr.

“ Le discours que ja'i entendu n'ctait pas tres intcrr_c\asnnt 134
said Fish culmly, putting the statement into the negative,

There wus a joyous chuckle from the Removites. Fish's
rendering of the sentence made it refer to the lecture Monsieur
Charpentier had just given him, and the juniors thought it
funny, too. But the unfortunate thing was that Monsieur
Charpentier did not scem to_think it funny. He came towards
Fish with the pointer, and Fish's other hand was soon in the
same painful state as the first. And for the rest of that lesson
Fish was not funny.

THe MacNET Lisrary.—No. 302,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Detectlve Fish!
w SAY, you fellows—"
Harry Wharton & Co. were chatting in the passage
after lessons, when Billy Bunter rolled up, full of news,
Tho fat junior had a copy of the local paper in his
hand, and his eyes were gleaming with excitement behind his
spectacles.

““ Seen the news?"” he demanded.

* No,” said Bob Cherry, with intercst. * Have Manchester
United won?”

Bupter sniffed.

‘* Blow Manchester United! I'm not talking about football
news. There’s been another burglary, this time at old
Popper's place.”

*“ Oh, blow the burglary, and blow old Popper!" said Bob.

* But I say, you fellows, it's jolly interesting.” said Billy
Bunter. ** Suppose the burglar were to come to Greyfriars,
you know?"’

“ And steal one of your postal-orders? grinned Frank
Nugent. * That would be awful I"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

** 8poaking of postal-orders, I'm expecting one this evening,”
said Bunter. * One of my titled relations has promised to
send me a tip. I suppose ono of you fellows couldn’t lend me
ten bob till it comes?"

A 8plendid Complote Tale of Ha
Wharton & Co. Qrder !uﬂrlw
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“1 know I couldn’t,” grinned Bob Cherry.

* Same here!"” said Nugent.

“The samefulness is terrific,”’ remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh.

*‘ Could you, Johnny Bull?”

Johnny Bull nodded.

* Certainly I"' he said.

“ Good egg! Hand it over!"” said Bunter.

** Hand what over?”

*“ The ten bob, of course.”

“ No fear!”

““ You said you could I”’ howled Bunter.
8o I could,” said Bull calmly. * I could, but I'm not

going to.”
* You—you rotter! Ow! Ow 1"
“Ow!” He

“ What did you call me?”’
* T—I mieant to say my old pal !’ said Bunter.
ohnny Bull's finger and thumb.
gut. if you had

Legzo my ear!

jerked his fat car away from
“Ow! I don’t mind a little joke, Johnny,
done that on purpose——""

“ 1 did do it on purpose,” said Bull,

“ It’s jolly interesting about the burglar,” went on Bunter,
apparently not hearing Johnny Bull’s remark. ‘“This is the
féurth burglary in the neighbourhood. There was the bur-
glary at Snook’s office in Frisrdale, and then the one at the
Anchor Inn at Pegg, then one at Higheliffe School, and now
another at old Popper’s. Old Popper has had his silver plate
tuken. The paper says it was worth a thousand pounds. The
Greyfriars silver is worth something, you know, quite as much
as oﬁd Paopper's, I should think, m{ 'nobod;y knows who the
burglar is, or where he comes from. But he's supposed to be
a Frenchman.”

The juniors were interested.

In the quiet corner of the country where Greyfriars was
situated few things happened out of t{e normal run of events.
An occasional storm and shipwreck on the coast was the most
exciting happening, as a rule. And the fact that a professional
eracksman had chosen’the district for o professional visit was
rather exciting. The local police and the county police wero
very much on the alert, and whenever a burglary, happened
they werc prompt in appearing on the spot afterwards, and
making voluminous notes, and informing the reporters that
they had clues. The clues, however, did not seem to lead to
very much, as the cracksman remained at large, and in pursuit
of his peeuliar avocation. :

Tt was quite possible that the unknown marauder had Grey-
friars down on his list, as the school had valuable possessions
in the way of silver plate, and the thought of a visit from
him was enough to excite the juniors.

“ 8o they think he’s a Frenchman, do they?” said Bob
Cherry. ‘‘Last time I read about him in the paper he was
supposed to be a ticket-ofleave man.”

“They've found out that much,” said Bunter, * One of the
keepers on Sir Hilton Popper's estate cauﬁht sight of him
leaving the house soon after midnight. The burglar called out
to his pal in French, and they bumped the kecper over and
m‘:tmtecﬁul Here it is in the paper. The man called out ‘A
moi!’ That means * Help! or ‘ Come here ! or something of
the sort.”

“ Tt means ‘ To me! ™ said Nugent. * Sume thing. 8o
he's a giddy frog-eater. That ought to be a clue.”

“1 guess it 1§ 2 clue!”

1t was the voice of Fisher T. Fish that broke in. Fish had
been out on his eycle, and 'he had just come in. He had an
immense bundle of newspapers under his arm.

“ My hat!” said Harry Wharton, staring at the bundle.
“ \What on carth are you doing now? Is it another business
scheme? Sturting a newsagent's shop?”

** Nope I

“ Then what do you want with all those papers?”

« 1 puess I'm studying the case.”

* What case?”

“ This hyer case I’ said Fisher T. Fish importantly. ** I say,
did you ever read about Hank Iogback, the Boy Detective?"”

*Tla, ha! No.”

“ Well, T guess he was some deteetive,’ said Fish impres-
sively. " And I guess I could follow his lay, just a few,
guess I'm taking up this case; going to investigate it. You
galoots may_have noticed that I've got more brains than any
other chap in the Remove, than all the Form put together,
as a matter of fact.”

“ Can't say I've noticed it,"" said Harry Wharton. ** You've
always scemed to be about seven or vight different kinds of a
duffer.”

“Well, T gness you don’t knaw a really smart johnny when
you seo him. I'm going to figure this thing out, and =pot the
cracksman."”

* Oh, erumbs!”’

The chums of the Remove stared blankly at Fisher T. Fish.
They were used to all sorts of wonderful ideas from the
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American junior. He had started all kinds of weird
‘ wheezes "’ in the Remove—as a moneylender and a pawn-
broker, and his enterprises had ended in disaster. Fisher T.
Fish was ready to undertake anything, and to prove that
he could do it in a really slick style, and constant failures
were far from discouraging him. His exalted opinion of him-
self was never diminished. But that Fisher T. Fish should
think of starting as a detective took the fellows’ breath away.
It was the limit !

“You're going to lecok for the cracksman!” ejaculated
Nugent,

* Correct !”

i Oh- l_"I hﬂ.t I.I

“ And I guess I shall sort him out!” said Fish confidently.
“I'm going to read up ull that's known about the case. I've
been keeping myself posted, you know. I've worked it out
pretty well,  Just you follow my lay-out—" '

* Your what?”’

““ My lay-out. Listen while T explain, T mean. Burglaries
huve been going on for a fortnight—still going on. What does
that prove?’

““ That proves that there's a burglar at work,” said Johnny
Bull, after some moments of deep reflection.

Fisher T. Fish sniffed. g

““ It proves that the cracksman is staying in the neighbour-
livod, looking round for cribs to crack, and living here right
under the eyes of your sleepy old police,”” he said.  ** Of
course, they can't spot him. Police are like everything else
in this ol island—fast asleep. Hank Hogback would have
Lad the jay in the stone jug long ago. Now it comes out that
the cracksman is a Frenchy. Figure that out. There ain't
many Frenchmen ptaying about hyer, 1 guess.”

* Don’t often meot them,” agreed Wharton.

“ Well, if I was the johnny in cliarge of this case I should
muke up a list of all the Frenchmen living in this part of the
county, and look into their antecedents,” said Fish. * That's
how I should spot the galoot. I guess it's a johnny who's
keeping up a respectable appearance in the daytime, and
going out of a night doing the burgling. He can’t be in
hiding all the time. He must be living somewhere. Question :
Where is he living 7"’

Fish rubbed his long, thin nose thoughtfully. !

“1t might be anybody,” he said. *'Some French tourist
chap staying at Pegg—or the French photographer in Court
field—or a i%‘rene‘.h master in a school—perhaps our French
master, old Charpongtiuy |” :

*“Ha, ha, ha!” w
C'}:‘ Better let Mossoo hear you suggest that!” grinned Bob.

‘herry.

“T'm only saying that it’s possible. A reul detective
suspects everybody till he finds the right man,” said Fish.
“We kuow it's a Frenchman. We know he can’t be in
hiding behind a tree all this time. Therefore, he's livin
somewhere. He can’t have a brass plate on his door, wit
his nume and profession on it, I reckon. Therefore, he’s
pretending to be something else. In disguise, very likely.
I hear that Sir Hilten Popper is going to offer a reward for
the recovery of his silver plate.  Gentlemen, T guess I'm
the antelope that's going to rope in that reward!”

“ Ha, ba, ha!”

“You can cackle as much as you like: you wait till I've
worried this out,” suid Fish. *“T'm going to my study now
to read up all the reports on the cuse in all the papers up to
dute. Then I shall figure it out.  You wateh out for me !”

And Fisher T. Fish stalked away with his newspapers.

He left the juniors almost in hysterics.

Fish the moneylender, Fish the pawnbroker, and Fish the
shopkeeper, had been very funny; but Fish the detective
promised to be funnier!  And the juniors were very curious
to hear how Fish would get on when he had fairly developed
his case, and started on rthe track of the unknown ecracks-
mal,

When Johnny Bull went up to his study to do his preparas
tion, he found the table covered with newspapers und news-
paper cuttings, most of them marked with red and black ink
in places, according to the importance of the detuils they
gave. There were sheets of impot. paper sprawling over the
tuble, too. with jottings, notes, and sketched-out theories.

Fisher T. Fish was evidently not doing the thing by halves,
He gave Johnny Bull a worried look as the sturdy junior came
into the study.

*Don't interrupt " he rapped out,

“ I want to do my prep. " said Bull.

7 guess I shall have to ask vou to do it in the Farm-room.
1 r:m',t have my pavers shifted; I'm right in the middle
of it!

“1 guess you can ask,” said Johnny Bull; “but I guess
I sha'n’t do my prep. in the Form-reom while you play the
giddy goat in the study.  And [ guess that if you don’t make

room for me, I can make room for myself—some!”
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%100k here, Bull—" _

#(Clear that rubbish off, you ass!”

“You let my papers alone! I tell you—"

“ Are you going to give me room on that table¥’ roared
Johnny Bull.

i NQ !}i

‘“Righto! Here goes'”

With a sweep of his hand, Johnny Bull scattered notes,
theories, extracts, and jottings to the four corners of the

study. Then he sat down to his preparation.

“I guess I'll pulverise you for that, you jay!” yelled Fish
furiously, -

“ Pulverise away !

“Ahem! I guess I can’t waste time on you now. I
guess—""

“Bhurrup! This isn’t a guessing competition!” growled
Johnny Bull. “I1've got my work to do!”

“1 guess—-"
¢ Shut up "’ roared Bull, grasping a ruler.

And Fisher T. Fish growled and shut up: but he laboured
a\l‘aly at his theories on ono side of the.table, while Johnny
Bul worked on the other side. Johnny Bull gave him an
iuquiring look when he had finished.

‘““Aren’t you going to do any prep.?’ he asked.

“Nope! No time for that, I guess!”

“Quelchy will wani to know about it in the morning!"
grinned Bull,

“Blow Quelchy !"

And Fisher T. Fish didn't do any preparation; and the
next morning he had quite a painful explanation with Mr.
Quelch on the subject, which made him wish that he had not
Leen quite so keen to understudy Hank Hogback, the Boy
Detective.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
. A Strange Encounter!

- ANG! -
“0Oh, my bles=ed tyre!”
“ What retten lueic !’
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry stopped, and jumped
off their machines. Bob’s tyre had burst with a sharp
El;port, The juniors gazed down at it in the thick dusk in
ismay.

They were ten miles from -Greyfriurs. Ten miles on
Ficyeles were not very much to two active youths; but on
oot—

The chums of the Remove had ridden over to Latchford,
a considerable distance from Greyfriars, to see a football
match.  Newecastle United had been playing there that
afternoon, and the Removites had been very keen to watch
them. There is much to be learned by watching good play
by a fine team, and Wharton and Bob had undertaken the
long ride to watch Newenstle, - They had enjoyed the after-
noon fmmensely, and, after tea in Latchford, they started out
to ride back to Grevfriars. They had leave to miss calling-
over, but they had to get in before bedtime.

And the unfortunate thing was that they -had no repairing
outflit with them. It was very carcless of them, certainly,

“and, like all carelessness, it bad to be paid for.

Bob Cherry simply glared at the olfending tyre,
Wharton said, rotten luck.

It was the moest unfortunate thing that could have happened.
They were: some miles away from Latchford now, cutting
across country to get home. They were far from any place
where repair would have been possible, or repuiring materials
possible to obtain.  And they had nearly ten miles between
them and the school.  And the hole in the tyre was a big
one—a regular burst. 1t was already as Aat as a pancake,

“Can’t ride the beast!” said Bob.

‘“How rotten!"

““What an ass | waa not to put my bag on!"”

"rSo you were!" agreed Wharton, *“ And I was another
ass!”

Y Oh, blow it!"”

“ The blowfulness is terrific, as Inky would say; but it can't
be helped.”

And the juniors considered. They were a good distance
from any railway station, and to get to one meant a long walk
with the bikes. There was another consideration, too—the
fares home would require money, and cash was at a low ebb.
They had spent their funds on quite a royal tea at Latch-

“ford after the mateh, and there was very little left in the
exchequer.

“ Fairly dished ! said Bob.,
have to tramp.”

Wharton shook his head.

“T'I tramp, too,” he said,

“It's a rotten long walk 1"

“No worse for mu than for vou,” said Harry. * Never
mind; it's all in the day’s work. Worsoe things have hap-
pened than a burst tyre and a long tramp!”

““ We sha'n’t be in time for bed."”
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““We can cxplain about the puncture. It's big enough te
speak for itself, for that matter. Come on!”

And, making up their minds to it, the two juniors started
off, wheeling the bikes, It was a dark November ovening,
and a mist had drifted inland from the sea. Round them
leafless trees rose gaunt and grim in the mist and darknesa.
Not u light gleamed from the gloom of the surrounding lanes
and fields. :

They chatted over the footer match for the first two oe
three miles, and then their voices dropPed away, and they
saved their breath for wulking. Bob Cherry’s lamp gave a
little splutter and went out.  The lamps had been filled am
for the rcturn journcy, mounted; but they were exbau
now. Wharton's lamp was burning very low. .

% Never mind; we don't need lamps when we're walking
the jiggers,” said Wharton cheerfully. * Mr. Tozer couldn’s
run us in!"

They came ont on the broad turnpike road that ran to
Courtfield, and tramped on steadily. .

Bob Cherry’s bike bumped and jerked with its fat tyre.
Bob varied ;ho monotony of the march with remarks upon his
own and Wharton's fatheadedness in forgetting their repair
Oll;ltﬁti Wharton's lamp spluttered out, and they walked omin
the gloom.

Courtfield at last. Half-past ten chimned out from the church
as they walked through the old town.

The mist was settling down more thickly.

“Only another mile or so,” said Harry, as they left Court-
field behind. “ We shall find everybody in bed. We can
take the short cut: we sha'n't miss it "

The short cut ran past the palings of Hardinge House, the
dwelling of o rich manufacturer in the district,. The bikes
glided softly over the damp grass. On one side of the
Juniors were the palings, with the wide park beyond; om
the other side the unfenced wood. It was dark and lonely
and eerie in the mist; but Wharton and Bob Cherry were not
troubled with nerves.

Suddenly a light gleamed out of the dark ahead.

““Hallo—hailo—hallo! Here’s somebody, anyway.” said

ob.

The light went out.

It was evidently a light that had been struck, and the
red gleam of a lighted cigar followed. The red gleam showed
in the darkness motionless. Whoever was smoking the
cigar was leaning against the park palings, and not walking
down the path.

The two juniors could not help being surprised.

That any man should choose such a cold, raw, misty night
for leaning on the park palings and smoking a cigir was
surprising. A cold, cutting wind whistled past the juniors.
They were warm enough walking, but it must have becon
decidedly cold for anyone standing still.

The red gleam of the cigar grew- clearer as they came on,
their feet and the wheels making no sound on the soft, damp
grass of the path.

““Mon Dieu! Mais il fait freid!”

The two juniors halted simultaneously.

The muttering voice, in shivering tones, canie to their ears
from the smoker, as yet hidden from their eyes by tho mist,
Only the red gleam of the cigar showed where he was
standing.

The exclamation, * It is cold,” had .been made in French,
which would alone have attracted tMeir notice, for foroigners
were not common in the neighbourhood. But that was 1ot
all. They knew the voice.

It was the voice of Monsieur Charpontier, the Frencli-master
of Greyfriars.

“\Well, my hat!" murmured Bob Cherry.

“‘ My only aunt!” muttered Wharton.

They oxc?mngod a glanee of amazement,

What Monsieur Charpentier could be doing there at that
time of night was a mystery. The little Frenchman usually
went to bed before that time. To find Mossoo hinging 1bout
the park palings of Hardinge House at close upon cleven
o'clock on a raw eold November night was-amazing.

* Well, this beats it!" said Bob Cherry. ‘' What's the little
game?"

‘* Better say good-night to him!" said Harry.

They went on. The form of the little Frenchman, muffled
up in a heavy coat, was vizible for a moment, but as he caught
sight of the dim figures of the juniors through the mist, the
Frenchman suddenly darted away.

In an instant he had disappeared into the darkness.

The juniors gazed after him open-mouthed.

Their surprise at finding Monsicur Charpentier there wt all

was as nothing to their amazement at his sudden fight.
“M-m-my hat!” gasped Bob, at last. * What the
dickens—""

 He's cleared off I"" said Harry,
]
A Bplondild Compiete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Ordor Eariyl



¢ THE BEST 3% LIBRARY B~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY. i

“ What for?”

* Goodness knows! Ie can't have recognised i, either;
we couldn’t have recognised him till we were nearer, in this
mist. He doesn’t want anybody to see him here!”

““ Why not?”

** Must be potty, I suppose. Come on "

They tramped on—seeing and hearing nothing again of the
little Frenchman. They reached the gates of Greyfriars at
last, and rang up Gosling. The school-porter came grumbling
down to the gates to let them in.

“You got to go in to Mr. Quelch,” he said grimly, * and
wot I says is this "ere——"’

But the juniors did not wait for Gosling’s opinion. They
ut the bikes up in the shed, and made their way to Mr.
Euelch’n study. The Remove-master’s face was very stern
when they presented themselves; but it cleared when they
explained, and he was even sympathetio.

* Well, you could not help it, I suppose,” he said. “I
have been anxious about you. Go to your dormitory."

And the juniors, thoroughly tired out, went up to the
Remove dormitory, where they found the Removites all fast
asleep. But one or two of them woke up as Wharton and
Bob came in and put on the light.

* Hallo!" yawned Nugent. * Have you got back? Where
have you been?"

* Puncture!” explained Bob.

“ Why didn’t you mend it?”

“Left my outfit behind.”

“ Well, -you must an ass,” said Nugent comfortingly.
‘“ Hadn't you any outfit, Wharton?’

‘“ Some silly ass borrowed it, and I didn’t notice it when I
started !”

“My hat! I remember now, I borrowed it!" chuckled
Nu‘gent. “ Have you walked back?"”’

““Do you think we flew?"’ snorted Bob Cherry.

““ Poor beasts !”” said Johnny Bull sympathetically. “ What
was the match like?”

“Like a footer match!"” growled Bob. ‘Do you think it
was like a lucifer match, or a safety match?”

“ Don’t growl—I didn’t puncture your tyye,'” said Johnny
Bull pacifically.. “ Don't drop your boots when you take
them off ; all the people in Friardale are in bed now, and it
would be a shame to wake them uP.”

Bob Cherry’s boots were certainly a large size, but as Friar-
dale was nearly a mile away, there was really no danger of his
awakening the Friardale folle even if he had dropped his
boots.” He did drop them—on Johnny Bull—and Bull roared.

“Ow! You assl!”

. ““Don't you be funny at this time of night!"” grunted Bob
Cherry, as he turned in. Harry Wharton put out the light.

The juniors settled down to sleep again. But both the
‘ndventurers were thinking of that strange encounter with
Monsicur Charpentier, and presently Bob Cherry spoke:

“T say, Harry——"

“ Hallo!" came Wharton's sleepy voice.

“ It was jolly queer about Mossoo, wasn't it

“ Yes, rather queer.”

