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FISHY THINKS HE'S FOUND A CLUE!

(A diverting incident from this week’s grond story of thie efmnis of Greyfriars, inside.)
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FISHER T. FISH'S LATEST!

amazring roles that the cule American junior has fTlled.
cocked hat, for Fishy fancies himaelf as g tec!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Fish's Latest !
g™ REAT pip|"”
My sainted aunt!™

Johnny Bull and “ Squiff,"
otherwise 3. Q. L. Ficld, of the
Remove ot Greyiriars, were rosponsible
for theze two exclamations. They had
just entered Study No. 14, which they
shared with Fisher T. Fish, the enter-
prising American junior, and the canse
of their surprise was a strange figure
standing before tho looking-glass. The
figure bore some resemblance to Fisher
T. Fish, but part of the face was hidden
by an cbviously false moustache, and the
remainder waz covered with streaks of
paint running in all directions. - To
crown all, the weird apparition held s
revolver at arn's length in & most
menacing manner, :

“M-m-m-my hat!"” gasped Johnny
Bull., “It's come at last, then!™

“Mad as & hatter!” said Squiff, with
a nod,. “I've been expecting it for a
lanfg tima 1™

isher T. Fish—for it was he—put his
rovolver down on the table and snorted.

“When I'm in need of your remarks,
I guess I'll ask for ‘em,” he said. *I
reckon I don’t expect you two )ays to
understand me.”

His two study-mates chuckled.

“We wunderstand you all right,
Fiahi-,”, grinned Sgquiff, examining the
revolver with interest. “ Nobody can
know you for more than two minutes
without understn.udinq; that you're =
case for a padded cell.”

“ Anyway, what's the little gamal"
demanded Johnny Bull. “It isn't Guy
Fawkes Day, and I can't see any other
giddy reascn for rigging up like this.”

Fisher T. Fith snorted again.

“Guy, Fawkes Day! Say, Bull, are
you trying to be funny 1™

“Husz Wib given you a part in his
new play, then?” asked Squaff.

“MNope! uess I wouldn’t be found
dead in the galdarned show I
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“Then our Arst theory must be cor-
rect !" grinned Johnny Bull
better keep him quiet. while I call the
Head, Squiffy!”

F:sfler T. Fizsh snorted even more
emphatically than before. )

“Cut it out, you mugwumps!” he
said. “I guess I'll lain. Matter of
fact, I was just disguising myself.”

“Dhsguising yourself!"” repeatead
Johnny Bull, with a stare. “Well, if it
comes to that, I must say jou can do
with it "

“In fact, the less you leave of the
original, the better'” chuckled Squiff.

“Tf you two had come in about two
minutes later,” went on Fisher T. Fish,
without deigning to notice that humor-
ous remark, "I guess I'd have been dis-
guised bayond risk of recognition.™

“But what's the reason for a disguise

“I guess I'm coming to that. You
galoots may be surprised when I tell
you I may find it necessary to adopt a
disguise sometimes when my new stunt
geta going 1™

“11 our new stunt!"™ gasped Johnny

ull, .

Fish nodded.

“That's what I said. I guess you've
both heard of Tarsus X, Na tom 7" -

The two Removites shook their heads.

“Waal, I swow!’” cried the junmior
from New York, in deep disgust. “You
Britishers make me tired—some! Do
vou seriounsly to]l me you've never heard
of Tarsus X. Napperton, the greatest
sleuth in the Yew-nit-ed States? Waal,
carry me home to die!”

“But whera does he come in?" asked
Squiff. :
“Why, I guess I've been studj'ing his
methods,” answered Fish proudly. 1
had & kinder hunch for a.?ung time that
I'm just cut out for the detective busi-
negs, and I reckon you can tell them all
that I'm setting up in it, right here and
now !

“Von—as defective!” gasped Squifl.
“My only hat!”

&t all?™

“You'd Bul

_ bastily,

¥ -

Payenbrolier, Insurance Broher, Tuckshop Propriefor —these are but a few of the
But his latcst role knocks any of

its predecessors infoa

Splendid New Exira-Long
Story of Harry Wharion
& Co. at Greylriars, fealur-
ing Fisher T. Fish—the amazing
junior [rom America—as a

detective [
By...

'FRANK RICHARDS

“IS-G that’s if, is it?” chuckled Juhnﬁy

ull.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fish's two study-mates seemed to ro-
gard the matter as amusing, and the
roared, while the budding Tarsus x?
I*Tug:l- ton. glowered at them.,

“When you galoots have finished
cackling——"" he %egm.

“Carry on, Fishy,” grinned Squiff.
“You get funnier every day !

“I've got an idea that there's money in
this game,” continued Fisher T. Fish.
“It would be easy enough for me to act
simply as a private detective, but I
don't see why it should end at that.
Why not organise a schoolboy detective
bureau "

“And on the other hand, why organise
anything of the kind 7 retorted Bull.

“When I really get warmed up to this
job,” went on Fizh, unheeding, “ things
are going to hum—just & few!” I can
ql?lm see branches being opened at all
the leading public schools—Eton and
Harrow, for instance. Why not? With
a guy with brains and pep—me, for
instance—to manage the thing, I guess
it ought to go with & bang!™

“Great Scott!” :

The idea of & great detective bureau,
with headquarters at Greyfriars, and
branches at Eton and Harrow, left Bull
and Squiff feeling quite faint.

“And is this your new stunt?" mur-
mured Bquiff. “My hat!"™

“Waal, of course, the details ain't
nl ther settled vet,” s=said Fish
“What. I should like, before

etting on to the bureau stuff, is to earn
the confidence of the }:ubiu: by pulling -
off & big case mysell. After that,
reckon the rest would be dead easy.”

Johnny Bull and Squiff locked at ona
enother, and the first-named tapped his
head significantly; an action which
Fish pretended not to notice,

“The best thing you can do, Fishy,"

said Johnny Bull, "is to take a nice
long walk in the night sir. until vour

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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fevered brain feels cooler. Meanwhile,
we want the table for our prep, o the
sooner you clear away your detective
stuff, the better for all concerned.”

“Blow your darned prep!” grunted
Fish. *“ Your schoolboy prep can take =
back seat while we're talking over this
business, I guess, The question 13, are
you two galoots prepared to fork out ten
dollars ench to help with prelimmary
expenses :

It that & conundrum " asked Squiff
humorously. . ]

“I'm asking you a straight question;
whether, between you, vou would like
to speculate twenty dollars—four pounds
in your weird coinage—in & venture
that's certain to yield enormous pl;?ﬁts,
What's your answer—yep or nope!

“Nope !” replied the two, with sur-
prising unanimity.

Fish grunted. :

“Waal, you're missing the chance.of
a lifetime, I guess you needn’t blame
me when the glreenhml.:s begin to roll
in, and you feel you've been lefl.

“We ‘won't, my pippin!” chuckled
Bauiff. “And now, what about this
table?"” .

The table presentad » chaotic appear-
snoce, being littered with papers, false
hair, books, gresse-paint, and other of
the American junior's ba&ungmgs.

“f guess 1 must ask you guys to do
your prep somewhere else this evening,
said Eiﬂ?ler T. Fish coolly. “I shall
want this study as an office for a few
days until T get fixed up, I reckon.

AAnd I on ﬁuu‘ru going to giu_em
again!” grunted Johony Bull, pulling
out his watch, “I give you one minute
to clear this muck off onr table; if it's
not off by then, we'll take it off for

oul™ A
d “Look hyer, you slabsided jay—
velled Fishy furiously,

“Tan seconds!” said Jobmny non-
chalantly. -
“q ga.uz:&ss I've as much right io the

table as you! I guess—"

*Twenty !" 1

“If you touch any of my stuff, I'll—
"[!"._'_.1!

“Thirty 1" :

“] kinder guess I'll make potato-
serepings of you if you touch my stuff !
howled the enraged Fisher T. Fish., "I
gucss it won't pay you to got my mad
up, Bull! You hear mef” )

#Fifty scconds!” said Johnny Bull, in
& voice that was dendl{ calm.

“Y kinder reckon I'll go for you—
Hyer, lqun thoso things, yon jay—
Yaroop

Fisher T. Fish sat down on the floor
with a bump as Squiff laid violent
hands on him, and he gave a vell of
rage as he saw tho tablecloth scized at
its four corners by Johnny Bull and all
hig. precious detective “ props ™ wrapped
into a shapeless bundle.

“ Hyer, chuck it, you mugwumps!" he
}‘Eiladl [1} 1 EI,IHHS-—"—” !

“That's exactly what I'm going to
do,” grinned Johnny Bull. “I'm going
o chuck it outside, my pippin "

And suiting the action to the word, he
opened the door and hurled the bulky
load into the Remove passage, where it
landed with a thud, scattering its con-
tents in all directions. .

“You jay! You mugwump! You—
:!.'ﬂu—-l—”'

Fish eauld find no words adequate to
express his feelings, and he tramped
out of the stndy, with an cxpression on
his fece that would have done credit to
an angry tiger,

The door slammed. and Study No, 1
saw no more of Fisher T. Fizsh that
CYEnIng. ) .

However, the enterprising American

ne means finished busi-
ness for the day, and after transferring
his “stuff” to the safety of the
dormitory and washi
traces of his disguise, he returned to the
Remove passage and paid a visit to
Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
who were seated at their prep, one on
each side of the study table, did not
stop working as Fish entered, and he
:-pughed slightly to attract their atten-
100

The only answer he received, however,
was the busy scratching of pens.

“Ahemn! I guess I've come to speak
to you guys!” said Fish cautiously.

Heratch, serateh, scratch!

Fish snorted indignantly.

“1 kinder reckon you jays can stop
your schoolboy prep for & minute to
hear a proposition I've got to lay before
vou,” he said in his most businesslike
voice.

Scratch, seratch, soratch!

“0Oh, come off 1" grunted Fishy. "I
guess I've just worked out a now stunt—
a giltedged scheme that is going to
knock spots off anything that's ever
been done at this school before.

Scratch, scratch, scrateh ! ;

“I guness I've decided to give you
galoots the first chance of making money
out of it. I'm open to receive contribu-
tions of ten dollars from wvou to help
with initial exponses. Got me?”

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
who so far had given no sign that they
were aware of Fish's existence. suddenly
rosoe from the table and stepped towards
him,

“You're going to take up shares®™
said TFishy, producing a notebook.
“Good! I veckon—— Hyer, what aro
you doing "

The twoe Removites did not waste
words in oxplaining what they were
doing, but simply p lled him forcibly
towards the door, which they opened.
Fishy suddenly felt himself whirled off
his feet.

He gave a yell.

“Let go, yvou mugwumps! I guess
T'll gmash you if I got my mad up!
Lﬂvﬁ ! Yaroop!"

ith a terrific bump Fish landed on
the unsympathetic linoleum in the
Remove passage. Ee hoard the door of
Study Na. 1 ¢lose with a slam, and there
was a click as the key locked it against
any furlher intrusion.

“Ow! The jays! The mugwum s
groaned TFisher T. Fish. “TI'll show
‘em ! I guess I've got my mad up now !
I'll smash the silly jays!"”

He picked himﬁﬂgf up and made a
rush at the study from which he had
just been ejocted, and commenced Lo

at o tattoo on the pancls of the door
with hiz clenched fists.

Bang, bang, bang!

Soveral doors along the passage
opened, and the disturbed occcupants
who looked out stared at the sight of
Fish haminering at the Remove skip-
per's door. X

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! yelled TBob
Cherry from Study No. 13,  “What's
the row, Fishy "

“1 pacsz I'll show ‘em!™ howled
Fishy, emboldened by the fact that the
door still remained Jocked. *“Come out
hiyer, you jays, and I gueas I'll mako
potato-scrapings of you—just a few |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dang, bang, bang !

“1 guess you've got cold feet—some !™
roared [Fish  through the keyhole,
“You'd hetter come out and take your
gruel right now ! I guess I'm waiting !

“Great pip M

*TFithy on the warpath !*

junior had b

off the surviving -

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Suddenly the door of Study Ne. 1
opened and Harry Wharton strode out,
with a grin on his face. *

”-;.1 allo, Fishy! Ihd I hear you call
m.a v LE]

Fish hastily moved away, his sydden
courage m;iuf; away rapidly now.

“N-nope! ‘I guess I made a mistake.
I thought it was Russell’s study "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"“’ﬂi], here T am,” eaid Dick Russell,
coming out of Study No. . “What do
you want me for?"

“Ahom! I meant Mauleverer |

“Begad! This is whersa I live, my
dear fellow ! came the leisurely voice
of Lord Maulevercr from the end of the

passage.

“I guess I didn’t mean you [ groaned
Fish. “I kinder reckon I'd. be

ing now. I've got an appointment
gg“matnirn P

“Hs, ha, ha!"

The Removites roturned to the studies,
and Fisher T. Fish, feeling that the lifc
of an American business man at an
Enp;hah public school was not worth
living, limped away from the scene of
his unfortunato ‘tt&m.?:lH to “raise the
wind " for his latest * stunt.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Missing Plate !

LANG! UE:T:F! Clang!
The famihar sound of the
rising-bell rang out on the morn-
ing air, and there was a chorua

of yawns in the Romove dormitory as
the juniors began to stir.

“Hallo, hslle, halle!” cried Bob
Cherey, leaping out of bed. "“Bhow a
leg, you slackers! Turn out, Mauly !

“Gerraway, m'dear fellow!™ mur-
mured Lord Mauleveror, without open-

inﬁuhis eyes, :
b Cherry went over to & washatand
and loaded his wusual carly-morning
weapon—a sponge—with cold wator.
“His lordship will now take a bath in
bed,” he grinned. “"Walk up, yon
chaps, and sea this unusual feat, per-
formed by & real live genuine member
of the aristocracy!"
“There was a laugh as Lord Mauleverer
hastily jumped out of reach of the
dripping article in Bob's hand.

“What about Bunter, then?" asked
Bob Cherry, making for the bed where
iho porpoise of the Remova lay snoring.

There waz a yell from Bunter, which
contrasted strangely with his previous
somnolent appearance.

“ Here, gerroff, Cherry, you rotter!
I'im gelting up!"

And, with many groans and yawns,
Punter rolled out bed, glaring at
Boh with a glare that ought to fm\m
shrivelled that cheerful junior up—but
didn’t ! )

“YWho says a sprint before hrekker®"
cried Bob Cherry, who was brimming
over with cnergy.

“I'm game!” said Harry Wharton;
and half a dozen others significd their
willingness to join in.

Ablutions were hurvied forward, and
the juniors were scon dressed and ready
for & sprint.

Ther guitted the dormitory and madae
their way out of the building., It wa.
a bright morning, snd they felt verr
cheerful as they sped along the grave.
ﬁnth leading from the steps of the Beheol

ONED,

“We'll make for the Head's house,
then cut over to the gates,” said Harry
Wharton, who was leading with Bol)
Cherrcy.

THre Macxer Lisrary.—Ng. 1,006,
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“Right-ho!"

'lhe juniors were not destined, how-
aver, to completo their run that morn-
ing.

.-gs they swept round the Head's
parden tho lmrtl;,.- figure of a police-
vonstable sppeared round the corner
and there was a yell as Wharton and
Cherry crashed into him.

Bump! Bump! Bump! '

All three sat down witﬁ a terrific con-
cusaon,. and sunuitaneons howls of pain
wnd aurprize combined,

“My only hat!™ said Frank Nugent;
coming to a helt. “It's Tezer!”

It 'was, indeed, P..c. Tozer, of Friar-
dale, and, judging by the roars he was
Fivini, he must have been considerably
wart by his fall.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherr
fully picked themsslwes up, and
Nugent and Joinny Bull hel
injured limb of the law to rise.

P.-¢c. Tozer glared at them with & face
that was rapigl'f changing from crimaon
to purple under the intensity of his
omotions.

“ You—you—you—-—" ho managed to
vlioke - out. .

“ Awlully sorry, Mr. Tozer,” sanl
Harry Wharton, really concernod for
(he moment, 1 hope you'ro not hurg !

“Nob "nrt 1"

P..c. Tozer's glare became really
torrific.

“Ho, no!” ho said, with elaborale
~areasm, ‘‘Ho, ho—I'm not 'urt—not
by no meana! A crowd of young rips
wingshes into me and bowls me over like
a skittle, but I'm not 'urt. 1 just fecls
a kind of ticklin®, that's all!”

The Removites chuckled.

“Waell, we're really sorry, anyway,”
said the skipper of the Remove. :

“*Thear tll?ungﬁ will happen,” sud
Frank Hugent, with the air of o sage.
* Anyhor., you're last person we
expected to see here at this time of

Tue-

rank
the

the mormng.”
“¥Yes, ’l‘ﬁmt"ﬂ up, Mr, Tozer?" asked
Bogmif.

