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HOW DOTH THE LITTLE BUSY BEE!

FISHER T. FISH'S LATEST STUNT ATTRACTS UNWELCOME VISITORS TO THE REMOVE FORM-ROOM.




OLIDAY ANNUAL" YET?

‘BOUGHT YOUR “H

Breathless yarns of the
race track.
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THE NG

Stirring stories of the
playing fields

GORGEOUS COLOURED
PLATES and RIPPING
PHOTOGRAVURES !

Powerful Wild West and
Adventure Tales!

HOLIDAY
ANNUAL!

NOW ON SALE
EVERYWHERE.

bad lam kis cham: indulge in. " He
1 RAYS thg;,.llgqmte

PRICE 6/-

ADVENTUR

Tan Mac 2 Liesesy.-~No. £8)

SWINNING THE CHANNELY

AVING xead of ths phacky
attempis by ®o rmany
members of the Eair sox 10 swm

the Chanmel recently, several
Maguetites, apparently good rwimsise:s

themselves, have mads wp- their mimds
te trv their luck when they are old
enougl. It's sure some task, as Fisher T.
Fith would say, and [ wish them ijuck.
Whather they accomplich the job matters
little neally; #'s the s it
behind 1he thonght that appeals to me.

BAD LANGUAGE !

A chium from Stockport weites and bells
me= that be 15 worrmed no end over the

cill feels i S g s
a or his fr
having put ﬁ friendship to a sever
test orr more than ooe cocasion. _Appar-
eatly the Junguempe that Bwes 18
not uitered ihoughtleesly. b; the

ers are under the impression that

tley are grown up, that they are men if

they use sromg uvage. It's a pik.
Never did pouth labour under a woree
misapprobension. There’'s  nothing

magmish in using bad language. It's the
first gtop to a coarse existence, an exst-
ence where ail the finer things of life are
missod because of the inabiliy to sec
things as they are. An habitual user of
bad language becomes a hermit in good
society—if ever -finds himself o H—
for ha is at a loss io express himeelf in
King's Boglish, Mg Stockport chum 1=
regarded as “soft ” by his pdls beeamso

he won't Eiu in -this misguided aping of
a man. He's not sofk yeai]g'. her
does he show more promise of developing

-

inte & real man than any of his sweanng
frionds.

THOSE FREE GIFTS!

Never las there been such an entha-
sigetic welecomo or responze as has been
shown tlese cut-ont photos of fzmows
cricketers. It might scem ancient history
now to refer to that gigantio presenis-
tionn scheme, vot the letiers of approcis-
tion pour in every day. I fesl that I
muzb take this opportunity of thamking
vou all for your enthusiasm and-loyalty.

Next Monday's Programme !

“THE GREYFRIARS FILM FANS!™
By Framk Richards,

A magnificent, extra-long yarm of
Harry Whartom & Co., describing the
Film wave that sweeps over Greyiviane.

« THE PHANTOM BAT!"
Ancther grand instalment of this

j fascinating new mystery story, feainring

Fervers Locke and young Jack Drake.

« COMMON-ROOM SUPPLEMENT.”

A special * Herzld ¥ supplement deal-
ing with the I'tfhi'&r side of life in the
Form-roont, and another fopping pioioce
for vour

H your €diior.
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BOME STUNT ! Fishey T, Fish, the cute buginess junior of the Remove, af last produces a * gill-edged ** gchems
thot infevesta hisa Form-fellowcs. If does more than that— it actually inferests a swearm of kungry bees [
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The Genial Gentlemen !

L 1] LGIUTESS thiz 15 the real goods ™
I Fisher Tarleton Tish, the
American member of the Re-

move Form at Greyiriars, sat
perchied on a Lhreelegged stool at the
counter of Unele Clegg’s little tuckshop
in Friardale village, his lean joaws work-
mg overtnoe,

Before him was a dish of roast pea-
mts covered with a thick layer of
wmaple-syrup, while near by stood o
Liottle of cream-soda, such as he had not
tasted since deserting his native New
York for England's clammy shores,

“1 ealeulate this 15 a real treat!™ mur-
muived [Mizh, * Lomme have some more
peanutz—and another bottle of soda.”

“Certainly, Master Fizh!”

Tuele Clegg gazed at the American
junior in wonder,

The peanuis and maple-syrup had for
a long time looked like invelving him in
a8 heavy loss. Half a dozen tins of the
weird concoction had been palined off on
to him some three years before by an
enterprising traveller for an American
tinned food concern,

But no one in Friardale had evinced
the slightest interest in  peanuts and
maple-syrup—tinned or otherwisal

The nuts and syrup had actually cost
Tnele Clegg ninepence a tin, He had at
first marked them up for sale at a
shilling. They lad then been reduced
to cost price.

Buat still there were no customers.

‘At length, in sheer desperation, Unele
Clege Lhad bLeen r:mnFu led to reduce
them to fourpence-halfpenny to clear
them out before they went bad—if he
conld!

That same afternoon Tisher T. Fish
liad called in at his establishment to
purchase some chowing-gumn, and he saw
the tin: of peanuts and maple syrup for
the first time. The oxpressions of
amazemnent, Joy, and, fAnally, ecstasy
chased across hiz lean features in rapid
succession, and he ordered a tin to be
opened for immediate consumption,

i [@J)

2 2

The same expressions had registered
on the face of Uncle Clegg as he hast-
eued to execute the American junior’s

order.  Sinee then fwo maore ting had
been opened, and their price had risen
three liundred per cent, but Fisher T.
Fizlk was still going strong.

"I guess I‘I? have another tin before
I go,” he said, hiz jaws zhill working
away: “an’ von can WERD the other tins
up for me to take awayp'

" Certainly, Mazter Fish "

The . worthy willage tuckshop keeper
bustled away before his enstomer should
change his mind. As he did s0, a small
two-seater motor-car drew up outside,
and ‘two men. both attived in clothes of
an unmistakable American ent, stopped
out of it and entered the little shop.

Meanwhile, all oblivious of their
presence, Fisher T. Fish commenced to
wade into the contents of the last opened
tim.

The taller of the two Americans—a
gentleman  rejoicing—or sorrowing—in
tle  distingnished nomenclatura of
Watis D, Matter, stopped short &nd
stared.

“Hoo!" le shouted. “Tamp if,
Hunk! Tt's real! It's genuine! It's
Hall-marked! Foo, hoo, hoo!™

And in his exuberance, the gentleman
fromi U.B.A. suddenly commenced to
dance round the little tuckshop, velling
at the top of his very nasal voice.

IYishar T. IFish, his attention {em-
porarily disfracted” from the extra-
ordinary foodstuff before him, turned
and stared,

“Hully gee!" exclaimed Mr. Matter,
regarding hia lean features with obvioua
delight., “Ain’t he a peach? Ain't he
a ceutie? Ain't he a real, gol-darned
son of a gun? Wow! I fecl like &
million dollars !

And Mr. Hunk P, Dunk, probably in-
fected by his compatriot’s enthusiasin,
commenced to execute a sort of wild
war-dance, too.

“My only hat!" gasped Fish, in
amazement,  “Are vou jays laffing at
me "

“"Yarp — nope!” M.
Waltis T, Malier, the

exclaimed
approaching

A Magnilicent, New, Long
Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co,, at Grey-
friars, A scream from be-
ginning to end !

By FRANK RICHARDS,

mzeled Removite. " Don't say yewer &
hrcam[ Don't fade away! Let vewer
Uncle Watis feel of yvew air recl.”

- And the gentleman from across the
Herrving Pond solemnly pinched one of
the Removite's skinny arms, )

“Ow! Yooooop!” gasped Fish, spring-
ing from his stool in alarm. " Keap
away, you silly jay! I guess you'rs
balmy! I kinder reckon—="

The rest of the junior's remarks were
drowned in & loud roar of laughter from
lis two amazing compairiots,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"It ain’t no dreeam, Hunk!™

“Nope; it's the real goods!”

“Bee hyer!" roared Fish angrily.
“What's the blessed game "

“He wantzs tew know what the game
iz, Hunk ! yelled Mr., Matter excitedly.
“Ain't 1t great? Ain't it cute? This
nlmrﬂ is the pelican's bib! Oh, boves

But by now Fisher T. Fish was fed-
up. Ho bunched his skinny fists, and,
with & yell of wrath, hit out at the man
neavest to him with all his might.

Biff! Thud! Crash!

Mr, Walts D. Maticr siaggered back
cn to the tocs of his companion, and
with loud wyells they collapsed to the
floor togother.

Thud !

“Yaaaaanaanh ! shricked Mr. Waths,

" Yeroooooooh |” hooted Mr, Dunk.

Fisher T. Fich turned to bolt from tha
shop, But before he could do so Me.
Hunk P. Dunk serambled to his feet and
gripped him firmly by the shoulder.

“Yocoop! Lemme go, Fou jngﬂ"
roared Fish., “You're med! Help!

“Bay, put & sock in it, ol'-timer™
advised Mr. Dunk rudely. “We ain't
gonna hurt vew. Pack it up!”

Fish subsided into silence, and re
gavded his ecaptors apprehensively.

“ Now seo hyer 1™ gasped Mr. Watts D
Matter hurriedly, "I figger ma an' my
pard skecred yew up some! T reckonm
I caleulate yew think we're just plumb
loro. We shore sir—with joy! I'll say
yew just saved our lives—"

“Y.your lives?" demanded Fish, in
amazement.

Tae Maaxer Lisrany.—No, 920,
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“8hore !
totin' around this State for about three
months,. Wa &in't seén a Noo York
noospaper in ages. We ain't so much
as seen 8 horn-rimmed spectacle! No
sirres, we ain't ¢ven lamped a stick of

ura! All we've seen is English np%]a-

hars, who don't know America hes
bin discovered yet——" ;

“Then, all fed-up, we hike into this
joint for & sandwich,” put in Mr. Dupk,
taking up the story. “An' the first
thing we sees is & real Yewnited States
citizen, - eating real American peanuis
and maple syrup, with real cream-soda,
jugt like wé dreamed about for the past
thres months—" ‘ 2

Fisher T. Fish permitted himself a
faint grin. He was beginning to think
that the two Americans were not quite
as mad as they had at first scemed.

8o we gives & howl of joy,” went
on Mr, Dunk, “First we figgers like 1t
must be a dream. Then we touches yew
tew see ef it's true, an’ we heers the first
words of the Amurrican language we vo
heered in months, Stranger, we're reel

lad tew mest yew! ut it right
I:ghnm i

As he spoke, Mr. Hunk P. Dunk shot
put a horny fist for Fish to grip. Fish
did so, and then, as the full meaning of
his two countrymen's explanation
dawned upon him he went off into a
loud and prolonged roar of hearty nasal
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha! My only Sunday tnpﬁer!
I guess you %ﬂlﬂl}tﬁ take the whole

blessed biscuit factory! Had, ha, ha!”
“Bhore!” agreed Mr. Dunk, with a
pleased smile.

“Waal, I guess I'm a citizen from the
Yewnited States alright!” grinned the
Removita, “Fisher Tarlaton Fish, late
of Noo York, at present located at Grey-
friars College—that's me. And now you

alootz have explained why youn were
chaving like a couple of blessed
lunatics, I reckon you're invited to the
feed, which iz on me.”

“Say, yewar the stork’s pants!”
gasped Mr. Watts D. Matter, with
marked enthusiasm. = “I guess I'm
starving !

Fisli grinned, and turned te Uncle
Clegg again.

"%Javer ‘mind about wrapping those

other tins of peanuis up,” he said
“QOpen the. blessed lot, and let's have
somé more oream-goda.”

“Certainly, Master Fish!” almost
purred Uncle Clegg, feeling he had done
a good afternoon’s business. ;

ithin a few minutes, with one of his
compatriots seated on either side of him,
Fisher T. Fish commenced to attack his
fourth helping of peanuts and maple
SFTUD. .

Fish was not exactly noted for his
gencrosity abt Greylriars, But he was
as pleased to see the two Americans as
they were to sea him. Consequently,
he apent his money on them with almost
—but not quite—as much pleasure as he
would have spent it on himself,

When the strange meal was over Mr,
Punk leaned back on his stool with &
sigh of satisfaction,

“T calculate thab
exclaimed,

“1'1 tell the cock-eved world it was,”
agreed Mr, Watts D, Matter.

Fish grinned,

“Waal, now, it's like this,” went om
Mr. Dunk, “Me an’' my pardner is
going tew do you a good turn for the
real iand&umq way yew have treated us.
Yes, sirreel As you will see ef yew
famp tho inseription on the side of our

was reel good!” he

auto, which is out near the side-walk,

we air in the hair-cil business. * Growo,’
Tae Magxer Lisrary.—No. 920,

Me an' my pard hev hin,

girree! That's the stuff, every time,
Made in tins, jars, bottles, and caszkets,
at a tanner, a bob, and two-and-a-kick
a nob. I've said it |™

“My hat, you have!” grinned Fish,
wondering what was coming next

“Now, sea hyer,” resumed Mr. Dunk
warming to his work., “It's the reel
dope, and just tew show there ain't no
‘punk about it, Hunk P, Dunk—thet’s me
—is going tew hand yew a free sample,
Frﬁtm and fer nix, of the world-famous

Growo,” otherwise known as Nature's
Own Scalp Syrup ¥

Fizsher T. Fia snslreﬁ. o

“An' with the scalp syrup, which is
guaranteed to cure coughs, colds, and
pimples on the nose—nunno, I mean———"

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The Removite roared, but his roar
quickly died away, 2

The two strangers were men after his
own heart,

Fisher T. Fish was a youth who spent
a great deal of his time in thinking out
schemes whereby he eould transfer the
“ dollars *' of his Form-fellows from their
pockets to his own.

He was the self-styled business man of
the Remove, and he had always enter-
tained an idea that what he did not

know about business in any shape or

form was not worth knowing.

But- Messrs. Hunk -P. Dunk and Watts
D. Matter, to say the least of it, were
men who knew their business backwards,
and were well able to give him points,
Fish commenced to listen to them with
renewead respect.

“'Tain’t no laffing matter,” resumed
Mr, Dunk blandly. “As I was saying,
all vew hev tew do is tew rub a little
of the ‘world-famous Growo on yewer
sealp, an’ even if vew iz as bald as a
bladder, within twenty-four hours yew
have a head of reel hardy hajr. Yarp!

“The fermula for this hair syeup,
which iz a dead secret, was obkained. by
me fromn Chief Why-be-Bald of the
Thatcha Indians, when I was a trader
out West. An’ as a mark of apprecia-
tion for the reel handsome way yew hev
treated us, T hereby hands yew a sample

of Mature's Own Scalp Syrup as already-

aforesaid,” R
As he spoke, Mr. Dunk fumbled in %his
ocket and produced a small jar, which
e handed to the astonished Hemovite,
“Thanks!” gasped Fisher T. Fish,

'*tak%ng the gift and examining it curi-

ously,

”.'?';’ut. at all, bo",” beamed Mr. Dunk.
“;ﬂfmd now I guess we'll have tew beat
it.”

With that, .the two Americans rose,
and, gripping Fish’s hand in turn, left
the little tuckshop and entered their
waiting car.

Two minutes later they were lost to
sight up the road leading to Courtfield.

isher T. Fish returned to Uncle

Clege’s and slomped into a chair.
“Waal, I swow!"” he gasped. *If this

doesn’t beat the whole giddy orchestra,

I'll eat my only hat!”

Fish oxammed his gift again. As he
did so a slip of white paper, bencath the
stool where Mr. Hunk P. Dunk had been
sitting, caught his eye. He picked 1t up
and examined it. It was an envelope
on which was inscribed

“Tf lost, will finder pleaze return to
Growo Hair Oil Federation {Inc.), cofo
American Traders Association (European
Office), 500, Piceadilly, London, W,

“ No value except to owners,”

Fishar T. Fish opened the envelope
and examined 1ts contents,
The next moment a gasp of amazement

cecaped him-

‘leave the tuckshop, in order fo

GRAND NEW SERIAL STARTS ON PAGE 22!

“My hat! The blessed recipe for the
Growo!” he exclaimed, "I guess Hunk
P. Dunk must have dropped it when he
gave me the sample.”

The American junior was about to
post the
lost formula on to its rightful owners,
as requested on the envelope. Suddenly,
bhowever, he paused, and a calculating
gleam came into his eyes.

"My giddy aunt!” he gasped, I
reckon there's a blessed fortune in this.”

The American junior’s brain com-
menced to work overtime. Judging by
the car the two Americens sported
must be in a good way of business, The
celebrated Growoe was evidently a
money-making proposition. And the for-
mula for the manufacture of Growo was
now in hid hands, Fish suddenly changed
his decision to post the lost formula on
to Mr. Dunk’s office, and grinned,

“Jumping Jerusalem! What a bit of
luck, I guess Hunk P, is going to be
unlucky. This is where little Fisher
shines,”

The Removite thought again for a few
moments,

Already the outline of & great scheme
was forming in his mind. Why not keep
Chief Why-be-Bald's precious gift to Mr,
Dunk, and manufacture some of the won-
derful Growo himself? If Mr, Hunk P.
Dunk and his partner could make money
out of it, why not Fisher T, Fish?

“Hully gee!” gasped the Removite
excitedly. “The very idea! Me for the
Growo—every time!l

And the next moment, with a whoop
of delight, the business man of the Re-
move dashed from the littla tuckshop,
and made his way back to Greyfriars as
fast as ho could, to put the finishing
touches to his great scheme, and %o
launch Growo on to the market so soon
as he could get it prepared.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Making a Market !

HEN Fisher T. Fish rcached

‘;‘f Greyfriars he made straight for
his study, and secreted bo

the precious formula and the

sample of Growo he had received from

Mr. Hunk P. Dunk behind the cracked
mirror over the study mantelpiccs.

Mhere was only one fly in the omt-
ment as far as he could see, and that
waz, that none of the Removites ap-
peared to be suffering from baldness,
either in its primary or advanced stage.

But the astute American junior did
not permit & little point Ike that to
worry him for long.

Certainly, he could not make the
juniors go bald in order that he could
soll them a cure. Dut he could do the
next best thing, and that was to try and
convinee them that baldness was creep-
1ng Ol :

Once he conld convince them they
were going bald, he felt they would re-
ceive Growoe with open arms.  Until
then, however, he realised that it would
bo just as well to keep the wonderful
Scalp Syrup in the background.

“Yaun leave ib to little Fisher,” mur-
mured the American junier to +t'li‘::mrrulzal’f_
“1'll show "em. I guess by the time I've
finished talking tb 'em they'll start in-

uiring the price of wigs.™ :
. With that the lean ?%:'mﬁx'ltﬂ left his
stuidy, and made his way up the passage.
He had not proceeded far when he met

Bulstrode, who was enga in &n
sarnest conversation with Mark Linley

J and Peter Todd.

“Hallo, Fish, old chip—chap, T mean,”
grinned Bulstrode, “¥You look as though
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{nu're out to spoil the Egrptians again,
Vhat's the wheeze now §”

“Cut the speech stuff ! commenced
Fish briskly. “You won't be laffing so
bright and perk this time next week,

I puess.”
Bulstrode starad.
"My hat! What the thump are you

talking about " he demanded.

“1 reckon wou caleulate T've got
spiders in the spire,” retorted Fish.
“But I ain't. No, sir. I'm warnin
vou., I reckon I've noticed it in severa
other javs, too, but you're about the
worst, ™

“Go hon ™

“Yep! I guess at the rate i‘ﬂu":"&
Ecmg, vou'll be as bald as a bladder

efore long. Not that 18 matiers to me,
pone. I'm warning you as one pal to
anotier.”

“Thanks for nothing!" gasped Bul-
strode, looking extremaly puzzled, never-
thelesz, “If vou think I'm going bald
you've made a mistake, Look ak that!”

Az he spoke Bulstrode ran his fingers
through his bushy hair for Fish's in-
spection,

T reckon you're blinding yourself to
facts,” retorted Fisher T, Fish, un-
abashed. “ Your hair's only being held
to your scalp by that cheap brilliantine
you use. Vash it off and out comes the

ir—aure "

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mark Linley
and Peter Todd, in unison.
“He's off his rocker !”

“Wix on  the langhter!”™ scowled
Fisher T. Fish “It's the real goods I'm
handing you. See here”

Before anyone could prevent him, Fish
shot out his right hand and pgrabbed a
tuft of Bultrode's hair. The next
moment he gave a8 wrench and & small
tuft came away in his fingers,

“ODw! Oooococop” howled Bulstrode,

in pain and alarm. “I'Il—T'll emash
him "

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” roarsd Peter
Todd.

“Ha. ha, ha!t”

“IWhat did I tell you®" demanded
Fizh, brandishing the tuft of hair before
the face of the outraged Bulstrode.
¥ Coming out by the peck, I reckon——"

What the astube American junior
reckoned was never known, For at that
moment Bulstrode’s hard fist shot out
and caupght him dead on the top of his
EDEFE.'hat prominent nasal organ.

it !

“ Yeroooooogh !” howled Fish, stagger-
ing back and tripping over the out-
stretched oot of Peter Todd, “Ow!
Yooooop ! I'm hurt!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter Todd
delightedly. “That was the real goods

e was handing you! Ha, ha, hat"

“Come on!" snorted Bulsirode, dane-
ing round the fallen Fish, his fizts
bunched ready to remew the attack.
“Come on, yvou skinny rotterl Il

graash wou !

But Fisher T. Fish did not wait to be
smashed.

He scrambled to his feet, and with a
wild bowl of alarm bolted down tho
passage as though pursued by a horde
of Thatcho Indians themselves.

“Yow !" groaned Bulstrode, when the
Tranzatlantic junior had finally van-
ished from sight. * He's pulled about an
ounce of hair out of my blessed head!
Groooch! He must have gona dotty |

“I wonder what the wheozo was?”
demanded Mark Linley thoughtfully.
“He's got somothing up his sleeve, I'll
ht !.U‘

“If vou ask me I reckon it's nhewingu
gum on the brein,” grinned Teter Todd.

Come on!"

delight.
son-of-a-gun ? Wow !

““ Hully gee ! ** exclaimed Mr. Matter, regarding Fish’s lean features with obvious
““Ain't he a peach? Ain't he a cutie? Ain't he a real, gol-darned
I feel like a million dollars ! *
gentlernan from U.S.A. suddenly commenced to dance round the little tuckshop

yelling at the top of his voiee.

In his exuberance, the

{See Chapter 1.)

The American junior's first attempt to
convinee the Removites they were goin
bald had not proved :::nctfy succossiul.
Figh fenderly rubbed his nasal organ
where Bulstrode’s fist had caught him,

“Qw 1™ he wheszod. “Tha rotten
raloot ! I guesz he can stay hald.
Yoooopn

Fisher T. Fish was not a vouth to be
casilly defeated however. He recalled
the story of Bruce and the merry old
spider and decided to try again.