““What on earth was he hanging about Hardinge House for
at this time of night?”

. ““Gee-whiz! What's that about Mossoo?" came a sharp,
inquiring voice from Fisher T. Fish’s bed  The Yankeo
junior was evidently awake.

*“You awake, you fathead?” growled Bob. He had not
intended to_let Fish know anything about that meeting with
Mossoo. It was a curious thing, but the chums of the
Remove did not want to start chatter on the subject among
the fellows.

"_ch—{ guess I'm awake,” said Fish.
gaying——

* Hats!"”

““ About Mossoo——""

* Good-night 1"

“‘Look here, T guess T want to know—""

Snore !

“Bob_ Cherry, you silly jay, you're not asleep.
here-—"

Snore !

I say, Wharton, what’s that about Mossoo——""

Snove !

And Fisher T. Fish gave it up.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Fish Wants to Know !
GUESS it's high time I started in!”

Thus Fisher T. Fish.

Harry Wharton & Co. were coming out of the
House, with coats and mufflers on over their football
garb, it being a half—halid;?', when Fisher T. Fish spoke.
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Fish had just come in, with another paper in his hand. Fish
was doing quite n great deal for the circulation of the
“ Evening gews.” |

‘“Well, what’s the news now?"’ asked Nugent. *‘ More
burg&laries and things?"”

“ 'ep ll,

‘‘ By Jove, that's quite interesting! Wlere is it now?"”

* Hardinge House!"”

‘“What!” Wharton and Bob Cherry uttered the exclama-
tion together. ‘' Hardinge House.”

‘‘ Yep. You fellows passed it last night, coming in!"” said
Fish. * You must have passed it just before eleven. The
burglary took place before twelve, so they say in the paper;
the burglars were heard, and they cleared off, but they took
the swag with théem. No trace of them left excepting a busted
window—the police have clues, as usual—and the clues won't
lead to anything, also as usual.”

** Bame giddy burglar?’ asked Tom Brown.

“I guess so. French chap—one of the menservants heard
them calling to one another, and says one of them called out
‘ Vite.” Manservant didn’t know what * vite * meant, bui told
Mr. Hardinge. It means quick.”

** Go hon!" murmured Nugent.

8o, you see, it's the same gang—two of them, it scems,
and one a Frenchy, same as before. I guess this is growing
warm."

““ And I guess I'm growin
get down to the footer, an
as long as he likes.”

And the juniors walked away towards the footbail-ground.
Tisher T. Fish caught Wharton by the sleeve of his coat.

“T guess I want a word with you!” he said emphatically.

* 1 guess you won't get it, then; I'm going to play footer.”

‘* This is important——""

*The match with the Shell is slightly important, too,”
Wharton suggested sarcastically.

** Oh, blow your old feoter! This is serious. Now, I want
to know——"

“ Clear off 1"

* You're going to tell me—"

“Leggo!”

“Just you explain— T say—yarool!”

Bob Cherry gently knocked Fish's legs from under him, and
the Yankee junior sat down on the hard, unsympathetio
ground. He gasped, and the juniors walked away to tho
footer-field.  Fisher T. Fish picked himself up and dashed
sfter them.  Hobson & Co., of the Shell, were ¢lready on the
ground, waiting for the Remove team, and Harry Wharton
and his merry men lost no time in tossing off their coats
and going on.

Fig‘mr T. Fish was not to be haulked. He ran on the field
while Wharton and Hobson were tossing for choice of ends,

*1 say, Wharton, I want—ow—ow—yow !”’

Biff |

Bob Cherry lifter the footer with his toe, and it sailed upon
Fisher T. Fish, and smote him fairly upon his long, thin nose,
The Yankee junior staggered back and sat down for the
second time.

‘ Clear off I’ shouted Hobson.

cold,” said Johnny Bull. ' Let's
Fishy can fish for burglar news

“Grooh! I guess——"'
‘ Pass him into touch!” grinned Bulstrode.
“ Yow—ow—ow! Ydrooh!”

The grinning footballers dribbled Fisler T. Fish over the
touchline, and left him there gasping for breath, and con-
siderably muddy. Then the teams lined up. Fish staggered
up, and blinked wrathfully at the players, but he did not
venture upon the football-field again. Iie had to resign him-
self to waiting until the mateh was over.

" Talk about fAddling while Athens is burning,” Fisher T,
Fish growled to Skinner, who was looking on.

Skinner chuckled,

* Wasn't it Rome that wos burning?’ he inquired.

“I don't eare a Continengal red cent whether it was Rome
or Athins. Might have been Jericho for all I care. But
Ju![ms ”Czesar was fiddling away while it was burning,
and—

“ Nero!” yelled Skinner:

“ Was it? Well, anyway, he was fiddling away while Rome
was burning—if it was Rome-—instead of ringing up the fire-
brigade,” said Fich. *“ And that’s just what those jays aro

do'ng—playing football and_ letting awfully ~important
matters stand over. T guess I'm on the track now, and I
only want a little information—= And there they go, play-

ing about with a leather ball 1"

And Fisher T. Fish gave a snort of utier contempt and
di-gust.

** What may you happen to be talking ahout?” inquired
Skinner.

But Fisher T. Fish, on reflection, decided not to confide in
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pocket,” he said, grinding his teeth.

Fish glared at Bunter as Il he could eat him, but there was no help for It!
* Take It out, and then unlock these handcuffs, quick!"

I guess the bob Is in my walstcoat
(8ee Chaptzer 1.)

8kinner. Skinner was just the kind of fellow to forestall
him and collar his triumphant exposure of the burglar if ho
could. 8o Fish shook his head sagely agd walked away,
without replying o IHarold Skinner's guestion.  Skinner
g]anlctd at Bolsover mujor, and tapped his forehead signiti-
cantly.

* Balmy !" he remarkcd laconically.

‘And, indeed, Fisher T. Fish’s manners and customs that
afternoon were so odd, that Skinner had some grounds for
supposing that he was balmy.

he Yankee junior was on tenterhooks of curiosity and
impatience. His theory about the unknown eracksman had
taken startling shape. "He wanted to know about that mect-
ing with Monsieur Charpentier by Hardinge Ilouse, and he
wanted to know it all, and to know it at once. Tt was simply
exasperating that he $hould have to wait, with all his energics
as an amateur detective bottled up, so to speak, until the
Remove had finished playing a footer match with the Shell.
Nom fiddling while Romne was burning was simply nothing

to

}lnrr_v Wharton & Co. forgot Fisher T. Fish, Monsicur
Charpentier, and Hardinge House, and everything else for
the next forty-five minutes.

Hobson & Cn. of the Shell wrre playing up hard, and the
Remove had plenty to do to hold tliu.u' own, without WOorry-
ln;{ about Fisher T. Fish.
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But when the whistle went for the interval, they were
reminded of the existence of the enterprising American.
Wharton was sucking a lemon, when he felt a particularly
bony forefinger dig him in the ribs.

“T guess—'"' began [ish's voice.

Wharton gave a howl.

** Don't -puncture me, you ass! Clear off!"

“You've got five minutes now,"” urged Fish. “I guess I
want to know-—""

:: stal Haven't you been watching the match?”

ep

g Thcn you know how Lhe acore is without asking me.’

“ You—you jay!" said Fish, in measured tones.
you think I'm asking you about silly goals?
know about Mussuo——-

“Go and ask him."

“T guess he would boot me out!" grinned Fish.

*“ And I guess I shall do the same if you try to puncture me
again!" growled W harton. * Get off the grass ! Clear out!
Trm-‘.’l' Bunk !" ;

““ The bunkfulness should be terrific, my worthy and idiotia
Fish,"” said Hurrce Jamset Ihm E\nngh gently.

oy guess I want to know——'

“Kill him, aomeod. " snid Wharton appecalingly.

“ But I guess——"'

Bob Cherry grasped the inquisitive American, and Wharton

“ Do
I want ta

A Splondid Complcte Tale of Ha
Wharton & Co. Ord=r_Early!
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squeczed the lemon down the back of his neck. Then the
whistle went, and the match was resumed, and Fisher T. Fish
wriggled away in a very bad temper.

He hovered about the football Il;eld, however, waiting for
another chance. The match was very keen and exciting, but
it did not excite Fish. He was only anxious for it to end.

It ended at last, with the Remove a goal up. And when
tey were putting on their coals and mufllers, to return to
the School House, Fish bore down upon them again.

“ Wharton, old man, I guess——"" 1

The footballers walked into Fisher T. Fish, and he was
rolled over, and they walked over him. He sat up and gazed
after them as they marched away towards the House, rather
dazedly.

“ Gee-whiz!” Lie murmured. *“'The jays! The slab-sided
scillywags! I'll have that informaticn out of them if I have
to screw it out, by gum!”

And Fish dusted himself down and hurried into the Scheol
Iouse.

After changing in the dormitory, the chums of the Remove
came down, and Wharton, Nugent, and Bob Cherry went
into Study No. 1 to tea. They had scarcely sat down at the
;-gblr\ ]\P-hcn the door upened and Fisher T. Fish presented
vimself.

The chums of the Remove glared at him.

“Don’t they knock at door bofore coming in in the slum
you were brought up in, Fishy "' Nugent warited to know.

“1 guess you might have locked the door, and I'm not
1aking any chances. I've got to have a bit of a palaver with
you. Now, I guess —"°

* Oh, buzz off I" said Wharton. * ¥ou make me tired!”

“ ] reckon you've got same mformation to give me.”

i q.'uite a mistake. I haven't.,”
Fish closed the deor, and lowered his voice.

* Now, look here,” he said, * this is important, T told you
I was taking vp amateur detective work, and I'm going to
look for the cracksman, on the lincs of Hank Hogback the
Boy Detective. I guess you've got something to tell me. I
want information, and 1 want the straight goods, mind. I
heard what you said in the Jdorm. last night. You saw
Mossoo hanging about Hardinge House as fnu came home,.
Now, I gucss I want to know all the particulars.”

“What for?”

“Can’t you see? Thcre's a mysterious cracksman at work
—man known to speak French, evidently keeping up respect-
able appearanco in the daytime, and living about here some-
where, unsuspected by the police. You find Mossoo—inan
who fits in to that description—hanging about a place lato
at night, and the next morning we hear that there's been a
burglary there. Can’t you see how it works out?”

“7 can see that you're a silly ass,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Give me all the particulars. You fellows thought it queer
—you said so. Since we know about the burglary it looks
very quoer indeed. Now, I want to know——" *

Wharton rose to his feet and opencd the study door.

“Will you go out on your feet or on your neck?'' he
demanded.

“Leok here,” roared Fish, “1 want to know! Do you
mean to say that you're not going to tell me anything 1"

Y Exactly.”

“Why not ?’

“ Don't approve of prying,” explained Wharton. “ You
ean call it being an smateur detective if you like—T call it
spying and prying. Get out!”

“1 guess—""

“ On your feet or on your neck "

*T'm not going——"

demanded Wharton,

“Your mistake. You are.”

“Iook here—— Yaroch! Hands off ! T guess— TII
ab ut pulverise you—TI'll simply smash you if you get my
mdup! I'll—— Vah!”

And Fisher T. Fish left the study—on his neck,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Does His Best!

ARRY WIARTON closed the study door, and returned
to the tea-table. He was looking a little flushed, and
somewhat worried. Nugent glanced at him curiously.
Wharton and Bob Cherry had not mentioned even to

Nugent that curious mceting with the French master the
previous night. They did not want to have it talked about
at all, and the least said meant the soonest mended. But for
Fisher T. Fish having overhcard Bob's remark in the dormi-
tory, the matter would have teen buried in oblivion so far
as they were concerncd. But there was plainly little chance
of oblivion now.

“ What on earth was Fishy talking about 1" asked Nugent.

«T guppose all the Remove will be talking about it soon I
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said Wharton savagely. “ Well, it can’t be helped now. We
weren't going to say a word.” ’

“ Least said soonest mended,"” said Bob cententiously.

“ Oh, all serene !” said Franl, a little huffily, * Keep your
blessed secrcts, and pass the sardines !

* We're going to toll you now, of course,” said [Tarty.
“Tt's jolly queer, and since Fish has been talking his rot it
makes me feel rather odd, about Mossoo. We saw him as
we came home last night.’

* He must have been out late, then,” said Nugent.
grnerally goes to bed before eleven,”

“¥Yes; but there he was, smoking a cizar, leaning against
ihe palings of Hardinge Iouse. We knew it was Mossoo,
because we. heard him muttering about the cold, and we
kuew his toot, but we didn't scr him clearly. He didn't see
us, either; but as soon as he spotted us coming he bolted.”

* Bolted " ejaculated Nugent, in astonishment.

“ Bimply bolted off,” said Bob Cherry. *“He just spotted
us in the mist, you know, but he couldn’t have recognised us.
He cleared off on the instant,”

“ My hat!”

M It's jolly odd ! said Wharton. “1'm pretty certain he
didn’t know us. I suppose he saw that we were boys, and
that was all—the mist was pretty thick. The curious thing
is that the burglary took place therc less than an hour after-
wards. Why H]lﬁll{d Mossoo- bolt if he was doing no harm
t?:crelg There was no rcason why he should be afraid to bo
seen.

Nugent looked very thoughtlul,

“Well, it's queer,” he said.  “ Dut surely you don’t think
that Mossoo could possibly have had anything to do with
the burglary 1

‘*No; it's impossible, Only it happens that one of the
burglars speaks French. Burglars who speak French aren't
common in England, Psuppose 1"

* Yes, that's queer.”

_ ‘“But I couldn't possibly think for a eecond that Mossoo
isn't as good as gold,” went on Wharton. * It’s impossikle
he coy’!d be dishonest. IHe’s one of the best little asses
going.

* Certainly he is,” said Nugent. * But Fishy suspects—'7

‘Oh, Fishy's a erass idiot I'!

“It's odd about the burglar staying about herc so long
without being discovered,” Nugent remarked thoughtfully.
* More than a fortnight, and the police looking for him all
the time. He may be living somewhere under a respectable
appearance.’”’

_““Yes; that's another of Fish's precious theories. More
}'Iklnllx’ he's a low beast, living in some low pub., in Court-
ield.’

" Hold on!” murmured Bob Cherry, rising suddenly ard
silently to his feet. He stepped quickly to the Jdoor and
threw it open.

Fisher T, Fish fell forward into the study.

“You rotter !" shouted Wharton, leaping up.
been listening !

i "m

i IIU

“You've

“You cad—-"

Fisher T. Fish picked himself up rather dazedly.

“I-—-I guess I was bound to get information from you,"
he said. ‘' This kind of thing has to be done by detectives,
you know.™

“1t's never done by anybody with a rag of decency, detec-
tive or not, you silly chump!”’ )

“1 guess I'm posted now. T was bound fo get on to what
you ’]Imew. And I guess it's pretty clear against Mossoo
now.

“You ass——'"

“ So he bolted when he saw somebody coming by, did he #"?
chuckled Fisher T. Fish, “What for—eh? I want to
know."’

“ Ask him !

“Ha, ha! Not likely. Mossoo isn't going to know that
he's suspected until I've got the proofs complete,” grinned
Fisher T. Fish.

“Idiot !

* Ass 1

“ Fathead !

Fish shrugged his narrow shoulders,

“ I puess we shall see what we shall see,” he remarked.
“T'm willing to take you chaps into the biz. if you like, and
whack out the rewar&ywith you—one quarter.to be divided
among you, and three-quarters for me. You ean help me
with the shadowing. I want Mossoo watched, and I want te
intercept his letters——"

“ What I"

“And as you're a good French scholar, Wharton, you
could help me read them——"

Wharton jumped.
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¥ Read his letters !" he gaspead.

“V¥Yep! That's the way to get proof.”

* You scoundrel I' yelled Wharton indignantly,

“What !"" said Fish, in surprise. * Hyer, don't you call
me names, you know. Detectives have to read letters, you
know—they get proofs that way."

“They'd get hidings, if they got what they deserved, if
they read other people’s letters!” snorted Wharton. “ You
—you worm ! I suppose you're a bigger idiot than anything
else. Don't talk to me. You muke me ill!”

“But I guess —"

“If I find you meddling with Mossoo's letters,” said
Wharton, *“I'll go direct to Mr. Quelch, and report you.
Understand that? You sha'n’t play any dirty tricks if I can
stop you.”

“Oh, I guess you don't understand business! Detectives
have to do all sorts of things in the way of business,” said
Fish. *“Same as in war-timie - don't they employ spies and
things —it's all in the game?"

“Rot! I wouldn't touch a spy with a pair of tongs—waz-
time or any other time! And you're not a detective, either;
you're only a silly ass, playing the goat! And if you don't
atop it, you'll get hurt.”

“T guess I'm following up this case till I've got my man,"”
said Fish. “I'm willing to let you help me if you like. I
want my man watched —"

“ Rats !

“And his
French —'

“ Rotter !

“It's all in the way of business. I guess—

“ Look here, Fish, you've got to stop this. You'll get into
trouble, and you are acting in a beastiy, rotten way. For
your own good, we're going to persuade you to stop it."”

“1 guess I should want a lot of persuading,” chuckled

Fish.
“We're willing to persuade you to any extent. Collar

him !"

“Hyer, T guess-—— Hands off ! Ow "

Bob Cherry and Nugent seized the enterprising detective,
and Wharton picked up a ruler. Tt dawned upon Fish that
the miethods of persunsion were likely also to be methods of
barbarism, and he strugeled wildly. But Nugent and
Cherry jammed his faer downwards on the hearthrug, and
Wharton raised the ruler.

“ Now, Fishy, are you going to chuck it?"

“ Nope ! gasped Fish.

“Will you promise not to meddle with Mossoo's letters 2"

Y Nope !

Whack, whack, whaek !

“Yarooh! Help! Gee-whiz!
Ow!"

“Going to chuck it?”

“Nope!"” shricked Fish.

Whack, whaek!

letters must be read. And as they're in

L

Jumping Jechosophat !

“ Leggo !

“Yarooh! T guess I'll simply smash you! You watch
out! I'm a terror when my mad's up! Ow! You jay,
leave off ! Yah! Leggo!"

Whack, whack!

Fisher T. Fish made a desperate effort, and tore himself
out of the juniors’ clutches. e made a wild spring for the
door, knocking over a couple of chairs, and rolled hoadlong
into the passage. He picked himself up, and fled before the
juniors could get near him again,

Harry Wharton luughed as he tossed down the ruler.

“Well, we've dono our best,” he said. “We can't do
more.  IF he makes a fool of himself now, he can't say we
didn’t do our best to stop him."

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

And tea was finished in No. 1 Study without any further
interruptions from Fisher T. IMish.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Siadowed!
ISHER T, FISII had intended to keep his own counsel,
F which would cortainly have been a wise thing for an
amateur detective to do, and quite in accordance with
the manners and customs of Sherlock Holmes, Sexton
Blake, and Hank Hogback, and other famous detectives.

But the desive to talk, especially about himself, was too
strong for Fish.

He was somewhat at a disadvantage as a detective, in
comparison with the famons characters mentioned. Sherlock
Holmes always had the faithful Watson to talk to, and
Watson could be depended upon to let him do all the talk-
ing, only cjaculating ** Wonderful!"" from time to time.
Sexton Blake could always talk to Tinker, and run on to
any length,

Fisher T. Fish Lad no faithful follower of that kind. He
felt sorely the need of a Tinker or 0 Dr. Watson, but such
were not forthcoming in the Creyfriars Remove. Henco
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Fish, who never could keep silent for long, had no recourse
but to confide his plans, his intentions, and his theories, to
any fellow who would listen to them.

The result was that, in the course of a day or two, all the
Remove knew that Fish had started in business once more,
this time as an amateur detective; and that he had set out
to nccomplish no less an object than the capture of the
mysterious cracksman who was worrying and alarming the
whole countryside. ;

And the fellows chuckled over it joyously; but they simply
yelled over the additional information that Fish suspect
the French master of being a member of the nefarious gang.

That really seemed too rich, even for Fishy.

It grew to be a favourite amusement in the Remove to
draw Fishy out, and make his explain his clues and his
theorics. The fellows would listen to him, only interrupting
him with roars of laughter.

But Fish did not mind the laughter, so long as he could
find listeners. He was in the limelight, and that was all he
cared for.

Besides, as he told them dozens of times, he guessed they
would laugh on the other side of their mou when he
proved that he was right.

He was on the track.

Shadowing criminals was a favourite amusement of detec-
tives, he remembered, so he had started shadowing Monsteur
Charpentier.

He would follow him at a distance across the Close, watch
him tirelessly while he read his Paris newspaper under a
tree, and dog his footsteps when he walked over to Court-
field to buy his paper, or to call at the tobacconist's.