“He's come to arrest Skinner for
hoing drunk and disorderly,” suggested
Johnny Bull brighﬂ]’.

“Ha, ha, ha V" ) :

P.-c. Tozer lost some of his truculonco
at the mention of his busincss st Grey-
friars at that carly hour, and “hia chest
swelled with officis]l importance.

“Which I'm ‘cre this mornin’ on a
liurgent case,” he eaid, o very lofty
oxprosgsion appearing on his stolid
vountenanece, *' Dr. Locke communicated
with mo a hower ago, informin® me ‘is
plate ’as disappeared durin’ tho night,
and I've jest been surveyin' the acene
of the burgllrjf."

" Phaw !’

“Great Boott 1"

The juniors whlistled. The Head's
vollection of plate was known to be very
valiable, and the marauders, whoover
they were, must have secured a record
haul if they had taken the lot.

“Well, it's a rotten shame, and no
mnistake,” said Bob Cherry. *I'm sorry
for the Head.”

“Pgame here.” ;

The juniors were genminely sorry to
hear ih-ﬂ news, ﬂﬁn ]'_.tﬁz:cim TF“_H
deservedly popular at Greyfriars, with
the Remove no less than with any other
Form, and the Kemovites could appre-
ciate that his loss would be a heavy

‘one, from tho sentimental ss well as
the material point of view, for his collec-
tion included many irreplaceable tro-
phiss,

“Which I must be gotiin® on with the
work."” zaid P.-¢. Tozer. "I think the
burglars escaped by the dinin-room
winder, and I'm juel a-goin' lo examine
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the ground hunder the winder for foot-
prints before I report.”

“By Jove, this is interesting!” said
Horry Wharton.

“Can’t we come with you?” asked
Boby Cherry.

Mr. Tozer appeared to give tho matter
TEEI weighty consideration, then le
nodded.

“There's nothink ag'in you watchin’,
B0 long as you away from where
the fmt?rints may be,” he said, possibly
rather ploased &t the idea of an admiring
sudience to eee him ongaged in his in-
vostigmtions.

The. juniors followed himp {o the
garden gate, which he unlocked with a
key he held in his” hand. Then they
crowded after him-in the divection of
the Head’s house, till they reached the
dming-room windows.

Here F.-c. Tozer hdlted, and, pulling
out a bulky notobook, ran his eye over
the g;ouud and took one or two notes.

* Sherlock Holmes at work,” whispered
Bob Cherry. '

. And there was & chuckle from the
Jjuniors,
FP.-c. Tozer's next stop was to tramp

over the flower-beds . bencath the
windowa, sgnﬂﬂunﬁ for footprints, and
very effectively obliterating any thers
might have been, in the attempt.

t was not long before the imprint of
Mr. Tozer's hobnailed boots was seat-
tored all over the place. It had rained
g little in the edrly morning, and the
marks came out very distinetly.
ik silly &8ss won't leave a square
ifich of soil that doesn't bear his trade-
mark,” whispered mny Bull,

The pompous village constable zoon
afterwards closed his notebook with a
SNAp.

“Finished ! asked Bob Cberry, with
a grin.

¢, Tozer nodded.

* Yes, Master Cherry, and I might tell
you, in confidence, that I don't think
it will be very long before we get 'em.
Whick I'm off now "

Ho rolled away towards the gate with
an air of t dous importance, and
the Removites hurried after him to get
qut befora he locked the gate.

“Well, I don’t think much of the
Head's ll:éms[?ﬁcts of recovering the plate
if it’s left sn the hands of that mer-
chant,” said Frank Nugent, as they
watched the constable's rtly form
moving in the direction of the school

ates.

“8Btill, I suppose Tozor will have o
report to Courtfield, and they're a bit
smarter,” said Harry Whartan., " ¥You
ought to put your tame lunatic Fish on
the case, Johnny, I understand heo ia
turning his attention to detective work.”

Hqui% chuckled.

“Why not put him on the track? We
Can tﬂlf him the thieves out of onec
of the dining-room windows, and he's
bound to liunt for footprints. Old Tozer
has left plenty beliind him, so Fishy can
%:a.m I'E]m pleasure of following him

ome,

““Ha, ha, hal"
“Not = bad tdea!" grinned Bob
Choerry., "' Let's go and find Fishy 1"

They roturncd to the School Houso
and ran into Fisher T. Fish on the
steps.

“I guess T want 2 word with you
ﬁ::mtn.” said the American junior, as
they came np, “1 hyer the Head's plate
has been rustled during the might. Do
you know anything about it?"

“We do; we does!™ zaid Bab Chern
gravely. “Welve just had the afficia
news abont it, as a matter of fact, Fishy.
What's more, we hear that the thieves
cacaprd throngh ihe dining-room win-
danw facint on the Head s garden,”

“Say, are (he police on tho ca ."'-
uad'-md Fizh eagerly, "
}j!"'lfn!; at present,” said Era.nk Nu
whicl was quite correct, though per
& hLittle muﬂﬁadi.ng to Fish, -'E i

T guwoss I'm off 1”_said Fisher T.
Fish, is where you see

nt,

thing “hJE e I I reck
IngR i B1r—E0I0e on
wiien F. T. Fish is on the trail, youll
soon see the crooks wearing brape

just & few ] You just watch out |
He f{airly raced off in the direction of

the Head’s garden, and the Removites
saw him peer cautiously over to seec that
ha was not observed, then quickly

clamber over the yate,
“I think this is where we smile," said

And then amiled loudly.

Fisker T, Fish, hardly able to control
his excitemnent at this glorious oppor-
tunity to display his detective ability to
an astonished world, walked cautiously
up to.the Head's house, and the juniors
chuckled as they saw him bend over
the ground beneath the dining-room and
examine 1t with professional care.
_"Looks as i he's. fallen right into
it,” grinned Squifi.

“Like a lamb!” chuckled Frank
Nogent,

It certainly appeared so, for afler
gazing on the ground for a minute ‘or
to, Fisher T. Fieh rose and walked to-
wards the gate, with his eyes Jdown as
though he were following = track, If
it was P..c, Toze¥'s track that was lead-
ing him on, he had a particularly casy
task, for the rain had made the grouml
soft, and the impression of the gallant
officer’s hobnails was unmistakably elesr
all along the path.

Fich ¢limbed over the gate again, and
made off slowly in the direction that Mr,
Tozer had taken.

MLet's go over end see how ho's get-
hl':j.' on,” suggested Harry Wharton,
and they all sprinted over to the business

niug of the Remove, catching him up
just as he reached the school gates.

“ Hallo, - hallo, balla)” ecried ob
Cherry, in feigned surprise as they came
np to him, *Have you lost something,
Fighy 7"

Fish did not even leok up to reply.

“Nn;m ! Butl I've found some-
thing,"” he said, in & voice thai oon-
tained a note of triumph.. “I calc'late
I'm on the itrack of the crook that
rustled the Doc's plate—just & few”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 kinder reckon you jays'll sin
another tune when I come home with
the loot,” said Fisher T. Fish. “I guess
the crook is going to be on a bread-and-
water diet pretty soon—you jest watch
out 1"

“We willl" echuckled Bob Cherry:
“And if you succeed in bringing home
the giddy plate, I'm dashed if I don’L
take up shares in your detective
burean.’

“Then you ran get ur  durocks
ready,” said Fisher T. Fish, who wes
now examining the ground outside the
school gates for the continuation of the
trail. “I'll say that it won't be Jong
before IPm through with this case.
Those =har¢s arc as good as yours,
Cherrey 17

*Aren't vou coming in to brekker this
morningt*  yelled Johuny Bull, as
Fislwr ‘. Fish discovered thoa trail
li.glnin, and started off towards Friar-
dale,

“Nope ! replied Fish, without look-
ing rownd, I guess meals can waie
while 1'm on this "

With prins on their faces, tha Re-
movites turned back in the direction
of the Bchool House, where they soon
spread e <tory of Fish's exploits to
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roared

# | kinder reckon I’ll make potato-scrapings of you if you touch my stuff ! ** howled Fisher T. Fish.
sat down on the floor with a bump, as Squiff laid viclent hands upon himy
the table-cloth at Its four corners with all the preelous deteetlve ** props ** wrapped into a shapeless bundle.

“* Yaroooop ! ™" He

Then he gave a yell of rage as Johnny Bull selzed

*“Chuek it ! **

Fisher T. TFish failed to put in an
sppearance at breakfast that morning,
:mga Mr. Quelch, the Remove Form
master, frowned as ho observed the
vacant place.

“Is Fish unwell, he
askad.

“I believe he's ell right, sir,” an-
swered the skipper of the Remove.

“Troes anvbody know where he is?”

Nobody felt himself called on to ex-

Wharton 1"

E!‘u.in the rcazon for Fish's abzence, so -

r. Queleh postponed his inquiries, and
the meal proceeded without the junior
from *Noo York."”

He turned up in the class-room, how-
ever, a fow minutes before Mr. Quelch's
arrival. Judging by the savage ex-
pression on his face, his search had
not been altogether successful,

He was greeted with a chorus of
guestions from the Remove.

“Did vou catch him, Fishy 1"

“Was the Head plegsed?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish grunted as he went
to his desk.

“Cat it out 1" he said. 1 guess there
wag 8 misfire somewhere or other. Any-
wey, I haven't really got going yet!"™

“Ha, ha, hat*

The talk died down as Mr. Quelch
ontered the Form-room. His gimlet
eye singled out Fish from the rest
- mmediately.

“Tish,” he snapped. *you were not
at breakfast this morning!"

“Nope!" said Fish. “I guess I was
investigating, sir!”

Mr. %‘ue!e stared.

“Indeed ! And what, may I ask, were
you investigating?"

“I'm after the guvs who rustled Dr.
Locke's plate last night—, sir,"” explained
Fish. *“I guess you've heard of Tarsus
X. Napperton®"

“T.Tarsus X, Napperton!" repeated
Mr. Quelch blankly.

The hatchet face of Fisher T. Fish
took on an expression of the utmost
scorn a5 he perceived that Mr. Quelch
cortainly had not heard of Tarsus X,
Napperton.

“Waal, he's one of the most cele-
brated of our Amurrican sleuths, I
guess I've been studying his methods,
and I'm aiming at putting 'em to the
test, and trying to round up the crook
and get back the Head's plate, sir.”

“ A most laudable project " said Mr.
Quelch ieily. “I must ask you, how-
aever, to confine your investigations to
your spare-time. And as there seems &
danger of your getting into mischief in
your spare time, you may fill it up to-
day by writing me a hundred lines.”

“Oh, Jerusalem crickets [”

TFish grunted and sat down, and the
lesson started.

“Where did the trail end;, Fishyi”
asked Frank Nugent as they came out

Fish. ** That's what-I'm golng to do ! ** grinned Bull. * Chuck it outslde ! ** (See Chapler. 1.)

of the Form-room at the end of morn-
ing lessons,

“I reckon you knew =zll the time!”
snorted Fisher T. Fish. *“Those hoof-
marks were Tozer's!"

“Go hon!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!*

“Waal, experience teaches!” re-
marked Fisher I. Fish philosophically.
“I ain't the sort of guy that breaks his
heart at the first set-back, anyway, and
I guess it won't be long before ;’nu’m
taking up those shares, Cherry!’

And with that, the budding detective
genins made - off towards his study to
perform a task that might well have dis-

usted any. follower of the celebrated

arsus X. Napperton—namely, that of
writing & hundred lines for Mr. Quelch.

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
A Painful Interview !

HE news of the burglary soon
sproead through Greyiriars, and
thero was much a:fmgu.th;: with
Dr. Locke in his loss.” The

inion of the school generally was that
Sﬁﬁla the matter was loft in the hands
of the local police, the prospects of re-
covering the plate were rather remote.
Greyfriars could hardly imagine I.-c.
Fozer, of Friardale, or even Inspector
Grimes, of Courtfield, achieving muc

THe MaoNer Lisgany.—No. 1,006
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success against the obviously expert
oracksmen who were responsible for the
crime.

A rumour went tound early in the day
that Ferrers Locke, the famous detec-
tive, who was a cousin of the Head, was
coming % Greyfriars in connection with

the case, The rumour was proved to be
ill-founded, however, when it was
learned that Ferrera Locke was

thousands of miles out of England, and
could hardly be expected, thercfore, to
bhe of much assisiance. J

Figher T. Fish had guite a reception
when he entered the Common-room in
the evening after his adventure with
I*.-0. Tozer.

“Make way for Sherlock Holmes!”
sang out Wibley an he came into tho
1"D0m).

“Found any clucs, Fishy 1"

“What did Tozer say 1"

““Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, cut out all that!®™ snapped
Fisher T. Fish erossly. “I guess 1
ain't hyer to be cack at!™

R:kwm could help it?™ grinned Dick
B

“What's the next move, anywayi?"
aﬂhid Bob Ehtgerr;f. "

“1 pguass if yom heep your pecpers
open vou'll s¢0,” said Fisher T. Fish.-

“What about asking the Head for
leave while you investigate the case?”
suggested Frank Nugemt, with a wink

at the juniors.

“You've eaid it!™ Fish answered
promptly. “T cale'late that's just what
I'm figuring on doing. The old

7
will surely see that it's to his ad-
vantage.”

“Bure thing!" grinned Bob Cherry.
“T can already picture the Head falling
on your neck, his voice choking with
emotion and tears of gratitude. in his
eyes.”

“Ha, ha, hal®? )

“I guess it's in his intercst to give the
job to a guy with brains and push”
said Fish. “If he leaves it fo the local
cops there’s no hope. I reckon he’ll see
the hors -sense of bringing in the only
galoot in this mouldering old show
who's business from the word ‘go!' ¥

“ Why not point it gut to him, then?”
asked Frank Mugent,

———

=

THE

Fith nodded. i

“1 can’t seay I've got a great opinion
of the Head's think-box as a rule,” he
observed, “but I reckon it's easy enough
for him to get thiz. I gohess I'll see
him

Tha Remove detective wasted no time.
Having made up his mind, he proceeded
to put his resolve into effect at once.
Quite & erowd of juniors went along
with-him and waited about in the pas-
sage outside the Head's study with soma
curiosity. Fisher T. Fish walked baldly
up to Jm study and rapped sharply on
the door,

The Removites heard a deep voice

from within call " Come in!” then Fish
the door and disappeared into

the study. §

Dr. Locke was engaged in_ markin
some examination papers, and he look
up with a slight frown at the interrup-
tion.

;ﬁ;f"‘ Fif;;”slighﬂ

160 s .

b | g':msagl'd like n fﬂw minutes’ talk
with you, sir, if you can spare the tima.”

Dr. Locke put down his blue pencil
and sodded.

“ What is the matter, my boy?”
“It's ebout the plate that was raided
fast night,” said Fish.

The Head stared at him in sorprise.
“Surely you haven't any informa-

tion—"" he an.
Fish hastily, “But 1

“Nepe!” sai
guess—"' ;
“Then why are you wasting my
time " Dr. Locke, his frown

returning.

“That's the last thing I figure on
doing,” said Fisher T. Fish quickly.
“Time's money, sir, and T'm real glad
to know you're wise to . Now, sir, the
first thing I'm hyer to say is that that
jay, Tozer, stands about the same chance
of recovering your plate as he does of
Lbecoming President. of the Vewnited
States,™ '

“Tf you have come here to discuss the
deficiencies of the local police, Fish, the
sooner thin interview iz tarminated the
hottar it will be for you,” said Dr.
Locke sternly.

Fizh snorted:

“¥ guess I haven't explained yef, sir.
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The peint is this: You want the
plate recovered, I cale'late 77
Dr. Locke's lips had tightened

ominously, but he naodded.

“To get it back,” continued Fish
eagerly, I reckon you'll want a galoot
on the job that knows the game—ono
who's got his cye-teeth cut, You'll need
a guy with brains, nerve, resourco, atf
FEI}-"

Dr. Locke nodded, his lips tighter
still,

“Then I guess T'm your antelope,”
said Fish modestly.

The Head stared &t him in astonish-
ment.

“I kinder guess this is a case where
I'm the right man in the right El'aqc."
went on Fish confidently. “That’s why
I'm hyer to-night, sir. If you'll give me
leave from school work, and a free hand
on the job, 1 guess it wom't be long
belore the crooks that rustled :,Tm;r }plntu
are on bread-and-water. diet. at's tha
proposition I'm putting before you, sir.”

Dr. Locke gasped.