He proceeded in the direction of the
junicr Common-room.

Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Grevfriars,
loomed up ahead.

“Hallo, Toddy!” pgreeted Tish
genially.  “You'ro just the chap I've
been looking for, I guess. I've come to
warn voil. You're in great danger,
Toddy.*

“Dear me!” murmured the Duffer in
some slarm. “I trust there's nothing
untoward about to befall me, my dear
Fish—"

“Waal now, can you stand a great
shock, Alonzo !

Tre
'

“My Uncle Benjamin, of whom you
have possibly heard me speak, has
always impressed upon me Lo meeb

shocks with fortitude and courage,™
began Alonze, in his long-winded way.
It is very considerate of vou to prepare
me in such a manner, my d&car Fish.
My Uncle Benjamin—"

“Never mind old Uncle Ben now,™

pxclaimed Fizh disrespectfully. “The
fact iz, Alonzo, old man, you're going
hald !*

“Bald 1" echoed Alonzo,

“Bure! I guess your hair's falling
oub " 5

“Falling out!™

“Yep! By handfuls.”

“Handfuls, my dear fellow i gasped
Alonzo, in the parrot-like manner he
had when excited.

“That's what I said1” retorted Fish.
o 't be a blessed parrok!™

“P-parrot !

“"Yos, ass|"

“ Ags, Fish!"

“0Dh, rats1™

L Hamvu

“You're going bald, T keep telling
voul" snorted IFish, in sheer despers
tion. " Your hair's coming oulb in hand-
fuls. See here!”

Fisher T. Fish made a8 vioclent grab
at Alonzo's forelock in much the same
manner as he had treated Bulstrode's,
A bunch of hair came away in his hand,
}'r'hiﬂh he fourished before the Duffer’s
ace.

“Yaroooh [ Alonzo let out s wild
how! of pain and leaped clear of tha
ﬂc_ran *You cansed me pain, my dear
Fish——"

“Look ! hooted Fijsh. “What did I
tell you? You're going bald, Look at
your blessed hair, you—vou big goop I

Alonzo looked.

“Dear me! Wow !* he pasped. * How
extraordinary!  That is certainly my
hair, but 3t felt as though you had
pulled it cut by the roots, my dear Fish.”

Tue Maicxer Lisrsey.—No. 320,
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“ You—you silly chump " roared Fish.
“It fell out, I tell you. I only just
touched it, I guess. You're going bald
hke I told you. Don't say I didn't warn
"'!.'tju."

“In that case I sincerely trust yon
will pardon me for having suspected
vau pulled it out by the roots, my dear
American cousin” gasped Alonzo. "I
am extremaly Gh['igﬁd to you for calling
my attention to it. That was very con-
siderate of you, Fish——"

But Fisher 'I'. Fish had gone.

“I guess that worked like a charm,”
he grinned, as he made his way into the
Common-room. “1 reckon Alonzo’ll
be wanting a cure before lnug. I guess
the sjlly jay really thinks he’s going
bald.”

And the business man of the Remove
chuckled softly.

“ A few more like that,” he told him-
self, "and they'll come to me¢ on their
bended kueces for a jar of Growo—yep,
I reckon I'm slick 1™

“Tallo, h=slle, halle!™ roared the
sbgntarian  voice of DBob Cherry, as

isher T. Fish hove in sight. “What's
bit old Uncle Sam ”

Harry Wharton and the rest of the
Famous Five who were standing with
Bolk near the mantelpiecce furned and
grinned.

“I guess it was just -thoughts,” said
Fisher T. Tish, as he made hiz way to
where the chums of the Remove were
standing. “I'll say this is where I'll get
the laugh of you jays—jevver get left !

Harry Wharton & Co, Fst-n.rm:ls.:

“"What's the wheeze, Fishy 1™

“Faorowarned is forearmed,” went on
the American junior mysteriously. A
kick in the head’s as good as & wink to
a blind hoss, T guess.”

“What's he babbling about?” de-
manded FPrank Nugent, puzzled,

“The babble of the absurd Fish is
terrifie,” E}]I::laf] Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh worthy Fish has depart-
fully. gone off his esteemed rockerful-
neas.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's all O.K.,” exclaimed Fish,
wagging & bony forefinger at the aston-
ished Removites.. "If T tell vou what's
in my mind I reckon you'll think I'm
pulling vour legs, sbme. I'll say nothing
about it.?

The Famous Five surrounded the
junior from the Land of Pep with
puzzled brows.,

“"Look here,” said Harry Wharton
ahruptly. “Dan’t play the [ool, Fishy!
What's the little gamao?™

“Haven't vou heard?” demanded
Fish. with well-assumed surprise.

“Heard what, ass?

“ About this wireless, T guess——"

“Well. what gbout 162"

“Waal, I gpess I've been reading in
the papers that the electrical current
they discharge into the mir 15 affecting
follk’s nervous systems and causing bald-
ness——"

* Caunsing whatta 7
Johnny Bull, in amazement.

“Baldness,” repeated TFish impres-
sivaly. " SBoveral javs in this Form are
baginning to go bald. There’s Alonzo
Todd. All hiz blessed hair's coming
out 4

demanded

You ask him—

“Well, I'm thumped!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “You silly ass—"»

*“Ha, ha, ha!"™

Harry Wharton & Co. roared.

“My giddy sunt!”

“ Thia 15 great !"

o Seo hver ™ snorted Fish. “You jays
quit laffing, and I'll prove it. Look .at
Cherry’s hair. It's all as loose as sand.”

Bob Cherry ruffled his hair with both
hands.
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-patch you find

" Nothing much wrong with that,” he
said, scanning his fingers for loose hairs,
and failing to find any. “Try again,
Fishy."

“1 caleulate it’s in patches,” replied
Fish. "“You jays don't realise hew
serions 1t is. Lemme show you™

“I'll give you a bob [or every loose
* exclaimed Cherrv, bend-
ing down his head. *Carry on!”

Fish's forefinger and thumb closed
over a tuft of hair standing up from Dob
Cherry's crown, and he tugged.

" Yoooooooop I howled Bob in agony.

“There it is!” exclaimed Fish trium-
phantly.

“Out by the root1” gasped Nugent.

“Come heral” roared the inpured
junior, his eyes glaring. “You blassed
gum-chewing maniae, I'll smash you!”

Bob made a sudden dive alter the
American junior. But TFisher T. Fish
had been expecting some such move.

Hea bolted for the Common-room door.

Even as he did so the burly form of
Bulstrode loomed up before  him,
followed by Mark Linley and Peter
Todd,

Bulstrode gave a roar, and, opening
his arms, received tha flying American
junior into them,

“Got him!” he gasped.

j oo-er [

“Hold him ! yelled Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode grinned.

One glanece at Bob Cherry, rubbing his
ingured scalp, was sufficient to te]l him
what had.been happening.

" Has the sily pss been trying to make
vou fellows believe vou're going bald,
too ¥ he demanded.

“He's been pulling my blessed hair
out!” hooted Beob Cherry. “And now
I'm going to make him suffer for it.
Yow ™ .

“Hg, ha, ha!" yelled Bulstrode.

“1t's nothing to cackle about,” snorted

Bob. “You wouldn’t laugh if vou'd
had half your blessed hair pulled out!™
“But I have,”™ grinned DBulstrode,

“and hy tho same burbling ass, too.
You leave the smashing until aftarwards,
I want to find out what his blessed game
ig before vou kill him."

" Lemme go!” howled Fish.
I only warned you.”

- Bulstrode pulled out his watch and
turned to his.captive.

"You've got exactly three minutes”
he exclaimed.

“Whaflor " demanded Fish nervously,

“To explain why you've been behav-
irig like a blessed scalping Redskin,” ex-
plained DBulsteode. “1If - your account
isn’t amusing, I'm going~to lam vou like
billy-he when the three minules are up,
and then turn you over to Cherry.
Savvy 1"

“0Oh, vep!” pasped Fish with relief.
“1 reckon that's dead easy. I guess T
was about to explain when that galoot
Cherry got hiz mad up an’ headed for
T &=

“Half a minute,” droned Bulstrede
grimly,

Fisher T. Fish treated the watching
Bemovites to & lean grin. It suddenly
oceurred to him that he was being pre-
sented with a chance in a hondred.
Fisher T\ Fish bhad not reckoned on let-
ting the- juniors know of the wonderful
Growe formula in his possession until he
had prepared the market.

But since something had gone wrong
with that preparation, as witness Bul-
strode and Cherry, he realised that he
might as well make the most of his un-
Im{ed for opportunity and go ahead!

- The juniors-had asked—nay, demanded
under threat of penalties—an explana-
tion of his strange.conduct. Fish deter-
mined, therefore. that they should have

"1 guess

G yvou will wait and

i’g—\!'ith certain variations and reserva-
ans.

With the words of Mr. Hunk P. Dunk
extolling the merits of Growo still ring-
g 1n his ears, the business man of the
Remove jumped on to & chair and faced
the waiting Removites,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
No Takers ]

i M the ball!™
O "Go it, Fishy!
“Ha, ha, ha !*

The American™ junior was
greeted with yells of cncouragement
from the entire sudience—all exeept
Charry and Bulstrode,

“1 guess you jayas think I'm mad,”
commenced Fish, "1 guess you javs
think I've got spiders in the spire, but
I ain'tl”

“Go hon !*

“¥ou don't say sol”

"Ha, ha, ha "

Figh's oxplanalion was going to be
interesting, - it seomed, and the Remov-
ites waited for him to proceed, with
amused grins—all except Cherry and
Bulstrode.

“Nope!” went on Fisher T, Fish, in
g manner that would have turned Mr.
Hunk P. Dunk pale green with envy,
“I guess not!”

“Buck up, Fishy!"”

“Waal, now, I guess it's like this.
Me and my pardner—nunno, I mean
Fisher T. Fish—that's me—is going to
do you all a good turn for the real hand-

some way you have always troated me.”

"My giddy aunt!” murmured Frank
Nugent faintly.

The Removites stared at the American
junior in amaremont, Fisher T, Fish
had been treated to many things sinece
his advent at Greyiriars. But mostly
those things had been thick ears and
sundry. other corporal discomforts. Not
by any stretch of the imagination could
Harry Wharten & Ce. see how such
treatment could possibly be called hand-
some, hence their amazement.

* As vou will see,” went on Fish, “if
vou will lamp the inscription on the side
of my auto—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You burbling jabberwock 1"

“One minute!" szang out Bulstrode,
glancing at his watch, £
- Yooop! I[—1 mean, ‘a3 you will see
listen,” resumed
Fish hurriedly. “I have gone into the
hair-oil business—"

“@h, so that's the blessed wheeze!™

“My only hat!"” : ; ]

“ And secing that.several jays in this
Form are going bald, I guess I'm going
to introduce them to a real dandy cure—
every time. Now, I calenlate that's
where I hit the bullseve, and explain
why I examined the hair of a certain
two jays of this Form. That's a straight
and sensible explanation, I guess. And
now we come right down to the real
business. "

Az the reason for Fish's strange be-
haviour hecame apparent, the crowd of
juniors which by now hai® joined the
Famous - Five mn  the Common-room
roarcd—all  except Clierry and Bul-
strode.

“ain't no laffing matter,” exclaimed
Fish warmly, “1 guess this Form is in
for a severeé attack of baldness, And
that's where we come to Growo. 1
gruess that’s what youw all want—Growo!
Every time! Growo! Otherwise known
as Naturc's Own Sealp Syrup 1”

Another howl of laughter burst [rem
the audience.
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*That's good!™

“Ha, ha, hat!" .

“Growo,”” went on Fish, grinning
good-humouredly, “is made from a
sreret formula unow In omy posséssion,
which was zent me by my Uncle Hiram,
of Noo York City—"""

"“Good old Ananias!”

“This hyer formula, which was a
seorpet possessed for many centuries by
the Thatcho Indians, was presented to
my uncle, when he was a trader out
West, for saving the life of Chief Why-
be-Bald—"

B"'ﬁ’}h, my only hat ™™ gurgled Johnny
ull.

“Thiz iz the honourable limit,
worthy choms !

The juniors simply howled.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I calenlate that's the truth, the hull
truth and then some!” shouted Fish,
making his voice heard above the din
with diffienlty. “DBut I'm not s greedy
jav to keop a good thing all fo myself.
No, sirs! Live and lot live—that's my
motto. And just to prove t]mre'a no
punk about it, little Fisher—that's me—
it going to give his pals—that's you—
the chance to book an order for a jar of
Growo right now, and so avoid the
horrors of premature bhaldness——"

“Ha, ha, llm.E‘lh

“'Tain't no joke, gents,” procoeded

my

Fish, now thoroughly warmed up.
“ Baldness 15 a Imrrilfla thing! Ask Bul-
strode, or Cherry, or Alonzo Todd.
Thipv're going  bald already.  Their
haire fulling out by .the bunch. I've
seon it, 20 1 know—"

“¥ou burbling ass!” hooted DBul-
strawde. “Yon puﬁed it out.”

“Bame here!” roared Chervy angrily,

“Flest come, fivst served,” went on
Fish, affecting not to hear. “Growo is
what vou want, gentlemen—in bottles,
jars, and caskets at a tanner, o bob, and
two-and-a-kick a nob—"

“Go it Fishy I

“1 ealenlate Growo will produce
hambeo shoots on cast iron! 1 caleu-
Jate Growo is the real goods! I calenlate
you jays can hand the frozen mitt to
the Demon Baldoesz from now on—

"Ha. ha, ha!"

“But wo're not bald yot !

“Thal's all O.K. 1" agreed Fish, *' A
stitell in time saves nine, and if you
book sour orders nmow you save fen per
cent. A bab a jar, anel I'll take your
ardors now! Sliek. that's my motio!
Come along, my Iyeky lads! Any more
for the old Growe "

And. in his enthosiasm, forgetful of
Dulstrode and hiz three-minute  Hoe-
linit. the Transatlantic junior pulled a
notebook from hiz pocket, ready to book
any orders the juniors might give,

“Come along, my lucky lads!” =oid
Fish invitingly. * Any more for the
jolly old Growoe? Who says yep?

But, apparently, nobody said ™ yep.”

Many, however, said *nope "—or
words to that cffect, in no very wm-
ceTHRIN VOICEE.

The Removites knew Fisher T. Fish
of old.

Since his arvival at Greyfriars he had
instituted fhany schemes for making
money. But more often than not, by
goine strange mischance, those schemes
seomed to liave gone wrong—often with
dire results to the enterprising American
junior.

Fish appeared to have taken the story
of Bruce and the spider very much to
heart. If at first ho did not suceced, he
was always ready te tvy and try apgain.
And his decision to do his Worm-fellows
a gon-d turn by supplving all advance
orders for the wonderful Growo—when

ha had made it—at a ten per cent re-
ductior, was hia latest attempt to
emulate the cxploits of the celebrated
and aforesaid spider in that direction.

But if Fisher T. Fish remembered
the story of Bruce and the spider, the
rest of the Removites, in their turn,
recalled the little g

. FEFI in the fable, who,
having been once bitten, was twice shy
IN_CONSeqQuUeNICe.

They did not, therefore, rush at the
American junior’s offer in quite the
frantic inanner that he had hoped.

"Come along. gents!” shouted Fish
again. “ A bob & jar! Book your orders
now and save money! My loss is your
gain!"’

“'Ha, ha, ha!" howled Frank Nugent.
“It's usually the other way ronnd I’

“The gainfulness of the dishonourable
Fish is terrific!” purred Inky.

The juniors alinost choked with
lavghter—all exeept Cherry and Bul-
strode!

Like Sister Ann, Bulstrode had waited
long and patiently.

But now he decided to wait no longer.

He had given Fish three minutes to
explain why he had perked the tuft of
hatr out of his and Cherry's head. In
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fact, hie had actually given him nearer
fiva minutes than three, and the exz-
planation he had just received from Fish
did not seem to have warranted such
generosity.

8o, with a sudden roar, besides which
that of the mad bull of Bashan was but
an infant's whizsper, he hurled himsalf at
the excited Ameérican junior without
warning. Like a stroak of pgroased
lightning Dol Cherry followed, and the
three mﬁnpmd to the ground together.

Dump!

The next few scconds the rest of the
Removites were treated to the extra-
ordinary spectacle of three human
figures, with arms and legs scomingly in-
extricably mixed, bumping up and down
on the floor like three Manx cats fight-
ing on & hot stove.

* Yoooooop "

Riff! Thnd!

“Wow! Yowl"

“On the ball™ yelled the spectators
delightedly.

“1In, ha, ha!” i

Rolling from beneath his opponents,
Fish staggerved to hiz feet and stood for
a momont endeavouring to collect his
scattered wits.  The next momenk

e
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hand.
did I tell you? You're going bald ! ™

| ** You're growing bald, I tell you ! ** snorted Fisher T. Fish In sheer desperation,

“Your hair’s coming out in handfuls. See here!™
made a violent grab at Alonzo’s forelock, and a bunch of halr came away in his
He fAourished it before the Duffer’s [ace.

wild howl of pain and leapt clear of the floor.

The American Junlor

““ Look ! ' he hooted. ** What
“Yarcooh ! " Alonzo Todd.let out a
(See Chapter 2.)

Tue Maaxer Lisrary.—No. §20.
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Cherry and Bulsirode roze on cither side
of him. The right side of Fish's lean
face was turned to Cherry while the lett
was turned to Bulstrode. The idea to
smite Fish’s face cccurred to both the
juniors at precizely the same moment--
and they reached back their fists to hit
ait,

By some curious instinet Fish scemed
to realisa what was happening. There
are moments when the human brain
works with lightning-like rapidity.
Fish's brdain worked at that speed now
—and he ducked!

The next second there sounded two
hE_].;{g' 1tl‘:u.:n::Is and two loud howls,

“Yarcoooch!” howled Cherry and
Bulstrode in anison.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the spectators
in delight,

“They've hit each other on the boko !

And even before tha two Removites
gould realise what had happened,
Fisher T. Fish turned and bolted, fol
lowed by another yell of laughter,

Up the corridor outside the Common-
room ha sped, running as fast as his
skinny Iegs would catry him, until he
reached the Remove quarters again.
Without even pausing to glance behind
him, the American junior burst inte his
study, locked the door behind him, and
slumped, panting, into an armchair,

“Jerusalem ecrickets!” he groaned,
tenderly rubbing various injured parts
of his ‘anatomy. "I guess I'm hurt--
some! Wow!l All because I tried to
save the rotters from going  bald!
Groooh ! I guess those ﬂ'lt:ﬁﬂg

good thing when they're on it! Ow!”

Alone in his “siudy, the Ameriean
junior sat and thought furicusly,
His stlempt to convinee the Re-!|

movites that they were going bald had
failéd lamentably, and the market .he
had hoped to make before commencing
his manufacture of Crowo [rom Mr.
Hunk P. Dunk’s wonderful
seemed to be [urther away than ever,

He realised that if he was going to
interest the juniors in Growo at sll, he
would first of all have to prove to them
it was the real goods.

“I guess what I want iz some jay to
demonstrete on,” he thought. “I guess
seeing is believing., If this Growo is
half what that guy Hunk P. Dunk said
my fortune is made—every time!"

But the more he thought of the pos-
sibility
permit their scalp to be used for pur-
poses of demonstration the more he
realised how difficult it would he.

CQuite apart from that, it oceurred to
Fish that so far he did not possess any
Growa, and oven when it was made it
might not turn out ta be as it should be,

Then he remembered the sample Mr,
Dunk had presented him with.

The sample, at least, would be Growo
at itz best.

Fisher T. Fish drew the small jar of
Growo from its hiding-place at the back
of the cracked mirror over the study
mantelpiece, and placed it carefully in
his waisteoat pocket.

The American junior determined to
find someonc—preferably very bald—
who might by some means or another
be induced to wuse it so that the Re-
movites might afterwards see its effect.

True, they were not. going bald; but
Fish realized that if he could only prove
the much-vaunted merits of Growo to
them, they would just as soon use it ss

any of the cheap—and sometimes nasty’

—brilliantines and hair-creams sold in
Dame Mimble's little tuckshop.
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on’'t know a |

formulp |

of getting anyone who wonld

“Lemme scee” murmured Fisher T.
.Fi*‘}.; thoughtfully, * Who's & most likely
jay 7§18

Soveral individuals suffering from that
“ Demon Bgldness” occurred to the
American junior,

There was Uncle Clegg, of the village
tuckshop, P.-c. Tozer, the sole representa-
tive and upholder of the Law in Friar-
dale, and a few other people of less
note. But the great drawback to using
any of them as subjects to demonstrate
the powers of Growe on was that the
Removitgs would not trouble to look
them up in Friardale, while they, on
the other hand, w-::ri.l!id certainly not
trouble to visit Greyfriars.

“Jumping Jerusalem erickets!” ajacu-
lafed the American junior suddenly.
“Pyvo got it—Gosling! The very jayl
I guesz I'll toddle along ard.see him,”

And carefully opening his study door
to "adsure himself thdt neither of his late
enemics. were lurking in. the vicinity,

LT
i

Fisher T. Fish made his way out of the.

building and across the Close in the
direction of the school porter’s lodge.

“Fish  wondered - why he had  not
thought of Gosling before.

The school porter was as bald as any

bladder,. and if the wonderful Growo |

could induce hair to grow where not
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even the roots existed, it would cer-
tainly justify all the things that had
been said about it, and more,

"I ealeulate I'll have to go carefully,”
thought the slick American junior, I
reckon Gosling's a wily bird, If T tell
him what the wheezo really is he'll want
paying, and if I don't, he'll think it's a
leg-pull. I puess I'll sure go careful.”

e e ]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Present for Gosling !

é ALLQ, Gossy!”
H William  Gosling  looked
round with a grunt. Gosling

was washing down the little
concrete yard at the beck of his lodge,
and he did not like it. Goshng did not
like work of any deseription. His idea
was that his life sheuld he spent in a
comfertable armechair, with a glass of
lemanade—or something stronger—at his
albow. Even then he would have com-
plained that life- was not all lemonade
and skittlez. But Gosling had to worl,
even without a suflicient supply af
lemonade, much less skittles. Conze-
guently, he consoled himself by feeling
very 1ll-used, and bestowing scowling
glances on the universe. But now he
was bestowing a scowling glance upon
Fisher T. Fish in particular.

“Get hout! he exclaimed, as he
observed the American junior standing
in the vard, “CGet hout! Wot L says
15 this "ere——"

"Zee hver, Gossy—"

“Get hout!”

“1 guess not!”

“Which I'll report ver !*

It was evident that he would have {o
us¢ subterfuge—and lots of it—to per-
suade the school porter to accept his
little gift.

Gosling placed the rubber sgquecgeo
he had :n using to clean the yard
against the wall, and turned his atten-
tion to placing in order a number of
small empix jars that had at one timo
contained face ercam.