By this means Fish accumulated quite a large stock of
information about the manners and customs of Monsicur
Henri Charpentier,

He learned, for instance, that he was a regular reader of
the “ Figaro''; that he had it supplied to him by a news-
ageni in Courtfield. He learned that Mossoo smoked
Fartagas cigars, and that he bought them at Joncs's, in
Courtfield, and that he generally smoked two a day. He
learned that Mossoo walked two hours every day for exer-
cise, and that ho visited Dr. Pillbury, in Friardale, occasion-
ally to play a game of chess. : i

The only drawback was, that all this information was of
no value whatever. i

Fisher T. Fish was in hopes of seeing a black mask drop
some day from Mossoo’s pocket- when he pulled out his
handkerchief, or of observing the butt of a revolver sticking
out under his tight frock-coat.

But, keenly as he watched, there was never a sign of a
rovolver or a mask about the little Frenchman,

He devoted a great deal of time to observation of Mossoo's
correspondence.

And there he felt. that he was in better luck. = Mossoo
received lotters with the blue 25-centime stamp of France
upon them, but even Fish could find nothing suspicious in
Mossoo getting letters from his own country. But he received
also letters with the local postmark. . -

Fisher T. Fish pounced upon that discovery with avidity.

There was no doubt about it. Mossoo received quite a
number of letters from somcone in the neighbourhood.

Fish managed to sce the letters close at hand before they
were taken to Monsieur Charpentier, though he never had a
chance of collaring them. ) X

Somctimes the postmark was Courtfield, but occasionally it
was Friardale or Pegg; but always somewhere near Grey-
friars,

Who was the unknown correspondent?

Why should anybody living in the neighbourhood write to
Mossoo, where it would have been so casy to come and seo
him, or to receive visits from him? One or two letters,
certainly, would have boen natural; but a voluminous
correspondence from someone only half a mile away? It was
2 suspicious circumstance.

What could the letters bo about?

Were they evidently not letters from other members of tho
burglarious gang, keeping up constant communication with
tho leador?

An additional, suspicious circumstance was that the hand.
writing seemed to Fish to be of a feminine variety. That,
of course, was adopted for a purpose of diszuising. Perhaps
the real handwriting of the raseals being known to the police.

“1 guess I've got to sed those letters,"” Fisher T. Fish said
fo himself, again and again; but the opportunity did not
arise,

For—another suspicious civcumstance—Mossoo  was  very
keen about his letters. Sometimes he would meet the post-
man at the door, or at the gate, and take the letters divect
from him, always under the eve of the ubiquitous Fish. Onen

A Splendid Complete Tale of Ha
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Fish hal the great good fortune to sbserve him open a letter,
and to cateh the top line:

“ Cher Henri 17

Evidently the letter was in French, and from an intimate
acquaintance. And Fisher T, Fish wounld have given a great
deal to see the name at the end of that letter, and thus o
1earn who it was that addresscd the Fronch master of Grey
[eiars as ** Dear Henvy” r

And then, the French master’s onfgoings and ingoings were
Blispicious. .

Fish discovered one evening thai Monsieur Charpentier
was out of doors just when the Remove were going to bed;
and it was a cold, foggy, winter evening,

Whero was he?

Fish eagerly schnned the paper the next day to learn
whether there had been o burglary in the neighbourhood
overnight.

Unfortunately, there had been none. i

But Fish reflected that the villain was probably simply re-
connoitring, or consulting with his ncfarions pals, on that
oceasion, and that the burglary would shortly follow.

Fish had it all worked out in his mind. A gang of French
eriminals were ut work, probably desperadoes who had had
to fly over the Channel.  Mossoo was the chicf, and from his
unsuspeeted position as French master at Groyfriars, he had
been able to obtain all sorts of useful information about the
valuables in the neighbourhood.

Tt was all so c¢lear to Fisher Tarleton Fish that it amazed
him that the police did not ** tumble ™ to the seeret at once.

But they didn't!

Fish reflected that, after all, everything was in a sleepy
state in o played-out old island, and that the police eould not
be expected fo be wider awske than the vest of the populi
tion.

But with all his watching, spyving, shadowing, listening, the
smateur detective had to confess thag he was really not
getting any ** forvarder.”

The Remove fellows asked hin sometimes whether he had
made any arrests, and Fish could only suiff and tell them to
wiik and see. .

Harry Wharton & Co. waited with intcrest for the inevit-
able licking that must surely be the outeome of Fish's in-
vestigations. For surely, in the course of time, the way his
pame was being bandied about must come to t-i‘la- knowledyge
of the French master, and they could imagine what a fury of
excitement poor Mossoo would be thrown into.  He would
rush to the Head at once—and then Fish would be called over
{he coals—und he would receive such a lesson that his deteu-
tive instinets would most likely be damped for ever.

Fisher T. Fish came rather excitedly into No. 1 Study, a
few days after the vain attempt of the Co. to persuade him
to give up his new business.

*“Caught him?”" demanded N

“ Got him under lock and ke)

Fisher T. Fish snorted. .

“ 1 puess that's coming,” he said. “I'm working up my
cuse. I expeet shortly to have it quite complete against him.
You see, I think very likely the next buvglary will be at Grey-
frises itsclf, and then 1 shall nub him. But I want to be pre-
pared. Can one of you chaps lend me five bob? I'm short
of money, and I need five bob at once.”

*“Is it anything to do with this case?” asked Wharton. *Jf
it is, you can go and cat coke!”

“ 0ld Lazarus in Courtficld has a pair of secondhand hand-
cuffs for sale,”” Fish explained. ** They're only live bob—and
splendid handeuffs—fasten with a spring, you know. Quite
('g'en at ‘ﬁ\'e bob; and I shall need some handeuoffs, so—'

“ Assl

“TIl let you have the dollar and a quarter back on Satur-
day!”

Wharton chuckled, and drew the five shillings from  his
pocket, and handed them to ¥Fisher 1. Fish. The Yankee
unior departed on his bieycle for Courtfield, and half an hour
iatm‘ came back triumphantly with the eoveted handeuffs in
his possession. And guite a crowd guthered in the common-
room to sce Fisher T. Fish displaying them—a little rusty,
but quite in working order, and all ready for the wrists of
:Ihe mysterious cracksman when Fisher T. Fish had run him

own !

1ront.
*" asked Wharten.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Catching Fish!
LINK, cliuk!
* Let's sec them, Fishy 1"
Fisher 1. ¥ish held up the handcuffs to the admira-
tion of the grinning juniors.
“T guess they'll soon be on the wrists of the eracksman
when I've completed my case ! he said impressively.
* When, when, when, when, when!” sang Bob Cherry

softly.
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* IMa, ha, ha!?
C How do they work, Fishy 77 acked Wharton, with great
mterest.

* Look hyer. you put them vound your wrsts so!”

“No, you jollv well den’s.”" =aid Wharton, jevking his
hands away, * You're not going 1o try them on me.”

}"i.‘ihl']' .l‘. FJ‘!‘}T .‘i”li]('l!.

1 wuess 1 conld take thom off instanter,” e caid. " Look
here, here's the spring.  Can be worked by anybody excepting
the chap who's got them on.”

*Try ’em on, Bunter,” suggested Bob Cherry,

““ No fear!” said Billy Bunter promptly,

“ 8kinner, then.”

* Rats!” said Ski

“Try 'em on ym

* said Wharton.
I ruess 1 don’t mind,” saul Fish. ** Look here. You
shove them on me, and you'll see how they hold the wrists,
[ guess a fellow who onee gets these on won't be good for
much afterwards. No, sir. He'll get badly left.”

And the handeuffs were snapped vpon Fish's thin wrists,

He held out his hands, displaying the impossibility of get-
ting them loose, and the juniors all -.\v(}l that when Fish
had his prisoner fixed like that his § ner would be quite
al the merey of Detective Fish,

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Tob Uherry,
dinner-bell,” =

Billy Bunter led the way to the Jdoor.

“Hold on! Get these things off me!” called out Fish,
* Wharton 1

Wharton wag gane. e had (‘nhni_\' waulked out of the voom
after snapping the handeuffs upon the Yankee junior’s wrists,

* Take these off. Bob Cherry 177

“Borry, 'm going to dinner.”

Y Nugent, old man—-—"

“Can’t be odid”

“ Baolsover !

*No fear!™

“ Look here, you jays!" shouted Fish in alarm.
Langhing juniovs crowded out of the common-ronn.
here, 1 can't go in to dinner like this.
darbies off 1"

** I, ha, ha!”

“ Tuky, you black bounder——"

* The sorrowfulness is tereific, but T cannot oblige the
estecmned and ludierous Fish,” said  Tlurree Jamset Ram
Hml_!;h, as he Tollowed the rest of the fellows out of the room,

" Waal, T swow ! ejaculated Fish,

He might “*swow ™ as much as he liked, 1ut there was
no possibtlity of getting the handeufis off.  Fisher T. Fish
was demonstrating only too clearly how powerfully they
would hold a prisoncr.  There was simply no chance of cotting

“There's the

as the
* Look
Take these blessed

lis wrists free unless someone chose to unfasten the  hand-
culfs, and nobody seemed likely to choose.
Dreathing wrath and dismay, Fish walked down the

passage, but he dodged quickly round a corner as he saw
Mr. Quelch coming. He did not want the Removemaster to
sce hum handcuffed. Mr. Quelch would certainly have in-
quired where those handcuffs had come from, and would have
confiscated them, if he had not caned Fish for having them
it, his possession. The Form-muster was not likely to feel the
slightest, sympathy with Fish's desire to shine as an amateur
detective.

Fish lurked behind the corner till the Remove-master had
gone into the dining-room, and then he came out in search
of a rescuer. Many fellows were heading for the dining-
room, but they were utterly without sympathy for Fish.
They only grinned, laughed, and chuckled. It dawned upon
Fisher T. Fish that it was a **rag,” and that Harry Wharton
had fixed it with the fellows to leave him in that predica-
ment as a lesson to him; and now he understood why Wharton
had been so willing to lend him the five shillings to purchase
thio handeuffs at Mr. Lazarus's secondhand shop.

* My hat!” muttered Fish. ** The awful spoofers! They've
fixed me up like this on purpose, and I guess I've got left!
Oh, erumbs!”

Nugent minor of the Second Form, and two or three more
fugs, came along, and Fish made an eloquent appeal to them.

But Nugent mmor & Co. only roared with laughter.

They went into the dining-room, and left Fish stranded.
Alonzo Todd of the Remove came up, and Fish gasped with
relief. Alonzo was so obliging that he could hardly refuse to
perform that little service.

** Alonzo, old man,” ejaculated Fish, ** help me out of this.”

** My dear Fish, I shall be pleased to help you in any way,™
said Alonzo mildly. ** What ean I do for you?”’

* Take these handeuffs off my wrists I

Alonzo surveyed the handeuffs in astonishment.

“ What an extraordinary thing, Fish. How ever did you
come to be in that predicament "’

“THE P POP "
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The form of the little Frenchman, muffied up in a heavy coat, was visible for a moment; but as he caught sight of the
two juniors, Monsieur Charpentier suddenly darted away! * My hat!" gasped Bob Cherry. * What the dickens——"

“He's cleared off | exclaimed Harry Wharton in amazement.

(Sze Chapter 3.)

“I've been left!" groaned Fish. * Take 'em off, guick
'Lonzy, old man!"

“ Certainly, my dear Fish. It will give me the greatest
plrnisuro to perform that little service. My Uncle Bienjamin
would—

“ Never mind your Uncle Ben now !" said Fish, who was
on tenterhooks lest someone else should come along :nd stop
the obliging Alonzo. * Just buck up and get them off !’

“With pleasure, I—"

“ Let that duffer alone!" roared Peter Todd, dashing up
and stopping his cousin in time. ‘ Hands off, you ass !’

“ My dear Peter——"

“ I'ish has been arrested and handcuffed on a charge of
playing the spy,” Peter Todd exclaimed. * He cannot be
released till he has promised to reform.”

“Dear me! That is very right and proper,” said Alonzo.
“1 must observe, my dear Fish, that I have very strongly
disapproved of your recent conduct. May I beg of you to
reconsider your intentions, my dear friend, and "

* Let me loose, you silly gas-bag!"" howled Fish.

“ Uome in to dinner!" said Peter Todd, and he fastened
a grip of iron on Alonzo's arm, and marched him into the
dining-room.

Fish gave a groan of dismay. It looked as if he would
have to miss his dinner, for he certainly could not venture
into the dining-room with those ornaments on his wristse—
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to say nothing of the possibility of eating while his hands
were fastened together. All the fellows, however, were not
vet in the dining-room, and Fish hung about the passage in
the hope of encountering some good Samaritan who vould
release him. '

Tom Dutton, the deaf junior came alongs and grinned at
the sight of the handeuffed Fish. Dutton was evidently in
the joke, but Fish tackled him despairingly.

“ Let me loose, Dutton, old man!” he pleaded.

L Eh ?'!

“* Will you take these things off my wrists

* Can’t use your fists *"’ suid Dutton, with'a chuckle. * No,
I suppose you can't, Fishy, while you're handecuffed. Youa
can't expect to!"”

*“ Will you help me, you ass?”

“Don't you call fellows whelps, while your hands are
fastened, Fishy ; it isn't safe I said Tom Dutton warningly.

** Unfasten these blessed handecuffs for me, Dutton!"
shrieked Fish. “ I guess I want to go in to dinner.”

“I th’in.T

rr

“Well, I don't know about that,” said Dutton.
you're a rotter, to be spying and prying about, but I don
know about a miserable sinner. Still, I dare say you're right.
You know best what you are!”

“I shall miss my dinner !"" yelled Fish.
stand ?

y “ Cant't you under-
1 don't want to go without my grub!”

1 4 Bplondid Complcto Talo of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Earlyl
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“Yes, there’s the rub; therc’s no mistake about that!”
said Dutton.

“Grub, idiot! Grub, fathead—grub, you eilly oss! I don’t
want to miss my grub!"” .

“Tf your hands weren’t fastened, I'd jolly well punch your
nose for calling me a cub!” said Dutton. * You'd better
shut up !”

“Will vou unfasten me?"” shricked Fish, with all the
force of his lungs. Tom Dutton heard him at lust, and shook
his head promptly.

“ N¢ fear!” he said. ““ And don’t shout at me like that.
I don’c like it! I'm not deaf!”

And Dutton disappeared into the dining-room.

Two or threc more fellows eame by, but they all declined
to render first aid. Coker of the Fifth was the last, and he
simply roared at the sight of the hmndcuffed junior, and went
gasping into the dining-room. Fish remained fuming in the
passage. Dinner proceeded without him, and when it was
over, Fish cleared out of the passage, in fear of being dis-
covered in his unhappy state by a master or a prefect. IHe
clinked into #he common-room, and Billy Bunter found him
there a few minutes later. ~ Bunter came in cautiously, blink-
ing through his big spectacles, and Fish’s hopes rose.  Bunter
was not a specinlly obliging fellow, but he would have done
arnything for a fow jam-tarts, and Fish thought he saw a
chanice of bribery and corruption.

* Bunter, old fellow "’ he exclaimed, with unaccustomed
friendliness.

“1 was looking for you, Fishy,” grinned Bunter. * Are
you getting tired of wearing the bracelets? Ile, he, he 17

“Yoep!” groaned Fish. * Tuke 'em off, Bunter, old man.
I sha'n’t get any dinner now !”

“ It was a jolly good dinner!” =aid Bunter
and apple-pie

= 0}1. don't!” growled the hangry Fish.
these things off, aud T'll get a snack at the tuckehop.
might oblige a chap, Bunter!”

“You sece, it's a rag, to make you give up playing the
dotty detective.”” expluined Bunter. ™ Wharton's given
orders that yvou're not to be let loose until you've promiscd
to stop playing the giddy ox.”

“ Blow Wharton! You've not bound to obey his orders.”
gaid Fish conxingly. * He's up against your study, anyvway.
Show him that Study No. T doesn’t care a Conbinental red
cent for lim.” .

= Well, I'd like to help vou, Fisliy,” said Bunter, appenr-
ing to relent.

“Hyer vou are—shuep's the word, before the other jays
come in!"”

= The fact is.” said Bunter, “I'm expecling a postal-order
this evening—-"

* Never mind that now. Just tuke these things off—""

= And if my postal-order had come, I'd cowe to the tuck-
shop with vou and have a snack,” added Dunter,

“But it hasn't,” said Fish.  ** Take these votten things
off, Bunter, there’s a good chap !

= 8till, T dure say you wouldn't mind lending me a few
bobs till my postal-order comes 7"’ suggested Buuter. ** Then
we can go to the tuckshop together.”

“Nope! Take these things o

“If you can’t oblige a fellow, Fishy

“I've only got a bob,”” said the unhappy Fish, *“and I want
that to get something for myself, as I've had no dinner!”

- Oh, cooky will give you something, if you expliined to
her that you hadn’t had any dinner,” said Bunter. * Cooky’s
e zood sort! Did yvou say you would lend me a bob?”

** Nope ! velled Fish furiously.

« Oh. all right! Good-bye!” And Fisher T. Fish glared
with almosi horucidal fury as the fat junior yolled away
towards the door.

* Bunter, old man——"

“Sorry. I'm in u hurry, Fishy ! Can't stop !"

= I guess T'll lend you the hob.”

“Oh' Billy Bunter turned back. " Bure you dén't mind,
Fishy 1

= Nope, T don't mind!" suid Fish, between his teeth.
¢ You take these handeuils off my wrists, and I'll hand out
the hob.”

= Well, I don’t like to douls vour word, Fiehy, but a fellow
who'd spy and pry and watch people would break his word.
wouldu't he " said Buater. = Il huve the bob fivst, if vou
don’t mind !

“ How can I give you the bob when my hands are fastened,
you fat duffery”

- Oh, that's all right, just tell me the pocket it's in, and
Tl get it out,” said Bunter, =L don’t mind taking a litde
trouble to oblige a chap !”

Fisher T. Fish glared at him as if he could eat him. But
there wae no help for it; Billy Bunter was Lis last bope, an
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B;.t!'iter would not help him unless it was made worth his
while.

“Y guess the bob is in my waistcoat pocket,” said Fizh,
grinding his teeth. ** Take it out, and get me looge! 1 can
hear somebody in the passige.”

Bunter speedily extracted the shilling, and it disappeared
into his own waistcoat pocket. Then he scemed to hesitate,
“ T don’t know whether I can find the spring, Fishy i
“There it is—it's quite simple—as easy as rolling cff a log,

to any fellow who hadn’t got the bracelets on!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are you doing with those
handeuffs, Bunter?”’ roared Bob Cherry, appearing in the
doorway with a crowd of fellows.

* Ahem! I—I—I1—"

*“ Quick !” panted Fish. ** The spring—quick !

Bob Cherry caught Bunter by the shoulders and spun him
away. The Owl of the Remove collapsed upon the floor.

“ You're not geiting loose just yet, Fishy,” chuckled Bob.

* Hyer, I say, hc's got my bob!” howled Fish, as Bunter
made for the doorway. * Make him give me back my bob!”

Bunter fled.

**Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. * You can lose your
bob—serve you right for trying to bribe and corrupt Bunter.”
“T guess I'm going to have that bob back I velled Fish.

He rushed into the passage after Bunter, his handeuffs
clinking. It was casy to overtake the fat, unwieldy Owl of
the Remove—but not so easy to deal with him when over-
taken. Billy Bunter was not a fighting man; but he was
quite capable of dealing with a fellox whose hands®were
fustened. He faced vound at Fish, end put up his fat fiets,
and Fish stagegored back from a drive in the chest, and
another on the chin.

** Clome on, you rotten spy I’ said Bunter valiantly.
not afraid of you! Il jolly well give you a lesson!”

“Yaroogh! IKeep the fat beast off ! Ow, my nose !’

Fieh dashed back into the common-rcom. Bunter would
have delivered some more punishment, but Bob Cherry intro-
duced his boot into the matter, and Bunter retreated. He
rolled away to the school shop, and Fisher T. Fish's last
shilling was soon being expended in the forin of refreshments
liquid and =olid.

“I'm

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !
GUESS 1I'm fed up!” howled Fisher T. Fish, glaring

I furiously at the crowd of fellows in the Common-room,

who were simply howling with Jaughter. * Are you
going to take these things off. vr are you not!”
 Not ! snid Harry Wharton eahnly.

* 1Ia, ha, ha!”

“1 guess I can’t go into class this afterncon with them
on.