* Do you seriously mean to tell me you
wish to be excused from lessons while
you endeavour to recover the stolen
plate ' he said in measured tones.
T“!?":’“ £ it, sir,” sssented Fisher

. Fish. “1{ guess you won't regret it.
Look me over. I'm from Noo York
City, and where 1 ocome from they tako
correspondence courses in police wark as
soon as they've got the hang of the
alphabet.”™

* Dear me!” said Dr. Locke. He ap-
peared incapable of eaying more than
that for the moment. Fish scomed to
mesmerise him,

Figher T. Fish watched him anxiously.

“If you're thinking about my feo you
neadn't let that worry you, sir,” ha said.

“Feoi” repeated Dr. Locke faintly.

“T1 guess T'd let vou off lightly as it's

first real case” said Fisher T. Fish
calmly. **The publicity I'd get would ba
worth a whole heap of spondulics. I
tell you what, sir, if you promise me full
Press reports, and if you'll recommend
ma to your friends, I guess I'll charge
you up with expenses only. Naturally,
I ain't doing. this for the bencfit of my
health, but—"

“That will do, Fish I*

The American junior jumped as the
Head recovered his voice and came aub
with this command. The tone in which
it was uttered left no doubt as to the
Head's intention regarding the amatour
detective’s generous offer.

“Tf I thought you were here with tho
intention of plaving a practical joke on
me, Fish, shonld flog vou most
severely,” said Dr. Locke starnly.

“Waal, T swow!” gu!:u:d Fizcher T
Fish, in great surprize. “I guess I was
never more serious in my life, sir. 1
reckon I-don’t quite catech on.”

“However,” said the Head, "it is
obvious that I am being confronted not

impertinence, but that amaging
gtunidity which. I must say I always
asoctate with you.”

“Waal, carry me home to dis!” mur-
mured Fish. in great indignation,

“In the sircumstances,” continued Dr.
T.acke, **I shall let you off comparatively
lightly, at . the same¢ time warning you
that o repetition of such ridiculous
behaviour will meet with less leniency
than T am exercwsing this time. You
will find a_cane in the corner, Fish!®

“Hyer, I guess T don't follow wyou,
sir I cried Fish, who was genuinely sur-
prized at the line Dr. Locke had taken.
“1 reckon I'd like to know what I'm
going 4o be caned for. You ecan't touch
an Amertcan citizen without he wants to

why.”
“Will you bririg me that cane, Fish,
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or must I get it mysell?” asked Dr..

Lovke, in & voice that was dangerously
calm. ] .

“I puess I'll get it, &ir,” said Fish
hestily, and he crossed to the corner
where the cane was and handed it to
the Head.

“I guess I came hyer to help you,”
he said, as he handed it ovor.

“I think your motives can hardly be
said to begin and end there,” remarked
the Head deyly. *“In any case, you
must learn not to waste my time with
vour hairbrained schemes. Hold out
your hand !

Fish reluctently extended & bony
hand, and Dr. Locke brought down the
cane twice, to the accompaniment of two
doleful kowls from the business man of
the Remove, then repeated the per-
formance on the other hand.

“You may go!” said the Head,
putting down the cane. * Possibly, when
you contemplate paying me visits ol this
deseription in the future, the recollection
of this interviow will act as & doterront.
1f so, X ghall feel repaid for the time I
have wasted with vou this evening.”

Fisher T. Fish grunted and quitted
the study, squeczing his hands wnder his
Arms.

The juniors werc still waiting round
the corner s lie came out, and they
Ereh.*d hiz appearance with a roar of

nghter.

“What's the mattor with your hands,
Fishy?!" azked Bquiff.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Has the Head given you leave?”
“MNope " znorted Fisher ‘1. Fish.

“That moth-caten schoolmaster gets iny
goat. I reckon it would serve hun right
if ¥ chucked up the case. Yow!"

“Ila, he, ha!”

“A guy with ideas gets no encourage-
went i this sleepy old island,” said
the unhappy detective. “ You Britishers
ere all alike—you make mo tired, some!
Ow [

“Are you going on with the case?®”
asked Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“Yep! 1 guess ho don’t deserve it,
but I'll carry on. When F. 1. Fish gots
going, vou cen bet your lifo it'll take
more than & mouldering old British
gchoolmaster to stop him—just a few [™

And, after that striking decleration,
Fisher T. Fish left the grinning juniors.
Whatever he might de on the morrow,
it was evident that he was not in the
H for Further detective investign-
tions that night.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wharton’s Wheeze !
{1 HAT albout that rehearsal®”

W It was William Wibley, of

the Remove, who asked that
gueostion.

Wibley was the theatrical Etnius of
the Lower School, and was kpown at
Urevfriars as an actor of no mean
ability, Under hiz able leadership the
Remove Dramatic Society had achieved
seyeral quite remarkable successes, for
Wiblev's enthusiasin was infections, and
had resulted in many of the juniors
beeoming keen on theatricals. Wibley's
lutest enterprise was an American melo-
drama, wrtten by hamself, which he
called *The Reveonge of the Ku Klux
Klan,” and it was to this that he referred
when he said:

“What about that rchearsal T7

Harry Wharton looked out of the doors
of the Schoel House. It was raining
heavily outside, and, judging by the
appearance of the =ky, there was no
likelihood of the mateli which had been

—— s —— ————

arranged with the Upper Fourth being
played that afternocon,

“It looks as if we sha'n't be able to
turn out on Little Side, certainly,” he

said. ““What about a rehearsal, Bob!"
“The very idea!” said Bob Cherry
readily, “I was just wondering what

wa could do with our little selves all
the afterncon.” )

“We'vre got to Pﬂ‘llﬁh up that torture
scene before it's presentable,” said
Wibley, thoughtfully. "I think we'd
bettor have a go at that if we can get
the chaps together." '

“Any old thing you like” apgreed
‘ETIEILu;tnn. “Where shall we Lold it,
Ti Efd

“I expect the Rag's vacant at this
time of.the day. That'll do, won't it¥"

Wharton nodded.

“(Good enongh. We'll trot round.
then, and hunt up some of the fellows,

_if you like.”

" Thanks!-
Rag. ready.”

The skipper of the Remove went off
with Bob Chersy in the direction of the
Hemove passage. Most of the juniors
were in their studies, pla{inag ches or
reading, and these who had parts n
“The Hevenge of the Ku Klux Klan ™
were rather glad to learn that & diver-
sion in the shaps of & rehearsal had been
arranged for the afterncon.

Quite & litile crowd of amateur mctors
went along te the Hag. Wibley had
already arrived, and was busily engaged
in arranging chairs and tables in their
required positions.

“1 say, Wharton!” ho called out, as
the captain of the Remove entered.
“You might go along to my study and
feteh the new props. for the chaps to
have & lock at. I left "em in my study
packed up in a couple of bags.”

Wharton nodded, and, accompanied by
Bob Cherry, went along to Study No. 6.

A cricket-bag and a suitcase were lying
on the study table packed in readiness,
and, picking them up, the two juniors
quitted the study again.

As they came out into the Remove
passage a fat form rolled out of SBtudy
M. T, amdd almost collided with: them.,

Billy Dunter—for 1& was he—Dblinked
at them through his bi{: glasses, then

}

I'll eut off and get the

his eyes strayed to the bags they wero
carrying.
“I eay, you follows, what's on?” he

asked inguwsitively.

“MNothing of interest fo porpoises,”
grinned Bob Cherry.  * Scat!™

“If it's a_feed, I'm perfoctly willing
to do all the cooking,” said DBunter
gEnFM}ml:'.'. “You know what my cook-
mglﬁ like.”

arry Wharton laughed.

“Why, you fat chump, we had dinner
only an hour age! Tlo vou think we
all baye your capacity ™

“Woll, T must say, I consider it's
rather mean of you Lo leave me out,”
remarked Dunter, with a sniff. " After
all I've done for vou.chaps at different
times, I think I have a2 right to expect
Letteor treatment than this.™

“(rreat pip L7

“I'll carry the bags for you, il you
like,” =aid the porpotse of the Heomove.
“Where are you holding the foed®™

Harry Wharton and Bob  Cherry
looked at cach other and bLorst mto o
langh. Evidently the obituse Bunter had
made up lus mind that they were going
to a secret Y feed.” and was determined
to invite himself to it. Harry Wharton
winked at his cham with that exe which
was out of Bunter's line of vision, and
handod the fat junior his bag.

Billy Bunler grinned amd took the
other one from Bob Clerry.,

“I'lanke, Del, old man!" he said

———

airily. "It's rather decent of you chaps
to invite me like this,”

Ho trotted contentedly behind the two
stalwarts of the Remove, his lips fairly
watering at the nltnget'imr unexpected
praospect of a feed betweon dinner-time

and tea-time,
“Well, what's the merry idea?”
demanded Bob Cherry, as he strode on

in front with the Remove skipper.

“I thought we'd do Bunter a
turn I:-;r he 1::1'1:*5l te run a bit of his fat
down!” grinned Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry nodded, and they started
the chase by making upstaire towards
the box-rooms. Billy Bunter gab‘cpoti
painfully ms he nscended the stairs. Cer-
tainly nothing on carth, with the cxcep-
tion of a foed, would have induced
William Dunter to indulge in oxercise

to this extent.

By the time they had roached the top
of the house Hil{y Bunter's face was
rapidly assuming the colour of & bect-
roct, and ho was puffing and blowing
like a grampus,

“I say, you fellows, have wo got
much farther to go!" he gasped,

“Follow Your uncles, and vou'll see
what you will sea!" roplicd Cherry.

Billy Bunter continued to " follow his
uncles " along several leg:! till they
'i.re‘l'un to descend another Bight of staira.

‘You're going a beastly long way
round, wherevoer you'ro maoking for,”
groancd the Owl of the Bemove., 1
say, you fellows, you might help me
with these bags !™

. U Well, T like that!” said Bob Cherry
indignantly. * You offered to carry "em,
didn't you?”

“I didn't know you wero .guin& #0
far as this," said Billy Bunter, whose
steps were getting slower and slower.
“I bolieve you boasts are dragging me
all this way on purpose.”

“Go hon '™

Billy Bunter sat down on the stairs
and dropped the bags with a thud.

“0Oh, crumbs! I'm done! I can't go
on any further!”

“LGood ! - That's what we've been wail-
ing for!"” said Bob Cherry, cheerfully,
and, with wunsympathetic grins, ho and
the Remove skipper picked up the bags

flrmn the floor and walked off with
tiietn, .
“I1 hopo you're fecling duly grateful

to us!" called out as they vanished
round the corner at the bottom of the
stairs, "'If you'd only do as much.exer-
cice az that cvery day syou'd get rid
:}E tImIt corporation of yours in no time.
iF. E-tl .”

Billy Bunter glared with a glare that
almost cracked his spectacles, but he had
not snfficient breath loft in hia fat frame
to make a vetort, so heo continuned to sit
on the staira and mop Lis heated brow,
while tha two cheerful Removites
lhurried along to the Rag.

“Whore the dickens haye yon heen
gll this timo?” was Wibley's greeting,
as they- entered the Rag again. I was
just thinking of s2ending out scarch-
parties for you.” X

“We've just been giving Bunier a bit
of exercise.” answored Ilarry Wharton;
and he explained the cause of the delay,
a chorua of chuckles accompanying lis
deseription of DBunter's froitless trek
round-the building.

“Well, we'd better get to work now,”
said Wibley, in a business-like voice.
“Lock the door, somebody! We
don't want any silly as=scs interfering
with our rehearsal.”

Rake locked the door, and the
Removites erowded round Wibley while
hie turned out the new ' props.” he had
purchased, from the bags which
Wharton and Cherry had brought along,

TuE Maoxer Lienarr.—No. 1,006



s 'OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

The costumes to be used in the great
torture scene excited a good deal of
admiration. They consisted of long
cloaks, with hoods that completely
enveloped the head, spaces being cut
out for the eyes and mouth.

“My sainted aunt!” cried Bob Cherry,
ns W‘iEIaJ; shipped one on for a moment.
“I'm 'bleuadptf I ghould like to run uE
against n_ﬂrﬂwd in these togs on a dar

night ib.

E'I’il'ﬂay grinned as he took off the
cloak.

“ Rather weird, aren’t they ¥ he said,
with satisfaction. “ Perhaps those o
vou who are taking parte as torturers
wonld like to try ‘em on, and we'll run
through the torture scene.”

The costumes were handed round, and
half a dozen juniors dmmafh them and

ared for their entry on the stage.
verything re-ug;r-'?" asked Wibley.

“Ready for anything,” grinned Rake,
pulling over his d. .

" “Right-ho, then] OfF we go!’

Wibley's last remark was a little pre-
mature, however.

Before a word had been spokem by
the amateur actors, there came & sudden
interruption in the form of a loud bang-
ing on the door of the Reg, snd Billy
Bunter's ~ well-known voice oould be
heard outside: .

“1 sa ou fellows, lat me in!
lﬁnﬁwju?: rg; :i].n tharf. mﬁidng gmh—-—m and

arton told mea could come .

Wibley grosned, and stopped the re-
hearsal with & gesture.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

“1 say, you [cllows, don't be & mean
lot of beasts! I carried the grub for
3 airly fumed. e
o Wq;:c?m‘l: go on_with that Iat idiot
kicking up a row like this,” he said.

“For goodness’ sake go out and
glaughter him, somebody 1™ ]
“¥ah! Mean beasts! Lemme-inl”
Bang! Ba

! B l
The six weirdl -c]u‘dn?uniﬂrs tip-toed to
the door, and t{a rost of the amateur
actors watched thom, with grins on their
faces, _

“1 zay, vou fallows, you might let &
chap in. 111 do the cooking for you, if
you like.”

Dick Rake noiselessly unlocked tho
door, reedv to throw it opon.

Bang! Bang! Bang! : ;
1”1 say, you fellows, I consider it's
Jisgusting——"

“ERelt]_v #* psked Dick Rake.

The hooded heads nodded.

“I've got & mind to fetch some
of the Fifth along! Ow! Yarcooh!™

Rake Aung the door open, and the six
awiul figures glided out.

S8imultaneously, Billy PBunters re-

marks came to an abrupt end. His fat -

jaw dropped, and be gave a howl of
tarror.

“Oh, crumbs! Oh, loc’! Grocogh 1

The hooded horrors crowded round
him, and Billy Buauter's knees fairly
knorked together. '

“Oh, erikey! Lemame alonc! Help!
Murder ! Police !

There was just one epening in the
circle, and 'Bi'iﬂll a desperate how! Bunter
made & wild leap for it and escaped.
With an agility surprising in one of
his provortions, he darted off and raced
down the passage for dear life, his fat
littla legs working like clorkwork, Raka
inspired him to still greater efforts by
a blood-curdling rvoar, and Billy Bunter
disappearad round the corner like &
flash of lightning.

fie juniors crowded into the
again, roaring with laughter, and the
key was once more turned in the lock.
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“Now perhaps we can get on with
the washing,” said Rake.

“Half » minut-e;'* said Wharton.
“T've got & wheaze I

“ Blow your wheezo ™ snorted Wibley,
gﬂitﬂ crossly. “It can wait till we've

ithed our rehearsal, can’t it®"

William Wibley, whilst in the position
of stage manager, was not to be argued

with, so Harry Wharton yielded and let
the “ wheeze ¥ remain over till after the
rehearsal.

. It was nearly tes-time before the
juntors concluded, and by that time

f even Wibley appeared to be satisfied

with the way the great forture scone was
shaping.

“Come along to my study for tea,”
said Bob Cherry as ho walked out of the
Rag with Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugeat.

“Corn I Egvpt!” said Nugent.
" Funds are }ow with both of us, and wo
wera seriously contemplating tea in
Hall."

“And I want to explain the wheeze I
mentioned juet now,"” added Wharton.

“Then come along to No. 13, my
children |” said Bob cheerily. * You're
as welcome as the flowers in May 1™

The table was already laid in Study
No. 13, and Mark Linley and Hurree
Singh and Wun Lung, Bob Cherry's
study-mates, were awaiting the arrival
of their leader,

Funds were evidently plentiful in the
study, and, as a novelist might put it,
the table fairly groaned under the
weight of the good thmgs.

“Well, this 15 all right, and no mis-
take !” said Harry Wharton, * We seem
to have come into & land flowing with
milk and honay !

“ Bit down if you can find room,” said
Mark Linlay hospitably., * "Make the
tea, Inbey 1™

“The pleasurefulness s terrific, my
esteemed chum !™

“Pass the sardines, wyou vyoung
heathen 1" said Bob Cherry, addressing
Wun Lung, the Chiness junior.