Gosling suffered from a tender skin,
which was made more tender by the
necessity of a daily shave, -which his
position as school-poitor demanded. The
generous apolication of face ¢ream after
shaving was the only means Gosling had
of relieving his facial tenderness.’ In-
deed, s0 gonerous was the porter’s use
of the face-cream, that he got through
at least dne jar a weck, and the empty
jars he was now arranging represented
at least six rhonths' supnly.

“Wrich it ain't nothing to laugh at,
Master Fish," snorted Gosling agan.
“"Wot I sea—-""

" Bee hyer, Gossy,” interrupted Fisher

T, Fish, the row of empty face.cream

jars giving him a sudden 1dea. "I guess
I've called to see you on a little matier
of business,”

“Ho 1" murmured Gosling, turping his
scowl into a smile. “W'ich you should

‘have said so before, Master Fish.™

“Yep! It's about those cold jars
you've got there,” went on the Amern-
can junior. "I guess they're no good
to you, but I've sorta taken a fancy to
them. Not that they're much good to
mo, but I caleulate they might do to—
to keep studs and things in. T guess I'm
open to do a trade for them.”

“W'ich them jars is very valuable,”
grunted Gosling, whose business in-
stincts were nearly—but not guite—as
keon ms Fish's. “W'ich they're real
hart jars, and I don't know as 1 wants

“to part with ‘em.”

“Of course, if it's like that then, you
hang on to them,” said Fish, with an
apparent .loss of interest. “Only I
reckoned vou might be open to accept a
tanner to let me clear them away. BSo-
long, Gossy!™

And the American junior turned as
though to walk away.

“'Old ‘ard, Master Fish!”  shouted
Gosling hurriedly.

“ Nix on that.”

“Wot I ses is this "ere. To a young

gent wot I likes I might let 'em go
cheap.”

“1 guess I won't rob you,"

“Ho!" gasped Gosling, feeling that
his affection for the empty jars had been
too well simulated. © “ W'ich there's a
mishunderstanding, Master Fish, Wat
I sez is this "ere. If someone gives them
jars & good ‘ome, I'll let ‘em go cheap.”

Fish chuckled softly to himself.

“Looking at them again, I guess
they'ro not worth a tanner, Gossy,” he
drawled. “TI'll give you threepence for
the lot."

Gosling's face fell.

“T'Il meet vor "arf-way,"” he grunted.
“Make it fourpence.'a’'penny, and the
real hart jars is yours.”

“Threepence is my limit,”

“I'll knock the ’a’penny orf, Master
Fish."

“Nix on that.”

“Make it threeponce-'a’penny, then,

ilg

* groancd Gosling, ambling rapidly across
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the yard in the direction of the retreat-
ing junior. “W’ich it's a real sacrifice,
just to oblige vou. Wot I sez is them
jars iz a gilt for threepence-'a’penny.”

Fizher 'I'. Fish paused.

He felt, as he would have put it in his
own cxpressive langnage, that ha had
“got the school-porter where he wanted
him.” There was no donbt that if he
pressed the point far enough, he ecould
gecure the jars for twopence. But the
astute American junior was out to do
mare than possess the jars.

The first—and most important—thing
was to seenre the services of the school-
parter, as a subject on which to demaon-
atrate  the merits of the wonderful
Growo.

He thought he now saw his way to do
&0,
“"Threepence-"a'penny, and them btwo
flozen rveal hart jars 18 vours, Master
Fisli." repeated Gosling almost plead.-
mgly., " W'ich is a pife."”

“Look here, Gosling.” exclaimed Fish
briskly, “I guess threepence is my limit.
I guess I've got no time to argue the
point. Nepe! But Fisher T. Fish—
that's me—iz not out to rob you. Tl
give vou threepence, and throw in s jar
of Growo cream just for luck., T calou-
late that's all I'm open to do, so yon
can take it or leave it.”

Gosling seowled.

But it zeemed that the
junior meant what he said,

The schoal porter decided to take 1t
.;.',I{}'E-ﬂ'l:tl" Fish changed .his mind again and
€& it

“TAnd over the threeponce ! he ex-
claimed nngraciously, “W'ich is a bare-
faced robbery all the same. All boys
onght to be drownded at birth, a swind-
ling of a 'ard-working porter.”

Fizher T. Fish extracted threo pennies
from his vest-pocket and handed them
to Gosling.

“And now where's thiz cream " de-
mandoed the porter.

With seceming reluctance Fisher T.
Fish praduced the sample jar of Growo
presented to him by Me, Hunk P, Dunk,

“I guess this Growo is worth bhalf a
dollar a jar,” he exclaimed. “T reckon
I was rash fo promise vou that, too.
However, I calenlate I always keep my
word. Yes, sir! T pguess vou've caught
me, Gossy, But I don't bear any malice,
not on you., Here it is.”

Gosling took the hair cream with a
grunt and examined it curiously.
jar was almost identical in appearance
with those which had contained the face
cream. Gosling dropped it into &
pocket, snorted again, and left the yvard,
leaving Fisher T. Fish to collect his
empty jars, and convey them te his
sbudy as best he could.

“It worked like a blessad charm”
grinned Fisher T. Fish to himself when
the porter had gone. "1 caleulate 1
killed two eaplea with one arrow that
‘time. I guess I'm slick. Oh, gea!™

The Removite collected his jars, and,
carefully placing themn in a small sack,
made his way back towards the School
Hounae,

He folt that he had done & very good
day's work indeed.

He had secured two dozen emnty jars,
and Gosling's services as a demonstrator
of Growe, all for the absurd price of
threepence. YWhen the rest of the Re-
movites saw the effect of the Growo on
Gosling’s scalp, Fish had little doubt
that an inztant demand for Growo would
follow, and the two dozen jars would
then come in very useful.

“Oh, T'm shick!” murmured Tish
mgain. “ You trust your little Figher!”
Fish walkad on with a choerful face.

American
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the same moment—and

Cherry and Bulstrode in unison.
delight.

The idea to smite Fish's face occurred to both Cherry and Bulstrode at precisely
. and they reached baek their fists to hit out,
brain had been working like lightning—and he ducked. The next second thers
sounded two heavy thuds and two loud howls.
L _ ““Ha, ha, ha!' roared the spectators in

They've hit each other on the boko ! ™

But Fish's
Biff I ** Yarooooh ! " howled

(See Chapter 3.)

The Close was pretty full of juniors.

“There he 1™

. %In:}t. “I,;;"f :n%mfsenll i Fl'ish;r?”

eap Dig chiet pn alef ! iy 1

“Ha, ha, ha i L Drerace’s hair

Fish scowled.

“Beat it!” he snorted.

“What about the Growo?” demanded
Micky Desmond.

“I guess it's the real poods!” ex-
claimed Fish. “You jays don’t know a
good thing when you're on it.”

“Ha, ha, ha'*

Nearly all the Remove had heard of
Fish's little publicity campaign earlior
in the afternoon, and great was their
mirth. They had heard of the American
junior and his wonderful schomes bafore,
Growo, they thought, was just another
of his schemes to separate them from
their cash. That the hair eream the
American  junior proposed to make
would really make their hair grow was
a point they were far from being con-
vinced upon.

“@uit the laffing!™ exclaimed Fish.
"1 ealeulate you jays think I'm trying.
to pull the wool on you about this
Growe, but I'm not, I ilt&i& it"s the
veal, hall-marked, side-kicking, he-man
dope every time.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If vou gurs don't believe me, just
keop an eve on Gosling. I reckon Gos-
ling is some wise guy. Did he laugh
when I offered to trade him some
Growo? No, sirresl®

“I puess ho just eried!” mimicked
Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1le JLIIH’]EEILI ot it!” went on Fish,
glaring. “That shows real hoss sense.
I guess at this moment Gosling’s head
is & flies’ skating-rink. . But by this time
to-morrow I caleulate his dome will be
i.hm_remd with a growth of real hardy
.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors roared,

“Poeor old Gossy 1"

o Enea}a seeing 13 believing,"” ex-
claimed Fish. “I don’t ask vou to take
my word about Growe. Nopel I guess
:I_mt mixture can speak for itsell every
ime.*

“ Look here, Fishy,” said Peter Todd,
pushing his way through the crowd,
“Do you really mean to say you've
given some of this stuff you've been tell-
ing us about to Gosling

“Bure,” agreed Fish. “You guys
don't believe in it, so I'm not asking
you to buy it any more until you've
seen what 1t'll do. I guess that's fair.”
Peter Todd nedded.

“It sounds straight,” he agreed. " I'd
ust as soon use vour stuff as Mra,
Mimble's brilliantine, if it's just oa
gmrﬁl‘

“I'll say mnothing could be worse™
gatd Fish.

“My hat, vou're right!"™ grinned
Hazeldene, “Tha last h%l;tla -::‘fgstuﬂ’ 1
bl_-?ught made me smell like a fried-fish
shop.”

el Y me bald,” 1

ell, I'm not going " laughed
Peter Todd. “But Il tell you what I'll
Tue Macrer Liprany.—No. 820
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do. If this blessed Growo of yours
makes any hair grow on Goshng's
napper, then you can put me down for
a couple of jars.”

“Bame here!” exclaimed Hazeldene.

“I'll take a jor on the same terms,’
grinned Dick Penfold.

“*RBegorra, an’ 'tis meself as will have
& jar intoirely,” said Micky Diesmond,
“but only whin I'"ve seen it work on tho
darlint (Gossy.”

“Waal, now you're talking,” grinned
Fishar T. Fish, with a pleased expres-
sion. "I guess you jays have got move
sense than 1 thought.”

“Go hon!”

“Yep. When you see Gosling to-
morrow you'll all double your orders
hafore the first izssue is snapped up.”

And with his lean featurcs creased
with smiles, ¥he business man of the
Remove continued on hiz way to the
School House.

“Well, I'm thumped!” gasped Peter
Teodd, when he had gone. "1 wonder if
Fishy really has struck a winner this
timo 7" :

“Tt scems falr enough, as he said,” put
irn Hareldene. “1 don't su}t:v_pusn he'd tell
us he'd given any to Gosling unless he
folt ty cortain it's good stuff.”

“ Nunno !

“Wa shall ses what happens to Gossy,
anylow,” grinned Dick Penfold, * Come
on ﬂhﬂgﬂ, let's get in to tea."”

Still iscudsing Fisher T. Fish and lus
much boosted Growe, the juniors went,

The rest of the evening passed very
pleasantly for. Fisher T. Fish.

The news that he had given some of
the GGrowo to tho school porter quickly
spread round the rest of the Form. It
certainly looked that the American
junior’s offer to the juniors had been a
genuine one.

And by the time the bell sounded for
bed, subject to the Growe proving
successful on the school porter, every
junior had promised to purchase a jar,
even including Cherry and Bulstrode,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Gosling Is Angry{
H'W "ICH I'm werry hartful, I
am!?
William Gosling uttered
that remark as he un-
dressed, ready for bed. :

Gosling was feeling very pleased with
himself, -

As a rule he disposed of his empty
fage-crcam_ jars to  a rag-and-bone
merchant from the village for a half-
penny & dozen, But in his little deal
with Fisher T. Fizh he had succeeded in
making an extra penny—not to mention
the jar of Growo the American- junior
had so generously thrown in.

“Master Fish thought he was a-catch-
ing of me,” went on Gosling to himself,
o ﬁul: I wasn't born yesterday !™

And tha school porter chuckled again.

He withdrew the jar of Growe [ish
had given him from his pocket, and
placed it on the windowledge over the
sink in the scullery of his lodge, where
he kept his shaving tackle,

He then glanced at the alarm cleck
over his little kitchen mantelpiece.

It was well past midnight.

Gosling gave a gasp.

He had to be up, dressed and shaved,
ready to start his duties for the day by
gix in the morning. As a rule Gosling
retired to bed soon after ten. But even
then he could only rizse by a great effort.

He realised that, owing to the lateness
of the hour, it was somewhat problem-
atical whether he would be able to wake

Tae Maicrwer LIBRART.—No. 520,

at zix, much less be up, dressed and

sha ".'l:‘-l:f :

_ “I'd better shave before 1 go to bed,
in case of accidents,” he murmured., *It
won't be so bad if I do overdo it then.”

The school porter busied himself
aobtaining some hot water. Theh, having

lathered hiz face, he carcfully com.
menced to shave. Among his other
troubles Gosling suffered from a very

stifi. beard, and the process of shaving
waz always a long and trying businesa,
But at length the ordeal was over, and,
with a sigh of relief, he reached out for
the jar of Growo Fish had given him.
Without troubling to read the directions
printed on the label, Gosling scooped ot
a generous quantity on his forelinger and
commenced to massago it into his smart-
ing face.

“W'ich I'd run right hout of cream,”
he murnmured, “this 'as come 1n werry
usgeful.”

Gosling jumped into bed.

Five minutes later a series of loud
anores denoted that he was safe in the
arms of Morpheus.

It could not at any time be said of
Gosling that he slept with one eye open.
But, with the.comiorting knowledge that
he had saved & quarter of an hour in the
morning by shaving before retiring, the
school-porter slept like a log.

At length the first cold grey flush of
dawn illuminated his bed-room through
the long lodge windows.

Trrerrrring !

The alarm-clock, set for hali-past five,
broke the stillness of the early morn.

But if Gosling heard, he heeded not.

Instead, he turned over, and, pl_illmﬁ
the bedelothes above his head, continue
to cleep. Another half an hour passed,
but Gosling, like Rip Van Winkle, slept
on.

He did not sleep on for long, however,

Several minutes later there sounded a
frenzied jangling of the lodge bell.

Clang, clang, clang!

It was Trotter, the school page.

He had been sent by Mrs. Kebble, the
worthy Grevfriare housckeeper, to see
why the porter had not reported for his
early morning tasks in the school
kitchen,

“The lazy "ound ! murmured the page
dispustedly, “'E ain't hup yet. I'll
wakea im [ i
b ﬁnd once again Trotter tugged ab the

il

Clang, clang, clang!

Trotter tugged at the bell for three
minutes without stopping.

The din he created was encugh to
wake the Seven Slecpers themselves,

It certainly woke William Gosling.

The school porter jumped suddenly
from his bed and Aung open the door of
his lodge.

“Wot I sez is this "ere—" he began.

But the rest of his sentence was inter-
rupted by & sudden vell of fear from
Trotter.

“ Oooovoooooer | he Eaapsr], his eyes
almost starting from his head, and a
trembling forefinger pointing ot Gos-
ling's face. “Yoooop! Ococooooer!
Whatissit 1"

Gosling stared.

“Wot I ses—""

“Ow! Don't! Keep awsey!” elmost
shrieked the page, staring at the porter
much after the manner a fat rabbit 1=
supposed to gaze at a starved boas-con-
strietor. " Yarooooogh!”

And Trotter let off aucther well of
fear, which echoed across the Close unt:l
it could almost be heard in the school
building itself. :

“My honly "at!” gesped Goshng, in
amazemeant. "Wat's hun now "

The school porter advanced on to the
step of the lodge with the mtention of

ipping the page by the shoulder and

emanding the reason of his consterna-
tion. DBut even as he did so, with
snother terrvified wyell, Trotter turnmed
and fied.
" Whooooooooer! QOcoeoccoor! Keep-
ot 17 - -

“Hi! Come back!” shouted Cosling
ﬂl:lgl‘il}'.

ut Trotter did not come back.

Instead, he put on every ounce of
speed he could, and wvanished ouwt of
sight, 1,'&"1':1@‘ 111:;¢ a yvouth posseased.

“My ’at!™ gasped QGosling again.
“'E's gorn balmy! That's wot it is!
My ‘at?

With a puzzled frown the porter re-
entered his lodge, and commenced to
dress. He fastened his collar round his
neck and approached thé mirror of his
dmsﬁiﬂg-t«ah?n to adjust his tie,

As he did so 'a bearded faco loomed vp
before him, surrounded by a bald head!

Gosling blinked, and spun round in
alarm, as though expecting to see some-

one peering over his shoulder.
_ But the bed-room was empty save for
himself.

“Ho!” pasped Gosling fearfully.

He faced the mirror again—and once
more the bearded face leared at him!

EHis heart, thudding; rapidly, Gosling,

pressed his face to within a few inches

of the mirror and blinked.
The bearded face blinked back at

him 1

Gosling placed his hand to his chin—
the figure in the glass did the same.

For a moment the school porter
wondered whether he was suffering from
a particularly bad form of nightmare.

‘hen the horrible truth flashed sud-
denly upon him.

The face was his own, and it was
covered with a thick growth of beard!

“Whooooo! Haasaaaan!” he vyelled,
in amazement and fear.

Gosling certainly presented an extra-
ordinary spectacle. The beard was at
least three inches long, and was stand-
ing out from his face like fur on the
back of a frightened cat., At that
moment Gosling resembled nothing so
much as a bloodthirsty Bolshevik on
the warpath.

He took another hurried glance at
himself in the glass, and with a sudden
roar of rage, dashed from his lodge and

.across the Close in the direction of the

main school buildings..

“Tt's that dratted Fish!” he velled.
“T'Hl slaughter him I*

Gosling sped up the School House
steps and along the passage to the
Remove dormitory, and violently pushed
open the door.

Crash!

The rising-bell had not vet zounded,
but several juniors, including the
Famous Five and Peter Todd, were
already sitting up in bed rubbing the
slecp from their eves,

They gave a yell of alarm.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallp—™"

“What's the game!™

“YWhat I sez 18 this 'ere,” roared
Gosling at the top of hiz voice.
“Where's that dratted Fish? W'ich I'll
slanghter 'im, I will!”

g ma;.r!” ejaculated TPeter Todd,
recognising the porter’s wvoice,

Tha next moment the juniors madoe
out the porter's bearded face.

A gasp of amazement escaped them.

“My giddy aunt!”

“What the thump—"

“The thumpfulness is terrific!™

The juniors stared.

“Where's that dratted Fish 1" wvelled
Gosling again shaline hoth fists in the
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air at the same moment. “Wot I sex
i bt

But the rest of the porter's sontence
was ent short by a loud yell of langhter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

* Trotsky !

“Ha, ha, ha, ha, hal”

The Removites yumped up and down
on their beds and simply howled with
mirth, They eould not help it. The
infuriated porter, with his shaggy beard
and bald head, was more than they
could stand-—so they howled again.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Their vells of laughter, coupled with
Gosling's shouts, aroused the rest of the
Form, and within three minutes of
Cosling’s entry into the dormitory, the
ontire Remove was wide awake, and
rocking with uncontrollable laughter,
which ochoed and re-echoed down the
PasSATes.

“Guy I'awkes!”

“(zet vour hair cut!™

“¥a, ha, ha!"

“Wich it's that face-cream that
dratted Fizh gave me!” yelled Gosling,
dancing arounnd like a cat on a hot stove,
“Wich I shaved and wsed it last mght.
Wot I sez is this "cre—"

“*Whore's Fish ¥ velled several volces.

Fisher T, Fish, who had taken refuge
behind a dressing-table. in rase of acer-
dents, peerad over the top, almost
choking with mirth.

“I guess . I'm right here!” he ex-
claimed. “I guoess that guy Gosling s
crazy! I reckon I didn't hand him any
facr-cream-—not on yourg!”

Gosling blinked,

“It was that Little jar wot you gave
mel!"” pasped the porter. :

"I{n]l:.‘ ger 1" EHI:E:_J: Irizh, ﬁrﬂighh‘n-
ment  swdedenly T-muking in on  him.
“You don't mean to say you used fhat
on vour face¥™

“Of eonrse T did—"

Fisher 1. Figh stared for a moment
and tried to speak. But his words splut-
tered and trailed off into another roar
of langhicr.

“Ha, ha, ha! Yon silly jay! I guess
that was Growo for the head, not the
face. Jumping Jernsalom! He thoonght
it was face-croam !

And the Transatlantic 1unior went off
into another roar of nasal laughter.

“Wawlich it w-wasn't  f{-face-cream,
Master Fish!” gpasped Gosling in a shaky
voice.  ©Wawlich jp—*'

“Nao, nzs! I ealeulate that's where
vou got left. That was Growo for the
hair. I didn’t tell yon it was foace-
eream. If vou'd read the directions on
the jar vouw'd have seen it was for the
head. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho!" gaspod Gosling. “ Har!™

The porter gazed pitifully at the He-
movites, but they only roared again.

“Ho !"' gasped Gosling again. * Har !
Not for the face, but for the "ead! My
honly "at!™

Gosling rose from the bed on to which
he had collapsed, and staggered slowly
out of the dormitory.

The juniors watched him go with
broad grins.

“Har!"” ecame his voice in mournful
tone from the end of the passage some
momenls later. “Not for the face, but
for the 'ead!"

“My only sainted aunt!" gasped
Harry Wharton, when tho last sounds
from the porter had died away. “If
that doesn't take the whole blessed
biscuit factory.”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

The juniers turned to Tisher T, Fish,

“Your blessed Growo hasn't worked
out quite as it should,” grinned Peter
Tadd, “DBut it wasn't vour fault Gossy
put it on his face instead of his hesd.

PRIGE
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[ I consider Growo has passed its test with
fiving colours. My order still stands.™

“Bamoe here!" shouted severnl voices.

“Bure ! agreed Fish genially, I
guess ['ve proved it's the real goods—
everyv tine.”™

“¥ou have." grinned Dulstrode.
as vou ve made some moare.”

The juniors dressed and went down to
breakfast.

But the appetite of Fisher T. Fish
was very smal]l that morning. He was
too excited fo ecat. His great schome
to demonstraie the merits of the won-
derful Growo had worked better than
e had ever hoped for, even if not in
quite the way he had anticipated. It
scemad to Fish that everything in the
garden was lovely,

All be had to do now was to manu-
facture some Girows from Mr. Hunk P.
IDunk's formula Chief Why-be-Bald had
z0 kindly presonted to him, and hie for-
tune was as good as made.

“What & whiff I”

X P
“"The whiffulness is terrifie!™

_Those exelamations, and many similar
onez echoed along the Remove passage.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fish Geis Busy !
HEW I*
" Great Scott M

“And you can lemme have & jar as soon

It was tea-time, and most of the Re.
movites were having tea in their studies,
or, at least, they bad been until & few
momoents before,

But now many of them were standing
at the doora of their studies, wrath and
indignation in their faces.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood holding
their nostrils between their forefingers
and thumbs.

On cach of their faces was an cxpres-
sion of repugnance and mystification,
They had been in the middle of tea,
when s smell such as they had never
smelt before smote their unoeffending
and non-inguisitive nasal organs.

There was something about the smell
in question that marked it as an out-
cast. Certainly it was not ineluded in
anything they had ever succeeded in
producing in the school laboratory, and
cortainly no tan-yard odonr would have
admitted it even as a dislant relative.