“ Why not? You can ask Mr. Quelch to take them off.”
* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 guess I own up I've got left,” groaned Fish. ™ Don't
runt it joke right into the ground, you know. Let me loose.”

* Only on condition that you promise. honour brizht, te
give up your new business,” said Huvry Wharten, ** We're
fod up with you as a detective.”

"T{xc fed-upfulness is terrifie, my worthy Fish.”

“ You've been spying and prying after Mossoo for a week
past,” said Harry. ** It will come out sooncr or later. and
then yvou®will et it in the neck. What do you think will
happen when Mossoo knows you suspect himi”

* Blow Mossoo!”

“ He will complain to Quelchy or the Head, and you'll
get a flogging.”

1 guess ' taking the risk.”

“ Thent you've guessed wrong; you're not. You're not
roing to disgrace the Remove by playing the spy. I saw you
noding over the letterrack this morning, and if Mossoo
hadn't tuken hiz letter, you'd have tried to collar it.”

“That’s my business.”

“Qurs, too! We're fed up with your dirty tricks. You've
ot to chuck it. Promise, and we will let you loose.”

“1 won't!”

* Then you can slay a3 you aie’

T ean’t go into class like thiz ™" yelled Fish.

“That's your business.”

““ 11a, ha, hal”

Fizher T, Fish expostolated and pleaded in vain, Harry
Wharton & Co. had quite wade up their minds, and all the
other fellows agreed with thein. Peter Todd was sometimes
in opposition to the Co., but this time he was in hearty
accord with them. o was Vernon-Smith. the Bounder of
Greyfrinrs. There was no help for Fisher T. Fish. He
chose to call his new occupation detective business; the other
fellows called it by its vight name of spyirg, and they were
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ted up with it. As Peter Todd gently explained to Fish,
he had outlived his usefulness as a standing joke, and it was
time to chuck it.

But Fisher T. Fish had no intention of chucking it. He
was weaving a network of deadly proofs round the unfortu-
nate Mossoo—or he thought he was. And he was not going
to give up the prospect of a great and glorious triumph to
please fellows who had old-fashioned prejudices about spying
and prying.

The juniors cleared off, leaving Fisher T. Fish alone in the
Common-room. Fish was in a state of excitement and fury,
but he was quite determined. Whatever happened, he was
2ot going to give up his business as an amateur detective.

He could not venture out of doors with his hands shackled,
and he waited in the Common-room till the bell rang for
afternoon classes. :

When the Remove went into their Form-room, Fish made
a frantic appeal for release; but his appeal was unheeded.

“ Will you give your word to chuck up spying ?"" “Wharton
asked him. And Fisher T. Fish promptly replied: ** Nope!”

“ Then you can stick it out.”

Fish dodged out of sight as Mr. Quelch came by. He
remained in the passage after the Form-master hmg gone
in, wondering what on carth he was to do. Plenty of
“ cheek ™’ as he had, he could not venture to enter the Form-
room with the handeuffs on his wrists. Yet what was to he
done? If he stayed for lessons, he would certainly be
looked for. as a truant.

Indeed, Mr. Quelch, as he glanced over the class, missed
him at once.

“ Where is Fish?” he asked, addressing Wharton, as head
boy of the Form.

Wharton suppressed a chuckle.

“In the passage, I think, sir.”

Mr. Quelch frowned, and stepped out into the passage. Fish
was there, and the Form-master glanced at Eim sharply.
He did not notice the handeuffs, Fish, holding his hands to-
gether as if he had a whim for standing with hands clasped.

“ (3o into the Form-room at once, Fish,” said Mr. Quelch.
;‘ What do you mean by being late? You will take fifty

ines."
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“ Y groaned Fish.

Mr.Bsuelch followed him into the Form-rcom. Fish went
towards his place,”his hands still held together. The Remove
watched him with suppressed joy, speculating how long it
would be before the Form-master cbserved the handeuffs.
It was not long!

“ Fish!" rapped out Mr. Quelch.

“ Ye-o-ep,’’ stammered Fish.

“ What are you holding your hands in that ridiculous
manner for?"”

“ M.-m-mum-my hands, sir?”

“ Yes, What do you mean?
boy ?'.

“1—1—T1 guess—""

“ Are your hands fastened?” exclaimed Mr. Quench, im
aatonishment.

* Yeop, they are, sir.”

¢ Ja this some foolish joke. Come here.”

Fisher T. Fish reluctantly approached the annoyed Form-
master. Mr. Quelch’s eyes scemed to bulge quite out of
his head at the sight of the handcuffs. He glared at Fish
speechlessly for a moment or two.

i Fish I"" he gasped, at last. * You—you are handcuffed !
What docs this mean?”

“] guess I've been spoofed and left by a gang of slab-
sided jays, sir,”” said Fisher T. Fish dolorously.

« What? What? Cannot you speak English?"” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch testily. “I do not understand you. Do you
mean you arc the victim of a practical joke?”

“ Correct, sir.”

“ Where did those handcuffs come from? How 1is it
possible that such things are in the school? Whom do they
belong to, Fish 7"

# T—I guess they're mine, sir.”

“Yours! What, in the name of all that is foolish and
atup'ifi, do you want handcuffs for? Explain, you stupid

What is the matter with you,

0y.

“ I bought them, sir.”

“ For what?"”

“ Five shillings, sir.”

“] mean for what purpose?” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“ What could ﬁcssibl have possessed you to expend money
upon the purchase of a pair of handcuffs?”

«1—1 wanted them, sir, and—and they were cheap——"'

“ To purchase such a thing because it is cheap is ridiculous,
Fish. An article is not cheap at any price, unless you are
really in need of it. I certainly cannot allow any boy.in my
Form to possess such things as handcuffs. I can only con-
clude, Fish, that you purchased those articles with the inten-
tion of playing some foolish prank—and you seem to have
had the prank {l'n.yed upon you. I shall take them away
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from you and lock them up in my desk. The loss of the
money may be a lesson to you to be more sensible. Now
take them off at once.” L

“Y can't, sir,” groaned Fish. “If I could have taken
them off, I reckon I shouldn’t have let you spot me with
them on.”

“ Hold out your hands, you silly boy.”

Fish held out his hands, and Mr. Quelch unfastened the
huzndcuffs and removed them. Fish watched him,with a long
face as he locked the valuable articles up in his desx.
Whether he ran down his man or not, he certainly wouldn’t
be able to handcuff him now. And it was useless to argue
the matter out with Mr. Quelch. Fisher T. Fish was only
too thankful that his Form-master had not discovered that
he was an amateur detective.

*“Now go to your place, Fish. Those handecuffs will be
given you at the end of the term, to take away from the
school, if you wish. Until then-they will bo locked up in
my desk. - You are a foolish boy. Go to your place.”

‘And Fisher T. Fish went lugubriously to his place, amid the
suppreased chuckles of the Removites.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER
The Complete Letter-writer!
ik HE blithering idiot !"

It was Bob Cherry who spoke, and the person le
referred to was no less an individual than [Fisher
Tarleton Fish, It was o couple of days after the

adventure of the handcuffs, when Bob Cherry came into
Study No. 1 with that remark. Fish had by no means
slackened down his efforts as an amateur detective. The
network of deadly evidence was being wound round and
round the unconsocious French master, so to speak, but
somehow or other it was not quite fatal yet. Monsieur
Charpentier went chceriultlv sbout his avocations in utter
unconsciousness of the sword of Damocles that was suspended
over his head. .

Wharton and Nugent were very busy at their study table
when Bob came in. But they suspended their occupation
as he made his emphatic remark.

“ What's the latest?” asked Frank.

“ The howling imbecile!"

“ But what-—""

« The burbling duffer!” snorted Bob. “ What do you
thirk? The blithering cuckoo has found another clue.”

“ Good old Fishy!"

“He's found that there's a Frenchwoman in Hardinge
Houvse—an eldetly mademoisclle, who teaches the Hardingo
kids French!” said Bob. ‘ You've seen her—most respect-
able old girl. The howling jabberwock has a theoty now
that she is an accomplice of Mossco.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

Wharton and Nugent roared. They had seen Mademoisells
Finette Delorme, the French ‘ gouvernante” in Hardin
House. A more estimable and respectable lady of uncortain
it would have been difficult to conceive. That Fish

age : . ” 3
should cxtend his suspicions from Monsieur Cha tier,
the French master at Greyfriars, to_Mademoigelle Finetto,

the French governess at Hardi House, was too funny,
and the juniors shrieked at the idea.

“ 1 know it was jolly queer Mossoo hanging about there
that niight as he did,” said Bob. ** But to think he was there
for anything dishonest is nimﬁly idiotic. It's mo business
of ours and no business of Fishy’s. Now he thinks Made-
moiselle Delorme is an accomplice of Mossoo. He's scen
them talking together very earnestly, he says, outside the
post-office in Friardale, that's all. Hoe never knew they wero
acquainted before. As if Mossoo was bound to tell a kid
in the Lower Fourth about his acquaintances? Fishy has
a theory thut Mademoiselle let in Mossoo and the other
burglars at Hardinge House on the night of the burglary
there.”

& Hll, ha. hn !I’

“I'm fed up with the crass idiot,” said Bob. ‘I caught
him nosing over the letter-rack. There was a letter for
Mossco, and he was feeling it over to see if the flap was
fastened. I gave him a punch on the nose.”

“ Ha, ba, ha!"” :

“ He ought to be stopped,” said Bob, frowning.
disgraceful I”

“We're just thinking about that,” grinned Wharton.
* We may be able to rot him into chucking up his silly
game. Shut the door and look here.” =
" Bob Cherry clased the door. He looked cautiously at the
books and papers on the study table. There were a anelli

“It’s

A 8plendid Comptlete Tale of Harry
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dictionary and several sheets scrawled with gpecimen sen-

in French. ]
tm‘l'm\a;i‘mt.koll earth are you up to?” demanded Bob, in
sstonishment.  *‘ Have you taken to mugging up l'rcnv'lg;
as poor old Chumjam used to do? What's the litile game ¥’

" Fishy wants one of Mossco's letters to read,” Wharton
explained. “ It's a long-felt want, and we're going to
supply it. He's not going to be disappointed,

" What | .

“ You remember how Skinner japed Smithy once—wrote
a letter in- German that Smithy theught belonged to the
German master !"

*“ HMa, ha, ha! Yes!” ; 7

‘“Well, Bmithy was taken in, and he's jolly rkrcn, and
Fishy isn’t keen ut all, though he thinks he is. We're going
to improve on the scheme. The difficulty is to write a ,l_z‘t_(-rl_v
letter in French. Still, if there are any mistakes, Fishy
mayn’t notice them; he's not well up in French.”

Bob Cherry roared.

*Oh, what a wheeze!  Good idea! Make a burglar
appointmént, and get Fishy to start off to watch the _Fr(mch
master keep it. Ila, ha, ha! It would serve him right te
cool his heels somewhere on a cold ﬂtght for a couple uf
hours waiting for Froggy to turn up.

** That’s tﬁe idea, 351}}' "a bit befter. When Fishy gets
hold of the letter he’s bound to sneak out and watch for the
appointment to be kept. And it's going to be kept.”
© ' What ! . .

* Two or three masked ruffians will pounce on Fishy, and
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he’ll be quite fed up with burglar-hunting before he djs-
covers that they belong to the Remove.”

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob. .

“We're well under way with the letter,” grinned
Wharton. “ I think I’ve got it pretty right—good encugh
for Fishy, anyway.”

* Read it out!” chuckled Bob.

And Wharton read out the concoction upon which he and
Frank Nugent had been busy for the past hour with the
aid of dictionary and grammar.

* Cher Henri,—Veuillez venir demain soir a onze heures
pres du vieux chene foudroye, duns le bois, ou nous serons.

Nous ailons prendre conseil pour Paffaire de Pecole. Il n’y
a pas de temps a perdre. 1l faut finir et filer, parceque leg
polieiers sont sur nos traces. GasTon.”

Bob Cherry laughed until he wept.

If Fisher T. Fish found that letter under ecircumstances
that made him believe that it had been addressed to Mon-
sieur Charpentier, he would certainly regard it as proof
conclusive.  The amateur detective would feel that he held
the hidden cracksman in the hollow of his hand.

' Onze heures,’” grinned Bob Cherry. ** That means eleven
o'clock, s0 we shall have to break bounds if we're going to
be there.”

" We can do that for once for the good of the cause.”

** Ha, ha, ha'!®?

" We shall know whether Fishy goes, as he's in our dorm,
Welve simply got to stay awake and keep one eve open,
If he clears off we clear off after him. We shall find him
at the lightning-riven oak—
ha, ha, ha!'—all serene.”

“I suppose a ‘vieux chene
foudroye™ is all right for
*lightning-riven oak *%”  said
Boh.

* Yes, that's all right. And
the dead oak is a well-known
landmark.  Fishy knows it
guite well.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Doetter .put the date om
the letter, or he won't know
it's for to-night.”

" Good eog !

And Wharton wrote
Y Lundi” at the top of the
letter to indicate that it was
written on Monday,

Peter Todd came into the
study. Peter Todd was in
the joke, and he had been out
scouting.  He had a erumpled
envelope in his hand,

Found onc¢??  asked
Whartan eagerly.

“Yes; here ot is”

" What's that " asked Bub,
looking curivusly at the torn,
soiled,  and  decidedly dirty
envelope. It had been through
the post, and Peter Todd had
evidently  rescued it from a
waste-paper basket or a dust-
bin,

" Look at it said Peter,
and he held it up.

The envelope was addvessed
to Monsicur Charpenticer, at
Greyfriars Schaol.

Y1 tracked Trotter down
when he was taking awnv
Mossoo’s waste-paper basket.
Peter Todd explained. ** After
he had  pitched it into the
dustbin I sorted this out.
There were two or three of
them. Mossoo gets a lot of
letters.”

Bob Cherry roured.

If Fisher T. Fish found that
precious letter inside an en-
velope addressed to Monsieur
Charpentier, and which had
evidently been through the
post, he would not be likely

i

77

Two Magnetite chums—an errand-boy and a schoulboy—“ghlle walking along a country
road ar:lg plucky enough to stop a rumaway horse, thus doing a good turn to the terrified
girl in the trap, who has lost control of her steed,
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to entertain any doubts as to
its genuineness,

*“ What about the writing,
though?” said Nugent. * The
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Fish suddenly felt himself tapped lightly on the shoulder by the French master's cane, and he jumped and stared

round at Mossco with bu'ging eyes.

fist in the letter will be diffceent from the fist on the
envelone.”

“ Different member of the gaug,” Wharton explained,

* Oh, that's all vight I" said Peter Todd. ' T know Fishy's
theory about the handwriting., 1Te thinks Mossoo’s letters
are directed in a disguised hand, becanse the real fist may
be known to the police. Naturallv. the horrid criminal
wouldn't take the trouble to disguize hiz hand in the letter
mside.  Only Mossoo sees that.  Fishy will work this out all
right- —disguised hand on the cnvelope, and the genuine
artiele in the letter””

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Only don’t let him recoguise it as a Remove fist,” said
Peter,

* That’s all right, T thinlk.”

Peter Todd looked at the letter and grinned.  Wharton
had written it in a heavy, rough handwriting very unlike his
own. There was not much likelihood of Fish tumbling to
the fact that the precious document had been written inside
Greyiriars,
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“VYat for you hide viz yourself, Feesh? " asked Monsieur Charpentier.
(Sze Chapter 14.)

* Now the only thing is to let Fishy find it—under sus-
picious circumstanees,” chuckled Nugent.  © We must stick
it somewhere where he'll gel hold of it, and where he can’t
suspect anvbody but Mossco put it."” ¥

“ Yes, rather” .

CAnd after lessons one of us will have to bike Jdown to
Triardale for some black crope for the masks.”

*“*Jla. ha, ha!"

And the chums of 1lic Remove roarved hilariously over the
scheme.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Great Find for Fishy!
MONHIEI-’IL CIHHARPENTIER took the

Remove in
French that afternoon.

To see the kind little mun pottering abont, no one
would have suspected that he was a desperate cracks-

wan leading a double life, and in danger every moment of
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being tapped on the shoulider by Police-coustable Tozer, from
Friardale.

But Fisher T, Fish knew ! Ile guessed that that was only
a prool of Mossoo's deep and terrific artfulness,

Even during the French losson he watched Mossoo, nol
without hope that a black mask or a revolver might drop oul
of his pocket on to the floor of the IForm-room.

But nothing of the kind happened.

1f Monsicur Charpentier hud any use for revolvers and
masks, he evidently kept them for business hours, and did
not carry them aboul with him all the time.

Fish was devoting so much time and thought to detective
worle that he had very little attention left for the French
language, and Mons:cur Charpentior was very sharp with
him. Towards the close of the lesson Mossoo wasz standing
over Fisher T. Fish, compelling him to listen while he ex-

lained the mysterivs of the subjunctive mood. In spite of
iimself Fish had to absorb the faet that * vouloir ™" requires
a subjunctive to follow. Peter Todd was sitting nexi to
Risher T. Fish. As Mossoo moved away, leaving Fish almost
gasping, Peter's gaze become fixed on the floor under the
desk.

Iish observed it, and looked down.

Then he started.

On the floor, in the shadow of the desk, luy an envelope.
It was turned face upwards. and Fizsher T. Fish caught his
breath as he read the address—* Monsieur Charpentier,
CGreyiriars School.”  And he knew the hand—that hand
which looked like feminine writing. and which he was
assured was a disguise adopted by a member of the eracks-
men gang. Fisher T. Fish's breath came thick and fast.

Monsieur Charpentior must huve dropped that letter with-
out noticing it while he was gesticulating excitedly to Fish.
In a moment Fish had stretehed out his foot and covered
the letter with his boot.

“That letter vours?'” asked Peter Todd.

Fisher T. Fish gasped with relicf. Todd had evidently seen
the letter, but he could not have observed that it was
addressed to Monsicur Charpentier, since he asked Fish
whether it was his. And that was a great relief to Fish,
for he knew that Todd would never have allowed him to
take one of Mossoo's letters if he could have prevented it.

“ I guess it's mine,” said Fish calmly. * Didn't you see
me dron it?"

“ No, I didn't,” said Todd. . !

“Well, I guess it slipped out of my pocket,” said Fish
coolly.

And he dropped a pencil, in order to have an excuse for
stooping down, and bent under the desk and captured the
letter.

He was trembling with excitement as he slipped the letter
into his pocket. e had felt a letter inside the envelope, in
his fingers, and he was breathless with tremulous joy.

The letter was safe inshis pocket. But would Mossoo
miss it—would he search—inquire?

Fish watched him anxiously.

Monsieur was feeling in his pocket now, then in another
pocket. Fish trembled.

Had he missed the letter?

No; Mossoo’s hand came out with a piece of chalk in it;
that was evidently all he was scarching for. Fish breathed
again.

gFish(‘.r T. Fish was on tenterhooks while the lesson
dragged on. Never had it seemed so wearisome to him.
But it was over at last, and Mossco left the Form-room,
without any sign that he was aware of having lost a letter.

Fisher T. Fish would have given dollars untold to get out
of the Form-room and read the letter. But Mr. Quelch
returned for last lesson, and he had to stay in his place until
the finish.

Fish was so absent-minded that Mr. Quelch was down upon
him more than once before he escaped. He was thinking
about the precious letter in his pocket.  If it should he
gearched for before he had had a chaunce of reading it—if
Mossoo should spot him as the person who had picked it up
—if he should have to part with it unread? Those worrying

ssibilities drove all other thoughts from Fish's mind, and

e was in an agony of impafience to be gone.

Naturally, he answoered vaguely and almost idictically
when Mr. Quelch spoke to him, and he was the richer by
a hundred lines when the Remove were finally dismissed.

But Fish didn't care for lines. What were a hundred
lines to him. when he held the seeret of the hidden eracks-
man in the hollow of his hand?

ANSWERS
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Ilarey Wharton & Co. gave Peter Todd inquiring glances
as they cane out of the Form-room. Peter smiled, and
(’105('11 one l'_\'l'.

Fisher T." Fish hurried away, but Wharton caught his
arm.

“ Not in a hurry, Fishy*" he asked pleasantly.

£ 1 guess not,” said Fish, who did not want to awalken
suspicion.

He knew only too well that if the Co. discovered that he
had one of Mossoo’s letters about him, they would very
quickly deprive him of it.

“Came along and have a ginger-pop!” said Wharton
cordially.

“1 guess net, thanks—not in this cold weather!”