“Plensule to serve handsome Bob

Chellv I said Wun Lung.
“Well. what's the morry wheaza
vou've been burbling about?* asked

Bob Cherry, when tea had been poured
ﬂ'ult-_' and they were all seated round the
tabite,

“It's sbout Fishy,” replied Wharton.
"1t occurred to me when we scared
Bunter outsicde the Rag that those
costumes would come in handy for a
jano om Fishy.”

“I don't quite follow,” said Bob
Chaorrv, looking a littla puzzled.

“I'Il explain. As vou know, Fish has
et up in the detective line, and is

otterine about with some silly idea in

is noddla of eetting on the track of the
chans who boned the Head's plate.,”

“That's so. What about it?"

“1 thomght it wonld be a wond wheezo
to lead him up the garden and got him
to holieve that the burglary was the
work of & gang that meots secretly in
the nld Mank's Cell in the Priory.”

“RBloxgeed of T can see much fun in
that.” said Bob Cherrv. staring. “ What
if he does believe it 3"

“SWhy, don't you sec,” =aid the
skipper of the Remove, chuokling,
“whnrn he believes that the crooks mect
in the Priory, he'll set out to investi-

ate.”

“Well, I still can't see much of a
joke.” smid DBob, still locking quite
puzzled. “He'll hove his walk for
nothing, that's ail.”

“Whv shiould he " said Whearton.

*Eht"

“Why should he? If we go so far, I
don't see why we shouldn't go & little

farther and provide a gang of crooks
for Fishy's special benefit 7*

. The Removites looked at their skipper
in astonishment.

“And where the dickens do you sup-
pose wa are to find & geng of crooka?”
demanded Bob Eharr%r. :

“Why, v}_li::it.'s easy L ﬂmwmn we are
wearing Wibley's props there's no reason
why tthy shouldn't take us for the
Elh ll?

“Oh ™

The light of understanding broke over
the {t?mnru. and they grinned.

“Well, that's not a bad wheeze, I must
say ! said Bob Chérry, his puzzlement
gone now,

“First-rate! We'll give Fishy the

k of his naturel 1”

“The shockfulness of the osteemed
and ludicrous Fish will be t,errﬁ':e !‘E!’II:FH

“We can give him a bit of genuine
excitement by pretending to put him on
his trial for uﬁying.” said Wharton
thoughtfully. ishy is mug enough to
swallow Eﬂ]‘ﬂﬁﬂF like that:®

“He'll take it in right enough, and
when we release him it's a thousand to
one he'll dash np to the School for help,
ﬂudhspmt:d :’:; t;iwa fﬂl:a and wide that

e has trac wn the burglars and
fnuili_lt them n:i_nﬁla-hnndud e .

“Ha, ha, ha!

“I ¢an just picture Fishy's face when
!l;: ﬁl??ds outl It'll be worth a guinea a

x

“The great thing is,” went on
Wharton, “to wangle the first part of
the scheme in & a way that Fiszh
doesn't smell a rat.”

VWe'll do that all rig‘ht,” said Frank
Nugent confidently. I could invent
clues enough to convinee Fishy that even
old Quelch was the giddy criminal 1™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Meanwhile, don't let your tea get
cold.” said Hob Cherry. “Wire in, you
fellows 1"

And the fellows “wired in.”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Clue for Fishy!

il QO you really think they're the
chaps who pinched the Head's
plate ¥

Fisher T, Fish started and
listened.

He had just opened the door of Study
No. 14 as that gquestion fell on his
Transatlantic cars. It was Sampson

uincey Ifly Field—generally known as

uiff—who was asking question,
and both he and Johnny Dull, who was
sitting in the armchair opposite his
study-mate, secmed totally unaware of
Figh's prescnce.

Fish stood quite still, and waited to
hesr how Johuny would answer the
question.

“well, judging the letter, it locks
as if they are,” said Johnny Bull, aftcr
sppearing to give the matter weighty
consideration,

“It strikes me—— Hallo, Fishy!
Why are you standing there looking
like & mummy 7"

Fisher T. Fish closed the door and
pssumed as amiable & look a3 was pos-
sible on his hatchet face.

“I guess I overheard that remark of
vours, Ficld," he said, cntering the
study. “I1 reckon 1'm  interested.
You've pot some information about the
guys that made a getaway with that
plate—hoy 1™

“Here, not zo0 fast 1" chuckled Squaif.
“TI'in guite sure I didn't sav anvihing
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hWhaﬂunmﬁﬂhurynwuptmmmﬁHud’awdﬂn,thl pﬂﬂ!fﬂmﬂl
there was 2 yell as the two juniors erashed into him. Bump !
** Yooooop ! ** gasped P.~o. Tozer. (See

Bump !

I All three sat down with a terrific congussion.

lice-constable appearsd round the corner, and
hapter 2.) I

like that! As a matter of [act, I don’t
know much about it.”

Fisher T. Fish snorted.

“Trying to freeze me out, haf?” he
romarked. "I seckon that zin't quite
the treatment I might expect from the
galoots in m own study. No, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Don't worry, Fishy!" said Johnny
Bull. “ Neither of us have any ambi-
tiona in tha detective line, s0 you can
rest easy on that secoro.  Personally,
I'm oot nosey encugh to find any
enjngment in prying into other people’s
business.”

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“Hard words- hreak no bones!” he
said philosophically. “ ¥You.can say all
that, and then some, if yau 11 let me in
on this other business.’

The American junior’s
exchan glances,

“Well, there's nothing much to let

ou in om, if it comes to that,” said

wif. “We were simply talking
sbout & letter that Wharton picked up
this nftammﬂ noar the Head's

garden

study-mates

Fishor T. Fish rubbed his bony hands

tugethar
don't say!"” he cried nngur]f
Y1 guess it was about the plate, hey?

Eii;mE looked dubiously at J'ﬂhtln}‘
Bull.

“] don't know that Wharton will
want us to blab this yvarn &ll over the
school. What do you think, Johnny?"

Johony Bull a.hunl-r. his head.

“ After all, it’s not our business,” he
said. “Let Fishy find out for himself
if ho's so 1nqu:sﬂ.ivc about ir."

uiff nodded.
arh:: you've weight. I don't
I:hmi-l: we tI beotter say anything abeant

it. 8till, Fishy, there's nothing to
Efﬂ}:\ you "from seeing Wharton your-

“1' guess I'd sooner you jays put me
wise t.n it,” said Fisher T. Fish, with
ainful recollections of his last visit to
gtud_-,r No, 1. “ Anyway, if you won't,
o won't, and that's all there is to tt.
kinder feel I'd best see Wharton
right now!”

a quitted the study, leaving Bquiff
and Johnny Bull chuckling

“He scems to ba fnl]ms for it all
right,"” remarked the Jatter.

‘I feol almost ashamed at deceiving
the silly ass!” grinned Squiff. *“ Fishy
s & bit too easy.!"

Fisher T. Fish woent along to Study
No. I and rapped on the door,

“Come in, fathead!™ yelled Frank
MNugent from within the study, and

Fi accepted  the iovitation and
walked in.

Remembering the somewhat mixed
reception he Eﬂ.d got on the oceasion

of hie m-.-mug visit, he was a littlo
qha..t-]. .::Ip ing too far into the room at
first, I—'Fﬂry Wharton and Frank
MNugent were quite cordial this time,
however, and Fisher T. Fish quickly
mgmned' his usual self-assurance.

Wolcome ! orvicd the skipper of the
Remove.

“All hail, prinee of detectives!”
added Frank Nugent, with much
solamnity.

Fisher T. Fish nedded, rather doubt-
ful as to the meaning of the wnusual
warmih of their p;m-eim_g'

“Well, Fishy, we don’t often get tho
honouwr nt‘ a visit from vou,” remarked
Frank MNuogent. *What's it all about?®"

“I guess I'Il just explair ' maid
Fisher T. Fizh. “I'm %" .ot you

galoots have got some information
about the burglary. Is that correct!”
Harry Wharton made a mmnwhlt

,ﬂ:ent.rmnl protence appearing
Y sipins: Sihiney and Hgudk
UPPOse nny an uiff have
been ?kmg' 1" he  said. E"-L‘*‘][" nok
kﬁen on the yarn going the rounds like
this,
“0Oh, coma off!” grunted Fish,

thinking from Wharton's tone that llia
prospectivgp clues wero oing to

withheld from hm'l. % EUEES, ut a
time like this, it'a up to you to cut out
a little pf that jeslousy stulf, Whar-
ton, and and over whatever informa-
tion you've got to the guy that's
likely to make the most use of it!"”

hat do you think, Franky?"
asked Wharton, appealing to his
clrm,

Frank Nugent wrinkled his brow.

“1 shouldn’t thml-: thera’s much harm
in telhng Fishy," he answered. ,“'He
won't do much with it, snyway."”

“] guess that remains to be seen,”
said Fisher T, Fish. “I've Hy eye.
tooth cut, just & few! If there’s any-
thing worth while in this clue you've
struck, you ecan vour life you'll
s0On  BES things hLappen whea F, T.
Fish gets going!

“Wall, then, ’ll ah-:-w _you whnl; 1
picked up,” said the sk IF[.HH' of tha
Remove, *“*As a matter of fagt, it's &
lotter.”

“A real live letter!" added Nugent.
”[".-a::mptet& with envelope I

“Ft was mg in the grass near the
Head’s garden,” went on Harry Whar-
ton, giving Hugems a warning glance.

Strictly spcaking, that statement was
quite correct. Harry Wharton had. as
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a matier of fact, picked the letier u
fromy the gru; -Pnea.r the Hﬂ_ad';;

ardop. Ho omitted, however, to let
g‘ish know that ha himself had dropped
it there only a few scconds before pick-
ing it*up again,

“I guess I'd like to run my peepers
over that letter, Wharton!" said Fish
cxeitedly.

“Hero you sare, then

The captain of the Remove opened
& sheet of notepaper, and handed it
over to Fisher T. Fish, who grabbed
it cagerly, and sat down under the
light to read it.

"Thig is what he rcadr

“Dear Chief,—Here’s wishin
the best of luck at Greylriars
1 should think you'll make & good haul
there all right, If you bring off this
coup it will make a fine finish to our
i in this district. As instructed
h;i'g..-n::uj I havo called a meetiﬂ? of the
whole gang for Saturday atternoon
next at our old meeting-place at the
old Maonk’s Cell in the Priory.

“Youra sincerely,
“Bir.™

Fisher T, Fish held the letter in his
hand and read it.ﬂ“'"“.ﬁh again, his
forrety eyes gleaming with excitement.

“Great Christopher Columbus!" he
said. “*I- guess we've struck oil -this
timo! The ¢lue of a lifetime, by heck !
I reckon you're going to let me have
thia letter, Wharton, hey " ;

“Not =0 fast, Frhy!" grinned
f{a..rr_u,r Wharton, putting it back in
his pocket. *““What do you intend
doing, anyway ¥

“Intend deing ¥ repeated Fisher T,
Fish. “I guesa I'm gﬂing to keep that
appointment right enough. What did
vou think !

“Going to capture 'em all on your
lonesome, Fishy 1™ grinned Nugent.

“Nope! I guess that’s too much to
expect of one man! But I reckon I'll
ind out who they are and where they
live. Bome of you galgpts can come
along and do the scrapping, if there's
any mrn]}:piﬂg to be done.'

“Thanks vory much 1”

“Now, Wharton, ‘T reckon you're
going to bo semsible and hand over
that lottep ™

Harry Wharton shook bhis head
doubtfully,

you

e e =
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. “Don’t you think we ought to take
it along to the police?” he asked. *If
you make & mucker of it, you know,
wa might get into awful trouble.™

‘Oh, cut it out!"” said Fish scorn-
fully. *“I reckon you §uya have no
mora respect for the local cops than 1
have myself. 0ld Tozer couldn't caich
a crook if he had one trussed up and
chucked at him!"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Beosides,” went on Fish, “think of
the glory we'll earn for tho Form if
wa pull this off on our own."”

“A fat lot you care about earnin
g}nry for the Form,"” chuckled Fran
ugent. “And, anyway, that's nao

reason why we should give you the
letter.”

“Aw, come on!" said Fisher T. Fish
persuasively, "I rechon that letter’s no
use to you. In a proposition of this
kind, I guess you'll be willing to admit
that this is where I live!"”

“0Oh erumbz "

“I'm the only guy in the Form com-
petent to hﬂkfﬂ a job of this size!”
continued Iisher T. Fish, with charac-
tenistic modesty.  ** You fellows are use-
ful to help in the scrapping and the
donkey-work Eﬂim}rnlly. pgut- when it
comes to the brainwork, I guess that’s
whera F. T. Fish has to take a fand 52

“Well, if swank has anything to de
with it, I imagine you'll make a stun-
ning success of the affair!” romarke
Wharton, ' Anyway, what shall we do,
Franky? Are we going to leave it to
this detective genius?’

“Oh, give him the letter, if it will
keep him quiet!™ assented Frank
Nugent.

arry Wharton tock the precious

missive from his pocket again, and scent
it skimming through the air to Fish.

i E:ﬂ-tﬂh!”

Fisher T. Fish caught it—in the eye—
and grunted.

“Waal, the next thing is to fix things
for Baturday,” he said, unfolding the
letter and scanning it through agsin.
“I reckon we'd be wize to get thero
early.”

He rubbed his sharp chin thought-
fully,

“I shall need one or two guys who can
use their knuckles. I guess you'd better
fix for Cherry, Bull, 8quiff, and Russell
and a few more of your crush to come
along 1"

“Well; you're a cool card, and no mis-
take!" said Frank Nugent, almost in
tones of admiration. * After snatching
the blessed case out of our hands, you
axpilalff. us to do all the scrapping for
you

"2l we'll help the hard-necked
bounder !” Harry Wharton said cheor-
fully. ' Rely on us, Fishy "

“Good!"” said Fisher T. Fish,. highly
gratified. “1 guess you galoots are
doing the sensible thing for onee in your
hives.- If T can rely on you to do any
fighting that's needed, you can rely on
me to do all the thinking!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

3 Supﬁose- they're armed? asked
Frank Nugent, putting on a serious ex-
pression again.

“By gum! I hadn’t thought of that!
I guess I'll bring my shooting-iron
with, me and cover you fellowsa if there's
any trouble. I can take up a position
behind a tree, and if they start any
monkey tricks I guesa I'll =soon drill &
faw holes in "em!”

“Oh erumbs!™ ejaculated Nugont.
“ Porhaps you'd better leave vour fire-
arms at home, Fishy. After all—ahem!
—I" don't suppose they'll be armed,
really, and we don't want you runnimi
ﬂ..muE with & gun in your hand, We al

d studyi”

beligve you're going to end your days
in chokey, but we shouldn’t hike to sce
you finish up on a scaffold—while you're
i the ve, anyway!"” -

1 guesg——""

What Fishy “guessed ™ was never
known, for at that moment there came
an interruption to the conversation in
the form of a loud howl from outsido
the study.

“What the merry dickens——"

The door of the :{udy was flung open,
and Bob Cherry entered, leading by the
car the fat. form of Williem Georgo
Bunter, of the Romovae,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" eried lob
cheerily.  “I've just brought you an
object I found hstening outside the
study 1"

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Luck Is Qut !

ARRY WHARTON glared at
Billy Bunter, and Billy Bunter
blinked at Harry Wharton.

“ Leggo my ear, Bob Cherry 1"
howled the porpoise of the Remove, as
the cheerful Bob led him to the study
hklf&dtj t vet ippin 1 grinned

ust yet, my pippin!” grinn
his captor. *‘Let’s ]};enr what Wharton
has to say about it first,”

“Have you been listening outside this
emanded -Harry Wharton, in
grim tones.

“Certainly not! I shouldn’t dream of
doing anything of the kind!™ answered
Bunter promptly. “¥ou ought to know
me better by now, Harry, old man!"

“Why, your fat prevaricator, I found
‘ou with. your ear glued to the key-

ola ! zaid Bob Cherry.

“Wall, if Wharton iz going {o take

- your word against mine, I refuse to dis-

cuss the matier further!” said Buntar,
in his miost reproachful manner.

“Don't be so idiotic}”’ snapped  Whar-
ton, The skipper of the Remove was
far from pleased to know that hiz con-
versation with Fish had been overheard
by the most talketive junior at Grey-
friare. If Bunter had Jearned that the
whole thing was & practical joke on
Fish, it was quite certain that KFisl
would very quickly “be onlightened by
the fat jumior. And even if Bunter him-
solf ievad that their clue was per-
fectly_genuine, the chances wera that ha
would broadcast the story of Fish's visit
to Study No. 1, and thas give an oppor-
tunity to someone else to put the Ameri-
can ﬂunmr -on his gward,

“Do you deny hearin
tion just now, then!"” asked Harry
Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! If you -are

ing to doubt my word in a matter of

is deseription, I must decline to say
any more about it!"