It was, indeed, a npsty and overpower-
ing smell, which was strangely reminis-
cent of both rour parafin and hot glue.

“Phew!™  cjaculated Johnny Bull
“It hums!™

“Tike o blessed top!” added Frank
MNugent.

“0r a polecat!”

The Famous Five <ragged their hand-
korchicfs from their jucket-pockets and
buried their noses in them.

e H}' hﬁnlf *at I " E“F"Hd

.

shrisked. ** Ooooooocoer !

in amazement.
school porter advanced to the step of his Lodge with the Inten
the page by the shoulder and demanding the reason of his consternation. -
even as he did so Trotter let out a terrific yell and fled.
Keepimoff ! **
surprise. ** *E's gorn balmy ! That's wot's the matter with *im ! ** (See Chapler B.)

“*Wotl's hu nuIrI? " The
no Eﬂm
But
“ Who-ooooooer [ IE

“My ‘at'!” Gosling,
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“The dishonourable odourfulness seems
to be approachiully coming from
somewhere up the esteemed passage, my
worthy chums,” gasped Hurree Jamsot
Ram Singh through his handkerchief.
“1 proposefully suggest we amble along
and locatefully find it.”

“Good egg!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Bad egg, you mean |"” snorted Harry
Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Famous Five proceeded slowly up®
the passage in the direction whence they
judged the strange odour emanated.

ut when they reached Study Neo. 13,
the apartment occupied by Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish, the hustling junior from
U.8.A., t.lim:.f came to o halt. And be-
hind them, also attracted by the strange
smell, halted a number of other Re-
movites, ;

“My hat, it's npe ! choked Ogilvy.

“MNot as bad as it was, though.”

* Tt must be that ass Fish.”

®Tet's see what he's up to."

Without standing upon ceremony the
HRemovites pushed open the door of the
American junior’s study and walked in—

at loast, they commenced to walk in..

But when they had advanced a couple
of paces ther started back with exclama-
tions of astonishment.

And well they might. For standing
before the study fireplace, his Eton
jacket off, and the slecves of lus shirt
rolled up above his scraggy elbows,
stond the one and only Fisher T. Fish
himself.

In one hand he held a large wooden
spoon, while in the other was a bottlo
of some pungent essénce, some of which
he dropped inte the mysterious concoe-
tion he was stirring in a great enamel
pran on the fire.

And behind him, working at the study
table, their waists adorned with aprons
made from an old sugar sack, stood
Dicky Nugent and his two pals, Gatty
and Myers of the Second, busily engaged
in ladling some mysterious mixturs from
a large biscuit tin into a number of
little jars,

Fisher T. Fish and the three fags
seemed deeply immersed in their labours.
The Famous Five had been in the study
some moments before any of the quar-
tette 20 much as noticed them.

Havry Wharton & Ca, stared.

“What's the game, Fish?” demanded
Bob Cherry suddenly. “Trying to make
poigon gasi™

The American jumior looked up and
observed the Famous Five for the first
time,

“ Great snakes ! he gasped. I guess
I didn't lamp you jays standing there.
I kinder caleulate I'm real busy, yes,
sifree ! And when little Fisher is busy,
ha's busy.”

“Go hon!” murmured Frank Nugent
faintly,

“You donpt say so!”

“Look here, Fishy!” snorted Harry
Wharton, * what's the blessed idea, any-
how? You stunk the whole passage
oput, and now we want to know the
reason for it.”

Fisher T. Fish grinned. -

“I guess I've no time to chew a ploce
of speech with you guys!” he exclaimed,
stirring brizgkly the concoction in the
pan on the fire. “I ealculate I'm real
busy, as I zaid. You grease right outa
thiz factory, and leave me and my staff
—that’s voung Nugent and his pals—to
get on with the Growe.”

Bull mn

“Growo!", gasped Johnny
amazement, .

“Weou don’t mean to say that horrible
muck you've got in the pan is Growo?"

“3ure! agreed Fish. “All being
made according to the formula presented
to my Uncle Hiram by Chief Why-be-
Bald of the Thatcho Indians, whase life
ho saved when he was a trader out
West. I guess that's it!"”

Hairy Wharton & Co. looked first at
the three perspiring fags, and then at
Fisher T, Fish. The next moment they
went off into a wild vell of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

" Phew !

8o that's the stink 1

“The honourable stink is terrific I

“iTain't no lafing matter!” grunted
Fish. “I guess this hyer Growo 13 the
real gold-mounted poods.”

“And I guess it's ceused a real gold-
mounted stink!” coughed Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!™ )

“Yop—nope ! gazpod Fisher T. Fish
hurriedly, *‘I guess that Growo iz the
goods, {vhnt you jays niffed was a little
that kinder boiled over, I gues:s, Jevver
get lefti"

“Oh, I see,” murmured Frank Nugent
faintly. “It kinder boiled over, did
it !

“7 gav, Franky, cut the cackle and
buzz off t*

The voice was that of Dicky, Frank
Nugent's minor.
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So far, the three fags had taken re
notice of the Removites present, but had
stuck ossiduously to their task. But now
Dicky turned and glared at his major
angrily,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! grinned Hob
Cherry. “The nursery's woke up!”

The Famous Five turned and gazed
at the three fags with amused grins.

“Run away and look in o nnrror if

ou want to be funny, Cherry !" snorted

icky, ' ¥You're interru[;iﬁug the busi-
ness. Gatty, Myers, and I are on picce-
'w:;rrk L] ]

“On what work ¥ demanded Johnny
Bull in amazoement.

" Picce-work ! snorted Dicky Nugen®
“No work, no pay—that's the 1dea. The
more we do the more we earn and the
sooner wo get away.”

“Oh, my giddy aunt!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What's the joke?"” demanded Dicky
wrathfully. “Wea get o halfpenny a
dozen for ﬁlli:l%- the jars, end a  half-
penny & dozen for fixing the labels and
shoving on the covers. The more we
do the more we earn—see? Then you
silly asses come in and interrupt!”

“Borry " chuckled Johnny Bull.

“"That explains wh they'ra 'so
blessed industrious, then,

“Look here!" roared Fisher . Fish
siddenly. “You jaspers are interfering
with the work nfl this bhyer factory.
Leave my staff alone and beat it.”

“Right-ho!” grinned Beb Cherry.
M We will. It smells a bit too whiffy
;n here to- induce anyone to stay very
l}ﬂ ‘J‘!l

“Hoar, hear

“Yep. I guezs you can go and beat
up the other guys and let ’em know
Growo's on its way,” said the American
junior, pitching the contenis of the pan
mto an empty bowl. " Al the rate we
are working 1 aim to execute all orders
before bed-time. Now grease right outa
the factory till you are notified that this
hyer Growo is all rcad;.r for issue,”™

“Come on, chaps!' rinned Harry
Wharton, “If I stay in this blessed
study much longer 1 shall suffocate.
FPhew 1" '

“Hear, hear!™ :

And with that the Famous Five left
the newly-established factory where the
priceless Growe was being prepared ae-
cording to the formula of the chief of
tho Tﬁut.:eim Indiane, and made their
way out into the passage again.

They had not gone far, however, when
thoy  encountered Alonzo Todd, the
duffer of Greyfrinrs.

Alonzo was walking up and down the
passage, carrying aloft a torch of smoul-
dering brown paper,

“Hallo, halla, halle!” roared Beb
Cherry, in a stentorian voice., * What's
this game, Toddy?" -

Alonzo turned to the Famous Five
with a beaming smile.

“] am obliging Skinner mg dear
Form-fellows ! he exclaimed. “Skinnee
pointed out that the odour of brown
i.u;nlwr is an excellent fumigator, my dear
ellows, and he asked me if I would be

ood enough to walk up and down with
this toreh in order to dispel the dis-

usting odour which 1 now perceive to
ﬁuve emanated from the study of our
Amorican cousin igh."”

“Oh, he did, did he?” gasped Bob.

“Yes, Cherry. My Uncle Benjamin
always impressed upon me to oblige my
fellow-men whenever ywihlu."

“Not really, Toddy ™ i

“Yes, runﬁ‘{; ﬁl{u as Skinner was
unable throug Fmsaurc of preparation
for to-morrow’s lessons to carry out the
fumigation himself, I am doing it for
him. I am sure my Uncle Benjamin
would approve of my action. Do you not
sthink so, my dear Cherry 1"

I!I‘
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Bob Cherry was about to make s:m}a]
reply when the brown-paper torch in
.Aﬁm:u's hand commenced to fizz and
pplutter.

“Dear mel” murmured Todd,
astonishment. “ How nxtmﬂrdinaay i

“Run!" velled Bob Cherry suddenly.

And the Famous Five ran.

They were only just in. time.

Even as they did so there came a
Joud report from hehind them.

Crack !
“I thought as much,” asimd Bob
Cherry, almost choking with laughter.
H8kinner's been pulling the silly ass’
leg again, There's & cracker in that
torch he gave him.”
a, ha, ha!”

It seemed that DBeb was right. There
came a yell of alarm from Alonzo, fol-
lowed by several reports in rapid suc-
CeH5 10,

Crack, crack, crack!

The Famous Five halted and turmed:
their gaze back up the passage. 'The
next moment they broke mnto a vell of
langhter.

The -cracker, which was of the jump-
ing variety, had worked loose from the
torch, and was fizzing and cracking on
the Aoor between Alonzo’s . feet.

in

“Dear me!” pgasped the Duffer.
#Wow 1

Crack, crack, crack!

“ ¥aroooh 1"

The cracker was leaping about in al
directions—and so was Alonzo. What-
ever direction he moved in, the cracker,
as though imbued with understanding,
!nllnwe:f

Crack, crack, crack!

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Harry Wharton

Co

“Ha, ha, ha!" came ap echoing shout
from the study occupied by rold
Bkinner and his two precious pals, Stott
sud Snoop.

“Go it, Alonzo!”

But Alonze had had enough. He
turned and fled up the passage, and a
gories of loud bumps announced that he
was descending the stairs in a speedy if
unorthodox manner.

The Famous Five trooped into Study

No. 1, grinning. o
“Well, Fishy has md-reu:tgf cheered
things up a bit one way and another,

if he's done nothing: else,” grinned
Frank Nugent.

“Hear, hear!”

The juniors conbinued their inter-
rupted tea discussing the American
junior's latest exploit in excited tones.

Meanwhile, in Study Neo. 15, Fisher T,
Fish worked away industriously. Several
hours passed until at length the won-
derful Growo was ﬁnishng and potted
all ready for sale,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Big Buslness !

OM-TI-LI-OM-POM!
P "What the thump——"

Crash, bang, ta-ra, ta-ra!

It was several hours after {ea,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were busily
engaged on their preparstion in Study
No. 1, when a terrific noise echoed up
the Bemove passage.

Tootle, tootle, toot!

The Famous Five listened, their brows
knit in puzzlement.

“Reoll up, roll up, roll up!™

“This way for the Growoe!™

“Fishy ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, h?i-. 2 1 .

”HeE Fmd he'd notify us when he was
ready [!

““He's daing it, too!” chuckled Frank
MNugent.

“Let's get along and see him!"

 —GREYFRIARS " HOLIDAY ANNUAL™! NOW ON SALE!

Crack, crack, crack !

the Duffer. *“* Wow ! ™

The Famous Five halted in astonishment and gazed up the
passage, The next moment they broke into a yell of laughtsr, for the cracker,
which was of the jumping variety, had worked loose from the torch, and was
fzzing and cracking on the Roor between Alonzo's feet.
Crack, crack, crack !
was leaping about in all directions—and so was Alonzo | (See Chapier §.)

* Dear me ! ** gasped
“ Yarsooh ! ™ The cracker

Headed by the captain of the Hemove,
the Famous Five left their study and
dashed out into the passage. When they
reached the study occupred by the Ameri-
cati junior they found nearly half the
Form crowded round the doorway.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!" reared Dob
Cherry. “Gangway, there!”

“Don't shove, Cherry!"
Ogilvy. “Take your turn!”

* Rats !"

“We ordered our Growo
hooted Dick Penfold.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

By the wvigorous use of arms and
elbows the Famous Five pushed their
way through the crowd until the
observed the lean form of Fisher T\ Fis
standing behind the study table which
had been drawn across tﬁa doorway to
aot as a counter.

In one hand the hustling American
junior held a large wooden rattle, while
i the other was a brass bugle upon
which he was blowing loud blasts from
Eime to time to attract attention,

“Roll up, roll up!™ he shouted, as he
observed Harry Wharton & Co. " Any
more for the Growo? Walk rnght into
the stall, gents, the sale is about to com.
mence,"”

“Ha, ha, ha [

“Go it, Fishy !

On the table before him Fish had a
number of little jars on which was

shouted

firat I**

L Growo !

stamped a picture of a Red Indiar chief
in full war paint, presumably a likeness
of the great Chiet Why-be-bald of the
redoubtable Thatcho Indians,

When Fisher . T. Fish did a thing he
believed in doing it properly. Anﬁ he
felt that the pictures of the Redskins on
the jars, which had been obtained by
the use of & penny sheet of transfers pur-
c-hns-ic:fl st the tuckshop, was a real cute
toue

“Come along, gents !” howled Fish, in
a high nasal voice. “This way for the
I guess the =zale has now com-
menced ! ;

The Removites grinned.

“He's certainly doing the thing in
style ™ lauwghed Peter Todd.

“Ilear, hear!"

“Buck up, Fish, me darlint!” velled
Micky Desmond. " It'll be bed-time in &
minute, bejabbers 1”

As he spoke, the Irish jumior planked
down a shilling. and Fisher ’f’ Fish
pushed a jar of Growo towards him.

Desmond picked it up and pushed his
way out of the crowd, grinning.

Within a few minutes the Pi{l‘-:muvitﬁ
werg raining shillings upon the business
man of the Remiove ns_l;:&‘t as he could
handle them, receiving in exchange & jar
of the wonderful Growo.

(Continued on page 16.)

Tae Muigxer Lispary.—No. B20.
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GRAND “PETS"
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ETS, unlike the poor,
P always with us. Frequently they
have to be got rid of. Only the

most tame and docile of pets are
tolerated at Greyfriars. You don’t see

wild monkeys performing acrobatics in
the Remove Form-room, or fierce bull-

dogs stalking round the corridors.
Neither do you see tiger-cubs- ]:ul:r‘-’-hng
in the Cloze, or ses-serpents rearing
their ugly heads from the basin of the
school fountain. Which 1s, perhaps, just
as well.

Few things provide a more striking
contrast than differont fellows' tastes in
pets.  One fellow will have a warm
corner in his heart for bunnies, whilst
another will prefer a regiment of white
mice.  Some lellﬂ-wq love cats, others
“ran't abide "em,” as Gosling would SaY.

“Judge a fellow by the pets he keeps.”
This iz a variation of an old proverb,
and it containg o den] of truth, You
can often szize up a fellow's character
by the sort of pet he prefers, Here arc
a fow striking iltustrations:

Bob Cherry, any lively tyvpe of ter-
rier ; Johnny Bull, bulldog; Percy Bol-
sover, pilgdog ; H:]I}I Hunter, cormorant
Harold B8kmner, snake;: Alonzo Tﬂdd.
turtle dove; Wun Lung, monkey.

I could extend this list almost indefi-
nitely, and in every case you would find
that the animal or bird had the same
i:ham::tﬂriatim as the fellow who fancied
t-l-

There was a time when Study No.
in the Rmnma passage was a sork n[
menagerie—a ZLoological Gardens m
miniature. Bob Cherry started the
collecting craze by adapting a stray m:-
terrier. Then Nugent brought a black
cat on the scene—for luck, as he ex-

lained. Certainly the furry beast
rought us luck, but it was the wrong
gort.

Hurree Singh added to our collection
of pets by procuring a parrot from a
bird-fancier's at Courtfield. The parrot
was supposed to be a veluble talker—in
fact, & perfect politiclan of a parrot.
But ks was as dumb as a dead fowl
when Inky brought him to Study No. 1.
He just blinked at uz solemnly through
the bars of his cage, and shook his poll
in a Erave, roproachful zort of way., But
hes said nothing. As time went on he
picked up a few npressmns, such as
“Tha sewmething-or-other is ternific!”

Tre Maiouer Lisrarv.—No. 920.
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and “Here comes the Quelchy bird !
Unfortunately, the last-named remark
was overheard one dav by Mr., Quelch,
who strongly resented being referred to
as a feathered biped, and to having a
"}' " tacked on to his surname, .

ugdog of Johnn Bull's, and a

e og which I had rescued from

mt!g run over by a motor in Friardale
Lane, completed our menagerie,

0Of course, there was trouble—lotz of
it, shosls of 1. The pugdog was con-
stantly at war with the black cat, and
the black cat was constantly at logger-
heads with tha parrot, and the terrier
was at war with the whole lot. Now,
there were only two of the pets who had
a right to be in Study No. 1—my hedge-
hog and Nugent's black eat. I ordered
Bob Cherry and Hurree Bingh to
transfer the terrier and the parrot to

“Study No. 13, and I commanded Johnny

Bull to take his pugnacious pug to his
own study, A quarrel ensued, in which
all the pets joined, and my study was
transiormed into quite o babel of yap-
ping and snapping and shrieking and
squeaking.

The climax came when Mr. Prout had
occasion to pay a friendly visit to Study
No, 1. He seated his plump person in
the armchair, withaut troubling to sti{}
t
was—by my hedgehog ! Prout was
Ezuncbured in about fifteen places, and he

apt to his feet, breathing threatenings
and slaughter.

he
“Who

" Monstrous ! {}utrngeﬂus i
storined, caressing hiz injuries.
is the owner of this hedgehog ¥

“I am, sir,” I said meekly.

“Then yvou will restore it to its natural
environment, Wharton, and take a
hundred lines!*

So I hnd to send my prickly pet pack-
ing, and in due course Bob Cherry was
ordercd to get rid of his terrier, and
his pug, and Inky his
partrot, and Nugent hiz black cat. I
believe that black cat was the cause of
all the trouble, T don’t hike cats.
Thera's something supernatural and sin-
ister about them. Anyway, as soon as
Nugent disposed of his black cat, har-
many took the place of discord, and
peace  prevailed
No. 1.

HARRY WHARTOX.

* Faith

onea more in Study |

PETS 1
"PREFER!

SGome like dogs,
and some like cats,

Some like mice,
and other——Rata |

FREANK NUGENT:

A handsome Persion cat, with fur as
smooth as  silk, apd with eyes that shine
u the dark—that's my idea of the Ferfect
Pet. I used td possess a Persian, and it
would snuggle at my feet on a winter
evening while I did my prep. F-ellfr:m—
that was her pame—was Indeed a beauty,
On one occasion she went along to Stud
No. T aod pobbled up FPeter Todd's gold-
fsh—which showed that she had excellent
taste. Felicin also had designs on Tom
Brown's canary, nod that bright-coloured
warbler mnearly lost fts Jile om several
gccasions. It lost o good moany feathers as
it was! TFinally, I was ordered to get rid
of Felicia, who broke the Elghth Command-
ment too frequently for the liking of atud:&"
owners. We have no pets in Study No, 1
now, except carpets!

GICEY NUGENT:

what my major frank savs nbout Cats is
all Tommy Ilott. Cats are sly, slinki
stelthy creetures, and awful Theeves in
the barguin. they will steal anything. i
onceé gaw a Cat steal upstares, and then it
pmmjrtl_-g stole downstares again!  myself,

prefer White Mice for pets. i used to
kce:p quite an army of them, but they
misteriously  vannished after my major
brought his Persian Catt to the school. if
i thought for one moment that frank's Catt
had anything to do with thelr disappearanse,
i'd sue him lor dammidges!

WON LUNG:

Me welly fond of monkeys. :!.{a tinkee
they are topplng pets. They jum
jumpee, and climbee-climbee, nnd Ehcf
simply love to crackee nuttee, e ask
handsome Mr. Quelches if  little {‘.hmea
might be allowed to keep a monkey at Grey-
frinrs. Huindsome AMr. Quelchee shakee his

headee pmd gay: “Certainly nottee! Wa
have too wmany young monkeéys hear
~alreadee!™ e no lettee little Chinee keep

monkex, which is an awlul shamee!

MICEY DESMOND:

and what's the matter with a big
fat rat? Lots of epalpecos despise rats,
but, shure, I think tlle:r are noble ¢renturc-m+
You ooght to sec "em fight when they'ro
cornered! I alwaye enjoy reading about the
rats in ' The Pled Piper of Hamelin "—how
they lought the dogs and killed the cats,
and licked the cheeses oub of the vats, made
nests inside men's Supday hats, and even
spolled. the women's chats, etc. I only wish
somebody would make me a preseot of &
nice pink rat——

{Stop going inte raptures ower rats, Micky,
of I shall get guite “roatiy."=—Ed.}

PERCY BOLSOVER:

A pug-dog wants a lot of heating.

{Oh, does it? T1f ever I catch you beat.
ing @ pugdug Bu!an?er. LI'll report you to
the 5.PC.A—Ed.)

EILLY BUNRTER:

There's hardly any need for me to point
ont that my faverite oet It a crum-petl



IT was o summer evening,  old Gos-

ling's work was done, and he before:

hiz parlour door was scowling at
the sun.
But

Rather a poetic setting, what?
I had no time for poetry just then. I
had come to interview “rﬂﬁEl.TIl Gosling
on business,

“Good-evening, Gossy !" I said, pro-|{

ducing my inevitable notcbook and
pencil,

“Huh!" said Gosling.

"It must be rather nipping,” I re-
marked, " when the toil of & long day
i3 o'er, to stand in one's doorway,
sguinting at the setting sun, and listen-
ing to the melodious pipings of the
birds.”

“Huh!” said Gosling, with a ﬁla.re‘
“Don't wyou talk to ma abont birds,
Master Brown. They reminds me hun-
pleasantly of a bird wot I 'ad once—a
pesterin’ parrot, to be precize.”

“0Oh, good!™ 1 exclaimed, " We've
got on to the very subject T came to sco
you about—the subject of pets. I want
to cellect your views on same, and pass
them on to the readers of the * Herald.!
Bo you once possessed a parrot, Gossy 1"

“Yus!” grunted Goesling, scowlng
savagely at the recolleckion. “7T seed a
parrot goin' cheap, over at Courtfield
one day, 5o I bought it, an’ fetched it
‘ome. I 'ung it 1n the porch 'era, jest
above whera you're standin’, Master
Brown. I thought it would cheer mae
up o bit with its chatter of an evenin’.”

“And didn't it ?" I asked.