“Then we'll have some of Mrs. Mimble's hot home-made
lemonade.™

“Yes; coine, Fishy ! said Bob (herry, taking the Yankee
junior’s other arm, “You can tell us all about your
theories while we're there.”

Fisher T. Fish could have bitten them, so annoyed did
he feel; but he dared not refuse. He was a very careful
fellow with his money. and was never known to refuse a
treat, and if he refused one now, it would certainly excite
remark.

Ie walked away to the school shop with the chums of the
Remove, and they discussed Mrs. Mimble's home-made
lemonade and Fish's prospects of nabbing the cracksman.

“T guess I =hall have him soon.,” Fish could not help
saying. ** I've got a clue—a clue the police weuld give their
blessed ears to get.”

“What i= it?" asked Peter Todd innocently.

“1 guess I'm not telling you that yet,” said Fish. * You
wait till I've got the jay right under my thumb, and then
vou'll see something !”’

*8till think it's Mossoo—hey ?"" asked Nugent.

“Yepl!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle now,” said Fish. “I guess the cackle
will be on my side when I've got that galoot right into the
stone jug—just a few. Well, I must hump it—I've got a
lot of lines to do.”

And Fisher T. Fish quitted the tuckshop. The juniors
looked at one another, and burst into a roar of laughter.

“He's taken the bait ! murmured Nugent.

“ And swallowed it whole, hook and all " chuckled Peter
Todd.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Fishy! What a night he's going to have!"
murmured Bob Cherry.

And the juniors roared again.

Fisher T. Fish, unconscious of the merriment of which he
was the capse, hurried away to the study. He was foverishly
anxious to read that letter. But Fate was against him. Tt
was really as if the fellows knew he was anxious to be alone,
and persisted in showing him friendliness just when it
exdsperated him to a pitch of fury. Johnny Bull joined him
in the Remove passage.

“ Coming into the gym., Fishy ?"" he asked.

“ Nope. I've got lines to do.”

“Yes; so you have. Going to do them now?’ asked
Johnny sympathetically.

“Yap 17

“ Then I'll come and help vou,” said the generous junior.
“ After all, we're in the same ‘study, and it's up to me
to lend a hand.”

Fisher T. Fish gave Johnny Bull a look that was not at
all grateful; in fact, it was positively murderous. Johnny's
kindness at that inopportune moment was not at all appre-
ciated. But Fish was caught in his own trap—he could
not disclaim his intention of doing the lines, or refuss
Johnny's assistance, without exciting suspicion. 8o he
suppressed his fury, and went into No. 14 with Johnny Bull,
and they sat down together,to do the lines.

Johany Bull did not, as a rule, like doing lines, but he
enjoyed those. He was, of course, in the nlot of the Co.,
and it was very funny, from his point of view, to keep
Fish sitting there, unable to read the precious letter that
was almost burning a hole in his pocket.

Fish was in an agony—at any time Mossoo might miss that
letter and begin inquiring for it. And as soon as the
juniors heard that Mossoo had lost a letter and couldn’t
find it, wouldn't they pguess at once that the amateur
detective had carried out his plan of purloining the French-
master’s correspondence, and if they guessed that, they
would collar him and recover the letter—unread? Never
had Fish's pen raced over the lines as it raced now; but the
impot was finished at last.

“ Now for tea,” said Johnny Bull. “ They've got a good
spread in No. 1. Will you come there with me, Fishy ?"

“They haven't asked me,” murmured Fish.
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“Oh, that's all right—TI can take a friend if T like.””

*“No; I don't think I'll come, thanks, all the same!” said
Fish. “You go—don't waste any time. They may be
waiting for you.”

“You're going to have your tea here alonc?’” asked
Johnny.

“Yep !

“Oh, no; I can't have that!
Bull kindly.

Fish ground his teeth.

“Don’t do anything of the sort,” he said. “ You run
along and have your tea in No. 1. I don't want to keep
you away.”

“1 don't mind a bit,” said Jobnny Bull. “T’ll have tca
here with you, Fishy. I want you to tell me about your
latest clues, too.”

Fisher T. Fish would have given a great deal to be able to
drop Johnny Bull out of the study window. But that was
not feasible : and, as there seemed no way of getting rid
of hiny, he decided that he might as well share the spread in
No. 1 Study.

*T guess I'll come with you,” he said.

“Good egg !l said Johnny Bull
*And he marched Fisher T. Fish off to No. 1 Study. Harry
Wharton & Co. were thefe, and they were very hospitable
to Fish, and Fish would have enjoyed himself very much
if he had not been thinking all the time about the valuable
letter in his pocket. But his anxiety te read it, and his
terror of losing it unread, spoiled everything. He hardly
noticed what ‘he ate, and he answered remarks at random.
The juniors chuckled as they saw him help himself to jam
and sardines at the same time, in his worry and confusion
of mind.

Fisher T. Fish rose at last, determined to escape cven at
the risk of being suspected.

“1 guess I'll get along!” he remarked. * Thanks
awfully for the letter—I mean the feed ! So-long !

They felt that Fisher

And he fairly ran out of the study.

The juniors chuckled loud and long.
T. Fish had been sufficiently put to the torture. and they let
him go, and finished their tea in high spirits, greatly
cheered by the thought of the Yankee junior, secluded in
some corner, spelling out that letter written in French, and
chortling over his find.

I'll stay with you,” said

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Right on the Track!

ISHER T. FISH fairly gasped with relief as he escaped
at last from the over-kindness of the chums of the
Remove.

He ran down the passage, and stopped in his study
to catch up a French dietionary and grammar, and ran on,
He knew that the letter would be in French. and he wanted
to be ready for any difficulties that cropped up in reading
it.. He dashed into the box-roomn, and locked the door
behind him, and sat down on an empty trunk. gasping.

“(Gosh,” he murmured, * I've got away from the jays at
last ! Almost encugh to make o chap suspect they knew T'd
got the letter, and wanted to keep me from reading it—only
they'd have taken it off me if they'd known—the silly jays!
Now for it!”

He drew the letter from his pocket with fingers that fairly
trembled.

Yes; there it was—the envelope addressed in the hand
he had come to know very well; crumpled and soiled.
perhaps  through buing  carried about in  Monsicur
(‘harpentier’s pocket.  And the postmark—it was the
previous night's, Then this was the letter that Monsieur
("harpentier had received by the first post that morning !
Fish had seen it in his hand, and longed to read it. Now
lie had the chance.

He felt no scruples as he drew the letter inside from the
cuvelope. Hank Hogback would have felt no scruples, so
why should Detective Fish? The letter was on a paper that
did not mateh the envelope—a plain. cheap eream-coloured
notepaper. Fish nodded as he realised that the rascals would
naturally use a kind of paper that was in common use, and
coutd never possibly afford a clue to the police.

And the handwriting on the letter—it was quite differcut
fram that on the envelope. Fish nodded again at that. It
hore out his theory that the envelopes were addressed to
Mounsieur Charpentier in a disguised hand.

And the letter itself! Fisher T. Fish, with all his wonder-
ful gifts, was not a brilliant French scholar, and the letter
offered difficulties, He read it through with gleaming eyes,
however. He understood enough of it at the first reading to
know that it said just what he had expected. It was proof—
wroof positive at last! What would not the county police
zve given to have hold of the letter, which ran:

“Cher Henri,.—Veuillez venir demain soir a onze heures
pres du vieux chene foudroye, dans le bois, ou nous serons.
Nous allons prendre conseil pour affaire de I'ecole. Il n’y a pas
de temps a perdre. Il fant finir et fler. parceque les policiers
sont sUr nos traces. Gagros.”
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Fish’s eyes glittered. ;

“Qh, isn’t it ripping?’ he murmured aloud., *Isn’t it
topping? Don't it fairly put the lid on—just a few? What
would those galoots say now, I wonder?”

And he chuckled joyously. .

The expressions that escaped him, he soon hunted out in the
dictionary. Then he made a translation of the letter.

The translation ran:

* Dear Henri,—Will you come to-morrow evening at eleven
o’clock to the old lightning-riven oak in the wood, where
we shall be? We Ell:lﬁ discuss the affair of the school. Thero
is no time to lose. It is necessary to finish and clear off,
because the detectives are on our track GasToN.”

“QOh, gee-whiz and jumping Jehosophat!” grinned Fish.
“ My only hat! Haven't I spotted the jay? Ha, ha, ha!”

Well enough he knew the old lightning-riven oak in the
wood—it was a well-known landmark in the vicinity. And it
was in a very lonely spot, where nobody went after dark.

Just the place, of course, that these scoundrels would choose
for o secret mecting to discuss their nefarious enterprises.

And what were they going to disenss?’

L'affair de Vecole—the affaiv of the school!  That, of
course, meant the burgling of Greyfriars. True, it might
méan Highelifie School, or even CLff House. Anyway, i#
meant the burgling of some school, probably Greyfriers. Fish
felt a great elation at the idea of being the means of pre-
venting a bold bad burglary at Greyfriars. All the school
would have to acknowledge that he had done it—that he had
saved the school silver, worth two thousand pounds, at least.
Visions of being publicly thanked by the Head. before an
assembled and admiring school, flcated before his dazeled
eyes. And he would not reap merely glory. If he saved the
school such a tremendous loss, he would have a right to ask
for a cash commission on the transaction. Fisher T. Fish
was not burglar-hunting for his health, as he would bhave ex-
pressed it in the American language. Certainly he would be
within his rights in requesting a commission of, say, two-and-
a-half per cent. on the value of the property saved.

And this was the last chance of catching the cracksman
who was haunting the neighbourhood. The letter said plainly
enough, *il faut finir et filer,” that is to say, it was neces-
sary to get done and escape. *‘ Les policiers sur nos traces”
—the detectives on the trail! But the policiers would be a
little too late. Fisher T. Fish would be before them. He
chuckled joyously at the thought.

And the letter was dated * lundi,” which meant Monday.
“ Demain,” to-morrow, was. therefore, Tuesday, to-day, and
it was this night that the villainous Charpentier was to meet
(aston and the rest at the lightning-riven oak in the wood.

Fisher T. Fish was greatly impressed with the lightning-
riven oak. It gave a real melodramatic touch to the affair.

And now the question was, what was to be done? Take
the letter as it was to the police-station? Figh shook his head
at that idea. They simply wouldn't believe him, If they
took the trouble to communicate with Greyfriars about it, the
Head would answer for the respectability andaintegrity of
Monsieur Charpentier. Fish would be suspected of having
made up that letter himself, and he would be caned—and the
criminal, of course, would be put on his guard. He could
not prove that the letter was Monsieur Charpentier’s, and,
of course, the French master would deny all knowledge of it.
No, that would not do. He must have clearer proof before
he called in the aid of the police.

And that clearer proof would be easy enough to get.

At eleven o'clock that night the criminals were meeting
under the lightning-riven oak, to discuss the plans for their
next robbery.

What was easier than to get there earlier, and coneeal
himself in the thicket, and overhear their conversation, and
learn the whole of their plans from beginning to end? Cer*
tainly thev would talk in French—it was undoubtedly a French
gung he had to deal with. And Lower-Fourth French was
not quite equal to the strain of conversation. But he would
hear enough to inform him of their intentions. He would
understand enough for that.

Besides, it was quite probable that as the criminals were
working in England, there would be one or two English mem-
bers of the gang, and in that case part of the talk, at least,
would be in English.

At all events, it was evidently the business of a keen
detective, furnished with such a clue as this, to be present
at the meeting, and make notes of the plans of the scoundrels
when they took counsel together.

Fisher T. Fish carefully folded up the letter, and placed it
in his pocket.

“1 guess I'm going to be there ! he said to himself. “ Onece
I've heard ’em jaw over their plans, and T shall know the
whole game—and exactly when and where the next robbery is
to take place. And then T'll fix it up with the police to lart'
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a trap for them, and they'll walk right into it. Gee-whiz!
'{he ellows will stare when they know all about this—just a
“I‘)

. And Fisher T. TFish left the box-room in a mood of great
satisfaction and contentment.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In Deadly Peril!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. observed Fisher T. Fish
curiously when the Remove went to bed that night.
Fish did not take all his things off, and the chums of
the Remove noted it, and smiled. When he turned
out at half-past ten he wanted to dress as quickly as possible,
and get out of the dormitory, in case any of the other fellows
should awake.

Wingate of the Sixth saw lights out, without observing
_anything suspicious. Fisher T. Fish did not take part in the
usual chat after lights out. He affected to sleep.  One by one
tho juniors dropped into slumber, and by ten o'clock the
voices had all died away in the Remove dormitory.

But not all the juniors were asleep.

Wharton and Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent were awake.
The chums of the Remove had agreed that the matter was
to be left to the trio. It would be risky for a crowd to try
to get out of the dormitory, though otherwise the whole Co.
would have been glad to keep that appointment under the
lightning-riven ounk in Friardale Wood.

g'Si]en{:a reigned in tho dormitory.

But at a quarter past ten Fisher T. Fish sat up in bed.

Three keen pairs of ears heard him move, and three faces
smiled in the darkness.

“You jayg.all asleep?”’

Fish asked the question in a low voice.

There was no reply—only a sound of steady breathing, and
a deep bass snore from Billy Bunter. Fisher T. Fish grinned,
and stepped quietly out of bed. He dressed quickly in the
darkness, and, taking his boots in his hands, stole silently
out of the dormitory. He had provided himself with a pair
of rubber boots, partly because they were quiet, and partly
because Hank Hogback was ulways so provided. The dor-
mitory door closed softly behind him.

Then three juniors sat up in bed.

“The blithering ass has gone!" murmured Bob Cherry.

“The burbling josser is on the track!” yawned Nugent.

““And we're going on the track, too,”” said Wharton.
*We'll give him a quarter of an hour to get clear. No hurry
for us, even if we're late for the appgintment. The silly ass
will wait under the giddy lightning-riven oak."

And the juniors chuckled.

It was half-past ten when the three Removites slipped out
of bed, and dressed themselves, pulling on overcoats. partly
for warmth, and partly for concealment. The black crape
masks were put in the pockets ready for use. They slipped
quietly from the dormitory as Fisher T. Fish had done,
leaving pillpws and bolsters arranged in the beds to resemble
sleepers, in case any inquisitive prefect should look into tho
dormitory in their absence.

Meanwhile, Fisher T. Fish had slipped from the window
of the box-room. upon an outhouse roof, dropped to the
ground, and scudded away.

It was dark and misty in the Close, and the lights from
the windows of the rooms that were yet lighted gleamed pale
and yellow.

Fisher T. Fish clambered over the school wall, and dropped
*nto the road.

His heart was beating fast with excitement.

He realised that there was some danger in his enterprise.
True, the ruffians could not possibly suspoet that their meet-
ing would be watched. And in the misty night, in the
thickets, the spy’s escape should bo easy, even if somchow
they discovered his presence. Still, there was danger, and
that was a part of the business that Fish did not wholly
like. But it could not be helped, and he tried to comfort
himself with the reflection that the celebrated Hank Hog-
back went into danger every day of his life—in fact, in every
number of * Police Bits."

He scudded along the road, hulf-past ten striking as he
left the school. It would not take himn more than a quarter
of an hour, he calculated, to reach the rendezvous. He would
be in ample time—hidden in the thickets before the villains
arrived by the lightning-riven oak in the wood.

Dark and gloomy the wood looked as he plunged into it.
The deep, black shadows under the trees, the wreaths of sea.
n;;:ﬁ clinging round the leafless branches, struck him with a
chill.

What if the ruffians should be early for the appointment?
What if he should run right into the grasp of some maskéd,
lurking criminal in the black darkness of the wood ?
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He shivered at the thought—but he-kept on. After all, if
they spotted him, they would not know why he was there.
They could not suppose that a schoolboy was on their track.
They were more likely -to ‘avoid him than to interfere with

im.

The lightning-riven oak at last—and not a quarter to eleven

et. A glimmer of starlight fell upon the old shattered oak.

ho other trees were at a little distance from it—but close
to it was a tangled thicket, and into that thicket Fisher T.
Fish promptly plunged.

The leafless twigs crackled round him, and the sound seemed
alarmingly loud in the dead silence of the wood.

But Fisher stopped quite still as soon as he was hidden in
tho thickets, and the branches crackled no more.

He settled down to wait.

He heard the three quarters chime out from Friardala
Church. A quarter of an hour yet to wait for the rascals—
and no sign of them yet. He was in good time. Ile began
to shiver a little, in spite of his overcoat. It was a very cold
right, and too cold to remain still with comfort. He shifted
his position a little, and the twigs crackled. It was necessary
to remain quite still.  And the cold from the dimp earth pene-
trated his boots, and crept up his bones.

Eleven!

He heard the chime, and the striking of the hour.
rascals could not be very long now.

Five weary minutes passed, and then there was a sound of
footsteps. .

Fish sct his teeth.

He was almost shudderin
moved, he knew that the
him,

Ho had to grin and bear it—or bear it at least, even if he
could not grin. His chattering jaws were very fir from
grinning just then,

A low, muttering voice came through the silence.

“ C'est vous, Gastong?"”

‘It is you, Gaston?"

Fisher T. Fish heard the words quite plainly. It did not
sound like Monsieur Charpentier's \roice—gut it was evidently
one of the gang—for Gaston had been the name signed upon
the famous letter.

“C'est moi !"

‘“ Mais Henri n’est pas ici !

‘11 vient toute suite, je crois.”

Fisher T. Fish understood it all. It is I—Henri is not here
—he comes immediately, I think! It was all simple—in fact,
mere schoolboy French. If it-all went on like this, Fisher T.
Fish would not have the slightest difficulty in understanding
every word. . )

i gicl] 1l fait froid!” went on the muttering voice.

Fish knew that—it was.very cold, and Fish had been feeling
it for some time. He shivered involuntarily, and the twigs
crackled.

There was a chuckle.

Had they heard him ?

He knew the next moment. Three figures plunged into the
thicket, and before Fish could make a movement to escape.
he was grasped and hauled out of the hiding-place, and
bumped down on the damnp grass by the lightning-riven oak.
3 One of his assailants knelt on his chest, and pinned h'm

own.

Fish was so taken by surprise, and so paralysed with terror,
that he could only stammer confusedly,

*“ Le couteau, Gastong!" said the ruffian who was kneel-
ing on him.

Fish could see, in the dim starligcht, that his face was
masked, and that the rest of him was hidden by a coat and
a heavy cap.

The Yan}l:ee junior knew that “ couteau was French for
“ knife,” and he shuddered more violently than with the
cold.

“Ow!" he panted. ““ Don't! Yow! Merey!"

“ Who are you?" demanded his captor, in Ynglish, in a
deep, stern voice that seemed to be fetched frora the depths
of his chest.

“0w! I—I—"

“ C'est un espion !’ said another voice.

“I ain't!” howled Fish. ““T ain’t a spy!
boy I”

* (Mest un policier 1"

Fisher T. Fish would have been very pleased at being taken
for a * policier " at any other time. But, under the present
circumstances, it was not gratifying. He was in the hands of
a murderous gang, and at_every moment he expected to see
the gleam of the deadly ‘‘ couteaun.” ]

“1 ain’t a detective!” he groaned. “I'm a Greyfriars
chap. Ow! Leggo! Mercy! Koeep that knife away from
me! You'll be hung, T guess! Ow!"

“ What ave you doing here?"
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“f guess T came Lo poach vabbits,’? sald Fish elibly.
* Vous mentez ! said the ruifian, who was koceling on
him. * Or, as you =ay in 2 English, zat ie a le

“ Donnez un conp de coutean, Gastong 17

“ Tuez-le I

* La mort ! La mort !”

The three ruffians kept it up like a kind of horrid chorus
And Fisher T. Fish knew enonrh to know that they were

raying, * Give him a blow with the knife ! Kill him.  Death!
Death !

* You'll be hung, you know ! shricked Fish. T guess
1 didn't mean any harm. Ow! Leggo! Yow! Lemme
alone! Yah!”

* You did not come here to spy upon usi™

“ Nope! Nope! Nope!”

“ Quest-co-que il dit?’ demanded one of the ruffians.
Nope—zat_is not an English word.”

*1 guess I'm an American,” groaned Fish.

* Zien you are a policier—a deteetive?”

“ Nope. 1I'm a schoolboy.™

“ You did not come here to spy?”’

" Nope !

* Swear zat you veveal nozzing !

“ T guess 1] swear to anything you like,” stuttered Fish.
* Any old thing I

“ By ze bones of the Pilgrim Fathers, by the hatchet of
George Washington, and by the tinned horses of Chicago!”
said the deep, stern voice,

“Yep! Yep!”

* Zen swear 1"

“1 swear!" groaned the unfortunate detective of Grey-
frinrs. 1 swear! T guess—"'

“ Repeat ze oath !