“Will vou answer my question, or
shall T get a cricket-stump for you ™

Billy Bunter blinked nervously through
his big glasses, ot

“7 econsider you'ra a susplcions
rotter ! he grunted. “As a matter of
fact, I didn't hear a word you said. I
did stop ouiside your blessed study to
tio up my shoelace; but I'm sure I didn't
listen to what you were saying! In any
case, I'm not mterested in your rotten
detective stunts, and I don’t want to
know nu;,‘t-hu::g about the clues you're
giving Fizshy !

Harry Wharton & Co. gasped, and
could scarcely refrain from grinning.
Billy Bunter usually gave himself away
in his anxiety to convince his listeners
of the truth of his statements.

“If you think I want to listen to your
blessed talk about ithe Head's plate,

our Conversa-
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you're jolly well mistakeni” went on
vunter. ' 8till, if you happen to want

my advice about that letter you've found,
I shall be only too happy to help youl”
“‘Ha, ha, hat” N
Even Harry Wharton had te laugh

% that naive suggestion.

“Well, what are we going: to do
with him 1" asked Frank Nugent.

“If wa wera living in the Yew-
nited States, I guess we could lynch the
fat clam 1" said Fisher T. Fish.

“Hz. ha, ha!

“I don't think there's any need to
go as far as that yet,” grinned Harry
Wherton. “A bumping will meet the
casa this time, perhaps.”

Billy Bunter hurriedly made a movo
for the door, but Bob Cherry's finger
and thumb closed on his fat ear with
renawed vigour, and the fat junior just
83 hurriedly changed his mind.

he

“ Here, _lesfo* you rotters!™
yelled furicusly as the four juniors

(LR
H

closed round him. “Fair play, you
know, you fellows! If I had you one
st a time, I'd lick the lot of you!
Yah!™

The Remorvites, however, did not

take that challenge sericusly, but secized
the Owl of the Remove, and lifted him
off Lis feet. Billy Bunter gave & velp.

“Now for three of the best!"™ grinned

Bob Cherry. “Ready! Steady! Go!”

Bump|

Yow-ow-ow-ow |

Bump!

"Yarooooop! You've broken my
eollar-bone, you rodtera! Leggo, you
cada1”

Bump!

Bunter gave a final roar and col-

lapsed on the floor. -
As he fell he made a grab at a shect
of paper that fell from Fish's pocket,
and transferred it quickly to his own.
“Three soconds to clear out!™ s=aid
Wharton briskly, pulling out his watch.

“Othorwise, you goo out on ur
oeck! . 'I:!I'ru.=.-—ta.-'||ff.a.—EI =
“H-l. hﬂ.,.. ha!"
There was a roar .of laughter as
Billy Bunter leaped to his feet, and
fairly flow ous of Study -No. 1.

Evidently the. process of going out on
hiz neck made no appeal to him.

“80 much for that fat bounder!”
raid Wharton, laughing. "It's & pity
he overheard what we wers . saying:
but perhaps there's no harm done.”

“By gum ” cried Fisher T." Fish sud-
denly, as ho rummaged through his
pockets, “I guess 1 put it in m
wdmt ‘when you gave it me, didn't I,

harton "

“What do you mean by *it'?*
rsked Wharton, with a stare.
“Why, tm'i.h.r.v. letter! 1 guess

“You mean yvou've lost it?
dash it all, you put it in
Emllr a few seconds before
in i

“Then I know who has it " broke in
Bob Chorry. "I saw Bunter put a
lottor in hir pocket while he was lyin
on the Roor. I imagined it ha
dropped out of hiz pocket while we
ware bumping him.”

Fizh snorted,

“I guess that Iat clam’s walked off
with my lettor '™ he said. 1 guess I'm
ofter him right away! I'll spiflicate
the silly jay!l You walch out!”

Ho tore out of the study, and roced
along to Study No, 7. where Bunter
had  his - guarters. The study was
cmpty, however, and Fish then raced
down the stairs, and, making hiz way
out of the houwse, set off in the diroe-
tion of the tuckshop, which was, #s a

it'a

But,

r pocket
unter camo

L

rule, the most likely place to find the
fat junior of the Ve,

As a matier of fact, Bunter was
nowhere near the tuckshop. After his
escape from the skipper's study, he
rolled downstairs to -the Common-robm,
where he extracted Fish's lelter {rom
his ot, and read it through. [e
fairly gasped ss he took in i1ts mean-
ing, then & fat chuckle escaped him.

“My hat!” be muttered. " This
letter may be worth something!”

His Grst 1dea was to go straight to
the Head sbout it. Billy Bunter, in
sptte of his deficiencies in mattors of
schoolboy morality and honour, and in
spite of his shady. tricks amounting at
times to actual dishonesty, was s some-
what unsophisticsted lad, and it did
not. occur to him at this stago that the
“discovery " of the letter by Harry
Wharton might bo simply & practical
joko ou Fisher T. Fish. - .

On reflection, however, . he decided

not to go straight to Dr. Locke. Most
of his wvisits to the Head's study had
!‘tad a painful termination, which [act,
in itself, was discouraging. In addition
to that, it penetrated eoven Billy
Bunter's obtusa brain that Dr. Locke
was likely to be rather “touchy ” on
the subject of the stolen plate, and,
more cspecially after Fish's last inter-
view, was likely to regard the intru.
gion of a junior. as a g.‘lrm of practical
joking, unless that junior were very
sure of his ground,
Bunter decided that he might profit
more out of the transaction by secing
someona with less authority and more
credulity.

Coker!

As soon ss Coker of the Fifth
entered his thoughis, Bunter's mind
was made up. Horace Coker con-
sidered himself rather a "“dab™ at
detective work—or anything olse for
that matter. Coker would surely stand
a feed, if it would put him in posses-
sion of a clue that might bring him
inte the limelight as a kind of second
Sherlock Holmes.

Bunter rolled off towards the Filth
Form passage without dny delsy.

Ho tap on the door of Study No.
4, which Coker shared with his Lwo
sgtellites, Polter and Greene, and
Coker's deep voice bada him " Come
in!” Bunter entered and nodded o
the thres Fifth-Formers, who were
talking. To bo strictly correct, the
talking was confined to Horace Coker.
Congersations in 8tudy No. 4 were
usually rather one-si affairs.

The subject of Coker's talk was the
extraordinary lack of taste on the part
pf Wingate, the captain of the school,
in cxcluding Horace Coker from the
school cricket eleven that was to mreect
5t. Jim's on the Tollowing Saturday.

“Like his cheek!” Coker was saying.
“Told me he'd play me when Grey-
friars starts a hopscotch club—me, you
know!"”

“Awlul!" said Potter

s ravely.

explained to him that he was no
earthly d as captain, and even then
he wouldn't give me a placo!™

“Ha, ha! I mean, vou don’t say so,
old chap!”

“If you're going to be funny, (ieorge
Polter—"" began Coker, giving his [ol-
lower a very sharp glanee,

“Ahom!” coughed Bunler,
atlention to his presence,

Horace Coker looked roumwd, and
condescended to frown upon the Por-

isr of the Remove,

“Yell, what do you want?” he adied
gruffly. “Say it voon, and buzs off!- I
don't want fags hanging about’ iy
study 1™

calling

T -

“Oh, really, Coker! I've come about
a most important matter. I thought
you'd be the most likely fellow in the
school to give (gmd advice, you know.”

Potiter and Greene stared at Dunter,

with wvery uliar¥ expressiohs on
their faces, They knew Bumter better
than to that statement at its
face valuo. er, however, cvidently
swallowed it whole, for his frown
s kt, kid!” h d I

“Quite right, kid!” he said, in much
Hmﬁﬁr tomes. “Go ahead!™

“Of course, you've heard of the
Head's plate geing gtolen?”  eaid
Bunter.

F thouht of looking foto 1t myself

“1 thought pokin t mysalf,”
he said. “A matter gka thiz requires

& chap with resl detective ability, you

g Rbem ! Tust oo said Billy B
“Ahem! Just so!" said Bi unter.

“That's exactly what I was thinking.

Well, 1 su you'd be red to
pay a chap for his trouble i mmm
you a stunning clue that would put

the thieves right ‘into your hands.”
u-tH _w:ml me!-ag miin mﬂnultu thI:[t rl?ﬂ
not capable o ing clues myself—
said I:?:rhmﬂ Coker, with = frown.

“Nuono! Not at alll As a matter
of fact, I think you're the only fcllow
in the school with the brains for this
kind of thing,” said Bunter, hastily. “1I
wonder the Head hasn’t called you
to see what you can do wow."

- I don't expect the Head to do sny-
thing s0 sersible as that|” said Horace
Coker, "“Still, I must say, Bunter, that
you've got more common-serwe than I
th t you had.”

“Ob, really, Coker—"

“Did you say you had a clue?” asked
the genius of tho Fifth. {

“That depebds,” said Bunter c-
ally.” *I may have a clue, and, oo the
other hiand, 1 may not !"”

“If fﬂu'ra going to. act tho giddy
geat, T'll lam you with a cricket-stump '™
warned Coker, “If you've found o
clua, u'd better hand it over, or
there'll he trouble. ™

“Oh, really, Coker! I may have
found a letter, and, on thoe other hand,
I may not 1"

“What on earth are you talking
about, you fat idiot?”

“That's telling ! said Bunter, with
& fat wink, “It may be connected with
the chaps who pinched the Head's plate.
and, on the other hand, it may not.”

L1l Yﬂ’ll—‘yﬂu"‘"—"

“T'll let you see it in a minuke,” con-
finuved Dilly Bunter. " Then you can
judge for yourself. ere’'s only one
thing I want bo mention first. I've Leen

diﬁﬁﬁﬂ about & postal-order—"'
"I'vo been dizappointed about a

postal-order from one of my titled rela-
tions,”. aaid Dunter Brmly. “I
it will be for about five pounds (™

" F-five ponnds 1™

Billy Bunter nodded.

“ Unfortunately, there's a delay in the
post, and it hasn't arrived. Ho if you'd
advante me a pound, I'd be very much
obliged, Cokor, old chap. Of course,
vou'd have it hack ‘out of the postal-
order as soon as it arrives.”

“Oh, I would, would I?" said Coker,
Flaring. “Thanks very much, DBunter,
wit T'm not worrying about my old-age
pencion yot.”

“0h, really, Cokor—"'

“Now I can see the rosl reason for
vour coming here,” said Cokor, with
unusital rapicacity, “Yaou'ro trying
U posial-order stunt with nw, eh?”

“Tf vou put it like thal, T veduse to
ionch vour beastly money ! said Runter
loliilv,

Tag Maewer Tarrarv.—No. 1.006
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“¥You won't get the chance, anyway "
growled Coker. ‘' Coming round here,
wasting my. time with your begging
varns. I1'll show you!™

He jumped to his feet, and Bunter
made a dash for the door. Coker was
too quick for him,. bowever, and belore
he had time to escape the burly Fifth-
Former had grasped: bim by the seruff
of the neck and  opened the door.

Bunter gave a howl as Coker Aung
him bodily through the deorway into the
Fifth-Form passage, and there was a
recond howl of pain, outside as the fat
Junior crashed into Fisher T. Fish, who
was walking towards the study.

M Y’ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ 1

The dodr alimméd, and the two un-
fortunate juniors were left to sort them-
selves out. Bunter was on top, roaring
like a bull, but he very quickly leapt to
his feet again as Fisher T. Fish secized
wold of the fat junior's flabby calf.

“Yarooop! You're pinching me, you
sotter 1

“By gum! And I guess that's not
the only thing I'm going to do to you,
cither ! said ¥isher 1'. Figh, rising. pain-
fully from the floor and shaking his fist

furiously at the Owl of the move.
*I kinder reckon yon've boved a letter
trom me, and I guess I'll have it back
il I break every bone in your body "

*“Most of ‘o ore broken already!”
rroaned Bunter.. “I've fractured my
e.picll'm and dislocated my shoulder-blade,
and—"

“1 guess I aln't hyer for information
sbout your shoulder-blade! Hand over,
you fat clam !"

“1 haven't got your rottem letter!™
eaid Billy Bunter, with a complete dis-
regard fzr't-he truth. "Go and ask
Coker for it!”

Fisher 'I. Fish groaned.

“{ireat Christopher Columbus! Ii
you've given it to that silly jay, I
reckon I'll never get it back! You just
wait till I come out, Bunter! I'll make

to-ecrapings of you!”
mﬁsh&r T. gFish bestowed a final
terrific. glare on the fat junior, then
vaped on the deor of Coker’s study,
and walked in,

Billy Bunter evidently did not intend
to wait to be made potato-serapings of,
for he rolled off at once, a fat grin on
his [ace,

“"Got rid of him!” he muwrmured.
“Neow I'll try old Quelchy! He's safer
rapped on the door of Coker's study
thing I shall get some kudos out of
it. anyway.

He made his way towards Mr. Quelch's
study, making sure first that Fish's
precions letter was in his pocket.

Outside the Form-master's room he
Lalted. Thera was the busy clicking
sound of a typewriter from within,
denoting the fact that Mr. Quelch was
working on his famous “History of
(srexiriars.” ] i

The typewriter coased to click as Billy
Bu. ‘er tapped ot the door and Mr.
Quewch's voice bade the visitor *Come

T

in!
The Owl of the Remove accepted tho
invitation, and ralled in.

HWell, Bunter "

“Ahem! I thought it was my duty
to show you a letter I've found, sir,”
said Bunter, meekly producing the
famous letter. I belicve it'a got some-
thing to do with tha Head's plate, gir !

M Indeod ! said Alr. Queleh, in greaf
astonishmont.  *“Let me see it, Bunter.”

Mr. Quelch took the letter and read it
through, & very peculiar expression all:-
pearing on his face as he took n the

contents. When he had finished he put
it down and looked scarchingly at
Bunter.

Tug Maicker Liepany.—>o. 1,000,

“If anybody else had brought this to
me I should consider that he was play-
ing a practical joke on me,” he said. |

* Practical j-joke, sir1” stuttered Billy
Bunter. “This ain’t a practical joke,
gir] J—"

“This letter s obviously the work of
a humorist imposing on your credulity,”
said Mr. Queleh, throwing the letter into
his wastepaper basket. “Only a very
foolish and stupid lad would believe that
the letter i3 genuine. Please do not
wasto my time with such nonsense again,
Bunter, You may go [V

Bunter blinked indignantly at his
Form-master, then rolled out of the
study. Evidently the stolen letter was
‘g'uing to bring him no reward-after all.

When Bunter met Fish in the Com:
mon-room & little later in the evening,
the lock tha latter bestowed on him was
alinost homicidal.

“You lying fat clam ! he said, in
messured tbnes. “ 8o you were hidfling
ine when you told me Coker had that
letter, hey? Gimme that letter right
away, or I guess I'll slanghtor you !

Billy Bunter snorted.

“I'm fed up with the blessed letter [™
he said. “I took it to Quelchy, and he
told me you'd been had,.and that it was
only a practical joke—— Here, what
are you doing? Oh, help! Yarooogh!”

Fisher T. Fish did not trouble to ex-
plain what he was doing. He just did
it. Mr. BQuelch’s-opinion of the letter
was not hikély to influence Fish's ideas
in any way, for the American junior had
very little rect for the opinions of
any of the “sleopy old British school-
masters ' at Grevfriars, and- he had
already made up his own mind that the
letter was & clue of the first water. He
was therefore not unnaturally incensed
st its loss, and Bunter, for the third
time that day, had to suffer assault and
battery.

It was seldom that Fisher T. Fish dis-
played much trueulence, but this time,
to use his own words, he had " got his
mad up,” and by the timo the scuffie had
finished Billy Bunter scarcely knew
whether he was on his head or his heels.

And for the next tan minutes Bunter™s
only ettempts at conversation consisted
of remarks such as:

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow | Groocogh! Ow, the
beast ! Yow.ow !

P ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Capturing Fishy !

&l OT all the costumes "
G “I1 think they're all hore”

repliecd Wikley, closing a
cricket-bag with some difficulty.

“And the cord?”

Wibley nodded.

“Then we're ready,” said Dick Rake,
taking one handle of tha bag. “Yon
chaps had better not come downstairs
with ws or Fishy will amell a rat.
Ta-ta 1™

“Don't keep us waiting too long,”
added Wibley. *It won't take us more
than a few minutes to get ready onco
we'ra there.” .