“ Mo, it never!™ said Gosling fiercely,
“That thers parrot would 'ave been
quite all right under my tooition. I'd
"ave taught it to say bootiful things in
a bootiful way. But the young rips in
your Form, Master Brown, hinterfered
with my parrot, an’ taught it all manner
of himpertinent epitaphs.®

“Yon mean epithets, surely 1

“That's wot 1 said., They taught it
io say ‘Hat?!' and *Go an' eat coke!’
an" other slangy Dhexpressions of that
sort. It was hawlul! One night the
'Ead come in rather late—after the
gates was locked. 'E rang the bell, but
I was sleepin’ too sound to Year it.
fGosling!” 'e shouts, ‘pray come an’
urileck these 'ere gates!” * Rats!’ says
the parrot. ‘Go an' eab coke!” The
‘Ead nearly falla down in a fit. ‘ Gos-
ling ! e gasps, ‘15 that himpertinence
proceedin’ from your lips?  *Bow-
wow !* says the parrot, * Goslin'!" roars
the "Ead, * you shall be given a month's
notice for this outrage!" *That's the
stuff to give em !’ says the parrot. The
'Ead dances an' prances sbout houtside
the gates in a fury, Presently I wakes
up an’ goes down to unlock tho gates,
an’ the 'Had tells me *ow ¢ 'as been
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‘past, ‘e barked.
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hinsulted,
pressions, an’ I hapologizes on be'alf of

'E repeats the parrot's hox-

the blsomin® bird. 'Gosling,” says the
'Ead, *I am surprised at vouw, trainin'
your parrot to make use of disrespectiul
epitaphs.” *It wasn't me, sir,” [ pro-
teésts. ‘It was them voung rips in the
Remove” ™

“And what did the Head say to
that 7 I inguired,

"“'E never =aid nothin'. 'E jest glared,
an’ stamped off into the 'ouse in an
'wff. Next mornin’ "e sende for me, an’
‘e says, '] am very angry, Gosling, at
wob oceurred last nrght. I must request
yvou to disposs of your parrot at once.'
I done &0, an' the fact is, I've "ated birds
L"-'izr Eim.u’bhl' Foili

was goribbling away furiously in m
notebook. g ¥ J !

“What about other pets, Gossy?” 1
asked, after & pause. “ Are you fond of
dogs ¥

“PDawes ! growled Gosling. "I can't
abide the yappin’, snappin’, snarlin'
things! Wot I zays is this 'ere—all
dawgs oughter be drownded before
they grows from puppy'ood to dawg-
‘ood I

Gosling spoke so fiercely that T could
see hé had another bee in his bonnet, 1
asked him what was his objection to
dogs, and he replied:

“1 once kep' a bulldawg, Master
Brown. I thought ‘& would come in
useful to guard the place, an' give the
alarm in the case of burglars. I thought
I should be able to sleep sound o' nights,
with the bulldawg keepin’ guard down
below. But the fact was, I never got a

wink of sleep. That pesterin’ beast, ‘e

harked at everythin' an' everybody, I
the school clock struck—an' it strikes
sbout thirty-two times dorin' the night
—tha bruta barked. If a motor went
d. If the wind rustled in
the branches of the elms, "o barked. If
' "eard 20 much as & pin drop, "o
barked !"

“Then he never stopped barking ™ 1
queried. “Sort of mnon-stop barker,
what 1

Gosling nodded.

“I wouldn't 'ave minded so much if
the dratted dawg ‘ad contented '1ssell
with barkin',” he said.
"ave got used to it in time, Bt is bite
was wuss than "1s bark, an' that's sayin'
a good desl. T 'ad to keep "im chained
up durin’' the day, an’ woe betide any-
body wot was hangin' about the school
presinks at night. My dawg would sece
'im off, quick an' proper.”

“Then he was a treasure!” I ex-
claimed. “Yon onght never to have got
rid of him, Gossy.”

Gosling snorted,

“ A treasure, eh? T dunno so much
about that, Master Brown. One night,

-ings against you,

“1 dessay I'd

i5

T lwlerviear b
Gosiza, fhe Forter,

when Mr. Quelch come in a hit helated-
like, my dawg raises a burgular alarm
with that terrifyin’ bark of 715, an’ then
he-fairly flies at Mr, Quelch, 'E chases
"im across the Close, an' ﬁnai];,r e catches
Mr. Quelch by the seat of 'is trowsis,
From my bed-reom winder I ‘ears
agonisin'  yells—the most ’eartrendin’
velle as ever was. An' presently my
dawg comes trottin’ back to the lodge
with a square yard of cloth in ‘is
fanps [
“Ha, ha, ha!" I roared.

“It ain't no larfin’ matter, Master
Brown. It wasn't so at the time, an'
it sin't now. That dawg nearly cost me
my job. Mr. Quelch sends for me in
the mornin', an' ’e says, * Gosling;, Fve
a good mind to sco vou for rarsunal n-
juries, inflicted by your bulldawg, an’
also for the ruination of a pair of trowsis.
Unless you dispese of that dangerous
brute immediately, I shall take proceed-

P T

"2 it was good-bye to vour bulldeg,

Gossy "

“Yus—an' good riddance!” growled
Gosling. “I was right glad to see tho
back—or rather, the tail—of the pester-
in' warmint, I ain't never kep' a dawg
from that day to this”

I grinned as I jotted down Gosling's
remarks, )

" Now, speaking of cats—" I began,

Gosling " glared,

“I ain’t goin’ to speak of cats!” he
snarlead. “1I "ates cats! H I 'ad ma own
way, none of the furry pests would ever
dovelop from kitten'ood to cat’ood.
They'd be drownded in a bucket at
birth, a3 eaver was.™

1 didn't ask Gosling to state his obhjee-
tion to cats. It seemed a sore point
with him.

“Do you like monkeys?"” T asked.

Y Monkeys!” hooted Gosling. “I've
seen too rmuch of the young monkeys in
the Romove to want an interduction to
the other sort.”

“White mice " I interrogated.

“Hunh "

“Tame hedgehogsi™

Snort !

“Foldfish or tadpolesi™

'3 R-I.tS !:l.h

“0Oh!" I ejaculated. “I've dizcovered
a pet that you do like, at last! ® Fancy
you lil{ing rats, Gossy!”

“I don't!” roared Gosling. *“I was
5a3ing *Rats!" to you, Master Brown.
An' if you don’t "op it at once, an’ bring
thrs hinterview to a sudden determina-
tion M

Gosling picked up & hrml;mﬁck‘, and
there was & menacing gleam in his eye
which I cpuld not fail to interpret.

The interview was brought to a “de-
termination ™ forthwith,

¥
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(Continued from page 13.)
“Great snakes [ lgasp-nw:l Fizh, making
L

the coins up into. little piles according
to their denomination., “I guess this 13
something like—every fime ™

Whatever the juniors might 1l'nl!.!.ne.u
thought of Fisher T. Fish and his Growo
when they first heard of it, they seemed
eager enough to try it now. As a rile
they fought shy of any concoction offered
them by the astute Fish. But they had
aebn it work on Gosling, After sll,
there was nof much difference between
hair which grew on the face and hair
which grew on the head. And it was
not Fish's fault Gosling had applied it
to his face instead of his head.

They felt they were on a safe thing.

Prue, they were not aware that the
Growo used by Gosling had been manu-
factured by Myr. Hunk P. Dunk instead
of Fisher T. Fish. But it was a case of
ignorance being bliss. Indeed, by now,
many of the juniors began to feel that
for once Fisher T. Fish had actually told
themi the truth when he had recited his
story of how he came to possess the won.
derful formula.

“Wall, I'll risk a bob, anyhow!”

inned Harry Wharton, when nuarl;

i the form had been supplied. “It's
as cheap as the stuff Mrs. Mimble sells,
and it can't be much worse.”

“The cheapfulness is terrific!”

“We can easily wallop Fish afterwards
if there’s any catch about it!" grunted
Johnny Tull, as he laid down a shilling
and was presented with a jar of Growe
in exchange.

“1 guess there’s no catch in this™™ ko400 Johnny Bull at last.

enorted Fish., “I reckon you jays saw
how it worked on Gosling.”

“Yes, that's true !

The jars of Growo on Fish's table grew
fewer and fewer, while the piles of cash
by his side grew higher and higher. At
length the last jar was disposed of, and
with a lean smile of satislaction, the
junior from TLS.A. rose from his
seat and carried his “ counter ™ back into
the study.

Alone in s study he commenced to
check his takings. He had sold his
entire stock of ffty jars, add possessed
in exchange silver coins fotalling in
value two pound: ten shillings.

“1 guessz this iz something like ! he
murmured. “I’ll say I'm the real guy
for big businees—every time!"”

Fizh had barcly fnished pulting his
stndy straight when the bell sounded for
bed. The American junior locked up his
takings in a cashbox apd made his way
o the Remove dormitory where he was
greeted with a yell of laughter,

" Good old Fi:a.{l;f £

“Got any more Growo TV

Laoder of the 8i the prefect on duty
for the night, put his head round the
dormitory door.

“ Btop this row, you young hooligans |”
he snapped as he switched out the lights.
“If there's any more disturbance, you'll
hear from me !

But despite Loder's threats, a low mur-
mur continued to come from the Remove
dormtory. At length, however, the
juniors dropped off to a’ieap one by one
until the entire dormitory was slumber-
ing.

Tae Magxmr Lisrany,—No. 920

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Trouble !

LANG, clang, clang !
Harry Wharton sat up in bed

and vawned as the clang of the
_ rising bell sounded through the
morning air, )
The early sunlight was struggling in
at the windows of the Remove deormi-
fory.
Clang, clang, clang !
The bell was ringing with viclous
emphasis, only too indicative of the
mood William Gosling was in as he ra.nﬁ.
“Bhow a leg!” shouted Johany Bull,
stepping out of bed.
ne by one the juniors turned out and
commenced to wash and dress.
“Now for the Growo!” grinned
Ogilvy, opening the jar of hair-cveam he

had purchased from Fisher T. Fish the
night before,

“Good egg !”

Led by the Famous Five, several

juniors dipped their forefingera into
their respective pots of Growo and com-
menced to rub the concoction into their
soalps. And within fve minutes every
elbow 1o the dormitory was working
overtime.

There came a endden vell from EBilly
Bunter. ;

“ Yarosoooh!" '

"What's ui), porpoise 77 demanded the
captain of the Remove. “Been trying
to pat it ¥

“1 say, you fellows!" gasped the Owl
of the Remove, staggering blindly about
the dorm. “It's all run down my fore-
head, and I've got some of the rotten
stuff in my eyes—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Really, you chips, I don't see any-
thing to laugh at !” .

“Look in the glass, then,” advised
Bob Cherry facetiously.

“Ow! Yah! Beasts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites howled.

“Never mind about bhat fat assi™
" Buck up,
chaps, or we shall be late for brekker.”

Within a few minutes the dormitory
had emptied, and the juniors were seated
at the breakfast-table in the hall discuss-
ing. fried bacon and coffee,

Several times during the meal Mr.
Qluﬁ]ﬂ-h: the Remove Form master, who
always presided gt the head of the table,
elevabted his sharp nose and sniffed.

Wharton grinned.

“1 reckon we smell like a blessed scent
factory,” he whispered to Bob Cherry.
“It's a pretty strong porfuine Fishy bas
shoved into his Growe, and no mistake.”

“It needed something to tone it down
a bit, judging by the niff it gave when
he was making it,” ejaculated Peter
Todd from across the table,

“My hat! Rather!?

When the meal was over the juniors
rose to their feet and trooped out, fol-
lowed by the grins of the rest of the
school. ] .

The Removites cdertainly presented an
unusual spectacle.

One and all, their hair was smeared
down. Some, with the aid of the Growo,
had succeeded 1n oblainmg a wisible

ting for the first time. Even Bob
mn‘j's unruly locks had yielded io the
Growo until his head almost resermbled a
well-polished ball,

By the time the bell sounded for
morning lessons and the juniors irooped
into the Form-room, the heat of their
heads had warmed the Growoe to such an
extent that many of them, who had
erred on the generous side in their appli-
cation of the wonderful mixture, were
compelled to wipe the surplus, which had

commenced to run in rivulets down their
necks with their handkerchiefs,

But if Mr. Quelch noticed anyvthing
out of the ordinary in his pupils’ appear.
ance, he made no comment.

TLessons commenced and proceeded for
some time uneventfully.

After about half an hour Harry
Wharton turned to Bob Cherry.

“I =ay, Bob,” he whispered in an
undertone, “my blessed napper feels a
bit [unny. How's yours ¥

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “So you've
got 1t, too! I thought it was only my
imagination at first. My napper's ting-
ling all over. It's nothing much, thou
1 oxpect it's the close atmosphere of the
room.

S "H'm! Very likely!”

Harry Wharton turned to the book
before him again.

He concluded that the slight irvitation
of the scalp he was experiencing was, as
Bob had eaid, due to the warmer atmo-
sphere of the Form-reom—possibly in-
creased by the quantity of Growo he had
used preventing the air from penetrating
to his scalp.

“I expect it-will pass off before long,”
he thought.

The tingling sensation, however, did
not pass off.

Indeed, for that matter it became
mors Acute, until eventually Wharton
was  serate !'r:f his head every few
minutes in order to obtain relief,

The captain of the Removoe glanced
round curtously at the rest of the Form.
He obzerved that several other juniors
were obviously suffering from the same
unpleasant zensation as iimsglf.

“My only sunt!” he gasped. "I
h::]:;u that blessed stuff of Fish’s iz all
right.”

Then he remembered Gosling's little
adventure.

Apart from the growth of hair on the
school porter’s face he ‘had suffered no
ill effects, despite his tender skin., And
it the Growo had not injured Goslingls
face it was hardly likely it would hurt
the juniors’ sealps.

Wharton felt momentarily reassured.

The lesson that morning kappened to
be English history, ona of Mr., Quelch’s
favourite suljjects,

Suddenly Mr. Quelch addressed
William George Bunter, who, on a pre-
text of fastening his shoelace,
ducked his head beneath his desk in
order to have a good rub at his tingling
scalp.

“Bunter,” he snapped, “we were dis-
cussing the sacking of the monasteries
during the Reformation. Kindly inform
me what vear that was in.”

The Owl of the Remove rose slowly to
his feet.

As o matter of fmct, he had been
paying very little attention fo Mr.
Quelcﬁ and his valuable precepts,

“1—I1—1 l:re% vour pardon, sirf"” he
said, playing for time to think.

Mr. Quelch repeated his question.

“Oh, yes, sir!” pgasped the fat
junior, blinking rapidly through his hig
spectacles.  “You want to know the
year, sir ™

“You heard my question, boy

"Y.yes, sir. C-certainly,
gasped Bunter,

“ Answer me, then !"

The rest of the Removites turned their
gaze on the fat junior, i

Bunter pushed his hand through his
hair a¢ an aid to thought.

But when he lowered it again, his
hair, instead of falling back into place,
remained standing upright,

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch

in amarement.

sir I®
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Even as the Form-master spoke, the
remainder of Bunter's mousc-colonred
hair continued to rize until every
strand was standing on end.

At that moment the fat junior's head
resembled nothing so much a3 the back

of a hedgehog on the warpath.

“Ah!  murmured  Mr.  Queleh,
wondering whether his eves were de-
ceivin im. “Good gracious! Oh
dear !’

The Removites stared, then they

gasped,
”ii-:rrieat Sﬁﬂtt} g
“What the thump——"
The next moment the silence of the
Form-room was split by a terrific roar
of laughter,
B ITH.. ha= ha !H
“Thiz is rich!” .
“My only Aunt Jemimn
i = sav, you fellows
gasped Bunter, all oblivious of the

rush frenziedly up and down the gang-

way.
“Ow! Wow! Velly hot pain killeo
pool  head!” shricked Wun Lung.

“Head all burnce velly likee fire !

“Good gracious ™

“Gooooocooh! T'm dyving 1™

This time the noise came from another
part of the Form.

It seemied to the amazed Form-
master that the entire Remove had sud-
denly gone mad.

Within & few seconds all the juniors
were holding their hands to their heads
and velling with }’min.

o 'k}arm-nnnﬁqh i

“"My bead's on fire 1™

“Wow! Yow!™

Mr. Quelch regarded the juniors in
amarcmoent. It was more than obvions

by now that something very serious was

“Wow ! shrieked Bulstrode. dancin
about lik: a dervish, “It's all through
that rotter Fish! It's all through his
blessed haireream ! ;

'l

“Yeroocooh! Where iz he?
slanghter himn M

A mingled yell of wrath and pain
went up from: the Removites,

“T'Il give him Growe !”

“Where's that rotter Fizsh

“Collar him !”
F He was in & siate no better

than the rest of the Removites.
He had been as generouzs with the use
of his wonderful Growo as sny of the
juniors, and now his scalp felt as

s

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The ﬂlg Buzz !

ISHER T. FISH glanced round
the Form-room in alarm,

though ten thousand fiends were

- = o _:-':'EL_.E.‘ G T i g e T 2 PO L0 1 R A PP et ) Pipe _
spnsation  he “'I:LH‘- CRUSITE. I iy G e b o el F g = A R P ot o o p g P 5 Etl’nhlllg it- “'Ziﬂ'l l'ﬂl'l-l'lﬂt- pﬂkﬂr!.
rjﬂl:::"t see anything to cackle §F - i “I guess it's all OK.!" he
about ! - . , l i gazped hurricdly, “T guess 1 can
“Oh, great pip!* shricked Cfof m X [ WE’ eé o [ put things right. Ow! Hold on,

Skinner, who was sitting near the
Owl, almost choking with laughter,
“He can't see anything to cackle
sbout! My only Sunday topper !

‘Ha, ha, ha'"

* Bilence, boys!™ thundered Mr.
Quelch, getting a grip on his scat-
tered senses only with the greatest
effort. “How dare-you! 1 will |
sovercly cane the next boy who B
langhs!™ -

But the Form-imaster might just
as well have addressed his re- il
marks to a brick wall as to the §
Removites at that moment. They M
10cked to and fro until their sides il
ached, and their eyes were filled 4

with tears. b
“This is the limit!"” bt
*Ha, ha, ha!" -

Bunter gazed at the Temovites
i amazrcment. Suddenly hus face
paled, and he pointed a trembling
forelinger at Bkinner,

“Qoooooer ! Look !™ he pasped.

Mr. Quelch traunsferred ns gawo
from Billy Bunter to the cad of
the Remove and collapsed, gasp-
ing, into his chair,

Blowly but  surely, Iﬁkimmr'::
hair was beginning fo rizc n ex-
actly the same manner that Bun-
ter's had a fow moments before!

“D-bless my soul!” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch faintly.

As for the rest of the Form,
thoir mirth quickly changed to
alarm, There was something
about the whole affair they could
not quite understanc. !

Meanwhile, the irritation of their
sealp: seemed to be increasing. Forty
right hands went to forty scalps, snd
the juniors rubbed !

“"(Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Quelch
in amazement, “What is the matier,
bﬂ.}‘s?]‘!

“ Yarooocooh !” gasped Bolsover., “It's
ray head, sir! It's s

urning ! .

“So"s mine !” shouted Penfold, bring-
ing boih hands into play.

“Yooooop 1™ i

Elr. Qunﬁ:h banged his cane on the
tuble.

*Ig thiz somo new kind of joke? he
rated, hiz faco slowly changing to a
gmp purple hue. *Is thisg—="
“Wheooooh ! Yow ! Yarocooooop !™

Even a: he spoke; there came a Jond
runt of pain from the far end of the
orm-rooim, and the next moment, his
two hands clutching at his head and his
eves rolling with pamn, Mr, Quelch
observed Wun Lung, the Chinese
junior, dart out from his place and

A
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B}r Frank Richards.

DON'T MISS IT,
BOYS!

nar

Your jays !

Fish remembered all too late
that he had not mixed the Growo
as he should have done. He was,
like most of his countrymen, =
great believer in pep. Pep was
the life and soul of the American
junior, and he lad tried to intro-
duce a little pep into the Growa.

The formula which had been

dropped by Mr. Hunk P. Dunk
distinctly  stated  that te  two
pounds of lard ten drops of

czzenen of carbolic lotion were to

be added. DBut Fighed T. Fish

had gone one better than that.
Heo had used hfty!

To make matters worse, as well

a5 the perfume he had added, he

f had introduced a small gquantity

fl of “stickitite ” to stiffen it up &

|"r" bit, And for a resson known only
ol to chemists, the lard, the * sticki-

{.':r tite,” and the perfume—not to
,:i“l mention the fifty drops of cssence
phlfy of carbolic lotion—had failed to

ke “Wﬂﬂﬂ&‘%ﬁﬁi:hﬁh%\}khﬁhﬂﬁxxxmh
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the matter. For & few seconds he had
suspected the juniors of working some
kind of jape. But he quickly dismissed
ihe idea from his mind and determined
to find out what the trouble really was.

“ Y aooooooopn I

“(roooooh ™

" Wow I

The shrieks and groans were becom-
ing more heartrending every moment,
and so were the anties of the unfor-
tunate Removites,

Same wero standing on their desks
rubbing furiously at their heads, some
wero doing their best—or 30 it scemed—
to tie themselves into knois, while
otherzs were running up and down the
gangways between the desks, swinging
their heads to and fre in an endeavour
to obtain some relief from the scaring
pain which was now attacking their
scalps.

To make malters worse, the Growo
they had put on their heads carlier in
the morning was beginning to sct hard

(4

T T e ey CArY
',"r W rr..llr'” Rh L I"r"!ld.|'r.ll| 1\1‘.

agroe,

Indeed, they were guarrelling
violently—very violently at that.
It had only needed the heat of the
juniors’ heads, coupled with the
closer atmosphera of thoe Forme
room, to set things going, and now
the forty odd Removites were geb
ting the benefit of it.

“I guess it's sll O.K.!" gasped

Fish again, “I caleulato it's that

¢ stickitite.” I reckon it don’t mix

none with that carbolic dope—no, mr!™

“ Look 8t my hair ! yelled Bulstroda,

tugging at hia thick-matted locks.

“hfg-nk at it, you—youw burbling
chum

pis
Fi:sll;. looked, but the spectacle. did not
scem to inspire hin, .

“All vou jays went i3 something to
thin it out. I gucss I've got the very
stuff,”

And the next mowent, regardless of
Mr. Quelch, the American junior dashed
from the Form-room aml disappeared
down the passage without,

“Bless my soul!™ gasped Mr. Quelch,
far the sake of something betler to say.
“JI—=]— 0Oh dear!”

Fisher T. Fish reappeared in tho
Forin-room & few moments later, carry-
ing in his left hand & bucket filled with
some yellow solution. He dumped the
bucket on the floor in front of the
Form. Then, plunging his hand into 1t,
he commenced to dash the solution over
his burning head.

like stalo treacle,
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Within & few seconds the rest of the
juniors—or as many as could erowd
round the bucket, were doing likewise.
The solution, whatever it was, seemed
to have & soothing effect on their tor-
tured scalps.

“QOw!  That's better!” groaned
Ogilvy, working the f'?"“w. solution
well into the roots of his hair. *“It's

loogening it a bit.”