“ Tl repeat anything,
Ow !

“ Repeat ze oath !™

Fisher T. Fish repeated the oath—he would have repeated
anvthing just then.

“ T swear. by the bones of the Pilgrim Fathers, by the
hatchet of George Washington, and by the tinned horses of
(*hicaga ! he mumbled.

¢ (Cest bien! Zen you sall live !”

Fish gasped with relief.

“ Ve vill rob him, Gastong,” said another voice. * Take
off his cout and his watch and chain, also his cap, and his
vollar and tie.”

** Qui, oui!”

Fven in his state of terror, Fisher T. Fish could not help
wondering what the ruffians wan with his collar and tic.
But he never thought of resisting. His coat and cap were
taken off, then his watch and chain, and then his collar and
tiec. Then the knee was removed from his chest.

“ Lie zere!” said the deep voice. ** Zat you do not move
for quinze minutes—a quarter of ze hour. Comprenez "

“¥Yep, T comprong !’ gasped Fish.

“TIf you sall move before zat ze clock strike quarter-past
eleven, ze blood sall flow upon ze deadly couteau !”

“1 swear—""

W Zat vill do! Lie zere, zen!

And the ruffians * filezed.”

Fisher T. Fish lay gasping as they disappeared into the
thicket. e did not dare to move.

That Mansicur Charpentier would comie to the rendezvous
now he did not hope. The ruffians would undoubtedly mecet
him on the way and stop him. The discussion would be held
somewhere else, and he would not hear it. His expedition
that night had been a failure. But he was too glad to escape
with his life to think about failure. He did not venture to
move. For all he knew, a masked ruffan with e dreadful
couteau might be lurking in the ‘shadows near him, waiting
for him to move. Not till the guarter-past eleven had rung
gt;:dfrom distant Friardale did he venture even to raise his

Take your knee off my chest!

Filez, mes camarades !”

Thoe wood was silent and still.

He was shivering with cold. He slowly gained his feet, and
peered about him fearfully into the uhad’;ws.

The ruffians were gone.

Fish started from the glade, and gained the road—and once
in the road, he ran as if for his life. He did not pause to
take breath until he was under the walls of Greyfriars.

He clambered in, and with thumping heart nmge his etealthy
way back to the Remove dormitory. :

All was dark and silent in the dorm. as he stole in, and crept
dolefully into bed. Even the keen amateur detective of Grey-
friars had had enough burglar-hunting for that night.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Yery Funny!

" LEPT well 2"
s Fisher T. Fish opened his eyes to the sound of the

rising-bell clanging through the clear winter morning.
i , with i.-gl:ﬁl

Cherry was standing by hia |
on his face, and he had asked the question.
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sleepy eyes. 1l was feeling the effects of the loss of a night's
rest.

“Yep! T puess so!"” he mumbled.

“ Not disturbed at all in the night?’ asked Bob blandly.

" Nope”?

* Slept like a top ever since you went to bed—ch?"”
Fishqg T. Fish had no intention of confessi;‘lg his miserabls
failure. He was surprised by the roar of laughter that
greeted his reply.  All the Removites were up, or wers
sitting up in bed, and they were all laughing. Fish sat up
in bed, too, and blinked round him in surprise. He did not
see the cause of the laughter.

“ What's the joke?” he demanded.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You are!” explained Harry Wharton,

And there was a fresh burst of laughter. M

“ Have you lost your watch and chain, Fishy?” inquired
Nugent.

i Nope.F,

“ Or your coat?’

“ My coat? Nope.”

“Or your collar and tie?”

Fish stared at him blankly, too amazed to answer. The
questions showed him that the Remove fellows mu w
somcthing of his previous niil_mt’s adventure; though how
they knew was a mystery to him. B

*“Quite sure you didn't lose them in the wood last night "t
howled Johnny Bull.

L1 whﬂt !ll : .

“ Well, if he did, somebody’s broughy them home - fos
him,” grinned Bob Cherry.

Fish gaped in astonishment.

There, beside his bed, lay the articles of which the masked
ruffians had deprived him the niﬁ:t before, by the lightning-
riven oak in Friardale Wood. IHis coat, his his_collar
and tie, and his watch and chain! It was sstounding. Fisher
T. Fish stared at them with his eyes hulging from his head,
and the expression of his face made the jumiors shriek.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

#* T—1 say, how did those thingn get here?” stuttered Fish.

“ They were brought here by three masked ruffians,”
Wharton explained.

“ Gee-whiz!"”

“ They'd taken off their masks before the; came bla
though,” said Bob Cherry. * You see, you can't go to
in a mask,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish's eyes looked as if they would really leave
his head entirely as Bob Cherry held up three black crape
masks for inspection.

The Yankee junior began to understand.

*“ You—you Jeys 1® he yelled. *“ It was you!"”

“ Ha, ha, ha!

“Us!" grinned Wharton. * C'etait nous! How did you
like our Lower Fourth French? Lucky you didn’t get the
business end of the couteau, "wasn't it?”’ ‘

“ Oh, yi:m jaya! You slab-sided mugs!"”

a“ , ha, al” )
“ Swear!” yelled Bob Cherry. { the hatchet of George
Washington, and the tinned horses of Chicago—""

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites, .

Fisher T. Fish shook a bony fist at the hilarious juniora.

“You jays! You silly scallywags! Do you know what
you’'ve done?” he shriek .

“Yes, rather. We've made & bigger fool of you than
you were born!” said Bob Cherry. ** And that's saying &
great deal.”

*“ The foolfulness of the worthy Fish is terrific!” chuckled
Hurree Singh. “But he is very fortunate not to be
u!uuﬂ:terod couteaufully.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've helped the cracksmen gang to m?e, you
blithering jays! Do you know what I was there for, you
mugwumps? I was therc to see Mossoo consulting with th
rest of the gang!” roared Fish. * You've spoiled it all}”

““ At onze heures, wasn’t it?’ gasped Bob Cherry. “ Close
by the vieux chene foudroye.”

“ Wha-a-at!”

“ 1] faut finir et filer " shrieked Nugent.

* Parceque les policiers sont sur nos traces!” roared

‘Wharto

n.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” }

Fish tEaar.ed at them in stupefaction. How did they know
about the letter—that priceless letter that had never left the
inmost recess of his pocket? Yet they certainly knew—they
were repeating it word for word.

B:ll.Did they scttle the affair do I'ecole?” howled Johnny
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“ Did they aller to prendre conseil?” roared Peter Todd.
“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Gee-whiz! You've been reading my letter, you—

‘‘ More than that,” grinned Wharton—* we've been writing
it !l’

“ Wha-a-at!” :

“ Next time you want a clue, you've only got to mention
if,” said Wharton. I don’t muind writing another letter,
and Todd will get another old envelope out of the dustbin,
and drop it under your desk in the Form-room.”

“ Certainly " said Peter. * With pleasure, Fishy!”

“My hat! Oh, gee-whiz!” grouncd Fish. ** You—you
villains! You planted that letter on me! Do you mean to
say that it wasn't sent to Mossoo at all?™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Thoe Removites were almost in convulsions. They roared
and howled with laughter as they dressed themselves. Fisher
T. Fish crawled out of bed, fecling as if life were not worth
living for an amateur detective in the midst of unsympathetic
scoffers.

And he was not allowed to forget the matter, cither. The
joke was too good to keep, and the Removites told it to
ellows in the other Forms. The fags caught it, and they
chanted at Fish in the Cloze after breakfast:

“ 11 faut filer!”

“ Les policiers sont sur nos traces!"

“ Meet me at onze heures by the lightning-riven chene!™

“ Mercy! Merey!”

“ By the hatchet of George Washington and the tinned
horses of Chicago!" ;

There was no oscape from it. Before the fellows allowed
tho matter to drop, Fisher T. Fish was wishing heartily that
he had never dreamed of becoming an amateur detective, and
tracking the French-master down to his doom.

When he took his place in the Form-room he found serawled
across his exercise book: “ Il faut filer!"”

When he opened his Latin grammar there was a sheet
inserted between the leaves that caunght Lis eve at onee:
“ Nous allons prendro conseil I

Fisher T. Fish was more than fed up. Bub that evening,
when grinning juniors asked him if he had given up the
amauteur detective business, he shook his head obstinately.

“I guess I'm going to put her through,” he said.

“11 faut finir!” said Bob Cherry.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish snorted, and walked away. He was the
laughing-stock of the Lower School at present; and only one
thing could save his face—the proof that his theories were
correet, and the arrest of the unfortunate Mounsicur Char-

entier. But cxactly how that was to be brought about

isher T. Fish had to confrss to himself that he did not
quite know.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fish Discovers the Secret!

ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER came out of the School
House a day or two later, arrayed in his best. His
frock-coat was open to show all the glories of a faney
waisteoat that would have put Joseph's celebrated

coat quite into the shade. The silk hat on his well-oiled
locks gleamed as if it would outshine the sun. There was an
orchid in his coat. There was a gold-headed cane—rolled-
gold-headed, as a matter of fact. There was a happy smile
upon his face.

Monsieur Charpentier was evidently in high feather.

Even Fisher T. IFish, as he spotted the French-master
coming out, could not believe that he was going to keep a
burglarious appointment, arrayed as he was like Solomon in
all Eis glory.

But he fell into the French-master's wake as he strutted
away towards the gates. Tt was a half-holiday at Greyfriars,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were plaving footer; so  the
amateur detective had no interference to look for at their
hands.  Fisher T. Fish intended to shadow Monsicur Char-
pentier.  In spite of himself, his suspicions were waning.
And yet Mossoo’s mysterions conduet at Hardinge House had
never been explained. Even Harry Wharton & Co., while
they langhed at his theories concerning Mossoo, had never
been able to expluin why Mossoo  was  hanging  round
Hardinge House the night before the burglary there, and
why lo had bolted when they came along. So'long as that
was not explained, Tish fele that he wus quite right to keep
Cher Henri under surveillinee.  He was sure that that was
just what Sherlock Holmes, Sexton Blake, or Hank Hogback
would have done.

Monsicur Charpentier certainly looked as if he were going
to meet a friend—and very probably a lady friend, to judge
by the orchid. But it might only be his extremely deep
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artfulness, to divert suspicion.  And Fisher Tarleton Fish
was not to be taken in—not he!

Mossoo did not seem to have the slichtest suspicion that
he was being shidowed. For a desperate criminal leading a
double life Le was remarkably unsuspicious.

He walked down the lane with an airy strut, and on his
track went Fisher T. Fish. At the cross-roads mensicur
halted, and glanced about him; and then he could not help
seeing Fish in the lane.  Fish dodged behind a tree at once.
But the French-master had scen him, and he could still see
one of Fish's boots.

Mossoo looked puzzled.

He came back along the lane towards the troe by the road-
side, where the understudy- of Hank Hogback had taken
cover.  Fish was wondering whether he had stopped looking
back, when he was tapped lightly on the shoulder by the
French-master’s eane.  He jumped, and stared round at
Mossoo with bulging cyes.

“¥at for you hide viz
Charpenticer.

“ Hide, sir?”" stammered Fish.

“Oui, oui! You hide behind zat tree!"

“Oh, no, sir!” said Fish, regaiing his confidence, [
guess T was looking for caterpillars, sir.  I—I've taken up
the smudy of natural history, Monsicur Charpentier.'’

“You are not out of bounds, hein?' wusked Mossoo sus-
piciously. ** You did not hide behind zat tree because zat I
see you.''

* Nope, sir.”

‘Tt is not zat you are detain?”’

* Oh, nope!"

“don you are a very queer garcon,' said Monsicur Char-
pentier.  “ It is not zat you follow me, hein?"

“Follow you, sir! Certainly not."”

“ It would be a very silly zing to do," said Monsieur Char-
pentier. ** Vell, if you say zat you not follow me, 1 say no
wore; I take vour word, isn't it."”

And with a ned Monsieur Charpentier walked away. Fish's
heart smote him for a moment, 1o did not like telling False-
hoeds ; but he comforted himself with the reflection that 1ank
Hogback, in “ Police Bits,” never hositated at the Ligirest
whappers when he was on the track of a desperado.  He stood
in the lane until Monsicur Charpentier had turned into the
cross-road and disappeared frene sight,

After all, why should Mossoo suspect him of following lim
—unless he had a seeret to keep? That reflection cheercd
Fisher T, Fish.  He decided at once upon his plan of action.
He made his way through a gap in the hedge, and cut across
the ficld adjoining the cross-road. There was a hedge along
that road, too, and from that hedge Fish meant to spot the
French-master again without showing himself.

But Mossoo was suspicious now. Fisher T. Fish had no
sooner put his head through the hedge into the eress road
than it was spotted by the Frenchman, who was looking about
hin,

Moszsoo made o rapid stride towards him, eaught Lim by
the ear, and jerked him out into the lane.

“You vicked boy !

0w ! masped Fish.

T is zat you are follow me!"

1, sic?” groaned Fish, “ Loeggo my ear!
ing for—for newts, sir, for iy eollection.”

*Zat s vun story U said Monsicur Charpentior angrily, 1
do not know vy you follow me, bul it is zat you do follow
me viz yourself, sn't it?”

0wt

Monsieur compressed his finger and thumb until Fishier T,
Fish felt that his car was in a vice, and yelled with anguish.

“ Now you run avay viz yoursell,” said the Fronclhmaster,
shaking his cane at the unfortunate junior. ** You are vicked
to play ze apy. You vish to miake a joke viz 20 ozzers abont
your master, n'cst-ce-pas, you bad boy? Go avay'"

Fisher T. Fish was only top glul to go.

Dut he did not go far.

He halted in the cover of the bedge, and stood there rub-
hing his ear vuefully. IDs ear felt as if it were scorching,

it while he rubbed it, he watehed throonegh the hedee to
seoowhich direction the French-omastor took,

Mongicur Charpentier turncd into a footpath througl tha
wood, and a little later left the footpath, and followed a track
among the leafloss trees.

Fish dodged about among the treees after him,

He eould guess now where the Frenehman was going, and
he did not need to keep him in sight. That track (hrough
the wood led to the lightning-riven oak, the seene of his un-
fortunate adventure with the masked ruffians, i
Charpentier was going to the oak, and he could only have
one possible motive for going there—he was going to keep
an appointment.

vourself? " asked Monsieur

I—I was look-
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With whom? 3

Not with masked ruffians, certainly, in the broad daylight,
but doubtless with some member of the cracksmen gang.
Fisher T. Fish made a detour through the wood, to
keep out of sight. and arrived near the stricken oak on the
apposite side of the glade, He peered into the glade.

Yes, there was Mossoo !

He was standing by the dead oak, and looking at lis watch.
Evidently he was theve to keep an appointment, and the other
party was late. Fisher T. Fish rubbed his hands and grinned
with satisfaction. There was Mossoo himself, waiting at the
rendezvous—for whom®  Fish was soon to know,
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The Frenchman gave a sudden start, and o beatific smile
averspread his face,

A female form was advancing through the {rees towards the
dead onl.

Tt was Mademoiselle Finette, the governess from Ilardinge
Touse. Fisher T. Fish knew her by sight, and his eyea
gleamed.  Already he suspected mademoiselle of being en
accomplice of the French-master in his nefarious schemes. And
if his suspicion was not well founded, what did this mysterlous
mecting mean at the dead oak?

Monsieur Charpentier raised his shining silk topper with
Parizsian grace as mademoiselle came up the glade.

A 8plendid Complete Tale of Harry
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The lady greeted him with a charming smile, and extended
a gloved hand, which Mossoo promptly carried to his lips.

“ Ho knows her, anyway!” muttered Fish. = * Nothing's
been said at Greyfriars about his knowing her; he's kept it a
sceret.” It did not occur to Fish for the moment that Mon-
sicur Charpentier was really not likely to take the Lower
Fourth Form into his confidence on the subject. ** Very likely
she writes hin those letters; I spotted that they were in a
female fist. w1 getting to the facts at last.”

Ho was—although they were not precisely the facts he sur-

ised.
“Mon ange!" murmured Monsieur Charpentier. ‘° At last
I seé you! And it is zat you are completely recover?”

* Qui, oui, mon cher Henri!"

“ T have been so anxious abotit my leetle loff !"" said mon-
sieur, with a sigh. * While zat my Finette have ze cruel
cold I am on ze tenterhooks.”

“ Pauvre tlenri!”

“] zink of my darling—zat she suffair—zat she sneeze viz
za cold!” said Monsieur Charpentier pathetically. ** While
gat is it 8o, I come to see ze light in ze vindow of my
darling ; I vatch him for long time.”’

“ Koolish, Henri!" murmured mademoiselle.

“Ven zat ve are in lofe ve are all foolish, isn't it?" said
monsieur. ‘I come to Hardinge House every evening—I
vatch ze light in my darling’s vindow. I zink—zerc is my
Finette—perhaps at zis moment she sneeze viz ze cruel cold,
and I suffair.”

The lady smiled, and replied in French. Fisher T. Fish
did not catch it all, for mademoiselle, like most Frenchwomen,
spoke at express speed. But he understood the drift of her
remarks, to the effect that she hoped that Mossoo had not
been observed lurking about looking at the light in her
window, as her employer at Hardinge House would certainly
not be pleased if he should hear of it.

But Mossoo shook his head.

“Ts it zat I risk zat my Finette sall be talk about?’ he
exclaimed. * Nevair! I keep out of sight all ze time, and
if somevun come along I run—I run!”

“ Cher Henri!"'

“Chere Finetfe!"
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And Monsieur Charpentier, remembering that he was not
in Greyfriars now, and forced to speak a barbarous language,
dropped his English and plunged. into rapid French—co:mnpar-
ing Mademoiselle Finctte to an angel, her eyes to stars, and
her lips to cherries, at a faster rate than the guickest short-
hand writer could possibly have taken down.

Fisher T. Fish felt inclined to kick himself.

Tho mystery was explained.

Monsieur Charpentier had been hanging about Hardinge
House, the night when Wharton and Bob Cherry had seen
him, simply because his lady-love had a cold, and could not
come out to see him. Monsicur Charpentier was not without
romance, simply becanse he was a middle-aged gentleman
teaching French in a school. He had his little romance—and
Mademoisclle Finette was the heroine of it. Ho had hung
about Hardinge House looking for the light in her window,
and when the light went out he smoked his cigar and dreimed
dreanis of La Belle France, and Mademoiselle Finetto, and a
little house in the suburbs of Paris. Fisher T. Fish understood
now, and he became almost green with disappointment.

Mademoiselle Finette suddenly interrupted the effusive out-
pourings of Monsieur Charpentier. She was looking sus-
piciously’ towards the thicket where the eavesdropper was
hidden. She spoke rapidly to Mossoo in French, and the little
Frenchman, with a frowning brow, made a sudden rush
il_llt(})] the' thicket. He almost stumbled over the crouching
Fish. y

““ A, zen it is you again

“I—I guess—""

*“ Come out viz you!”

With his grasp upon Fish's collar, monsieur yanked the
amateur detective out of the thicket, and landed him in the
grass. Then he flourished his cane.

** Pig of a_boy!". he exclaimed. ** Rascal! You spy on me
isn't it? You vish zat you make a joke viz ze ozzers!
Imbecile! I thrash you, n'est-ce-pas!”
~ And Monsieur Charpentier suited the action to the word.

He was really angry; and he had reason to be, supposing
that Fish had watched him for the sake of spying on his
meeting with- mademoiselle. His cane rose and fell rapidly,
and Fisher T. Fish squirmed and howled under the lashcs.

“Ow, ow, ow! Yow! Let up! Leave off! I won't do
it url:l‘_\r' more!"" yelled the unhappy detective. ** Yarcoh! Ow,

‘‘ Beast! Spy!"

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

* Yarooh! Help!"

Mademoisclle Finette looked on cheerfully. Tt was evidently
her opinion also that Fisher T. Fish deserved a thrashing for
Elaymg the spy. The little Frenchman did not leave off till

e was tired. Then he pointed with the cane.

“Alloz vous en! et out, wretch—bad boy—mauvais
garcon! Go!"

And Fisher T. Fish was only too glad to go. He picked
himself up and limped away, and simply crawled down tho
lane to Greyfriars.

And he did not shadow Monsicur Charpentier any more.

"

shouted monsieur.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Mossoo the Hero!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. met Fish as he camo in aé
the school gates,

. Wharton waa frowning, but at the sight of the limp-

. ing, dusty junior his brow relaxed.
Fish had cvidently been *‘ through " it, and did not want

any more.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob Cherry. * What
have you done with Mossoo?"