Wibley and Rake took up the cricket-
bag between them and guitted the box-
room in which Harry Wharton & Co.
lhad gathered.

It was Saturday afternoon, and all
promised well from the point of view of
the japers. The weather was bright and
sunny for the trip to the Priory, and the
juniors anticipated a particularly en-
joyable “rag ” at the expense of the
cgregious Fisher T. Fish,

3o far, the amateur detective had not
the fainteat suspicion thet the whole
thing might be a “jape " on the part of

the humorous spirits of the Remove.
Fish was in deadly earnest about it.
Had he looked at it from a common-
sensa point of view, he might have been
surprised at the amount of support he
was receiving from the stalwarts of the
Remove. arry Wharton & Co. had
Emn;.:sud to come along amd do all the
ghting that was necessary, and they
ameglb&d hiz leadership without question,
which .was a most unusual state of
affairs. Fish, however, [or all his
boasted business acumen and Trans-
atlantic smartness, was incapable of
looking at anything from a common-
sense point of view, and Saturday after-
noon arrived, with Fish still in guita an
unsuspecting frame of mind. .

The conspirators of the Remove had
arrangoed between themselves that Reke
and Wibley were to on in advance
with the “props” and make what pre-
parations wera needed for Fish's recep-
tion in the Monk's Cell. Harry Wharton
& Co. wera to follow with Fish. On
their lp];jrﬂlﬂhii‘l- the Priory, Rake and
Wibley, in their full “rig-out " of cloaks
and hoods, were to attack them and
capture Fish, his companions pretending
fright and running away. It was then
intended that Rake and Wibley should
bind Fish securely, then blindfold him,
in case he might see the Co., who were
to change into their costumes, and then
carry him into the old Monk's Cell, The
whole crowd were then to assemble, and
put Fish on his trial for interfering with
the legitimate business of the “crook ™
praofessian.

. Nobody but Fisher T. ¥Figh could have

expected to take it seriously, but
there were no limits te the credulity of
the enterprising American jumor, and
the Removites fully expected Fish
soriously to believe that he had fallen
into the hands of a desperate gang of
criminals.

“Time weo looked out for Fishy,"” said
Hearry Wharton, after the two Removites
had left the box-room. :

“Don't worry, old man.” grinned Bob
Cherry. “He'll ba knocking about all
;Il;n:ht. Fishy thinks there's money in

is I

They sauntored down toAbe Common-
room and found that Fisher T. Fish
wad, as Bob Cherry had prephesied,
“knocking about.” His hatchot-face
twisted into an expression that was
meant to be genial as they entered the
T,

“1 guess I've been looking out for you
galoots,” he said. "I guess we'll need
to be there on time this afternocon,
Wharton.”

“Tons of time!” answered Harry
Wharton cheerfully. “Weo'll leave ik
for another five or ten minutes, Fishy."

I say, you fellows—*

A fat form rolled into the Common-
room and pushed unceremoniously into
the front of the little group. \

“Enter Vere de Vere!"” said Bob
Cherry humorously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter snorted. ;

“1 say, you fellows, I've been looking
everywhere for youl” he said, *
want——" -

“ Nothing doing 1" said Frank Nugent
and Bob Cherry simultaneously.

“The nothingfulness is terrific I
added the Nabob of Bhanipur, in con-
firtnation.

The Owl of the Remove stared.

*“What do you mean 7 ha demanded.

*“We mean, my infant, that we're not
going to cash any postal-orders in
advance,” Bob Cherry explained.

“Oh, don't be funnyl As a matter of
fact, though, 1 was geing to ask
Wharton if he could help me out of a
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Swiltly Rake P n the door and the six awful figures glided out. Billy Bunter’s jaw dropped and he gave i howl of hrm-r
% Grn’qm:h ! Oh :r“ﬁmhl " Oh lor* 1" The l:gﬁd%ﬁuwia‘? urﬂ?wl-;nrd him, and the fat-Junior’s knees fairly knocked
ogether.. (See er 4.

fix. I'm expecting & postal-order from
one of my titled relations—"

“The. same postat-order and the same

ation as you used to tell us abou}
the term beforse last, I suppose,”
grinned Harey Wharton,

“I'm expecting a postal-order from
one . of m{ titled celations,” said
Bunter, unheeding. “Unfortunately,
owing to the rotten system _of local
deliveries or something, - it haso’t
turned up 'yet, and I wondered if
you'd be préepared to advance me a
quid, Wharton, until it comes.”

“Why oot make it & hundred while b

you're sboub it?" s S

“0Oh, reslly, Wharton, T think it's
up to you, 2o long as I treat you like
e pal over thiz burglary business ™

arry Wharton stared at tho fat
junior blankly..

“What do you mean, you duffer?’’

Billy Bunter lowered his voice so
that Fisher T. Fish, who was explain-
ing how they dealt with ““crocks " in
the great ** Yewnited BStates,’"" should
not hear.
I don't feel altogether satisfied at
allowing my pal Fish to be ]'}::ped l:éy

u chaps this afternoon,” he said.
“1 felt a sort of—ahem—a sort of pang
when I szaw Wibley and Rake seiting
off just now, you know."

“¥You spying worm[” hissed Harr
Wharton, with & hasty ﬁ_l_nm:u over his

ulder to see that Fish was not
[steniog, * How did you fnd out?”

“I happened to be tying up my
shoelace  outside youwr study ~ just
before dinner, when all the' fellows
were talking it over with you, and

“That's enough grunfed the
Bemove skipper, * Your shoeldce will
be ‘the death- of you -ond of theso
da‘yﬂ”

‘Oh, really, Wharton! Anyway, I
consider you ought to treat me as a pal,
and ubless vou do I shdll have to let
my old pal Fishy know all about this
low "::imeptmn you're practising on
im !

“You blackmailing porker! How
much do you want to kcep your bab-
bling tongus quist?" '

“If you are ing to put it hke
that, Wharton, I—"" :

“¥You can have half-a-crown' and not
& penny more!” said Harry Wharton,
mentally promising the fat junior a
good deal more than that when it was

Bunter's fat

all over,

Billy i closed
greedily over the coin.

“I must “gohI think you ought te
make it five 1" he grunted, “I'm
gurprised at yowr being s0 mean,
Wharton! Anyway, I'Il seitle this
trifling amount as soon as my postal-
order arrives!” ]

“Oh, don't be funny!™ said Whas-
ton. “You'd befter scat before I kick
you out1”

The Owl of the Remove hastily

1 *F
1

paw

transferred the money to his . trousers-
pocket, and colled out of the Common-
room wearing on his face a fab grin
of . satisfaction.  Doubtless his eadily
acquired half-ecrown would be expended
in Mrs. Mimble's tuckshop within a
vory short time, but Hsrry Wharton
hoped to be well away from Greyfriars
within o few minutes now.

“Well, what about making a start?"”
suggosted. Bob Cherry. *“I fancy
Fishy wants to give us an exhibition
of some of thosa * Noo York* detective
stunts he's been telling us: about.”

“I think we might start out now
certainly,” said  Harry  Wharton.
“We'd better get a move on.” .

They quitted the Common-<room, and
after fotching their caps, went down.
stairs and left the School House. They
left Hurree Jamset Ram Singh behind

artly because thers was not a costume
f::}r him and partly becausc his weird
and. wonderful English would have
betrayed him cro the jape had lasted
fivea minutes,

The juniors went down to tho gates
and made off in the direction of Friar-
dale Woods. It was a grand day, and
Harry Wharton greatly cnjoyed tho
walk. Fisher T. Fish, however, had
no eyc for the beaunties of Nature. His
Transatlantic mind was fully occupied
by the subject of the *“crocks™ he
expected fo cncounter that afternoon,

(Continued on page 11.)
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brace of shakes. That seems the
quickest way.” . _

Doctor Jotson, however, did not wail
for the tree to be hued down. Llle
valued hLis own life, if he did not value
the livee of his patients. Many of the
Iatter wore at this momont tossing on
beds of ‘sickness, while their meddicle
adviser had gone off gallivanting with
Herlock Sholines,

After a grate stroggle, Doctor Jotson
broke free from the spiky branch upon
which he was im iﬁad, He loft a

rlion ol his nether garments behind

im in the tree-top. as he came erashing
down to earth in his parrychute.

Tha soft turf of the quadrangle broke
his fall; otherwise he might heave
broken sgme bones.

“All soresn, Jotsonl” asked Herlock
Sholmes cheerily.

“Owl 1 am severely shaken up!™
ggapm:l the Fat little doctor, unstrapping
imself. “Moreover, I have left &

portion of my garments up aloft. You
must eggscuse me, jentlemen !

And as the tree-o made their way
towards the Head's study, Doctor Jotson
preseeded them, walking backwards.

Herlock Sholmes grinned.

“My poor Jotson, it is wvery dis-
tressing to have to perambulate in that
manner, boekawsp n sartorial do-
fishency at the rear. - However, 1 [edl
sure Doctor Birchemall will lend you
& pair of trowsis™ :

“With pleszore ™ said the Head.
“Hso can borrow my Sunday worst (™

And the stranga procession—with
Doctor . Jotson - walking  backwards,
followed by the grinning Head and the
wniling Sholmes—proseeded to  the
Head's study.

: I1.
i ASS the cocaine, Jotson!"

P, e S

“Horry ¥°  said the pgrate

detective blandly. *I was for-

gotting. 1 was thinking we wateo in our
roomms at Shaker Street.”

The Head looked horryfied.

“1 never touch it, Mr. S8holmes! The
cocatne habbit, to my mind, is dis-
;‘:ust_m% and demorralising. Howaover,

- will lend you my hookah, if you like,
and you may have a puff of opium.”

“ Thanks, awfully ™

The Head produced his hooknh-pipo,
and waved his band to the jar of opium
on the mantlepeace.

“"Help yourself, Mr. S8holmes|™

The grate detective was scon puffing
away like a house on fire; and the
fumes of opium pervaded the Head's
study, causing the Head and Doctor
Jotson to vawn drowsily.

“Now, Doctor Birchemall,” said
Horlock Sholmes. *Be good enull to
tell me what you know of this aRair
of the Bilver Cup. You may speak
quite freely before my [riend, Doctor
Jotson. Ho nover gives an:.rthin; away.
He's us mean as they make 'em !’

“Really, Bholmes——""

The Head, fidgetting necvusly under
the detective's keen glance, told his
atory.

“Once upon & time,” he began, in the
conveutional mannae, *“the ﬁuwwnau
of 8t. Sam’'s desided to presrent a Silver
Cup to the finest junior sportsman in
the schoul. The Cup—a really
magg:niﬁsunt trofee—was placed in my
Caro.

TAh!™ mermered Sholmes, with such
a sinnister infection in his tone, that
the Head coward in his chair:
“ Prosoed, Doctor 1™

“1 placed the Cup, for safety's =ake,
in tho strong-room safe,” the Head went
on. "A boy named Frank Fearless,

Tue Maoxer Lisrany,—No. 1,006.

e

won ik and the Guvyverner's camo down
specially to prezzent it. Dut on the very
eve of the prezzentation, ithe keys of
the safe wore stolen—pinched from my
trowsis pocket !

“Indeed ! said Sholmes derly.

* Yes—honest Injun! The keys were
perloined, and it was thercfore im-
poszaible to open tho safe, We were in
e quandery, Mr. Sholmes! However,
one of m¥ Forin masters, Mr. Lickam—
who, in former days, was a cracksman,
and a very able fellow, T beleeve—
suggested blowing open the safe with
dinermite. . We aloud him to do so.
And he did the job so thurrughly, that
the safo was blown to amithereens, and
wo wore lucky to escape with' our
livea!™

“And the Cup?' quicried Herlock

Sholmes.
sgaid the Head

“Gone to qi
dramatically, *Blown to hittle bita!”

The detective puffed thoughtiully at
hiz hookah.

“¥ou are quite sure the Cup has Leen
destroyed, Doctor?-

“0Oh, quite!” said the Head. “No
Cup could survive & charge of diner
mite. " :

“But supposing the Cup was not

o 1P

thero?”

“Eh®

“Bu ing: it had alrcady been
gtolen, before the safe was blown open?
That is quita gmaihla—nlg. probable.
This is my hig a-sothmis, The keys of
tha safe were stolen from your
Doctor, and the theof wenf straight to
the strong-room and lifted the Cup. So
that when Mr. Lickam blew open the
safe, there was no Cup thére. What is
your opinion, Jotson ! .
"I cannot quite follow your reeson-
ing, Sholmes, but 1 agree with you
entirely I said Doctor Jotson.  “But
we can Soon assertain westher the Cup
was still in the safe at tho time of the
eggsplodion.” :

“How, my dear Jotson?"

“By paying a visit to the strong-
room, and making a carefnl eggsamina-
tion of the fragments.” '

“Bplendid?” cried Herlock Sholmes,
bounding to his feet. “Follow met” ™

Still smoking the Head's hookah, he
lecd the way to the strong-room, fol-
lowed by the Head and Doctor Jotson.

They found the room: ide-down:
The floor was bestroon with daybree;
and there was a grate fisher in the seal
ing, which had been caused by the cggs-
ploston.

Herlock Sholmes promptly went
down on his hands and nceze and com-
menced his investigations, with the aid
of a powerful maggnifying-glass. The
Head watched him rather anxiously.

The grate detective grovelled on the
floor for some minnits, picking up parti-
kles' and puiting them to his lips. He
could tell by the taste of them what

they were composed of, At last he
tottered to his feet. :
“I am quite sattisfied, jentlemen,

that thera was no Silver Cup in the safe
at tho ttme it was blown open,” he said.
“'The trofes must therefore have been
stolen beforshand.”

“Oh.” faltered the Head, hiz lips
trembiin. :

Herlock Bholmes ayed the Head nar-

g
“"Lan you suggﬂl:, dactor, m:j,{"bndy
Samm's who would be so despie-

able as to steal the Cup? -Have you
any boys, or masters,.in thia constitu-
timtwwlt-h marked. crimminal tenden-

“Lickham!"” cried the Head, “If the
Cup has indeed becn stolen, you can bet
your swest life that Lickham has had

a finger in the piel!”

4 wvisitk to his

pocket,

“Indecd !" muttered Sholmes. **And
what grounds have you, Doctor, for
making® such an assortiop?”

“Ample grounds,” replied the Head.
“In _the first place, Lickham was the
leader of a gan eracksmen: before
he was nﬁ";olnte a Form master at this
school. has done time in quod—or,
to put it vulgarly; he has been incar-
scrated in & prizzen for his depreda-
lt:lipﬂs._[t'Ehit in itself is enuff to prove
is gilt.

Herlock Sholmes smiled.

“I should require a little stronger
proof than that before I condemned
Mr. Lickham,” he said.

“Well, I can furnish it!" cried the
Head eagerly, “Mr. Sholmes, I have
beern deing a little detective work on
my own sccount. This morning, while
Lickhom was taking the Fourth, I paid
: bed-room, and went
through his trunks.”

“The dickens you did!” gasped

*1 went

3holmes,

“¥Yes,"” said the Head,
through all his personal property. It
wias more useless lumber, for the most
part—none of it was any use to me—
but in the bottom of one of tho trunks

I distinetly caught the gleam of silver!™
. "My hat!” eried Bholmes and Jotson
in_eorus. ; ] _

“I did not investigate what it was"
went on the Head, “bekawse at that
moment I heard footsteps approaching

—the footsteps of Mr. Justiss, the
master of tho Fifth. I did not want
Justiss to sese me going through Lick.
ham's trunks, Pﬂ} ils. & narsty,
suspishus mind, and he might have
thought that I had berglariods
matives,”

“Quite 50!" grinned Sholmes. *I

wish you had told me this before;
Doctor. - Lead me to Mr. Lickhsam's
room, &nd I will look inte this matter.”

The Hoad escorted the detective and
Doctor ‘Jotson to "Mr., Lickham's bed:
room. ~One’ of the trunks had been
dragged out from benceth thée bed, and
the hid stood open.

Instantly erlock Sholmes dived
eagerly inta the trunk, like a Scotsiman
taking part in & *lucky dip * scramble.
For s moment he disappeared from
view, and when he fnally arosc from
the resesses of the trunk he was trium-
fantly clutching & small Bilver Cup. -

“Is this the stolen property, Doctor
Birchemall ?* he panted. :

Reluectently the Head shook his pole.