“Buck up thera!”

“Lemne have a go, Cherry!” .

“Wow! I can't wait much longer!

Bplash, splash, splash! .

As the solutien in the bucket rn!m{!
with the coocoction on the juniors
heads & curious odour, not unlike that of
pineappls, began to fill the air.

Every few seconds the peculiar smell
seemet]l to grow strongér and stronger,
until the Fdrm-room literally reeked
with it.

“Phew !” gasped Harry Wharton.
“Tha place smells like s blessed sweet-
shop "

“Never mind abount that!” grunted
Bob Cherry. “It's stopping the blessed
pain, anyhow,"

The juniors worked overtime at the
bucket, their desire for Fish's blood
temporarily forgotten in  thejr en-
deavour to obtain relief for their burn-
ing -tcalps. )

eanwhile, the strange pineapple
odour inereased In intensity.

“PBejabers, an' walt till I've finished
wid that spalpeen Fish afterwards!”
groaped Micky Desmond, endeavouring
to dip hiz head into the bucket. *'Tis
meself as will teach him——"

What the Irish youth intended to
feach the unhappy Fish was never
known. For at that moment therc came
s etrange buzzing noise outside the
Form-room window.

Tazzrrzzze! Zzrzeax|

The strange buzzing noise grew louder
and louder every moment.

Fzzzzr! Frzzze! Fzszsrr!

“What the thump’s up now "' groaned

lsover,

The Removites gazed at cach other in
amazement,

They had an fncanny feeling that
their troubles for the day were not yet
over.

Zrzzzr! Buzezee! Buzrzsz! Buzzezz!

The light seemed to be suddenly cut
from the room as & black cloud of
insects hovered uncertainly outsida the
windows.

£ Mﬁ!"
puddenly.

"MF hat tll

“Hundreds of "em!”

"“Thousande of 'em!*

My giddy aunt!"

“Shut the windows!" ordered Mr.
Quelch sharply.

Frank Nugent sprang to obey.

But too late!

Attracted . doubtlessly by the over-

wering smell of pineapple within the
%Durm-rﬂum, one of the bres detached
itself from the main body, and buzzed
almosat full into Nugent's face.

“ Yasanansh ! gasped Nugent,

The next second, in a sort of exten-
sive squadron formation, the remainder
of the mighty host followed, droning
and buzzing, fiﬁil‘ wings glinting in the
sutumn sunlight.

Frerrzz! Buzzzz! Fzrzzex!

“PBlesa my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch, in alarm,

“Look out!” shouted Johnny Bull,

“Duck, you chaps!™

£ H}. Illtl!ll

“This iz awful "

Fxzzz! Buzzzrzzzz !

Tee Maiower Lisrany.—No. 920,

pxclaimed Harry Wharton

in the air to protect his head.

The vast host of bees circled prace-
fully round the Form-room near the
ceiling. Then, like a shower of stones,
they dropped in a black mass to the
now empty bucket which had contained
thy yellow solution Fish had brought
into the Form-reom,

But thé bucket was empty. ]

The buzzing seemed to the watching
and waiting juniors to take on an
apgrier note,

Yrrzzrzay | Lezzzzel ]

Billy Bunter collapsed benecath his
desk, and placed his hands to hiz fat
face.

“Yow! Wow " he shricked., " Keep-
emoff! Ow! Ti wasn't me!”

Fascinated, the Removites watched
the swarm of bees, wondering what their
next move would be. They were m_:at
kept wondering long. The bees rose In
a cloud from the empty bucket, and,
spreading out fanwise, dropped with
httle plops on the juniors’ heads.

Buzzzezzez !

“ Ahansnasaar!” gasped Wharton, as
a couple of the inseets dropped down the
back of his neck., “Wow! I'm stung!”™

The next moment the Form-room was
in & state of panfe.

Mr: Quelch swished hia cane frantically
His
action seemed to annoy the insects more
than ever. They swarmed arcund him,
getting up hiz sleeves, down hiz neck,
and attacking every part of his person
they could reach,

“Yarooooooop!™ yelled the Form
master, all forgetful of his dignity, his
only ambition being to protest himself
by any means he could. *Wow!
Ahaaasaaar "

Several of the juniprs tore off their
jackets with the idea of using them as
shields to protect their heads. Books
were waved frantically in the air, and
desk lids were flapped vigorously,

* Wow I

“Grough ! I—I've got ona in my
mouth " gurgled Billy Bunter, to whom
the insects seemed to have taken =
special faney.

“Ha, ha! Yooooop!”

“Great snakes! I guess— Vasaaah!"

Buzzzz! Zzzzrzrize!

The noise in the
terrifie. 3

Juniors were dashing about yelling at
the tops of their voices, wildly waving
their arms,

Form-room was

“Wow !" gasped Fisher T. Fish, whose-

lean face was a mass of red and angry-
Iml.:inf bumps. “Oh, gee! I guess ['ve
got lett !

It certainly seemed that Fish was
right. He was left—and with a ven-
geance, too. Put whether there would
be anvthing of him left by the time the
insects had finished with him was some-
what doubtful.

It dawned upon Fisher T. Fish that
for the second time since he had started
out as & hair-cream manufaciurer he
had made a mistake. Fish did not
possess a very extensive knowledge of
chemizstry. Had he done so, ‘he would
have realised that the thinning solution
and the “S8tickitite ” he hed introduced
into the Growo was the cause of all the
trouble.

The two combined had turned the con-
coction on the Removites' heads inte »
sticky substance strangely resembling
Pollardine. And if there was one
thing more than another the average
bee would harter itz life for—Pollardine
was that thing! .

It might be said of Pollardine that
no bee could resist it., They could
usnally smell it a mile off. And once

they smelt it there was tronble for pome-
one—and oceans of it—until the bees
got some.

bleanwhile, their desire not satis-
fied, the bees felt they had been handed
a dirty deal—and the only people who
had handed them that dirty duallj, as far
as they could see, werée the unhappy
Removites, about whom the seductive
pineapple-like odour of Pollardine still
clung. The bees, therefore, witih all
that intelligence which charncterises
their species, proceeded to hand tho
Removites a dirty deal in exchange.

Aezzrzzzz Duzzzzzzes !

By now the juniors’ faces were stung
and swollen a'h over. But the bees,
instead of clearing off, as soma had
hoped, seemed, instead, to be getling
their second wind.

“Yaroooooooop!" howled the B
movites, hitting out at their winged
tormentors in vain.

“ Grooooooh [

Bab Cherry glared ount .of his one un-
stung eye at the squirming American

junior.
“Tt's all wour he
roared. “I'IlI—"

~ But Fizsher T. Fish had had enough—
more than enough, in fact. It scemed
“that it was his unlucky dav. Whatever
‘he did turned out to be wrong. Ha
glared wildly about him, and the next
moment dashed down the gangway and

aut of the Form-room up the passage.

blessed  fault!™

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Fish!

8 FTER him1"
“Bguash him!™
A well of wrath went up

from forty throats,

If Fisher T. Fish had had encugh, so
had the rest of the Removites. hero
was only one thing they wanted now,
and that was blood. And the blood they
wanted in  particular was  that ‘of
Fisher T. Fish.

Even as the Form-room door slammed
behind him, the rest of the Removites,
led by Bob Cherry, dashed out after
him, the beoz still humming and
buzzing round their heads.

Behind _the juniors, hardly knowing
whether lie was standing on his head or
his feet, followed Mr.. Quelch. The
Form-master had long since given wup
all hope of restoring order among his
pupils, His great concern at the
moment—apart from dodging the —
was to see that nothing too serious be-
fell The unfortnnate Fisher T. Fish,

But Fisher T'. Fish was no dawdler,

By the time the Removites were all
out of the Form-room Fisher T, Fish had
reachied the top of the passage. He took
a hurried glance behind him, and turned
aff to the left. In less time than it
takes Billy Bunter to think of a lie the
Removites were alter him,

“Come back, you blegsed Trand!™

“T'Il give yvou Growo!"

“Berag him!"

Fisher T, I'ish, however, appeared to
have no desire to accent any Growo,
At any rate, he did not come back,
neither did he stop. He yellpd instead.

“Yoocop! I guess 1t wasn't my
fault !

Fish continwed his Aight at headlong
pace. He reached the passage leading
to the Remove studies about a split
socond before Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, who was now leading the chase.

Down the passage he sped, and it cer-
tainly scemed for a few seconds that he

| wonld give the rest of the juniors the
slip. Buddenly, however, Inky gave a
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Fisher T. Fish was swung into the air. * One—iwo——"" sang out Bulstrode. **Three!"™ The American junior feit
He landed dead in the middle of the awlul concoction,
“ Ha, ha, ha !** roared the Removites, dancing with glee.

himself

flying through the air fowards his
sending the bucket of yellow solution ng as he did so.

ans of Growo. Crash!

(See Chapter 10.)

curious little jump, his lithe body shot
forward, and his arms closed round the
American junior's neck.

Crash !

The two Removites collapsed to the
foor together.

“Hold him 1" shouted Jehnny Bull.

“Yaroooooogh I gasped Fish. “Let
u 1!]-

1.lel'u::n business man of the Remove made
g desperate attempt to break away
bofore the rest of the juniors arrived
on the scene, but all his efforts proved
futile. He was no match for the wiry
Nabob of Bhanipur, who, in a few
seconds, had him pinned out on the floor
unable to move,

“Sealp him!"” hooted Wharton.

“Hea's burnt my head !

CWaw! I'm stung!" .

The Removites crowded round their
captive with sore and angry faces.

Meanwhile, their appetites still un-
diminished, the bees were having the
time of their sweet young lives. They
seomed to have entered into the spirit
of the thing in real earnest. Wherever
the Removites went, like Mary's little
lamb, the bees were sure to follow.

Buzz! Zzzzza! DBuszzazesz! :

Az for Mr. Quelch, he came gaspling
wp behind his pupils, the lower part of
his gown flung over his face for protec-
tion, while with his mortar-board he hit
aut at the swarm of buzming bees like
one demented.

“ Boys!"” he ejaculated, as the Re-
movites surrounded Inky and his captive.
e Bﬂj.’ﬁ"—n :

But the juniors were not listeming.
Their one and all-absorbing ambition at
that moment was to make Fish suffer
for the double doses of pain he had been
indirectly the means of causing them,

“Sling him in the Growo!” shouted
& voice.

“Good wheeie !

Fisher T. Fish felt himself grabbed
by several pairs of hands at once. He
was jerked from the floor, and lifted
struggling and shouting to his own
study. the quondam manufactory of the

wonderful Growo according to the for-
mula of the redoubtable chief of the
Thatche Indians.

Crash !

Micky Desmond hurled open the door.

On the far side of the study floor were
several pans of hali-finished Growe,
while near by was another bucket of the
yellow, thinning solution.

“Lemme go!” shouted Fish in alarm,
“Yow! Hooooo!"”

“Certainly I grinmed Bob Cherry.
“We'll let you go! TUp with him,
chaps !

LFi.ah-er T. Fish was swung into the
alr.

“One, twol”

“Threal™

Fizsh felt himself flving through the
air towards his pans of Growo.

rash !

He landed dead in the middle of the
awiul concoction, sending the bucket of
yellow selution fymg as he did so.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites,
dancing with glee.

“Hear usg smile!”

" Yaroooop ! roared Fish, struggling
in the sticky mess, “Ow! Grooh!
Yoooop! Wow!"

As the yellow solution bogan to mix
with the Growe there came a sharp,
fizzing sound, and within a fraction of a
minute an odour of pineapple, about ten
times as strong as that which had de}*e-
loped in the Form-room, filled the air.

“Phew!" gasped Vernon-Smith, elap-
ping his handkerchief to his nose.
“That's caused 1t!"

The buzzing of the bees became even
louder as they left the Removites in the
passage and swarmed into Fish's study.

sang out Bulstrode,

Zzzzzzz!| DBzzzzzzz!

Round and round the study they
swarmed, while Fish splashed and
E.trrrgglﬂdi among the wreckage of his
brew of Growo,

“Bhut the deor !™ shouted Hazeldene.

“Shut 'am inl?

Crash !

“Got. 'em!” pasped Bob Cherry.
“Now baolt before they get out againt”

The juniors turned and sped up the
pusaﬁu to where Mr. Quelch was await-
ing them. In the excitement they had
cntirely forgotten such a person as Mr,
Quelch oxisted. But the Remove master
had not forgotten them.

He had long recognised that to at-
tempt to interfere with the juniors n
the mood they had been n a few
minutes before, when the sworm of bees
was buzzing around them, was worse
than useless. But now with Fish—and
the bees --out of the way, he felt he was,
to say the least of 1it, entitled to some
sort of explanaotion of the morning's
avents.

“Boys,” he snapped, “what is the
meaning of this extraordinary business?
Bless my soul! T have never witnessed
a more extraordinary affair in the whole
of my carecr as & master at Greyfriars.”

The juniors regarded the Form-master

sheepishly. ‘
Their hair was plastered all over their
faces, their collars were limp and

stained with the yellow solution, Fish
had brought inte the Form-room, and
sevoral of them were minus their jackets,
which they had been using to ward off
the swarm of bees. One mnd all, their
faces were a mass of red and an
bumps, their line were swollen, and it
was as much as some of them could do
to see out of their eyes.

Taking them all in all, they resembled
Tnglish public school boys to about the
same extent that & scarecrow might have
been said to resembls Beau Brummel
himself. [

For that matter, Mr. Quelch was mn a
state little hetter.

The cloth had been ripped off his
mortar-board, revealing the cardboard
beneath; his cravat was missing alto-
gether, while his gown was ripped and
torn in a dozen places.

“ We—you sce, sir—" began Whar-
ton, realising, now the excitement was
over, that perheps they had gone a little

too far. “That is to say——"

“Do I understand that you boys were
foolish enough to purchase some—ahem
Tae Macxer Lispary.—No. 820.
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—alleged hair cream from your Form-
fellow, Fish " demanded Mr. Quelch.

“ Ah—yeos, sir!” gasped several
juniors.

“Blezss my soull”

“He told vs it wes made from a for-
mitla sent him by an uncle in New
York, sir,” put in Bulstrode. “Ow!
It's burnt all my head!”

“Indeed !" cxeclaimed the Form-
master. )

Mr. QI_'LI!eh'h regarded the juniors curi-
ously. Ho was not without some know-
ledge of the American junior's propen-

gities, and from what he had heard and.

geen in the Form-room he was heim-
ning to have a fair idea of what had
happened. His mouth twitched for a
monient, and then, despite his swollen
face, as the funny side of the situation
dawned upon him, he doubled himself
up and roared.

“ Ha—ahem—ah—ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Quclch laughed again and again.

“Bless my soul! Ha, ha, ha!”

In & fow seconds, however, his face
took on its customary grim expression
again, and he addreszed the crowd of
unhappy Removites.

"1 can assure vou it is—ah—no laugh-
ing matier, boys,” he said. “It is a
mest painful and disgraceful business.
I am in great pain. I am stung all
ovor "

“Bame here, sir!” groaned Skinner.
l’l’ﬂ_w Iri.l- ’

“1 think vou had better consider your-
solves dismissed for the day, and pet
yourselves attended to,”” the Form-
master went on. " Report vourselves to
the ‘matron at once, every one of you,
I will—alem—endeavour to see what I
can do for Fish.”

And, groaning JUNLOTE
went.

As for the luckless Fisher T. Fish,
he was discovered by Mr. Quelch, some
minutes later, rolling ahout his study
fHoor with the carpet over hizs head.
He waz emitting awful groans and beat-

londly, the

ing wildly about him, under the nunpres-,

sion that his apartment was still full of
becs,

Az a matter of fact, however, finding
for the second time that morming that
the pineapple scent did not lead to the
Pollardine they hoped it wounld, the
swarm of bees departed in deep dizgust
out of the study window.

“Wow ! groaned Fish, as Mr. Quelch
helped him to his feet. “I wish I'd
never scon Lhat blessed Growo formula,
Y coooop 1™

“You may well say that, wretched
boy ! rasped Mr. Quelch, leading the
way to the punishment-room, " And
vou will wish that even more zo when
I have informed Dr. Locke of what has
occurred.™

Fish's only reply was another grogn.

Mr. Quelch closed and locked the
punishment-room door on the wretched
business man of the Hemove, and stalked
away with 1|:‘I|']'.I.ﬂ-t- dignity remained to
him to get his own wounds attended to.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bowled Qut !

ONK, honk!
H A smart two-seater car purred

up the road leading from Friar-
dale and came to a halt outside
the gates of Greyfriars College.

A socond later two men attired in
clothes of unmistakable American cut
emerged from the vehicle, and, stepping
briskly toe Gosling’s lodge, tugged vigor-
pusly at the bell.

Clang, clang, clang!

Tre Mainxer LiBrART.—No, 920,
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“T guess this 15 the show-deor, Hunk,”
remarked one of the men, peeling him-
self a picce of chewing-gum.

“Yeah!” agreed his companion, Mr,

‘Watts D. Matter. *I'll say we've struck

the ranch first throw !” .

CGosling opened the door of his lodge
and glarcd at the two visitors.

“MWot I sez is this 'ere—"" he began
wrathfulle,

“Blick " interrupted BMr. Hunk P.
Dunk briskly.

Gesling stared.

“I guess that's our motter,” explained
unk. “ Blick—in other words,
promto! I puess that's how woe want
that Fislier 1. Fish gay.”

“Ho!" gaszped lgﬂsling,
whirling.

“I caleulate this skate's the torteise
egg!™ snorted Mr., Watta D. Matter,
turning to his companion. " He an't
hatehed vet! Let's hit the trail”

* Bhore "

The next moment, before the aston-
ished school porter could reply, the twa
encrgetic  Americans  were  striding
rapidly acros the Close in the direction
of the School House.

“YWielk I sez——" hegan ﬂ::rcﬂ-linE

DBut here speech fatled hum, Like a
man in & dream, he watched the lean
forms of the hustling gentlemon from
the T1.5.A., until they were within a few
vards of the School House steps,

They stood for a few moments gazing
about them uncertainly, As they did so

hiz Lrain

Harry Wharten & Co. desconded the

steps, their faces almost hidden under
masees of sticking-plaster.

Y Bay, bo"," exclaimed Mr. Dunk, wav-
ing the juniers towards him  “ Come
right here”

The Famous Five stifled their gasps of
amazement, and, approaching the tweo
strangers, politely rawed their caps.

“I guess I'm Hunk P. Dunk, of tho
Yewntted States, and this is my old side-
kicker, YWatts I). Matter,” drawled Mr.
Dank, getting right down to business.
“Weo're looking for some slick jasper
called Fish—"

“ sl 1" exelaimed Harry Wharton.

“Tigh ! echoed ol Cherrey.

i"F Yealt! I reckon vew boys know

im ¥

“We know him all right,” grunted
Johnny DBull.

“YWaal. we'd sorta like tew meck up
with him—slick,” exclaimed Mr. Watts
. Marter.

The Famous Five lecked at cach
othor—and then at the two Americans.

“Theyv're looking for Fish, too,™
grinned Frank Nugent.

Ay piddy aunt !

The next moment they went off into a
roar of laughter.

“Ha. ha, ha!"

“AMy only hat!”

Hunk . Dunk stared.

“Why the laughter?” he demanded,
with a puzzled frown.

“Borry, sir!" gasped Harry Wharten.
"Only—yon see—well, lots of fellows are
looklug for Fish just now., Nearly all
the blesszed Form, in faet "

“Put he's with the Head at the
maoment.” added Frank Nugent,

Mr. Dunk gazed for a moment at the

laster covering the juniors’ faces—and

e grinned.

“Did that jasper Fish make vew guvs
look like thet?” he asked.

“Veor—and no ! admitted Bob Cherry,
reddening where hiz face was not
covered with cintment or plaster. “Fish
happens to be ig our Form, and we—we
bought some hair eream off him. That's
what caused the trouble in the first
F]ﬂﬁ:’--”

“ Bome blessed stuff he called Growo I
added Johnnr Bull,

~ “Growe!" shouted JAr., Watts D.
Matter suddenly. * This skate Fish sold
you Growo--and it did that ¥

DBull nodded. :

“Waal, I'm hornswaggled ! ejaculated
Mr. Dunk faintly.

‘The two Americans exchanged signifis
cant glances. The smiles vanished from
their faces, their places being taken by
grim frowns.

“Bea hver,"” grated Mr. Dunk, "I
guess that's what we've come about, 1
reckon we can throw some considerable
light on the stuff this jasper. Fish
sold yew. I'd take it as a reel favour if
vew'd lead right on to the chief henoize
of this scholastie joint, pronto.”

“I=1 beg wour pardon, siv," stam-
mered Wharton. :
“The headmaster,” tranzlated A,

Matter briskly, “Lead right on and
tell him we're hyer. I guess it's urgent,
and it's about this Fisher T, Fish.”

Wharton hesitated.

But there was something about the
attitude of the two Americans that told
him their business was indeed important.

“This wax, gentlemen,” he said.

Escorted by the rest of the Famous
Five, the two Americans were led up the
steps and along the passages to Dr.
Locke's study,

Wharton tapped on the door and the
kindlx voice of the Head bade him enter,
Dr. Locke, who was seated bohind his
desk, rose to his feet as the door opened
and regarded My, Dunk and his friend
with a look of surprised inguiry.

“These two gentlemen wish to see you
on an .urg-r“:nt matter 1n connection with
Fish, sir.” explained YWharton hurriedly.
“They know-—ahem—a little of what has
occurred, and I understood them to say
ﬂElFF' conld throw some light on the
altair”

“Bless my  soul!” ejaculated Dr.
Locke. “You did guite right to brin
them along. The miserable. vouth Fi
18 bere with me now, Thank you, Whatr-
ton.*

The Head invited his two strange
vigitors into his study and signalled
Wharton to go.

As Measrs. Dunk and Matter entered
the study they made out the lean form
of Fisher T. Fish standing at the far
side. Like Harry Wharton & Co.—and
the rest of the Removites for that matter
—his face was covered with sticking-
plaster and his hair appeared to have
been dragged through a mangle.

“Ow!" gasped Fish, staring at his
quandom friends.

“The very gny 1™ ejaculated Watts D.
Matter,

“Pray be scated, gentlemen,” said Dr;
Locke.

The twoe Americans did as they were
bid and continued to stare at Fisher T.
Fish with expressions that were far from
friendly,

“Wharton informed me that yvou could
possibly throw some light on the extra-
ordinary affair that has taken place in
the: Remove Form-room,” began Dy,
Locke. "I understand vou are aware
of what has happened 1™

“Shore!” agreed Hunk . Dunk.
“That's jnst what we've come about, I
guess. ]gut if it's all the same to you,
sir, T calenlate we'd shore appreciate it
a piece if you'd spill usz the beans first,
atd then we'll hand out our side of the
Elarn'}ﬂ

Dir. Locke hesitated.