Fisher T. Fish groaned. .

“1 guess you'd better ask what he's done with me. Ow!"”

“ Qgilviec saw you sneaking out after Mossoo,”’ said Wharton
sternly. *““If we hadn’t.been playing footer we'd have
followed you and ducked you. We were going to give you a
bumping when you came in——"'

“ You needn't trouble,” groaned Fish. “I've had.cnough
already. I never knew Froggy was such an athlete. The way
ha laid into me with that cane was a miracle. I never knew
he had it in him, and I wish he hadn’t. Ow!"

* He's licked you?' grinned the juniors,

“Ow! Yep!”

“ Did he catch you spying?'’ asked Frank Nugent.

“ He found me pursuing my investigations, I guess.”

“ Samo thing! Serve you jolly wcl? rizht."

“Ow, ow!” groaned [Fish. ** All the same, I'm going to
nab him some day. I've found out that he's making love to
the old French girl at Hardinge House, and he goes around
watching the light in her window of a night whon she's got
a cold in the nose."
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“ My hat! That's what he was doing when we spotted him
the night we walked back from Latchford, then ! exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“Yep. But that doesn’t elear bim. T guoss it's up against
him, and I'm going to——""

" Rats !’

Fish limped away into the School House. He was feeling
very downhearted, Not only had he been discovered in the
niiclst of his investigations and thrashed by thé objeet of his
suspicion, but his theory itself had received a very rude shock.
It was, in fact, only sheer obstinacy that made Fish cling to
the theorf that Monsieur Charpentier had anything to do with
the burglaries. All his clues had been explained away, and
ha had nothing left to build theories upon. But Fisher T.
Fish would not admit that he was beaten. He clung, as it
were, to a lingering hope that Mossoo might prove to be a
esperado.

For some days nothing had been heard of the eracksmen
who had been troubling the neighbourhood. The folk on the
countryside were hoping that the county police, even if they
eonld not eatch them, had sueeceded in frightening them away.

So far the police clues had led to nothing. The burglar, or
burglars, had not been discovered, and the loot had not been
traced.

The police, like Fizher T. Fish, were looking for a ecracks-
niun who spoke French: and with a clue like that they should
have had a good chance of tracking him down, if he was still
in the neighbourhood. But they had no luck.

Under the circumstances, extra precautions were now taken
#t Greyfriars of a night. There was a great deal of valuable
silver in the school, and articles in the school museum worth
@ large sum of money. Every night a mastiff was turned loose
in the Close, and all doors and windows were carefully
exannucd by a master. It was quite possible that the cracks-
man nrght come that way. Greyfriars offered him a wich
Loty if e suceceded in * eracking the erib.”

Aceording to Fisher T. Fish's lingering belicf, the cracks-
man already had his quarters inside the school, and only
needed to admit his associates,  Fish thought of staying awake
at night, and keeping watch, in case Mossoo broke out. But
that was scarcely possible. . He could not very well remain
awako twenty-four hours a day, and certainly he could not
sleep in the daytime, More than ever Fisher T. Fish felt the
1eed of a Dr. Watson or a faithful Tinker.

While the burglar scare lasted some of the fellows dropped
into the habit of taking cri(‘.kct-stuml?x into the dormitories of
a night, though it was not really likely that the burglar, if he
came, would try to burgle a dormitory. He would not make
a vers rich hn.ufif he came after trousers and jackets, as Peter
Todd pointed out. But the fellows felt safer with a ecricket-
stump or bat or an Indian club near at hand. Mr, Prout, the
master of the Fifth, who was a great sportsman, was seen
cleaning his guns with great energy. Guns and hunting
trophies galore adorned the walls of Mr. Prout's study, and he
often showed favoured pupils the rifle with which he shot a
grizzly bear in the Rocky Mountains in 85, and explained to
them how he had done it. He hadn't the bear’s skin, the
‘wnimal having fallen over the cliff after being shot. Potter of
the Fifsh was privately of opinion that the gear had jumped
over  the clié:' and that Mr. Prout hadn’t shot it at
all; and some of the Fifth-Formers averred that it wasn't Mr,
Pront’s gun but Mr. Prout’s face that had made the bear
jump over the cliff. But, of course, they did not say that to
My, Prout. Mr. Prout was really in hopes that the cracks-
an would come to Greyfriars. e confided to Mr. Quelch,
with quite a bloodthirsty look, that he had never had an
opportunity of * winging " a man, He had winged, potted,
and dri]Iedy various animals, of all sorts, but never a biped of
the human species, Hg was not going to kill the cracksman—
if he came—but to * wing * him, and then hand him over to
the police. That was the idea! And Mr. Prout was with
difficulty persuaded from keoping his arsenal ready loaded.
But even Mr. Prout admitted that firearms had better be kept
unloaded, one day when he found Billy Bunter looking down
the barrel of his rifle, to see whether it was loaded or not.

Considering how ready the whole school was for him, it was
really a pity that the cracksman did not come. Mr. Prout
remarked with an air of disappointment that he was afraid the
rascal had left the neighbourhood. Fisher T. Fish was begin-
ning to think so, too, though he still kept a suspicious eye
upon Monsieur Charpentier.

It was some days after Fish’s adventure with Mossoo in the
wood, when onc dark, windy night Harry Wharton awoke
suddenly in the Remove dormitory. The wind from the sea
was growling and groaning round the old roofs and chimney-
stacks of Greyfriars, and windows were rattling, and the
leafless branches in the Close groaned and creaked. But
through the clamour of the wind Wharton heard the loud,
sharp bark of the mastiff in the Close,

He started up in bed.

There was another sharp bark, and then silence—silence so
far as the dog was concerned. The wind howled on, but
there was no sound from the mastiff Lorne upon it.,
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Wharton shivered a little, and drew the blankets round him.
The night was very cold.

The dog did not bark again, though he listened for ten
minutes or more,

He wondered! Had the dog barked at some shidow, and
gone to sleep again? Or had the faithful animal been silericed
by somo cruel blow? Did it mean that the eracksman bad
coine at last?

In the dead darkness and eeriness of midnight, it seemed
ouly too likely. Wharton reached out his hand instinotively
for the ericket-stump beside his bed.

Should he get up and call the fellows because the deg hed
barked? If it turncd out to be a false alarm it would lead to
trouble,  The Head was not likely to be pleased at the
Rl.'t;:l)\'i.tf.‘.‘a turning out of their dormitory in the middle of the
night.

Wharton hesitated some time, but the thought that the
cracksman might even then be cnemncf upon his plumder
decided him. He sligped out of bed, and put on his clathes,
and mounted on a chair to look out of the window. There
was a gleam of cold starlight in the Close, and ke could see the
bare branches of the trees swaying in the wind. Bus nothing
clse was stirring, Had the dog gone back to his kennmel?
Was it nothing after all? It was onlf too likely, but—

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo?’ came a sleepy voice from Bob
Cherry's bed. *“ What’s up1”?

*“1 am,” said Harry. *I say, Bob, I can’t help thinkin
there's something wgng. CHS{P was barking, and he nx{
denly left off, and he hasn't made & sound since.”

Bob yawned. .

“ Might have spotted Loder coming back from & night
out.”” he murmured.

“ He wouldn't bark at Lodor.”

Bob Cherry groaned.

‘T know what you mean, You want me to get up, and
it's c=c-cold,” he mumbled. ** Well, here goes.”

Bob turned out of bed, and' dressed quickl_v'. i

““ We can go down and have a lock round,” said Wharton,
in a whisper. ‘Tt won’t do any harm.  Bring your bat. The
safe is in the Head’s study, and we'll just take a squint at it
At the atud;, I mean. ¢ door’s locked of a night, so we
can’t get in."”

** Right-ho " . . a :

The two juniors left the dorm;to:s ﬂuretly without awaken-
ing the other fellows. They tipto ownstairs. It was an
hour past midnight, and the whole school was wrapped in
slumber.  But as they passed the French master’s room the
juniors thought they heard a sound. Was monsieur stirring?
%"hey pausmf In spite of themselves, Fisher T. Fish'a sus-
picions of the French master rushed into their minds at that
moment. Yes, he was stirring, there was no doubt about that.
They heard a queer clicking in his room, and they knew thas
it was Mosso00's tecth chattering with coid|

Bob Cherry eaught his’comrade’s arm.

* He's up ! murmured Bob. . .

“ Might Ii‘m\'n heard the mastiff, same as T did!” whispered
Wharton.

“ Of course,”” Bob Cherry gave a sigh of relief, " Of
cnnr&e, that's it."”

** Come on!” 1

They descended the stairs quietly. As the‘vt;lame into the

pussage vpon which the Head's study opened, arton caughs
hiis breath. N
"%Jndor the door was a glimmer of light.

That Dr. Locke had gone to bed long ago, they kuew.

What did the light in his study mean; that faint glimmer,
just enough to sﬁow a cracksman to his work? Was the man
there?

“ M-m-my hat!”’ murmured Bob Cherry. * I—I say—"

“ Ho must be there, Bob,” g

** Head might have left his light burning."”

“ Ho never does.”

* True enough.” o

They stood in the darkness of the passage, staring In &
fuscinated way at the glimmer of light under the door.

For some moments they did not move, and then Wharton
stole silently forward, straining his ears to listen.  From
within the study came a low, faint, grinding sound. Then he
could have no further doubt. The eracksman was there, and
he was at work upon the safe,

Harry Wharton's heart beat hard, He knew that the
eracksman was desperate, One of Sir Hilton Popper's game-
keepers had been badly hurt in trying to seize him. herton
was not afraid, but it would be a serious matter to come
upon a ruffiun armed with a jemmy or some still deadlier
weapon. He stole back along the passage to where Bob was
waiting.

It was pitchy daric in the passage, and he had to pe
his way, and he bumped against gﬂb in the dark. f‘rzg
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was a slight sound; but, slight as it was, it was sufficient to
reach ihe keen ears of the man in the study. The grinding
instantly ceased, and the light that glimmered under the door
vanished.

Wharton's heart thumped.

* He's heard us, Bob !™
_They heard the study door_stealthily open. In the black
darkness, sompone was straining his eyes in thejr direction—
they knew it—and their hearts beat so hard they were afraid
the man would hear them. He made no sound. Was he
creeping towards them in the dark?

arton’s hand had groped to a switch of the electric light.
With a touch of his finger he could flood the passage with
light, and" he was tempted fo do it to end the horrible
BUspense.

'here was w sound in the darkness—the sound of hurried,
suppressed breathing—and it was close, The man was steal-
ing down - the passage to ‘intvestignte—probably - with some
weapon in his hand—the weapon that had silenced the mastiff.
And if they moved he would heuar them, and the blow would
come.

Wharton could stand no more,

He pressed the switch, and the electric light blazed out
suddenly in the passage. The juniors grasped the stump and
bat tightly to defend themselves. Within six fect of them,
blinking in the sudden light, was a burly man, with a jemmy
in his hand, and a band of crape swathed over his face to
wmask it. 3
. He stared at the two juniors, blinking. They stared at him
in horrible fascination.  For a single, tense moment there was
Do sound, save the wail of the wind outside.

Then he sprang forward.

His movement brcke the spell.

"¢ Help !” shouted Wharton.

“ Help!"” roared Bob Cherry.

Then a familiar voice rang behind him :

“Stand back, you zicf! Anozzer step, and I pull ze
trigger !’

The ruffian halted in his rush,

“ Stand aside, mes garcons!”

It was Monsieur Charpentier. .

Wharton and Bob Cherry swung half round, in amazement
and relief.  Monsieur” Charpentier, "half-dressed, wild-eyed
with excitement, but brave as a lion, stood there; and Mr.
Prout’s gun was at his shoulder, the muzzle bearing full upon
the broad chest of the burglar.

The man’s eyes blazed with rage, but he halted. The
muzzle of the gun was within seven feet of his breast; and
Mossoo, wildly excited as he was, did not tremble; his hand
_;ras firm, and his eve gleamed steadily along the levelled

arrel.

“ Zief and rascal”” went on Mossoo, ““drop zat zing—zat
ghemmy! At vunce, or I blow out ze brains, isn’t it?"’

" Clang!

The stecl jemmy rang on the floor,  The cracksman backed
away, evidently intending to flee: but the French master’s
voice rang out again in sharp command:

“Stand still! If you run, I pull ze trigger!"”

And the man halted. i .

By this time there were footsteps and voices on all sides.
The juniors' shouts had alarmed the whole school. Iellows
poured downstairs, calling to one another, and the passage
was soon crowded. 'The cracksman cast a furious glance
round him. Some of the fellows were in the passage behind
him, and his retreat was cut off, even if he could have escaped
the threatening rifle. .

“8eize ze ruffian!” exclaimed Monsieur
# Qaize him, zen! Tie his hands viz somezing !"

Wingate of the Sixth and several other seniors collared the
cracksman. As Mossoo could not have fired now without
risk of hitting them, the man began to struggle; but he had
no chance. The sturdy seniors had him down in a twinkling,
and fellows brought cords and ropes on all sides.  Fisher T.
Fish, who was down with the rest, was struck with a brilliant

Charpentier.

idoa, and he dashed away to the Remove room, and broughé
back the handcuffs that had reposed so long inside Mr,
Quelch’s desk.

“T guess I'll put the bracelets on him,’
tantly.

And the handeuffs clicked upon the burglar’s wrists.

The mask was taken from his face, disclosing a dark,
bearded face convulsed with fury. With the handcuffs on,
and something like twenty yards of rope bound round him, the
cracksman lay helpless on the floor.

Monsieur Charpentier dropped the butt of the rifle to the
fioor. He was gasping and shaking now with the reaction,
after the thrilling cxcitement of the capture. Dr. Locke had
come down in his dressing-gown, and he caught the French
master’s hand and squeeczed 1t.

* Monsieur Charpentier, many thanks for your courage!
This is the man who has been terrorising the neiglhbourhood;
and. thanks to you, sir, be iz caught!”

“(Gee-whiz ! murmured Fisher T. Fish. 1 guess 1 was
on the wrong track, somehow ! This lets me out!”’

‘ am - zankful zat I.come down!' gasped Monsiour
Charpentier.  ** Zese juniors give ze alarm, too. I find zem
down here—""

“We found the burglar, sir,”” sajd Harry Wharton, with a
shiver.  “But I den't know what would have happened if
Mossoo hadn’t come with Mr. Prout's gon!”

“ Zat is 501" said Mossoo, with o tremulous smile.  ““And I
myself, I-do not know vat vould have happen if ze burglar
have known zat ze gun was not londed !

There was a yell,

“Not loaded I

“Non,” confessed Mosson. T do not know how to load ze
gun; and, besides, zere vas no time. T seize ze gun, and rush
here—szat is all.  But ze burglar, he do not know zat he is
noi loaded, so zat is vat you call all serene—a bit of all right,
as you say in English!”

“ Oh, monsieur,” exclaimed the Head, greatly moved, * you
have faced that ruffian with an unloaded gun! What might
have happened ?”

“But he did not happen, sir, so zat is all right. n'est-ce-

(T

]

said Fish impor-

(11“ Three cheers for Mossoo, the giddy hero!"” yelled Bob
‘herry.

Am{ the silent house was awakened to its last ccho by tho
cheers.

Mossoo was a hero from that night.

But the good little man bore his blushing honours thick
upon him with becoming modesty. .

The cracksman he had captured, when handed over to the
police, was identified as a well-known and dangerous eriminal,
and a great part of the proceeds of his various robberics was
recovered. Thera was some surprise that he did not turn
out to be a Frenchman: but that was soon explained. He
had had no companions in his depredations, and to call out a
pretended warning to them in French was a trick to throw
the police off his track.

His French exclamations were faithfully reported to the
detectives by those who heard them, and gave the police the
same impression that they had given to the amatenr detective
of Greyfriars—that they had a French criminal to deal with.
Tt was a cunming trick, and it had served his purpose; but
his trickery was at an end now for the next seven ycars,

While Mossoo was made much of, Fisher T. Fish was merci-
lessly chipped by the Remove.

He had suspected Mossoo of being the cracksman, and
Mossoo had captured the eracksman!

It ‘was the completest answer that could have been given to
Fish's amazing theories, and for soine days even the bumptious
Fish “sang small.”  DBut he soon recovered his bumptious-
ness, and his good opimion of himself was not in the least
diminishcd—only he gave up his new business as a detective.
From that night forward nothing more was heard of Detective
TI'ish !
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Our Grand Serial Story!

By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.

AP OAA AL O D N\ Nrd
READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millianaire, is rurrounded in his m

agnificent London Mnn:hn his

Gan-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.—the stalwarts of the millibnaire’s tamous submarine, of the Deep.

there is a rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of great

devoting all his attention to a curiously carved narwhal’s tusk which he has picked u an
i coins apd & small wal of parchment, which

t monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to

hands board the Lord

The mysterions island—bare and ghostly-looking—appears to be Ml:lulg in the sky. .

to be hollow, and to contain some gol
yeterious floating island inhabited by
phantom island ‘* Mysteria ’* in advance. All

pever be a mirage without a substance. The million TIm

eruption occurs, in the course of which a blazing fireball falls on the Lord of the
runs the submarine aground in the bay of the nearest island, and sends Ching Lung
logs. On landing the party are confronted hy a curious figure in a red tam-o’-sh

& strange

¥ Inumh-:r...
of the Deep, and
It is a

Deep, passing thro
lnﬁhunton

Germany.
They ignore the warning, and Redeap—by name Julius Faber—returns with a.party of rss;ad_-lmtl.nfomm% and forces them to leave the

island by swimming, under cover of the fog, Subsequently, Ferrers Lord leads a night
Hal Honour, the &

and harbour. As they are ste

the launch. By dini of his unparalleled ingenuity and hard work,
to allow her to leave her dangerous situation in the isl

inger, succeeds in repairing the Lord of the Deep su
along one hy:go mng of fog ahead suddenly parts,
comes

and there, not a league away, appears Mysteria—the weird island. A continuous booming, cansed by the crackin

hle

i‘rsm the ‘floating island, which also gives forth a dis
o sub i

ne is
passage through the floating weeds.

d close to the island, then the launch is lowered,

nrise th xt - :gn t expl:::di!lhrh.
su e next morning, & move iz made to
and axes gleam in the searchlights as the men in her hack out their

(Now go on with the story.)

On Mysteria at last!

Ching-Lung and Rupert pulled on their wading-boots and
stumiped on deck. .

*Ile’s comin’, by hokey!"” said Prout, glancing at the
whitening east. *“ And it looks like being as ‘ot us the hinside
of a hoven!”

* Harrk at ut,”” grinned Barry O'Rooney. *‘ Harrk at ut
and wape. ‘As 'ot as the hinsoide of a hoven.' That's
phwat the spalpeen calls spakin’ English. Oi wondhier where
he wint to school, bedad Qi do! For shame, Tom—for shame
twoice !"

Prout, however, was not in a resentful mood, so he allowed
Barry's remarks to pass unheeded. The sun rose, showing
Mysteria still wrapped in her misty winding-shect. The
launch backed out of the channel.

“Is all clear there!" Ferrers Lord called.

“You can land wi' a plank easy enough, sir,”’ answered
the bo'sun; ** but the sides is as rotten as ould Stilton checse
—souse me !—till you get under water level. Wi' a plank
or two from the laurich it'll be safe, siv.””

“ Get o couple of planks, then, and drive a couple of spikes
through their ends,’ said Ferrers Lord.

Joe obeyed smartly, but still there was a delay. They
waited for twenty minutes before the mist showed any signs
of clearing. At last it broke away reluctantly from the lower
portions of the island, but it still clung to the queerly-shaped
hills and rising ground, as if eager to fall again and hide th
secrets of the floating isle. :

Ching-Lung swung the strap of his camera over his
shoulder, and took a pole shod with an iron point from Gan-
Wiigza.

** Blubberbiter,” he laughed, * [arewell!
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upon the tail of the bobblehunk bird, who lives in the smelly
flabflab forest. Be a good boy, Gan-Wagtail, and don’t worry
that dear cook and poor old Joe. Blesa you, my fat child!

If I don’t return you may keep my thamama hat with the
polony blossoms on it."”

““ Now. slowcoach!” cried Rupeit.

“Oh, I'm coming!” said Ching-Lung. * You seem in a
full-sized hurry to get into that beastly glue factory!”

The launch wormed up the winding creek for a hundred
yards. Prout tested the bank with a boat-hook, and found
it spongy and rotten ncar the edges. The planks, however,
were long enough to reach firmer ground. Rifle in hand, the
millionaire ran lightly across them, the first to land.