“No, this 1z not the Guvverners'
gil_ver Cu =;k111m said. “ But what is it

oing in Lickham's possession, anyway?
Lickham has never won a 'Dl:f of any
sort in his life, so this has undoubtedly
been stolen! Lickham is supposed to
have reformed from his bad old ways:
but the Ethiopian cannot change hi
skin nor the leppard his thingummy-

. Onee & crimminal, always »
crimminal. -~ A man who will steal one
Cup will steal another; so it is
plane that Lickham is the theef.”

“I will interview this interresting
young man—"  bhegan  Herlock
Sholmes.

“No, no!" cried the Head, “ Arrest
him! March him of to the plecco
station! You don’'t want to cross-oggs.
amine him. He is condemmed out of
his own mouth—or, rather; trunk!™ .

“ Absolutely ! chimed in Doector
Jotson. “We need look no farther for
the theef, Sholmes.” _

But the grate detective shook his
head.

“I do not beleove that Mr. Lickham
stole the Cup,” he said. “Indeed, I am
certain he did not, Yeou szee, Lickham's
only method of opening & safe was the

{Maatinued on pege 28.)
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with you, you silly mugwumps? Oh, “Oh crikey!"” mutcered Fish.
Jerusalem crickets 1™ i “Unfortunately, your companions

(Continued from page 13.)

“f say, Fishy,” said Frank Nugent,
in somewhat apprehensive tones, ''you
har%n't brought that revelver, have
aul™ :

Y Pisher T. Fish shook his head,

“Mope! I guess I've done with that
g}:m!_ I tried it out yesterday, and
the durncd thing nearly blew to picces,
I reckon 1" going to tako it back and
toll olidd Lazarus a thing or two—just a
fouw 1M

“Thank gpoodnoss for that, anyway
murmured Nugent, in an undertone
which Fisher T. Fish did not hear,

“1 guces wa'd better get under cover
when we get near the Priory,” said
the American junior, ay they entered
the woods. "There are ph:nt¥ of
hiding-places around, sa that'll be
pretty easy.”

He ran his ove approvingly over his
followers. Besides Harry Wharton,
thera were Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent,
and Bob Cherry, all fighting men of
sterling worth.  Fisher T. Fish was
not a Ei‘l,crcr himself, and he was hope-
ful that they would be able te get
through the afterncon without having
to resort to feticuffs,. Hizs own idea
wag to wateh over the meeting of the
“gang,” then trail the respective
members to their addresses afterwards,
rach junior following one individual.
In the ovent of trouble coming, how-
over, it was a consaling thought that
he had with him the pick of the

L]

fighting men of the Lower School at
rexfriars,

“Well, here we arc!™ sald Bob
Cherry.

They bad arrived at a spot in the
woods from which they could see the
ruina of the old Priory. The place
was well known to the juniors, who had
had many adventurcs there hefore.

“Don't make too much noise now,
you jays!"™ cautioned Fish. *They
might hear us if thev've arrived!”

The juniors pressed forward through
the bushes in the direction of the
Priory. Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugeut were in front, and they had
not poune many yards befors they
-'ﬂﬁ”e‘i Wiblecy and Rake, attired in
their hoods and ecloaks, in hiding at
the back of a broad ogk-tree. The
two disguised juniors waved a greet-
ing, then hurriedly crouched down as
Figher T. Fish hove in view,

There was no nced for any special
precaution, however, for Fish's eyes
wore glued to the ruing in front of
hini, and he did not notice anything
that was going on at the side,

He soon realised that something was
happening, however, when there was a
sudden r.-{i::lﬂrus of yeils frem Harry
Wharton & Clo, :

“Hyor, what pame do vou call this?"
demanded Fisher I, Fizh,

No cxplanation was fortheoming,
however. Fish blinked in astonish-
ment as ho saw that his followers were
running away as hard os their legs
could carry them.

vau  jaysi” he

“Hi, come haclk.
Felled excitedly, “What's the matter

Ha had suddenly caught eight of the
causc of their Hight, and stood rooted
to the ground as two robed and
hooded Ggures rushed towards him,

“Great  Christopher  Columbus !
rauttered Fisher T. Fish, . ]

For a moment he [elt -quite faint,
then, as they reached him, he gave a

yell that awoke the echoes in the lonely

woods and bolted for dear life,

Too late! The disguised Removites
wera already upon him, and, with a
groan of dismay, Fish fclt their hands
close over his arms. The American
junior was seized with tesror now. He
was of rather a “funky " disposition
at the best of times, and tho sight of
theso fearsome fgures, following the
terrificd Right of .such stalwarts as
Harry Wharton & Co. filled the heart
of Fisher T, Fish with utter horror.

“Say, I guess you've got the wrong
man this journey!” ho whined, as
Wibley a Rake produced a large
ball of eord. “I ain't the guy wou
want, I'm Fisher T. Fish, of Noo
York.™

Fisher T. Fisl''s captors, however,
maintained a silence that, to him, was
much more terrifying than the most
violent abuse. They geiti:,r trussed him
up; then, as he began to yell, neatly
gegged him, so that his yells changed
into guttural groans. To complete their
handiwork, they tied a scarfl round his
erycs, thuy leaving the amateur detective
in a state of complete holplessness. The
remaining vigible parts of Fish's usually
pasty face had by this time become the
colour of a beetroot under the stress of
his omotiona,

Their task completed, Wibley and
Rake picked up Fish between them and
1,1rri1:+£ him across to the Monk's (lell,
then descended the steps leading to the
interior of that ancient room.

Harry Wharton & Co. had by this
time silently returned through the
woods and tiptoed nto the cell, where
they found their costumes lying about
in readiness. By the fime Fish was
carried 1n they were Jllﬂt-L{'Dm]'lllﬂtllIE
their preparations. The juniors grinned
as the unresisting detective was put down
in the centra of the cell, muttering
faintly. Hastily putting their hoods over
their heads, they formed a ring round
him.

Wibley glanced round to make sure
that all his colleagues were ready, then,
bending over the captive, untied the
scarf round his eyes and took the gag
from his mouth.

Fisher T. Fish looked up at the mys-
terious circle of shrouded figures and
gave a howl,

“0h, help! Say, who are you guysi”

In a deep and sepulchral voieo, Wibley
replied :

“We are the United Cat Burglars'
Sociely ™

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Astounding Discovery !

£ H, Jerusalem erickels 1" groaned
O Fisher T, Fish,
“It has come (o our notice,”
saidd Wibley, *that you and
vour friends have lately taken up detece-
five work, I may wll you that our
society  has  ropresontatives at  your
school, and we know all about you. We
wora very quickly informed of your dis-
covery of the letter which our member
droppusl 1n the conese of his  recont
nocturnal visil, aml we determined that,
whatever happened, we would capture
you 1™

have escaped,” continued Wibley, in the
same deop voice. “Yowever, we have
overy reason to believe that you are the

er; o we cannot grumble, And you
may éﬂpﬁnd on it, my young friend,
that we have quite enough time before
your colleagues return with help, to dis-
pose of you!"

"S-say, I reckon you've it all
wrong ! said the unha Fish desper-
ately. “I don't know anything about
this business you're referring tol! I
guess I wasn't in it at all! I happened
to be taking a walk through the woods,
and it was juat by chu.neeg stumbled on

this lot1™

There was a burst of incredulous
laughter from the menacing circle of
oat burglars,

““How db vou reconcile that lﬁth?ﬂur
statement that your name is Fish!” de-
manded Wibley threateningly. “Our
information is that the leader of this
schoolboy  detective work is named
Fish,"

e | 1{11&:.5 there are two Fishes at
our school! I ain't the one you want !

"H"r hﬂ., ]‘!El”

The members of the United Cat
Burglars’ Society were not put to mual
effort to raiso a burst of laughter over
that remark. It struck them as rather
funny to hear the amateur detective of
the Romove denying that he was himsolf,

" What do you think of the prisoner's
explanation, fellow-members??  askel
Wibley, with the utmost solemnity.
“"Do you believe himi”

“Not likely 1"

"1 guess it's true!™ cried Fisher T,
Fish, in quite & panic now. *“Bay, if
;mu'il let me go up to the schiool, I—I'1R
fetch your man back in half an hour!™

“Well, friends,” said Wibley, who
wes in his clement in this theatrical
role, “we haven't much time left in
which to complete our work. What do
you consider a suiteble punishment for
this interfering American schoolboy 1"

“Death I

Fisher T. Fish broke into a cold por-
Hi::ll'ltl.ﬂn as that solemn chorus ra
through the old Monk's Cell, It seeme
almost unbelievable that he could fail
to realise that the whole thing was only
a hoax; but, as the juniors had antici-
pated, there wore no bounds to the
crpduitt;.r of the business genius of Groy-
friars, and it was quite obvious, from
the terrified expression on his face, that
he really believed he was in the hands of
o gang of desperate eriminals.

“Well, Fish,"” said Wibley, “ you have
heard the sentence of the Society. Have
you anything to say before we put it
inlo effect 79

Fisher T. Fish gave & yolp,
| "Hﬁ'er, vou lemme alone! I guecss you
ays had best not toueh me, or you'll
and yourself in for a whole heap of
trouble! I want you to know that I'm
an Amurrican citizen, and you ean’t do
as you like with me. If you lay your
paws on me, I reckon you'll mighty soon
e sorryl”

Wibley laughed contempinously. i

“IDo you think the TUnited Caé
Burglars’ Socicly fears such piffiing
threats as that, my young friend?
You'll have to think of something & good
deal better than that before you're hkely
to influcnce our docision !

“Hoar, hear!" chorused the United
Cat Burglars. : |

“I guess, if vou let me go, T won'g
give yon away!™ almost sobbed Fisher
1. Fish, in complete deospair as he saw
that his threatz were unavailing.
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“Is the dagger ready?’™ asked Wibley,
turning to the rest of the members.

“ird-dagger?” stutiered Fish, turning
almost green. . ‘

“The dagger!” repeated Wibley
fitmly. ‘‘We in  this Bociety are ¢
opinion that it’s .much -more remantic
to stab our victitns than to shoot them.
Probably it will be a. little consolation
to you to know that you are going 1o
die ih- 5 romantio manner, Fish!"

Fish-could enly shake-and watch the
propsvations with herrifiell eyes. The
thought that ho was about fo die in a
romanitic manner was, as a mattor of
fact, the very reverse of consoling te
him., Fish had ps desire whatever to
die in any 'way, romantic or otherwise,

Had he been a little calmer he would
have recognised the dagger which was
being pawmed round as one.of Wibley's
old “props,” which had beei used many
timos in various amateur productions at
Creyfriars. In his terror, however, he
did . not notice that.

“Not -quite sharp erough, I'm
afraid!" sard Wibley, examiring it witha
mast professiocnal air. " Pull him to his
feet, [ellow-members, and I'll just- test
it on him before we db the deed in
earnest [ F _

“Hyer, let up!" bowled Fish, strug-

ling spasmodically as the jubiors hauled

im to his feet. “Helpt Hialp!?
Murder !”

Bob Cherry clapped a Big hand over
Fish's large mwouth, and ‘his yells died
AWAY. Ligelnwhih Wibley approached
him from behind, ilulding a penknife in
his hand, and suddenly applied the back
of the blade to the terrified detective’s
nock, then hastily withdrew it. At the
touch of cold steel, trussed up as he was,
Fish fairly le-a.rped from the arms of his
Eﬂptuﬂ, and fell roaring to the. stone

GOr.

“*Untie him while, I sharpen up this.

weapon ! said Wibley cheerfully. And,
trossing over to the other side of the
cell, he began to scrape the d?,g?ur
against a great stone that had fallen
away from the wall.

Fisher T. Fisk listened, biz hair stand-
ing on end and bis blood running, cold
at that dreadful sound.

Harry Wharton & Co. crowded round
him and began to loosen his bonds.
Fisher T. Fish was quite limp as they
attended to this, but when they had
finished he suddenly broke away and
bounded up the stone steps leading to the
open Bir.

“Collar him!" howled Wibley, drop-
ping his sepulchral intonation at once.

Bob Cherry scized him  before he
reached the top, and brought him, strug-
gling furiously, to the cell again.

“That's a bit better!” said Wibley,
running hia fngers more approvingly
over the dagger. “ Are wo ready now,
{ellow-members ™

Tho “fellow-members ”* nodded their

hooded heads,
“You know your business,” Wibl
continned. " Hold him tight, while

earry out the sentence, and—
Yarocogh [

The last exclamation was caused by a
bony fist coming into painful contact
with Wibley's face. It was not often
that Fish exhibtted any evidence of mus-
culer power. On this occasion, however,
he broke away fronr the juniors who held
him, as though he had suddenly become
possezsed of supernatural strength, and
the force with which his fist landed on
Wibley's faco sent the amateur actor

Ying.

For the second time in five minutes
Ewxher 1'. Fish fled up the stone steps.

“Stop him!" zhouted Frank Nugent,
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bounding up the steps with Harry Whar-
ton, 1o C pursuik. -
Fish felt Wharton's hand touch him,
and, ‘with & avild yell of mingled iear
and rage, he turned and gave a wighty
kick at his pursuers, then raced off.
There was & howl of agony from Harry
Wharton, and-he reeled back of to the
advhnolng United Cat Burglars, whg
weré clase on him, causing Nugenk
Chetry, Bull, and Hake }o stagper back
in thewr turn. With. & terrilio thud, all

Thé five jliniors pitched oveér she sides of the

steps, and landed on & pile of ‘old sacks
uq}"i rubbish r;hnr. stood in the torner,

* Yow-ow-ow I

*Groocooa h!"

“Gerrolf my chest 1" ‘ :

For = few seconds indescribable con-
fusion reigned in theold monk’s cell.

At-last the hapless Removites sorted
themselves’ out, and, with many groans
pnd mosns, staggored to their foet again,

“You szilly cuckoos!” roared wivwey,
as ho took off his costunre. * Look what
yvou've done to all our new props ™
* The-robes of the Remove Dramatin
Society were torn in innumerable giaces.-
and covered with dust and cobwebs.
They certsinly looked & good deal the
worse for wear now, although not more
t0 than the Removites thembselves,

“Blow ypur mouldy props!” snorted
Dick Rake, tearing off his own costume
with scant ceremony. “'What about my
ankle ™ _

“And my leg!” ed Wharton,
massaging the mjured limb very
tnndeﬁy.’

“ And my facc !” added Frank Nugent,
whosa “classic features looked ms though
they had come into violent contact with
& steam-roller, :

“0h, bother your blessed cuts!" said
Wibloy crossly. “They'll spon mend, but
I'm thinking about my play. How do
you think we can act in— My hat!”

Wibley was not questioning the possi-
bility of Theal:-iun performances in his
headgear, the last two words in his sen-
tence indicated that Williamn Wibley had
suddenly become very surprised.

“My only hat!” added Wibley, with
emphasis, staring at the corner where the
Removites had just landed,

“ What's up now, Wib " asked Harry
Wharton.

“ Great pip " ] .

Johnny DBull fapped his Dead signifi-
cantly.

“It's turned his brain, J suppose!” he
commmented.

Wibley pointed a trembling finger at
the spot on which his eyes wera fized.

““Look, you chaps !” he cried excitedly,

Harry \’;hmtnn & Co. looked. )

In the gloom it was not easy to pick
out objeots very distinctly; but, with
their attention concentrated on the
corner, the Removites ]')emi:wad at once
the reason for Wibley's sudden excite-
ruent, and all five gave a simultaneous
jump.

“The plate !

“ What !"

Recovery from their momentary stupe-
faction was guick, and there was a rush
for the corner. There, surc ennugh, was
e sack lying on its side, and revealing
through its open top s glittering array
of cups, ahialﬁ- plates, and other articles
of gold and silver.

“(ireat Seott ! whispered Bob Cherry,
glmost dazed by the amazning discovery.
" ‘E'Ii?'& must have knocked it over as we
fl:] L

“Now I come to think of it, I heard it
go,” said Johnny Bull. “Thought it
was just a bit of old iron among the
other rubbish 1"

“Wall, this 15 a stroke of luck, and no
mistake I

“1 say, you chaps, what s discovery,
b org . unsspectediions of the-find

4he, Yery . unex sy = fin
had almost stunned the juniors at first.
but they were quickly recowering their
composure-now, and they feirly chortled
as they realised what a fidd they hed
made. ..

“14y Jove, this is a score for us—

what " said Harry Wharton, his cycs

shining delightedly,

"'.l[‘_ur.me,ﬂ.mppds_ﬂ you mean !” said
Wibley, who had forgotten’even his pre-
cious. “props ® now. “ You chaps wslk
about with_your eyes shut, know!
You'd ‘never have nnhen?it is lot if I
hadn't spotted it."" ;

“Well, we won't row over it 1" inter-
posed Frank Nugent. *The first point
to sattle is whether it is really the same
stuff as the, Head had taken trom him.”