He was nob accustomed to admit
strangers into .any domestic troubla in
the school. But it was evident from
Fish's behaviour that the two Americans,
if they did not know all about the affair,
“-F?I:E woll acquainted with at least some
ot gt."



AY
NDATY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PFRIOE

TWOPENQE. 41

" ¥Very well,"” said the Head. I will
repeat the stary the miserable boy over
there has just told me.”

And Dr. Locke proceeded to tell the
amazed Messrs. Dunk and Matter Fish's
version of how a wonderful formula for |
the manufacture of Growo had beon
sent him. by his Uncle Hiram, in New |
York, who had obtained it fromi Chief |
Why-be-Bald of the Thatcho Indians, to- |
gether with the subsequent happemings,
in the Forfm-room.

Hunk 1*. Dunk listened in amazement.,

Several times he gave an angry snort,
but” otherwise heard the story through
without comment.

As for Fisher T. Fish, he gazed help-
lessly about him, hoping every moment
that the Hoor beneath would open up and
swallow him.

At length Dr. Locke concluded.

“1 shall be pleased to hear what you
gentlemen have to tell me,” he an-
mottneed.

“Waal,” gasped Mr. Hunk I'. Dunk,
“I'll say that's the biggest all-fred, cock-
eyed hokus-pokus yarn I've heered in
years!™

“It shore is—ind then some!™ added
Mr. Watts D. Matter emphatically. |

“Do I understend Fish's story is not
accurate ?” demanded the Head, with a
frown.

“I guess npot!™ almost hooted Mr.

o

Dunk. *I calculate he's pulling yew the
|t_:|ng stirrup ! Me an’ my pardner hyer,
we 15 tho sole preprietors of Growo, the !
same formula of which was handed me
personal by the Injun chief when I was
treding out West.”

“Nut Fish's unele—" began Dr.
Locke,

Cut it out!” snapped Mr. Dunk.
“That's all bunk ™

* Ow—ah—0Ooooooer ! gasped Fisher
T. Fish, caught like the Spanish hero of
%!_d between the dragon and the Lake of

ire. 5

“Bilenee, miscrable boy 1™ thundered
the Head.

“Wow !" groaned Fish again,

“Dut the formula,” resumed Dr.
Locke, tarming to Mr. Dunk again.
“The wretched formula from which this
misguided boy manufactured the terrible |
concoction he sold to his hapless Form-
fellows "

“I reckon it's right hver,” exclaimed
Mr. Dunk, drawing an envelope from
his coat pocket and placing 1t on the
study table, :

“Then—then what is it Fish pos-
soag0g ¥

“That's what we're gonna explain,
girrec.” rasped Mr. Dunk.

And Mr. Dunk briefy deseribed - his
meeting with Fisher T. Fish in Uncle
Clegg’s little shop a few days before.

"I guess when we left this jasper
Fish we dropped another formula, l."i.."iz.
waiteéd for 1t to be returned, as por
instractions to any finder printed on the
cenvelope,  DBut did it arrivef  Ne,
strrec !

* Grooocooh !” gasped Fish sgain.

¥ me and my pardner,” resumed
Mr. Dunk, “ we hikes along to this Clegg
joint tew make inguiries, and we learns
that this simp opposite hes picked it
up an froze on to it.  We beats it
pronto right along tew this college tew
get 1t back, and we learns there's been
some trouble with Fish and stuff alleged
tew hev Dbeen made from & Growo
formule.”

“Dless my soul ! exclaimed the Head
in amazement.

“Shore! Whaal, T guess, boiled down,
that jasper over there, finding the
formula we dropped, and thinking it was
the Growo one, which it wasn't. figgered
on nsing it to make some kale, jack, or
dollars instead of returning it to its

f e —

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 4.—John Bul (of the Remove).

A sturdy member of the Famous Five whosa chief ¢haracteristic is his blunt
and direet manner of speech., Apt to be prejudiced at {imes, but Is mos?
esseniially a downright honest fellow. A good all-round sportsman, with
heaps of dogged pluck and determination. Shares Study No. 14 with Samson
Quiney IMey Field—Squifi for short—and Fisher T. Fish, the Amerlcan
junior. .Johnny has a weakness for the conceriina—a weakness that is not
shared by anyone In the Remove, for the one thing Johnny lacks Is an ear
for musle !

righttul owners—which is me and my
pard.”

“Did you say that that formule was
not for tha manufacture of Growo ™™
asked the Head, puzzled.

“Nope!” agreed Mr. Dunk. “TI'll say
not. This formula is the one we uses
for Killemkwick.”

" Far—for what ' demanded the Head.

“Killemkwick,” repeated Mr. Dunk.

“ Killomkwick,” empltasized Mr. Watts
D. Matter. *“Lhe world's most famous
corn curg, guaranteed to cure—-"

“U.corn enre?”  gasped the Head
ngain,

FI"}}[-ki]IemkwIek!” wheezed Fishor T.
1sh.

Dir. Locke's face twiteched, and ho per-
mitted himselfl & faint smile. The next
moment, unable to control himself any

lenger, he roared.
“Bless my soul! Ha, ha, ha!”
“0Oh, Jerusalem crickets!” moaned

Fizh, failing to sce the joke,

The twe Americans roared again and
yet again.

At length Mr. Dunk rose to his fect.

“I puoss it won't hurt yower seholars
none now " he exclaimed, * And havin
recovered our forinula, I caleulate we'
beat it*

When thoy had gone the Head turned
to the trembling Fish.

“Boy!" he grated, turning to Fisher
T. Fish, “Come here|”

There ia no need to dwell unnecessaril
upon the really heartrending scene whie
followed, Dir. Locke did not say much,
but hiz actions spoke louder—far louder
—than words. And when he
finished, Fisher T. Fish, feeling as
though hoe had drawn his hands across
a red-hot stove, steggered out of the
study.

Harry Wharton & Co., whe had
lcarned the true facts of the case from
Mr. Hunk . Dunk, were walting for
IFish in the corridor, but thgly Were
unanimonsly agreed that the Transat-
lantie  junior's punishment had been
enough as thoy canght sight of his woe-

begone countenance.
Fishy 1  yelled

“Ever pgot loft,
Skinner.

But Fisher T..Fish did not reply. He
groaned and crawled away.

liut for several days afterwards it was
only neeessary to mention one word to
send the entire Form—all except Fisher
T Fisli—into hysterics, And Diat word
was—Growo |

THE EXD.

(Look out for another topping tale of
Harry Wharlon & Co. next week, chumas,
entitled : “ The Greyfrinrs Film Fans
hy Frank Richards, You are bound {0
enjoy it}

Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No. 920,
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POWERFUL NEW SERIAL STARTS BELOW!

COMING EVENTS ——, Fading again info the ﬂ'uwlry bBlackness of the night ar swiftly and as mysferiously oz {8

emerges from i, swoeeps the shadowry outline of an enormeous bat,

this peculior phenomenon comes news of an amazing robbery !

i
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A Splendid New Mystery Story featuring Ferrers

The Wight Prowler !

ERRERS LOCKE ewung round in
his seat with a shade of annoy-
ance aon his face, as the door of
his laboratory was opencd with &

bang.

‘r"ff vou must come in when I'm busy,
Jack,” he almost snapped, then added 28
he caught sight of his young assistant’s
face: “ Why, what's the matter, my lad?
You leok as if you'd barged into a
ghost 1

Thus addressed, Jack Drake laughed.

“Don't know about spooks, guv'nor,
*‘canse I've never met one, But hang me
if F've ever seen anvthing like it boefore.”

“Like what?” tha detective asked,
laying aside the test tube in which he
had been boiling a greenish fuid.

“You know we thought there was
samething wrong with our aerial!” said
Drake.

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Well, as I hadn't anything particular
to do for helf an hour, I:rihcrugl::t. I'd just
pop on the roof and have a squint round.
Asn you knew, it's [airly misty to-night,
guv nor, and P was just standjng staring
at the wires overhead, when all of a
sudden the mist parted showing a bit of
the sky, when, hang me, if something—I
can only call it something-—just Hoated

across that patch of sky and got lost in |

the mist again IV

“Hure }'ﬁu weren't dreaming?” Locke
inquired with a smile. )

“Dreaming? Not much! I saw 1t
plain enough, though only for a couple
of socomds, and it wasn't half high up, I
can tell vou. No, gu#'nﬂri 1 expect
;on’ll laugh at me, but it's my firm
iJGHEf that I giimm&ui that Phantom Dat,
a3 it's called.”

*Umph 1 the detective grunted
thoughtfully, for not only had he perfect
faith in hix young assistant’'s veracity,
but was actually well aware that ha was
too level-headed to jump at conclusions
hastily.

“The Phantom Bat!” ha repeated.
“Well, if it is so, Jack, you apparently
have had the honour of noting its first
appearance in England.”

“1 know that, guv'nor, for although
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we've heard all sorta of rummy yarns
about it from the other side of the
Channel, up till now nothing's been
heard of it over here.” .

“Well, grantad that your surmise is
correct,” the detective continued with
evident interest, " what did you make of
it? For of course, the phantom portion
{:nft this mysterious object is all tommy
rot.*

“Well, I didn’t have much time to see,
guv'nor, 'cause it wasn't half moving
along. But as near as I could make out,
it had a sort of roundad body with some-
thing protruding on each side, that
might have heen_mnﬁs of some sort.”

“Iiid you notice whether these wings,
or whatever they are, were in motion ¥"

“Qu:ite certain that they were not.
They were simply sticking ont one on
Feach side.”

For several seconds Ferrers Locke
straked his chin thoughtfully.

“YVery odd,” he said at lengih.

Then rising, the sleuth selected a large
book from amongst others on a side table
and began turning over the Eﬂgﬂﬂ‘

“ Ah, here it iz " he remarked. " Now
let's see! This so-called Ehanmm bat
was reported as seen at Le Puy in Hauote
Loire, when the Marquis de DBeaulien
‘was relieved of his collection of Louis
XIVih plate. ‘Then it zeems to have
flitted to morthern France, for my next
note shows it was heard of at St. Servan,
just off the coast.™

“ Ah, that was where that big haul of
uneut stones was made from some old
chateau, wasn't it, guv'nor "

“Quite correct, Jack. The Comte Bt
Clerdaille was reputed to have had the
finest collection in the world., And now
the only other reference I have concern-
ing this mysterious visitant, 13 when, as
alﬁag&d, it appeared on the outskirts of
Paris on the night Van den 8chulyz, the
Amsterdam diamond merchant, was
eased of some 500,000 franes' worth of un-
mounted diamonds.”

“And in each of these cases there
wasn't a single clue lelt as to the perpe-
trators of the robbery,” Jack added re-
flectively.

“No. The whaole series of erimes was
of a most baffling nature, and though the
most experienced men of the French

1

Simultansous woith each fresh appearance of

Locke, the wizard detective, and his clever boy assistant, Jack Drake,

police secrete had the matter in hand,
they ave apparently just as wise now as
when they ﬁb started investigations.”

“Tf they havent given the matter up
as 4 bad egg,” Jack laughed.

“There you're wrong, Jack, for it was
only & week or two back that I' came
atross Jules Legoarde. You remember
hine 7

“0Dh law, ves, guv'nor, the man who
always wears a grin.”

“That's the man. He was over here
on some extradition business, and during
our brief chat, the matter of thess
mysterious  robberies cropped  up,
Legarde, informing me that far from giv-
ing the matter up, the French police
were—— Dh, dash it! There's the
phone bell. Hop along, my lad, and see
who's bothering now 1%

Obedient to these instructions, young
Drake hurried to the instrument, to
return almost instantly with the news:

" Inspector Pyecroft, guv'nor. What's
in tha wind now ¥

“I"'m- not o thought reader, Jack™
langhed Ferrers Locke. “ How on earth
do I know till I've spoken to him "

“Hallo, Pyecroft! Locke speaking!”
he called a moment later. Then after a
pause : “The douce! You don’t say so!
Well, that's odd, because .%uun Drake
has just told me that he also distinctly
saw the same object. Well, yos. For-
tunately I can spare half an hour. Will
vou run over here, or shall I pop along
to the Yard? ou'd rather I came
round. T've got you. All screne. So
lang ! And the receiver was placed on
its hook.

“From what you were saying, T take it
that Pyecroft spotted the bat as well as
myself,” said Jack.

“Mot exactly. But a constable. on
point duty on Hampstead Heath appears
to have done so, and on making hjs re-
port, the sergeant in charge at once
acquainted Pyecroft with the fact.”

 And you're going overt”

“¥es. Sha'n't bother about the car.
Hu];lauf and get a taxi!”

“Right-ho, guv'nor. DBut I say, how
ahout me "

“You! Haven't you anything to de?"

“ Mothing very pptimﬂar."

“ Nothing particular, you young
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scamap. How. about those files of letters
not completed ™

*“Oh, they're vary nearly up to date.”

“Are they? Oh, well, all right, you
can come along., 1 expect Pyecroft is
only anxious for a pow-wow. DBut as
vou've actually seen this so-called appari.
tion, you'll be able to satisfy his euriosity
better than I could.”

Without waiting for the detective to
change his mind, Jack bhounded from the
roof, to return In an incredibly short
space of time with the news that the re-
quired vehidle was at the door. Nor was
it long after, that Ferrers Locke and his

oung assistant found themselves in that
?Eonwrd of police offictaldom, New Secotland
ard.

* Awfully good of you to come straight
away, Locke,” Inspector Pyecroft said
heartily as he shook hands. “I'd have
run round to see you, only I've got to
hang on here waiting for a report from
two of our flying equad men, and I did
want to have a confab with vou over this
bat thing as it's called. ‘hought the
constable might have been mistaken, but
now I hear young Jack's seen it, I know
I can trust hiz sharp cyes. DBut there
vou are, make vourselves as comfortable
as you can.” And as the detective and
his asswtant settled themselves in arm-
chairs, the (. I.I). man went on: “I
sonse & particularly interesting case com-
g aleng, My, Locke.”

“In conmoction with what vou've just
heard "

“You've hit it. Although, as far as
we know, this is the first time the bat
has paid us a visit, I'd bet my next
quarter's salary to a pair of boots, that it
won't be many hours before we hear of
£0Me AMmAZIng scoop™

“Well, and supposé such should be the
case !" said Ferrera Locke, as he leizsurely
filled s pipe. “Got any theory as to
who is at the back of these stunts "

“No. - Hang it all! There's the rub.
That the crook is a man far and away
above the average., goes without saying,
and I've racked my braing to think of
any likely individual. But I say,
youngster,” he added, turning to Jack,

“did you notice what the time was when
you spotted this thing crossing the sky 1

“Twelve minutes past eight,” the lad
replied, without hesitation. “ Naturally,
I loocked at my wrist watch, and as it
has a luminous dial, I'm cerfain that I
can’'t be more than a minute ont either
one way or-the other.”

“Good !” ejaculated Pyecroft, as he
scrawled a rough note on a pad on his
desk. . " Notice the direction in which
the—er—thing was fiying 1"

“Bure. Nor'-westerly,”

“Good again, for that wauld bring it
rover Hampstead .  Heath after it had
crossed Baker Street.”

“Ind the constable on doty there
report what time it passed above him 1"
asked Locke, looking up.

“That's what I'm coming to, old bean.
He did, and states that a church clock
chimed the guarter past at the exact
moment."

Ferrers Locke whistled softly,

“Then, at that rate, taking it dor
granted that it wasz travelling as the
crow flies, 'it must have been mopping
along at something about sixty miles
an hour,"”

“Yes, guvnor; and don't forget—

against the wind, too!" Jack inter-
polated.
“Yes; and, by George, the lad's

right!” Locke agreed, addressing Pye-
croft, “For I noticed that the needle
on the wind-gauge in my laboratory was
oscillating between N.W. and N.N.W.
And—but, there, had you done so, vou
would have mentioned the faet,” ho
added, as he turned to Jack—*you did
not detect any sounds of engines or pro-
péllers?  Because it's nerally re-
ported that this thing mo'tes absolutely
silently.”

spector ]sl‘ESEEd from the
“Thin
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“Engines? No, guv'nor! It just

went along like—well, what it’s been
named after, a blessed phantom !”

Ferrers Locke wes on the point of
making a further remark, when a knock
at the door of the inspector’s room
canged him to panse.

“Come in! the C.I.D. man shouted,
looking none too well pleased at the
interruption.

In respdnse to this curt permission a
sergeant immediately entered, and
saluted :

“The Chief Commissioner would like
to see you at once, inspector.”

“0Oh, would he!” Pyeroft growled, s
he raised his massive bulk from the
swivel-chair that he had been occup
ing. “Awfully sorry, Locke; but neads

.must when the—— But, there, you

know the old saving. Anyhow; bet your
boots I sha'n't be long; the old boy's
not one to keep you hanging sbout.”! |

And, with a nod and a grin, the in-
. room,

Pyecroft's right about somes
thing interesting following the appears
snce of this zerial thing 7" gueried Jack,
when the C.ID. man had quitted the
room.

“It's been my opinion from the
moment I received your, report, and I'll
even go a bit further,” replied a,
“and say this, that when 1t does, 1t will
present one of the most complicated
cases wo've ever had a hand in un-
ravelling.”

i wﬂ?u

“Yes, I said *we.' For, with all
respect to our Iriends here, I'm rather of
the opinion that the methods usually
followed by the British police are not
quite ’cute encugh to cope with a
master-mind like the one which is at the
back of these amazing scoops.”

“Gee! Guv'nor, that sounds splen-
drd " Jack responded, s eyes glowing

“ Pyecroft 1 ' The chief started from his seat as he repeated the name, ** Pyeeroft ] Why in the name-of thunder didn*t

you tell me of this man before, Husky? ™

““Pyecroft don’t count ! **

““Why, what's all the excitement ? >’ ejaculajed Husky in astonishment.
(See page 27.)
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with anticipation; and then, each en-
grossed with his own thoughts, detective
and assistant lapsed into silence.

Some ten minutes later Inspector Pye-
croft literally burst into the reom, bis
features aglow with excitement.

“Told yon so, old thing!” he almost
shouted.

“Told mo what?” demanded Locke
coolly.

“Why, the phantom bat’s been up to
its stunts againl”

U What "  Jack's !
mora pronounced than Ferrers Locke's.

“Vgs,” continned Pyecroft. “Only

{ the bare bones of the matter so
ar. But yowve both heard of the

Epstein emeralds 7"

1{“];11::53]%{::“1:3 that Tﬁm éhu q&ﬂﬂl of
B t haggling m the Spanish 1aw
courts; it being contended that they
formed part of the Spanish crown
jewels t" Locke interrupted. .

“That's the ticket! Well, it seems
their present owner, the Grand Hidal
something or other—haven't T:t hold
of his crackjaw name properly yei—

t hard uwp, 50 sent them over here to
gg mniised.f for I_:Ellqy'ra worth close on
e guarter of a million.” ]

“Well, get on with it!" Locke
snapped, as the inspector paused.

“The chap to whom they were sent
seems to be a bit of an oddity. Bents a
big place that is almost a ruin, though
surrounded by high walls, somewhere in
the neighbourhood of Dulwich. And
here the jewels, which -were locked up
in a steel box, were placed in a safe
securely let into tha wall of a room at
the very top of the building, which 1s
some four stories high."

“ And now ¥

“Mow they've vanished. The loss was
only discovered about a couple of hours

. but knowing now what you and I
do, I think we can form a preity good
guess ab the agency employed to re-
move them—eh ?” 3

“ You mean thizs mysterious bat?"

“0Of course I do. Anyhow, I've gof to
get away to the scene at once and take
charge of the show. Suppose you two
couldn't spare time to come along with

excitement was

moe? Should be jolly glad if you
could !

“Come al with  you!” Jack
gshouted. * Will a duck swim?”

Locke smiled, and thought & moment.
H'“E!ﬁ'j' w«;lL" be aaid Bf‘lhe!j “We'll
come |

Thn firsl of thean mag-
nificent big handbooks
iz given EE with
8 T8 BUDAET thir
week, Thar toll you ail
about  your favourite
foatballers — when and
whers bore: clubs far
which they hava played;
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moal Accurale and i
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compared to the gaunt appearance of the

| flagged gwuge that echoed to the foot-
of the

Ferrers Locke Investigates !

T was before a patewsy let into &

1 high erumbling brick wall that,

some two hours after Locke and

his assistant had quitted the Yard,

the g'llr'eal; detective's car pulled up with
a jerk.

i'i[uch as he would have liked to have
accompanied Precroft to the scene of the
Phantom Bat's supposed latest exploit
without delay, Locke had been compelled
first to return to Baker Street tCILEEl'I‘ﬂ
off fame urgent letters by that night's
pos .

Leaping from the car, Jack seized o
rusty chein that hung on one side, wi
the result that the hollow clanging of a
Lell boomed out—a summons that was
answered more swiftly than the deserted
appearance of the place seemed to
warrant, one of the great doors being
flung back almost immediately by a
uniférmed constable.

“Inspector Pyecroft told me to keep
a lock-eut for you, sir,” the man said,
a5 he touched: his helmet. “Go easy up
the drive, though,” he added, " there's
holes in it & foot desp.™

“Thanks!' the detective replied.
"Il‘ll"lmk out! Don't want a broken
axle’

A few munutes later the investigators
found themsaelves at the front dodr of
the house, ) )

Had the walls surrounding the build-
ing looked forbidding, it was nothing

house itself. .

Tier upon  fier of uvncurtained
windows, 1n not one of which could be
seen a vestige of light, seemed to stare
down at them, whilst, as if to add to
this scene of desolation, the heavy
door, studded with bosses of rusted iron,
and the steps leading to it, were not
only grimed with the dirt of ages, but
partially overgrown with moss.

“Cheorful sort of show, I must savy,
guv'nor!” grunted Jack, as he mounted
the steps, with the intention of
announcing theip arrival; but ‘before his
fingers could close on the heavy knocker
the portal was flung wide by no less &
PeT20NA than Pyecroft himself, his
rubicund face plainly revealed in the
rays of a stable-lantern he held aloft.

*Borry 1 can't give you any battor
lumination than this!” he leughed.
“Hang it all, Locke, the place 13 little
better than a rats’ warren! However,
come along in. I sent a man for some
candles ‘and things, and I've got a fire
so that we can make ourselves fairly
comfy.”

“(Good ! his visitor laughed.
how goes it1"

“Let vou know when you've settled
down, s0 come in end we can shut out
thiz beastly draught!” And, turning, the
1Y man led the way along a stone-

PR

“Well,

steps
advanced.
A sudden turn, and they found them-
golves in o small room, which wwas
illuminated by some half-dozen candles
stuck in extemporised candlesticks. A
fire blazed cheerfully in the huge grate.