_‘“ Steady, there,” " said Ching-Lung. * Walk on your
tiptoes and hold your breath, or you may sink in the blessed
thing. Now, Burry, age before honesty. Skip along! Whoa 1”

Ching-Lung dragged the Irishman back in time to save him
from a wetting. Several yards of the treacherous bank eol-
lapsed.

“Try farther along,” said Ferrers Lord.

At the second attempt, Barry, Prout, Ching-Lung, and
Rupert Thurston disembarked in safety. Before them the
weird trees of the submarine forest—submarine no longer—
held .up distorted arms against the honest blue. of the sky.
What mysteries lay concealed in those dim, reeking recesses?
What were the secrets of those forests so strangely trane.
ported from another world?

** Test your lamps,”” said Ferrers Lord.

All the electric lamps were in perfect order. Ferrers Lord
waved his hand, and a hearty cheer came from the deck
of the submarine.

* Forward I

A Splendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Earlyl
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In the Cavern of Wonder and Terror.

The light grew faint as they advanced into the grey aisle.
Snaky oreepers hampered the way, and set trops for their
feet, and there was a harsh, salty smell. Each man carried
a koen-edged axe at his belt, and it was not long before it
beoame necessary to bring these inte service.

“TIt will be clearer when we get in deeper, Jads,” said
Ferrers Lord. i'Jdsynd forests and sea forests appear alike in
that respect, though I hardly understand it; for with the sea
forests the battle for light cannot go on.  Still, I have
neticed that the taller and the stronger the big weeds arve,
the fewer and weaker arc the small ones. Slash that away,
Prout !” .

Prout grasped a thick, damp tendril of weed, but jumped
back witg a vell, blowing at his fingers.

l.“ What's the fuss? Does it sting, Tommy?" asked Ching-
ung.

“ It's red-'ot, by hokey!" growled Pront.
clectric shock enough to kill a bullock ¢’ .

“Pshaw! Who are yez throyin' to kid?" said Barry
O'Rooney. ‘‘Git out o' the way, ycz great big baby, and
lit— Ow! Murther! Foire! Thaves! Oi've sthruck a
whoite-hot airthquake! Ooh! Why didn’t yez till me, blay-
guarrd?! Ow, ow, ooh!”

The Irishman tucked his left hand under his right armpit,
and bowed and bobbed and danced with pain. Ferrers Lord
slashed the queer creeper through and through with his axe.

“ Somethipg that knows how to generate electricity.” he
said. . “ Look well at it, so that you will recognise it again.
The sea is permea and saturated with electricity. We
must wateh for this unpleasant custonmier. Was it a violen
shock, Prout?” ot

“ 1 dopn’t wunt another like it, sir,”’ answered Prout. ‘‘ By
hokey, I'm tinglin' from the soles of my socks to the tips of
my ears!"” .

¢ Badaud, and Oi'n eleethrocuted intoirely ! groaned Barry.
“Whoy didn’t the woild buste tili me ut was hot?"

“ 1 did, you potted donkey!”

Barry examined his tingling fingers mournfully.
were red and inflamed.

“ Pepper is hot, 0i know, and that's a vigitable,” he said:
“ and chillics is also moighty hot: but, by the bones of my
Uncle Dinnis's dapple-green mare, thut's the warrmest plant
i iver got howld of ! D’yer think there’s any chanst of foind-
ing an oice-three in heve, bekase this poor choild wnd loike
to cloimb up an oice-three and cool down?”

“ Yorward "' ‘repeated the quist voiee of the millionaire.
*“ Keep your pipes going, for it does not simell too sweet.”

Creat oar-shaped leaves, parched by the sun, formed a
matted roof overhead that shut out the light. The stench,
however, was not powerful. Tt was round the edges of the
island that decay had set in. This solitude was dump and
cool enough as yet. Ilere and there lay pools of water so
intensely rich and salt that the shining erystals lay thick
where the water had evaporated.

“1 might as well huve left the camera at home, for all
the good it will do us,” said Ching-Lung. It would need
a’ jolly long exposure to take n photograph here. T'm
beginning to think this place is a frand, and to want my
ontrance-monev back. Where's the binkey bang-bang bird
and the slimy slonkevdoodle? Mysteria is a frost. with a
big F!I"

% Oi wish ut was, troth, Oi%o," sairdl Barry (’'Rooney feel-
ingly. “0i cud cool down a bit thin!"

* Does it still tingle. Irish®"”

“ Loike rid-hot pins and nadles jabhin’ into e, sor.

Howld on, for merey's suke! That's another of the spoiteful
bastes!”
. Ferrora Lord trod the creeper down contemptuously.  The
ground was much clearer, us he had anticipated ; but Mysterin
was losing all the little charm and faseination it had ever
possessed in the cyes of the island hunters. '

They had become used to the array of distorted tree-stems
and colourless verdure. The forest was not even abhorrent
to them, but merely tame and uniuteresting, and =ilent and
lifeless.

They had not scen a vestige of anything except vegetuble
life—not even an anemone, a molluse. or & sen-worni.

“1 think.”" said Thurston, after a silence, ** that Mystoria—
to use a Yankeeism—is a big, slow, disappointing blufi !

“In what respect, Thurston?”’

“In many respects.” answered Thurston, “ Undeniably
it floats, for we sailed right underneath it; but that appears
to be its one and only genuine quality.  Where are the wild
creatures we were going to find—the dreadful monsters those
fellows talked about?”

Thurston spoke in such an injured and aggrieved tone that
Ching-Lung burst out langhing.

“h%_v dear feilow,”" said the millionaire. shrugging his
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shoulders, “as I did not make Mysteria, do not hold me
responsible for its shortvomings.”

“He wants a drink ! grinned Ching-Lung. “ A drink
will do the dear boy good, Hey, presto! Abracadabra!
Allez!”’ he added, gazing into the barrel of his rifie. *It's
down_here somewhere. unless the mice have taken it. Ah,
here it was!”

Prout and Barry laughed as Ching-Lung presented
Thurston with a bottle of champagne about an mch tall.

“Beg your puddin’'; I've made a mistake, and given you
lt_l:‘e puppy """ said his Highness, * What-ho! That's more
ike it!"”

Where it came from only the prince could tell; but there

it was, balanced on Ching-Lung’s palm—a quart bottle of
the best champagne. And Prout and Barry laughed louder
than ever. ‘T'he cork popped, and a creaming glass was held

under Rupert’'s nose. -

“Drink, puppy—drink!” said Ching-Ling. “And don't
bark, please, 'cos we can't find any slimy slonkeydoodles and
sich. Har, har! Look at the greedy gleam in his offside
ecye. He drinks—no, he mops 1t.  Gently, there! You
necdn’t swallew the glass.  Dear, dear! see four moro
greedy gleams in four other eyes. Lord

“None for me,” said the millionaire, shaking his head.

‘““And none for you, eiher, I s'pose, Barry of Bally-
bunion "’

“0i niver dhrink ut as a rule whin Oi'm aslape, sor,”
answered Barry. ‘““But as this happens to be the anni-
versary of the day Oi found a threepenny-bit in my last year's
summer weskit, Oll take wan dhrop. A-a-a-ah! Ut was
splendid I

Barry grinned his appreciation of Ching-Lung's giff, and
said it made him feel ‘l‘yj[’oi]m a young gazclle.”

He looked anything but a young gazelle as he swung his
axe in deliance of all the electricity-charged plants that ever
gl'f‘\v i ]Ill“iil'l‘(l [i!'hl“ﬂ.‘i (]l'(‘!).

“We must be nearly across the said
Thurston.

“ Not nearly,”
zagging a.great deal
right !

* And we ain’i come to thim ’ills as we seed, by hokey
remarked Prout. respectfully touching the glazed peak of his
yachting-cap.  “Seems {to me we're cruising along the
bottom of "emn. We ought to "ave reached 'em!”

The millionaire r'onsalﬁte(i his pocket compass.  As nearly
as he could he had kept u north-easterly course.  They
cortainly ought to have gained the lower slopes of the hills,
He uttered a laugh.

“T see it,” he said. “The compass has been telling the
truth,” but we have not taken into account the little tricks
an islund like this can play. Mysteria has swung round to
the west.”

*“Then we've been wasting our time?”’

“ A little of it, Ching,” replied the millionaire,
strike out more to the ﬁ:cft 1

“ Look there, sorr!” cried Barry, -

They had stumbled upon their own path again, where they
had ent away the weeds. A compass was an untrustworthy
gruide to use in exploring an island with such vagaries as
Mysteria possessed when landmarks were invisible.

“You might walk about here all day and get no forrader,”
said (.‘-hing-[.unf. ' We'll have to put some signposts up,
Barry from Ballybunion. To the left, I think you said, sir.
So mote it be.  What a nice place to huve a home! I don't
mind the silly thing turning round a bit, but if it turns over,
or stands on its head, or sinks while I'm here, I shall be
1most angrﬁ indeed! Lead on, MacPurritch! Perhaps the
mast sensible plan would be to walk backwards!"

I'he millionaire hacked a path for them.

* Ah, we are going up at last, lads!"" he said.

The ground begun to incline sharply. It was rougher, too,
and masses of lime jutted through the spongy bed benecath
thieir  feet. The air grew warmer and demper, for the
tropical sun was pouring its fierce rayvs down on the roof of
Ieaves high above them.

“ A luke " said Thurston, pointing through the stems.

A streteh of black, silent water shone like a sheet of
polished cbhony in front of them. It was too small to be
dignified with the name of lake, being probably merely an
acre in area.  Shrouded by the gloom, the black pit looked
louthsome and terrible. They halted on its brink.,

** Auybody like a bathe?” asked Ching-Lung.

The suggestion made Thurston and the Irishman shiver.

‘“Av 1 had nowhere ilse to wash in bar that, troth, Oi'd
give up washin’ for the rist of my loife!” said Barry.
** Let’s barrel the horrid sthuff, and set up in the writing-ink
and black doie business. Did yer iver see the loike? Bad
luek to the ugly pit of darrkness, say Oi!  Sure ut's enough
to sicken my ould grandmother’s bloind pig!"”

Prout started, dropping his axe and pole, and snatched his

island, Lord,”

said Ferrers Lord.  “ We have been zig-
I don’t know, though; you may be

“Let us
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head under the strap of his rifle, = A jet of inky water leapt
into the air and fell back, causing oily cireles to roll sluggishly
over the pond.

“Phwat did that, bedad?’ muttered Barry O’Rooney.

“‘There’s something alive in there, Rupert!” said Ferrers
Tord. * Possibly Mysteria is not such a hollow fraud, after
ell. Throw something in!”

Ching-Lung discovered a large piece of limestone, and
pitched it forward. It fell with a deep splash, and again
the black, oily ripples circled over the pond. But the
inhabitunt of this weird fastness refused to show himself.

“Very like it’s only a porpoise,” said Thomas Prout.

“If thut's the case, Tommy, we'll soon see him,” said
Ching-Lung, * for porpoises have to come up to blow. But
I don’t quite see How a porpoise could have got here, and
1o respectable porpoise would care to live in that tub of best
boot-polish. 1t's certainly something that =quirts, for—"

* Look—look—look ! screamed Thurston.

The ebony water in the centre of the pit seemed to pile

itself together in & mass. I'he mass broke asunder into twd
wayes that rolled across the pond in a hissing swirl,

Two gleaming eyes of green shone malignantly above the
surface, and a hoarse roar rumbled through the forest.

Two great, grey arms lashed high in the air, and beat the
water into a smother of froth, Then the awful vision was.
gone, and the tossing waves slowly subsided.

“That,” said Ching-Lung, ‘‘must be the slimy slonkeys
doodle !

“My stars!” gasped Rupert, with a long; ‘subducd whistle.
“What was it?” )

“0i give it up,” said Barry, whose eyes were starting ouf
of hif. head. - “Oi know wan thing. Oi don’t loike ut—no#é
me !’

None of them had seen the tenant of the dark pool dis-
tinetly, for the turmoil it had caused in the water had
concealed its shape.

Obviously, it was a creature of vast size, this unknown
inhabitant of the lonely pool. At least, they had seen its
eves—twn huge, glaring, green circles, horrible to lwok at.

(This thrilling adventure story will be continued
in next Monday's iIssue of The * MAGNET '’ L:brarys
Please order your copy In advance. Price 1d.
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OUR WINTER EVENING PROBLEM CORNER.

Here is another little picture-puzzie for my ingenious chums. The whole picture-puzzle should be pasted on to a piece

of thin cardboard, and the black pieces carefully cut out; correctly
Any of my chums who find they are unable to tackle thig

figure of a well-Kknown character at Greyfriars School.

ieced together they will form the silhouctte

test of skill successfully will find the correct solution published on this page next Monday.

No.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
NEXT
MONDAY —

" “STHE SCAPEGOAT

6 PROBELEM NEXT WEEK.

KEY
TO LAST
WEEK’S PROBLEM,

Readers wereg set the
task’of finding how
many hidden faces
thére were im this
picture. My chums
will see that all the
hidden faces have
been circled up,
There were sixtcen
alrogether.
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FOR NEXT MONDAY :

“THE SCAPEGOAT!™

: By FRANK RICHARDS.

Our next splendid tale of Harry Wharton & Cg. at Grey-
frinrs School, deals with the troubles and difficulties which
beset Hazeldene of the Remove, entirely owing to his own
weskness and folly. The foolish juniar deserves little symn-
pathy in his trouble; but he has a sister. Marjorio Hazel-
dens looks to Harry Wharton to help her brother in his time
of teouble, and Harry does not fail her. As

“THE SCAPEGOAT!"
b takes the wretched Hazol's load of trouble upon his own
shoulders, with his nsual generosity, and. thanks to him, the
aflair “blows over™ without any very serious consequences.
Al my ““ Magnetite "' chums, and all their chams, will revel
n

“THE SCAPEGOAT!"

THE GRAND WINTER NUMBER OF THE
“GEM™ LIBRARY
will make its appearance this Wednesday, and a grand sur-
prise it will prove for all my chums. To begin with,

A MAGNIFICENT COLOURED COVER,
superbly printed on the best plate paper, will adern the
outside of this splendid number, a new departure for “The
Gem " Library. First in the.Jist of contents wilj come

“THE MYSTERY OF THE PAINTED ROOM,”
a glorious 50,000-word long. complete tale of the famous
chums of 8t. Jim’s, by Martin Clifford. This talented author
has excelled himself with a vengeance in this magnificent
story, which deals with a muysterious affair that occurs al
Yastwood House, the home of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of
the Fourth, where a jolly holiday party of St. Jim's boys are
being entertained.

Tom Merry & Co. are very prominent. of course, while
Wally ‘D' Arcy, the scamp of the Third Form, also takes a
good deal of eredit in connection with the clearing up of the
strange mystery. One of the most powerfully interesting
yarns ever penned by Martin Clifford,

“THE MYSTERY OF THE PAINTED ROOM,”
will be a rare treat for every reader.

In addition to a

SECOND LONG, COMPLETE STORY,

antitled, “ The Showman's Double,”” a grand tale of circus

life, a
SPLENDID NEW GAME,

specially designed and printed. at great expense, for my
W (emite " chums, will be given away in this grand number,
Thiz game is something quite novel, and is entitled:

“THE RACE TO THE TUCKSHOP!"
beoautifully illustrated.  This special *“ Gem ™ Library game is
bound to prove an enormous atiraction for the winter
evenings.

In dddition to these special features, extra space will be

allotted to the

FREE COLONIAL CORRESPONDENCE

EXCHANGE,

and to the great sparking serial,

“THE CORINTHIAN,"”

while such popular features as

OUR WEEKLY PRIZE PAGE
and the Chat page will not be forgotten. B .

The price of this wonderful budget of good things will be
Lwopence, bat my readers may rest assured that they have
never before been offered such ama.zin%ly good value for this
outlay as will be represented by this Wednesday’'s

GRAND WINTER NUMBER OF THE “GEM "

LIBRARY.

A WORD OF THANKS!

I owe a word of special thanks to all those of my readers
who obliged me by filling up the forms recently rovided,
with the names and addresses of non-reader friends.

I have a big pile of the forms, and am gradually getting
complimentary copies sent off to all those,whose names are
on the forms.

It goes without saying that this involves a tremendous
amount of clerical labour, and some little indulgence must be
craved in despatching such a great number of copies.

LIFE AS A WIRELESS OPERATOR.—No. 2.
When Instruments are not in Tune.

An operator who cannot get his instrument into tune
quickly, especially when a mun-of-war is calling up & station,
m:gelget a severe  talking to '’ from the commander of the
vessel.

A little while ago an operator at a wireless station at
Bermuda was being signalled for over a quarter of an hour
by an English man-of-war before he could get his instrument
into tune with the instrument on board the ship. When he
did so, the ‘message that came through was the following:
“Ts there a monkey playing with the instrument?’ * Serry
for the delay, sir,” auawpmf the operator. * Well, you ought
to be at home playing at marbles; you are not fit to be im
charge of anything but a perambulator. I shall report you
to your company.”  After this little prelude the message itself
came through. and the luckless operator was in terror lest
his instrument should get out of tune again before the
man-of-war had done speaking.

After an operator has been on duty for six months at any
station he tuﬁes up the reqular work of receiving and trans-
mitting messages, I’)‘mt it takes him at least a couple of years
to become a rapid and efficient worker,

At many wireless stations it is necessary for the operator
to wear a telephonic headgear, which is connected: with the
receiving instrument: the incoming signals are tapped out in
the Morse code, but the operator could not hear them unless
he wore the tclephonic headgear. Sitting listening for sig-
nals in this way is very tedious, dull, and unihteresting worE.
but an operator is not usually kept at it for more than a few
hours at a stretch.

The Future for the Operator.

The prospects of promotion in the wireless service are
good. There is a large demand for capable experts in the
various departments of wireless service, and an operator who
makes himself thoroughly efficient in one special branch of his
work is sure of advancement.

Though the working of the wireless system has been im-
proved during the past few years, the instruments are of a
very delicate character, and are apt at times to behave in a
manner that startles and bewilders the novice, but simply
amuses the older hand. 7

Strange, weird tappings come through the receiver which
an inexperienced operator is apt to mistake for real messages,
and he makes frantic, and, of course, futile, efforts to tune
the instrument to some other. Often messages are inter-
eepted in the most exirzordinary and h?;ﬁly confusing
manner to the operator as the result of atmospheric disturb-
ances.

(Another of this intersst-
ing series of Special : '
Articles next Monday.)
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Gond Cheap Photographic Material

IF YOU WANT oF Cameras, send posteard for Sam

and Oatalogue FREE - Worka! JULY ROAD,

A Splendid,
New, Complete
Game is given

FREE in this

Wednesday's

issue of

THE GEM'
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6/Geacn The *“LORD ROBERTS”
- TARGET PISTOL.
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CROWN CUN WORKS, 6, Whittall Btreet, BIRMINCHAM.

THE ““HANDY’”’ KNIFE e

(| NO boy should be without his trusty wessor of one
companion, & strong, serviceable oL Eloter et
pocket - knife. The ‘“HANDY" & by
KNIFE, with extra strong whg o stouk
patent hﬁn- . chain and
dle, supplics :

3 the knife
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EUN for SIXPENCE.

VENTRILOQUIST’S Double Throat; fits roof of moath; astowishes and

mystifies slnrﬁ like o canary, whine like a PUPPY, nld imitate birds
and beasts, Vent oquism Treatise free. Bixpence esch, four lor ta—
BENSON (Dept. 6), 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.

LIBRARY.

ORDER TO-DAY'!
ORDER TO-DAY'!
ORDER TO-DAY'!

A Real Lever Simulati

GOLD WATCH FREE

A straightfofward, gesmud’n from an estabiished Grm.
Wa are giving away of people all over
the world as a hu? u.hruhument Nw is your chance to
s vbtain one. WRITE NOW, enclosing P.0. 6d. and % penny
W\ stamps for postage, ing, &c., for one of oar fsshienable
1 ies' Long Gu or Gent's Alberts to wear with the
watceh, which will be given Frea (these watches sre guaran-
teed five years),ehould you take advantage of our marvellous
offer. We expect you to tell your friends about us, and shaw
them the beautitul watch, n't think this offer toe good
to be true, but send to-day and Free Watch. Yon will
be amazed. ©Colonial Orders, WILLIAMS & LLOYD,
Wholesale Jewsllers (Desk 14), 80, Oornwallla Road, London, M.

Applications with regard to Advertisement Space in
this paper should be addressed : Advertisement Manager,
‘‘Pluck” Series, The Fleetway House, Farringdoa St.,

London, E,C,
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