“Hospitable sort of show, isn't it "
Pyecroft grinned, as he bhelped the
arrivals off with their heavy coats,

“I've seen some that look more in-
viting,” Locke agreed. “But now, out
with 1t; T can sdée that you're bursting
with news!”

Seating himself gingerly in & crazy
armchair, and invitin 15 guests to
follow his example, the inspector re-
marked :

“ As vou know, Locke, I've closely fol-

little party as they

lowed the details of these mysterious’
robberies in France, with the result that

I'm convinced that this case is but one
more engineered by the same master
mind. In many ways, the—er—* modus
operandi ' 15 similar, but en two points
absolutely different.”

“That so ™ inguired Locke sharply.

“Yes, In the first instance, the lock
of the safe in which the jewels were
stored, instead of being opened by a
duplicate kev or cunningly picked, has
been burnt clean out.”

“Burnt ont!” the Baker Street detee-
tive echoed, in surprise.

" Burnt out, old n, and presumably
by some sort of oxy-hydrogen arrange-
ment, only of a far higher power than
the ordinary burglar’s outfit.”

“But how conld such a gadget be got
into the reom? Why, man alive, think
of the weight of the necessary c}'imdera
alone!"

“I have thought of it, my dear
fellow, and there' I must own myself
beaten, anyhow, for the present,” added
Pyecroft hastilv, “Bot that the lock
is burnt out, youw'll see for yourself
presently.” 3

Ferrers Locke remained silent, evi-
dently thinking intently. 2T

“ And what's the eother peculiarity in
this case that you were going to men-
tion " he asked, after & while.

“One that is the more extraordinary
of the two, Juan Fernandeéz, for that
is the name of this Spanish fellow whe
had the emeralds under his care, actually
entergd the room when the marauder
was present.” )

L "I:ihlilc deuce he did! What hap-

o .:?

“What happened?” reiterated Pye-
eroft.  “Well, the man bimself can
hardly tell you. He's fair got the jm-
jams, and, ‘pon. my soul, firmly be-
lieves the intruder to have been some
supernatural being.”

“YWhat tommy-rot!" Locke snapped.
“Weak intellect, 1 suppose?”

“ Spems rational enough, but he's had
his nerves badly shattered-—sc badly
that the doctor who was called in won'f
let him be disturbed again for a bit."

“But what cansed him to get such an
insane idea in hizs head? Hasn't he
described—"'

“ As well as he could at the moment,
All I can make out is, that feeling rest-
lesa, he entered the room. Thers he
noticed an intense glowing spot, which
I imagine proceeded from the half-fused
lock. He then declares that some strange
shape, which he swears was neither
human nor animal, leaped at -him from
the darkness. He was conscious that
his face became wet, then icy cold, and
beyond that remembers nothing more.”

“ An anmsthetie, eh B

“TUndoubtedly, for he was discovered
in an unconscious state by his man, who
instituted a search for him, finding that
he was ahsent from his vsval rooms.”

“ And he was dizcovered in the room
in which the safe was fized "

“Bure thing, crumpled up on the
fltoor. But I reckon you'd like to go up
and have a look round. I can assure
you that the room hasn't been disturbed
since the man dragged his master dut
before rushing to the gate and yelling
for the police.”

“ Most decidedly ; we'll go up at once,”
Locke agreed willingly. “Of course—
but there, I need hardly ask you—vyou'va
had a thorough examination made of
the place, to see if there are any traces
of an entrance or exit?"

“You bet. T've a couple of my best
men here, and they've made a close in-
spection of every deor and window in
the huilding, and with the exception of
thé three rooms occupied, they were all
sacturely fastened. No, there’s not so
murh as & fnger-orint.”
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“Finger-print " Locke laughed, “ My
dear fellow, you don't suppoze that a
crook like we've got to deal with 15 such
a bungler as to leave finger-prints
behind ¥

The inspector flushed slightly, as he
felt that he had been caught napping.

* Anyhow, it's as well to take precau-
tions,"” he growled.

“Quite so, old chap,” smiled the un-
official detective. * And now, if you're
fit, we'll get up aloft.”

“Right! I tell a man to bring along
some candlés.”

“Let him stop where he 13, old chap.
He'd only ba in the way., We can take
one each,” sald Locke. And, suiting
his actions to his words, the private

contracted, and that he is addicted to
ustng & plentiful supply of brilliantine
on hiz rather long hair.”

Jack Drake, who was well acquainted
with his chiel’s powers of observation,
grinned, whilst the police-inzpector con-
tented himself with grunting out:

“Not a bad guess.”

“Guess! My dear chap,” smiled
Locke, “plain reading as a child's spell-
ing-book, See here, where he rested
his hand on the panel, then undoubtedly
placed his ear to the door to listen, as
13 told by these haghly-sconted smears
of grease, DBut, anyhow, that’s not to
the point.”

Carefully opening the door, the detec-
tive stepped within.

“8Btay where you are, Jack,"” he said,
as he crossed the threshold, “I'll leave
you in charge of the candles, for we
don't want any grease spots about, any-
how, for the present.”

Then, producing a powerful electric
tarch, he set to work to make a thorough
oxamination of his sirroundings,

Contrary to Pyeeroft's expectations,
his colleague's first steps led him to the

41

Locke, Buch-a thing couldn't be done,
unless anyone dropped from the sky.
Heng it sll, man, it's a good forty feel
from the ground. Not that such a
possibility was overlooked,” he added
hastily. “We've been all round the
house, and there isn't even a stack-pipe,
let alone & cr&@per, on the whole of that
wall., And if a ladder had been used—
well, but there, it couldn’t have been
done !

With a faint smile wreathing the
corners of his mouth, Ferrers Locke,
without replying, raised the sash and
leaned out. He continned hiz investi-
gations, switching his light here, there,
and evervwhere. Pryecroft, who was
watching his every movement, did not,
however, observe his collesgue detach
from the head of a rusted nail & minute
fragment of some dark material that
adhered to it, a fragment which he
nhp;;_[cd into his pocket-book without s
word,.

Following this, the safe from which
the jewels had been abstracted arrested
l.ocke's attention, and, knecling down
belore it, he examined it thordughly.

i

-t

)

ils side and lay ominously still.

Drake.

The little puppy ripped the envelope clean across. Then for & fraction of a second it stood rigid, after which it rolled over on
“* My hat, guvy’nor ! ' wh

**The pup's dead !
That letter was Intended for you I **

(See page 28.)

‘What—what can It mean ?

tletective seized one that had been thrust
into an empty bottle, and made for the
door, adding : “ You first, Pyecroft. You
can pioneer the way™ )

Flight after flight of uncarpeted stairs
were negotiated before the C.LD man
halted in front of a door that was the
only one leading off the small landing
at which they had arvived.

“IRere we ave,” he gasped, puffing
gomewhat badly after his long climb.

Heolding his light aleft, Ferrers Locke
clos?;!y examined, every inch of the woodl-
work.

“Nothing much here,” he at length
remarked, * except that it tells me that
this Juan Fernandez—I think yon said
that was the name—iz a short man, with
the little finger of his left hand slightly

one and only window lighting the room,
aver which he flashed hiz torch

“Of course, yon noticed that this
window, unlike the others, iz unfas.
tened ¥ he at length remarked.

“Certainly !" Pyceroft agreed. “I
was referring more particularly to the
lower windows of the house.”

“Then you would be surprised to hear
that it was fastened but a short time
before the robbery i

“What 4'vou mean?” -

“ Exactly what I sav, my dear chap.
If vou look carefully, you'll see where
the eatch was forced back with a thin-
bladed knife, and the marks are quite
recent,”

“Uome, come!™ Pyeeroft almost splut-
tergd, “You're trying to pull my leg,

The Yard man had not been mistaken,
The entire lock had been reduced to &
fino whita powder.

“Come, now, what d'you meke of

that 1" ssked Pyecrolt eagerly, noticing
Ferrers Locke scraping & small portion
of the powdered lock inte a piece of
paper,
“ Decidedly out of the ordinary. The
heat employed must have been terrific,
and yet it evidently posscssed the strange
peculiarity of acting only on the spot
against which 1t was directed. See,
the paint sround the burnt-out hole is
scarcaly blistered 7

“It's a fair knock-out!"™ the C.ID.
mian grunted,

“ Agreed, Yes, thin casa promizes to

THe MAGKET LIBRABY.—NO.
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be even more interesting than I antici-
pated.” .

“ Hang your anticipations!” Pyecroft
snapped.  “You seem to regard the
whole matter in the same way as you
would the solving of a Cross Word

E.'?‘J

“ Except that you don't
citement out of Cross Word puzzles,”
Jack remarked from the doorway.

Farrers Locke laughed. _

“¥ou're right, lad, and if I'm any
judge, we're going to have a fair share
of excitement before we've unravelled
this problem.” .

“Then you've already arrived at some
definite conclusion?” the inspector
queried in astonishment.

“ Far from it, my dear fellow,” Locke
replied blandly., “I was talking in
generalities. But now, if you think our
friend, Fernandez, will be in a fit state,
I'd like to have a few words with him.”

Turning on his heel, the C.I.D. man
led the way downstairs, and in a very
brief time the three investigators found
themselves in the room occupied by the
man whao had had the custody of the
gems.” That he was still suffering from

g effects of the shock was evident from
the nervous manner in which he started
a3 his visitors entered.

Framing his inguiries as briefly, and
to the point as possible, Ferrers Locke
was not long in learning all the Bpaniard
had to toll, which simply amounted to
this: That fecling. restless, he had deter-
mined to assure himself that the
emeralds entrusted to his care were
socure, and had proceeded to the room
containing the safe.

Knowing his way well, he had as-
con the stairs without the aid of a
light, but had paused outside the door,

et much ex-

“thinking he had detected a hissing sound

coming from within,

BReasoning to-himself that it must have
been fancy, he had Aung the door wide,
only to stand petrified on discovering
that the chambor was lit up by a faint,
red glow, whilst from the corner in
which the safe was placed gleamed a
gpot of intensa white light.

Then, 1n disjointed sentences, Fer-
nandez narrated how from somewhere,
he ¢ould not say where, some hidegus
object had leaped into view and hurled
itself at him. )

“Por los Santos, senor!" he cried,
addressing himself to Locke. “It were
not one mans, for it no' be so bigs, nor
one beast! Ah!" And the speaker
shuddered at the recollection. * Madre
de Cielo, it be Kl Demonio I

Without attempting to dispute a fancy
that had faken such a firm hold on the
man before him, the detective replied :

“Ay friend the inspector tells me that
as this—ahem !'—thing that attacked you
sprang  forward fmt felt as though
something cold had been dashed in your

face P _

“Bi, senor; eet all goes wet dnd cold
like—or—wot vou ealls ze ice. Zen I
falls.”

Approaching closs fo the speaker,
Locke produced a pocket magnifying-
lass, through which he closely examined
iz face and neck, remarking at length:
“] suppose you are still- wearing the
same collar as when you were attacked ¥
““ Ah, that ees s0.” _ _
“Then I should be greatly obliged il
vou would take it off and let me have
1t.!.|
“Eh. what?' Inspector Pyecroft
grunted, whilst' even Jack flashed 2 lock
of surprise at his chief.
Without the least hesitation Fernandez
complied with this seemingly strange
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request, Then, as Ferrers Locke stowed
the eollar away in his pocket, he turned
with the remarlk:

“I say, Pyecroft, old fellow, there's
one thing you might do, if you haven't
done it already."

“What's that*"

“Get our friend here to make out a
list of everyone with whom he has been
in touch, with regard to the sale of
these emeralds.” '

“Right! But what are vou up to®"

“Returning to Baker Street straight
away. Sec you again in the morning.
Come on, Jack!"

And without another word the un-
official detective hurried to his car,
which a few moments later could be
heard bumping down the uwneven path

leading to the gate,
A— brushed well back from his high

forchead, was seated beneath a
large, shaded lamp.

On all sides, from the costly rugs that
litterad the floor to the rare china and
priceless paintings that adorned the
walls, were evidences of wealth, 'The
eyes of the only ﬂl:cu;rant of the room
were fixed on a small steel box that
lay open on a table before him.

From time to time, with the aid of
a pair of tweezers, he drew from the
interior a sparkling green stone  that
scintillated as thou Lﬁ composed of liquid
fire as it caught the rays of the over-
head light. .

One by one they were critically
examined, then placed on & sheet of
blotting-paper at Eus side, Then, havin
counted them over, the sorter lcane
back in his cheir, and selecling a cigar-
otte from a gold case, he lighted it, and
gazed at the glittering gems with a
slight frown contracting hiz brows.

“M’ves,” he muttered to himself ; “1'1l
have to put Husky on this job!” He
pressed a bell-push let into the under
part of the table. i

“Tell Husky that I want him at
once'” he snapped out to the man-
gervant who responded to the summons.

The servant silently withdrew, only
to open the door a few minutes later to
usher in a flashily-dressed individual.

With hands thrust deep into the
pockets of his jacket, the newcomer
advanced towards the table.

“You wanted to see me, chief?”

“8it down!” came the curt reE'ly.
“You've nlready seen these?” ha
words were jerked ont harshly, and the
speaker indicated the gems with a
sweep of his hand.

L Hn"

“Woll, what d'vou make of them "

“What T told voun before we started
en the deal. You'll find them a blamed
awhkwavd lot to pass en,” said the new-
comer, fidgeting in his chair.

“ A3 they are—vyes. DBul the smaller
ones will be sent to Van Hupten, of
Ghent. He's the right man for that
lot, and the next sizes will go to Girade,
of Paris. These "—and the speaker
moved several magnificent stones on one
side—"will be for you to deal with.,”

“ How d’you mean, chief? Yon're not
going to have them cut, are you!”

“That's just what 1 intend to do,
and von can start on the job straight
away, Husky, for the sooner it's finished
the better.” ‘

“Put vou're mad, chief! You'll cut
their value down to next to nixes."”

The eves of the “chief ¥ fashed.
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“All you've got to do is to obey
orders, and keep your opinions to your-
self1” he retorted sharply. Thea, sud-
denly changing his tone, went on: “As
to their being cut, I knew they'd have
to bo all along, for I've had my eye on
them for & long time—long before they
were sent over to Fernandez and literally
drc:ppud inte my hands.”

“And the old bird fancied himself,
too, chief!™ Husky laughed. “Thought
l}g' renting that old ruin and stowing
the sparklers away in a safe, he'd kept
their whereabouts dark.”

“More fool he! Anyhow, we're not
ihe only ones who'll make .o scoop over
the deal.”

“Wot the only ones! How's that?™

Fliltgillrf away the stump of his cigar-
ette and lighting o fresl: one, the chief
shrugged his shoulders.

“Should have thought wyou'd have
tumbled to it, Husky. How about the
papers? Won't the public be falling
aver each other {o get them when they
come out with splash headlines such as
the * Phantom Bat in England,’. or some-
thing like that?”

“QGuess they will,” Husky agreed,
with a grin. “PBut what tiuﬂlea ma to
death iz to think how thess so-much-
jawed-about British police will be
puzeling their brains™

“Police—brains! Oh, they've brains
cnough to run in a drunken man, or lag
a byrglar or pickpocke:, but when it
romes to——  And vet, by the way,
have you heard from the g:ua.r!s as to
who's on this caso? Talk zbout brains,
thera's an ‘instance! Ilere’s the Snark,
employed on clerical work at the Yard
itsalf, and not one of the officials have
a ghost of an .idea that he'z not only
A man in my pay, but an old lag into the
bhargain ™

L i R
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“0h, yes, o phoned through to me
directly news of our scoop got around.
There was a big pow-wow amongst the
Big Four, but they've only put a third-
rate man an the job.”

“Wha's thatt"

“ Pyecroft.”

“ Pyecroft "
his seat as he repeated the name. a-
croft! Why in the name of thunjcr
dido’t you tell me that before?” he
showted,

" What's all the excitement? Pre-
eroft don't count!” ejaculated Husks in
astonishment,

“Don’t count, you fool! Deon't you
know—or, if you don't, you ought to—
that-this fellow Pyecroft 158 hand in glove
with that comfounded meddler, Ferrers

ocke? He's the cutest 'tee unhung—
so cute, in fack, that if he attempts to
have a finger in thia pie I'll epea to
it that He's put out of the way, and
without waste of time, oither!"

usky whistled,

The chief started from

L1

“Jumping snakes! Like that, el
chief 1
Without replying; the chief took

several rapid strides across the room,
then, swinging round an his heel, jerked
ouk :

“You know where the Snark hangs
out ™

“You betl"
reply.

“Then take a taxi there at once, and
mind you see him. Il he can give you
the information I want, come straight
back.”

"¥You want to know whether this chap
Locke's on the prowl 1

“That's it. And make the Snark
elearly undorstand that if he's not eure,
he's to find out at once; and then szend
me & wire. Let's gee! Yes, tell him to

came the instanlancous

e ——

-

wire me: ‘Mind the lock.,! Now clear
and get there as quickly as yow can.”

And as his subordinate slouched from
the room, his chief, with a settled scowl
on his heavy face, flung himself in a
chair and began idly drumming on the
table with his fingeys,

[ L L] - i [ ]

Intent on  reachin b poois  ak

speadily as possible, Ferrers Locke let
his engine rip az they pasted through the
suburhs, only slowing down when emerg-
ing into the more busy thoroughfares m
the neighbourlood of Westminator
Bridge, which he. had seclected as his
point for crossing the river.
- During ihe journey the detective had
remained silent as the Sphinx, his sen-
sitive hands gripping the steering-wheel,
whilst Jack, who knew too well to dis-
turb his guv'nor when he was cvidently
working out some abstruse -problem,
snuggled back on hiz scat without
sttempting to break the silence.

Buddenly the lad pricked up his cars.

‘He could not have been mistaken; a

faint thongh distinet’ whine had como
from somewhere close at hand. Then to
his intense surprise, something jogged
his albow, and, raising himself with. a
jerk, he pulled aside some rugs ihat had
been hastily piled in one corner of the
seat, when a pateh of white came into
viewy, .

¥ My hat!™ he gasped as his hand flew
to the Itﬂﬂ:'ﬂﬁ[‘:tﬁ(% abject, then dragging
it into full view, blurted out : “ Hang me,
uv'nor! If we haven't got a-puppy on
oard 17

A what?” Locke inguired in astonish-
menk.

Glancing round, he found that his

(Cuontinued on nert poge.)
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Basisinpt’s statement was correct, for in
the lad's arm nesiled a small fox-tortier
pup, that, after the manner of its kind,
was mnl-.mg frantic cfforts to lick Jack's
farve.

“Tow ou earth did the little blighter
goet mixed up in oour rugs?” said Jack
blankly.

“More than I can
vestigator laughod. “ Buppbse il was |
shitt out from somewhere, and being
cold, scrambled into the car while e’
were gomng round the housg.” _

“ And -evidently went to sleep. Bt |

box.

said Sing-Sing.
This

sav ! the in-

Lau_ghm_:](

28Y, gm ‘nor, what are we going to do |and followed Fﬂl‘
wlth already mountin
o We‘]] as it's dravelled so -far without { consulting-room -

the door dosed,
) :huldnn -GN_4 rug.

{!l[‘ﬂ‘l.ﬁh]l
ha.ﬁt.l sorte

u.:,mg its fare, I reckon we'll have to
aké it the vest of the journey.”
vdack Drake, with his Ipborn love of
animals, was .jJ-l:rT-H:“:r satishied with this
arrangement, so it was with the puppy
tucked , underneath his jacket to protect
it from the cold, that he arrived at Baker
Btroet.

Without loss of time, Ferrers Liocke
descended from’ the vehicle and mounied
thio .ﬁh:-ps, when beforé he could insevt
the key in the lock, the door was flung

fo.a

EE]

messenger-boy,

knife.

=1 wide by )
Aepvant, Sing-Sig.

‘boy piccee hat wuch

And Sing-3ing indicated by gesiures
that the lad had been wearing o pill-

“Pet vou anything he means a District
Messenger-boy 1" sai

“Him leabe 1rtiirl den go chop- t.‘m:ap,
T AR
unexpected
Chinamari’s paft, being brought apout
by the pup, which Jack having placed on
the floor, had in playful moo grabbed
at the Chinainan’s thin nether garments,
its slmrp teoth pclmtra.tmg to the flesh.

heartily,. J:;m-!c snatched ap
the offentding n.ulm,al

mrmg Been pained, and

the table, Ferrers Locke
over the pile cof letters
a-u,ml,mg him, then, turned his attentien-
large $guare unstamped envelope
on which his name.and address had been
serawled i a bold hand.

“Evidently Hu:almm brought by
13
regched across the table for his paper-

-
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Clineso |~ in dmnp: co, howover. his eoat came
intee vontact with the I{-tt_ur and sent it
fhuttering to the foor. The pup. in

pmayful momd, pounced on it instantly.

s

“Aunvone  calied,

Sing-Sing

“Unly  one 17N and earvied it awar behind an armchair,
e %‘I'Q:‘" l!{".h""’ "1 *“Hi, von perisher!” Jack shouted, as
Locke. e DHENECE | b charted after the animal.  “ You'll got

lettle,”™

*Bov with a letter.
Tonow hinet”

The eelestial shook
his head. :

“Ng savvy. Li'll

socks if voun star interforing with the
suv nors lotiers

Swingitig the rhau on ane tide, Drake
made o grab at the missive,

Then it was that the unexpecied hap-
pened, for the little animal with one paw
on the env clope. was tugging at it with
its tecth, and before Jack could stay i,
had ripped the envelope clean across,

For a fraction of a sccond the puppy
stood rigid, then slid on its side. A few
convulaive movements of its muscles, and
rolling over, it lay ominously still.

“ My hat, guv'nor!™ Jack whispered,
in a,uerj tones.as he started back. * The
pup’s dead! What—what can it mean?
That letter was intended for you'!”

“It means.. this, Jack,” answered:
Fervers Locke gmw]y, o t’:m{: by an act
of Providence, I've narrowly ese
death, for, n[r, envelopoe uuﬂuuh!:edh'
mntp,me.d’ a d&ar;llg,. powder, that as youy'
enn see, catizes instant dedth,by inhala:
tiog.”

“ But—but who—" Jack gasped.

W e T F,Ermrp Locks amiled ‘griml
“\We shall see, my lad.* " But thwbnﬂr
goes to prove my firm. c-:-nﬂmmn, that in
taking up this case, we have pitred;our-
Aaplves against an unknown who is as un-
serupulous as he is daring.”

g0 1Y

r.l Jack.

Yow-ow-ow 7
diversion on the

in his.  arms,
1'._-—13::};!3, who wag
e stairs. Then the’

Jack deposited s

the |

X ADow’t miss thee need instalmend of -this
e

umﬁamq story, chums. Forrors Lm-h k13 .
up against vne of the most diffiealt coscs
of his earceis)
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