Harry Wharton struck & match, and
looked at the inscription on one of the

cups, : 3

‘It's.Dr., Locke's all right ! he saul,
“Look, you cliﬂ.leu, ere's one of his
'"Varsity trophies !

“ Bleasad if it doesn't beat the band!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. "I suppose the
chaps who boned it have left .it hero till
tho scare dies down and they can get it
away fairly safely.”

“That's about the rcason!"” assented
Harry Wharton,

“ r{ﬂ couldn’t heve chosen a belter
hiding-place in the whole of the county,"
rem?rkatl :'.;ohnn;r HUE; "P;?;p]:a wﬁ
rarely geb -down info this mouldering o
show; and, even if they did, the chances
are a thousand to one agsinst their
stumbling across anything in that old
rubbish-heap in the corner.”

“Why, if I hadn't been here, none l'.'l:f

wonld have noticed it1™ said
Wiblo};;,’ putting in another word  for
himself.

“ Anyway, we've found the giddy

lato. and that's Mie main thing |” said

ake. “I vote we take it back with us
right away, and let tho police know
nfgmrwa.rda B

“Rather 1

“Won't the Head be pleased when we
trot in with this fittle armful?” grinned
Bob Cherry. “This is To_mg to be_tho
biggest score we've had for a long tune,
my infants !"

T aat ity g ¥ i Pk
usy, ps - 2Al TAD
“h

" Let's
andle tho stuff gently, you

Nugent,
know * ;
The juniors hauled the sack from its
datk corner, and Wibley brought out
his inexhaustible supply of cord, and
tied it round the top.

“That's tho idea?" said Harry
Wharton, tu.grgiug at the knots to test
their efficiency.  “ Now let's get back to
the school with the loot "

" Good egg t”

The juniors lifted the sack of loot
to the bottom of tho steps.

“ Eyverything all right?” asked Johnny
Bull. “Up she goes, then! i1 WAY
tnﬁll'flﬂndﬂn—udﬁ P crumnbs '

ands up!”

The juniors had been too engrossed
in their work to notice that two new-
comers. had for the last two minutes
been watching their movements from
the top of the steps. and this sudden
command came to them like a bolt from
the blune.

“Hand: up!” repeated the speaker,
in & steely voice.

The Removites dropped Lhe bundile
and looked up, and there waos a genoral
gasp of distmay as they fpund themselves
confronted with two wglvlooking
rgvolvers,
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Hunter gave a howl as Coker flung him bodily through the doorway into the passage, and thers was a second howl as the fat
junior crashed into Fisher T. Fish, who was walking past the study.

Fisher T. Fish. (Jec Chapler 6.)

** Yoooooop ! ** roared Bunter.

““ Yow-wow ! ** gasped

Two smartlywlad men, one smokin
an expensive-looking cigar, asdvance
down the steps, covering the juniors
with their weapons.

“It looks as if we haven't come hero
too soon ! grunted the gentleman with
cigar. ' You boys will just obh
me' by standing up against that wall,
while my friend renders you a little
less dangerous with the aid of some of
the cord you have kindly provided for
us. 'The first oite who attempis any tea-
ﬁ?.rdﬁs.n tricks, gets a hole drilled in

im

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !

HEN Fisher T. Fish Hed from
W the old monk’s cecll, he ran as
Iie had never run before. The
finest athletes in the Lower
School would not have outpaced him as
ha tore through the woods that after-
b Ti el 8
Ho encountered two smartly-dressed
entlemen some little distance away
rom the Priory, and they had to jump
cat of his way very quickly indeed, to
avoid a disastrous collision. In hia
terror, Fisher T. Fish hardly noticed

eﬂlh
When at last he gained the road, the

perspiration was running down the face
of the amateur detective in- little
streams. He had nevér had sach a
fright in his life, and really belicved,
as he hurried toWwards Greylfriars, that
he had coma within an ace of death,

“By gum!” he muttered. “"Lhis licks
ereatrori! What an escapa! Ugh!™

Even now, at the thought of that
dagger, he shivered and looked appre-
hensively behind him, as if expectin
to seo half a dozen robed and hoode
beings in- {full chase. All that was
visible down the lane, however, wasz a
farm-wagon, with a sleepy Iabourer
driving, and, somewhat réassured,
Fisher T. Fish wiped hizs heated brow
and ogntinued walking at a rather
steadier Ear.-ﬁ. .

A’ good many juniors were returning
to the school as Fish drow nearer Gray-
friars, for it was geiting near toatime.

Quite & number of Romovites hailed
the American junior as he came up to
the gates, for the news of his efforts
in the detective line during the week,
had made Fish & butt for the wits of
the Form, : :

“ Here comes Sherlock ! eried Squiff:
"Twig the determined look on  his

face? _
“How's Dr. Watson?” sang out
Yernon-8mith.

“Y¥ound any more clues yet, Fishyi™

L

* Fish's intention had been to go
straight io the Head without delay, but
at this chorua of raillery, he could not
refrain from. puttinF in a few words
about that afternoon’s adventures.

“1 guess I'm._going to surprise you
galoots soon—just a few !” he remarked,
with a superior grin. ]

“Have you decided to turn honest,
then 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

1 kinder reckon vou can laugh all
you want now,” said Fish, unperturbed.
“My turn’s pretty- well hyer, I guess!”

Most of the Remove, of course, knew
nothing about Wharton's  jape,” so this
cryptic remark conveyed mothing to
them.

“What's the 1dict gotting
Bulstrode demanded.

"k, it's only his usual bluff ™

“I guess that's just where you're
wrong, Russell! snorted the 'frm;s-
atlantic junior. “I rather reckon you'll
change your mind when the cops bring
back the Head's plate through my
effortsl”

“0Oh crumbs, hark at himi"

“Ha, ha, ha'”

Fisher T, Fish grunted.

“I guess it won't bo long, now!” he
said. " Perhaps youw'll be intorested to

Tee Maicyer Lisriry.—No. 1,006,
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know I've just left the guys who boned
the plate.”

“Wha-a-at!" i

There was a yell of incredulity from
the emovites. .

“Hore, come off1” urged Bulstrode
sceptically.

*“Are you one of the gang,
Fishy 1"

“¥ tell you I've just left thom!” saii
Fish doggedly. *If Wharton% hyer,

gal::s he!l tell you how we ran 1uto
them in the w

then,

8"

“Well, Wharton’s not here, anyway,”
enid Dolsover major. " And if it comes
to that, what the dickens wers you
doing in the woods with Wharton? 1
E.idll t know you were very thick with

im. "

“"Wasnl, T ain't as a rule,” confessed
Fisher T. Fish. “Howover, I needed
help in rounding up the crooks this
afternoon, and harton and hia pals

promised to come nlmcllﬁ-"

= Oh, I:I:H:r;|.r did, did they?" azsl
Bnl:[a.uvar. ‘SBounds protty [unny to
m LF 3

“Bame hare!” murmured severad other
juniors.

“Wo got to know that there was bo
be a meeling of the crooks at the
Priory, this afternson—" continued
Fisher T. Fizh, gomg on with bis
i:}:lnnntinn.

*A meeting of the crooks!™
My sninted aunt!”

A burglars’ meeting in the Priory!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“0Oh, ecut it out, you silly mug-
wumps ! snorted Fish, quite wrathful
at the hilarity with which his story was
received, after all his torrifying adven-
tures. " This is the atraigﬁl goods, 1
tell you! After we heard of this
meeting, we fixed to go along and keep
our poopars open, ao this altornoon,
Wharton and his pals came along to the
Priory, with me in charge.”

“Draw it- mild "

“The idict's wandering in his mmd 1"

“{Can't you let & guy speak?’ hpwled
the detective of the Remove furiously.
“Anyway, we hadn't even got as far as
the Priory, before a couple of guys, all
dolled up in robes and hoods, jumped
out on us And went for our crowd like
Iur_'.r !-n- 5 '

“Go hon!”

“All the other white-livered jeys

reased off in & mighty hurry,”  zaid

ish graphically. “But I stood up to
*em. alono, and—*

“Ha. ha, ha!™

"That sounds like you, Fishy—I don't
think

“What an imagination, thought! He

t to become a novelist!”

Yeu silly darned jays, it's all true!”
roared Fisher T. Fish, “J1 tell you I
fought the whole bunch of them—
darned great huskies they were, too—
pone of them less than six feet high!”

“0Oh crumbs [ murmured Field, who
was ong of the most interested listeners,
being one of those who had heloed in
the preparations for the jape. ™ Are you
positive they wére that tall, Fishv?”

“8ix feet, if an inch!™ asserted Fish
firmly. “Not a’ man was shorter than
that! Naturally, I couldn't beat ‘em
te it, and in the finish they tied me
up, and tock me down to that old cellar
in the Priory!”

“Crreat pip!”

T T e T e T T T e
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“Ho's getting better and better!”

“When they'd got me down there
they gave me to understand that they'd
been plumb scared from the moment
they heard I was on the trail,” con-
tinued Fish., "“They told me there was
only one way out for them, and that
was to got rid of me. After that, they
set about me with dagﬁa 2

" howled lsover. “Ye

“They swore they'd murder me—"

“Pity they didn't!” chuckled SBquiff
heartlessly.

“But, just in time, I broke away and
wont for 'am ! said Fish. "1 guess I'd
got my mad quust a few!l 1 knocked
thosd crooks sbout right and left, and
they went over like ninepins!

I came away, and now 1l'm going to
the Head!"

“G-g-g-going to the Head 1" stuttered

VYernon-Smith. “ With that yarn! Oh,
hat t*
"Bure thing!” said the amateur

deteckive. " Don't you silly jays believe
me yetl1"™

! don't be funn'{ 1* said Vernon-
Smith, “You didn't expect us to
believe you, did you!"

“You zilly jay! Of course I did!™
hooted Fish indignantly. *I guess
I've told you the downright truth!™

There was & chorus of protest from
the juniors. i

“No need to carry it too farl said
Bulstrode. “"Nuffs s good as a feast,
you know! Now, own up, it's only
your weird tdea of & japc!”

Fisher T. Fish almost choked. After
all he had gonc through that afternoon,
the hilarious incredulity with which his
tale was received was too dishearten-
ing for words, The amatour detectivo
folt more than ever that life on, the
nleaﬁjjf old izsland of Great Britain
really was not worth living.

“Waal, I swow!”™ he managed to
gasp out at last. I guess you're the
most sceptical crowd of mugwumps I
ever met! I guess I'l] know better
than to tell you anything another time.
I reckon oven the doc, will see that
this is true!”

“Do you really mean to say you're
going to the Head?!” demanded Kipps.
143 ﬂ;tﬂr the reception you got last time,
tﬂﬂ ¢ ]

“Yeop! I'm going, right away

“Groat Scott!™ g

“He must be potty!”

“I guess I'm going to score heavy
this time!” said the American junior,
whose confidence remained unshaken in
face of tha incredulity of the ecrowd.
“¥You just watch out, and you'll see
things happen—just a few!"

And, bestowing & patronising nod on
thoe Removites, Ea hurried off, leaving
them in a state of great hilarity. not
unmized, however, with & certain
amount of surprise, for the direction he
took was that of the Head's house.

"Burely tho silly duffer's not going to
Spring I'IT that on the Head " exclaimed
Kipps. ;

“Especially afier what happened the
other night!”

Evidently it was Fish's intention to
visit the Head for seme purpose, how-
over, and the Removites could only
conjecture that he was “pulling their
legs,” and that his resson was alto-
gether different from that which he had
given them.

the

Chuckling over affair, . they
moved off towards the School House,

There was no hesitation about Fishy's
petions as he knocked al the door of

o

[ ]
time he was fresh from actual experi-
ences with the burglars themselves, he
reflected, instead of being a mere
novice in detective work, asking per-
miission to look into & case. The hour
of his triumph was at hand.

Dr. Locke looked up with a slight
frown as Fish ent&mcf Ho did mnot
like wasting his time, and he had not
itil:gtmmh the American junior's last

it.

“Well, Fish, I trust you have not
coma here to explain any more of your
schemes to me, this time1”

“Nope, sirl I'm down to brass

by now, instead of worrying
around over theories,” answered ﬂiah.

I kinder reckon you're still wanting
that plate back, sir?”

“Is it possible that you have returned
to reopen that absurd talk for which

I punished you previouslyt” said Dr,
Locke stérnly, *Please wunderstand,
Fish, that I am quite worried enough

by the loss of my plate already, with-
out having to tolorate stupid refcrences
to the matter by juniors with a mis-
placed zonse of humour.”

"Inﬂ-hub 1 a%ﬁ ou hfIl'un’t listened,
sirl” gaspe ish. ' guess  you
hl.ﬂ:ﬂl. heard what I've got to tell

u

' What have you to tell me, then,
Fish?" asked Dr. Locke impressed in
spite of himself by Fish's earnest
manper.

“I'm hyer to let you know that I've
foyund the ecrooks that pustled your
plate, sir, and I want to ask you to
phone the cops, right away.”

“Dear me!” said Dr. icl:e. whoso
knowledge of the American langu
was not extensive. "I wish you wam
attempt to make your remarks intelli-
gible to English people, Fish!”

“0Oh, Jerusalem crickets! I guess I
cen't put it much plainer than that!”
said isher T. Fish, in perplexity.
“I've run across the guys that did the
crook-work the other night, if you can
follow that, sir!™

“Bless my soul! Am I to under-
stand that you have identificd the bur-
glars who - absconded with my plate?”

“You've got me, siri” said Fish,
with & grin. “I ss - I'll put you
wise how it happened, sir{"

For the second time since his escape,

Fish narrated the story of his expedi-
tion mnto the woods with Harry Whar-
ton & Co. Dr. Locke listened to Fish's
excited sentences in grim silence, and
he stroked his chin reflectively as
Fisher T. Fish described his esca
from the dagger of death in the ‘old
monk's cell.
Fish concluded his story at last. Con-
trary to his eoxpectations, Dr. Locke
did not rise and shake him warmly by
the hand, then pick up the tnlnpl‘rbom
to ring for the police.

Dr. ke, as-as matter of fact, did
not appear to be moved in any way by
the American “junior's recital. He
still continued to stroke his chin reflect-
wvely snd frown.

“Have Wharton and the others
roturned yet?” he asked,

“Nope! I guess I'm going to tell
thoso mugwumps & thing or two when
they do come im, sir, tool I'll give
'em vamoose the ranch and leave me
at the mercy of those gaol-birds!"

‘Dr. Locke sighed. .

“Dear me, Iish, your stupidity really
spoms to have no limits! ou seri-
ously imagine that a gang of Eua'p&rntu
robbers would dress up in robes anud
take vou to the Priory for the purpose
of murdering yout”

Cither T. Fish groanod. Even the

THE Macxer Liserary.—No. 1,006 = Dr. Locke's study that afternoon, Thir - wiiz of the “crooks” .refuscd to credit
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his story! This was indeed the last
straw |

“Waal, T reckon you don't believe
I've made it all up, do you, sir? he
snorted,

Dr. Locke smiled;

“Xot at all! But hasn't it occurred
to you that it may be s practical joke
on the part of your schoolfcllows?®”

“Then ain’t you going to phone the
copsi” g d Fisher T. Fish. *“I
guess they'll got busy with their finger-

int stunts or something arcund the

riory, and you'll soon ba convinced
that they were genuine crooks!"

“I am not likely to do anything so
shsurd as to ving the pelice,” the
Head replied. * You have cbviously
been hoaxed, and although I do not
spprove of soch thoughtless practical
joking, I must say t your extra-
ordinary stopidity would encourage
almost anybody to have fun at your
expense.’”

“Waal, I swow!"
“Don't make ridieulous exclamsa-
tions, Fish!" said Dr. Locke. I

expoct Wharton and his friends know
& great deal moro this affair
than you scem to suppose. Please tell
them that I wish to sece them when
they come in. You may go.”

Fisher T. Fish stared at the Head
gpeechk-nsly for a second or two.
ntent as he was on scoring a great
success as & detective, the Hend’s
common-srnese theory as to the real
nature of the affair left him quite cold.
Fisher T. Fich believed with all his
Transailantic heart and soul that his
hosts in tha old Monk's Cell had been
genuine crooks,

He opened his mouth to speak, then,

Boys." ﬂ!ﬂﬂéd

you can have
a No. 4004
Mead Bike for
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just in time, he remembered the pain-
ul termination to his last interview
with the Head,

And with feelings too deop for words
Fisher T. Fish quitted the study,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s Way Out !

NE by one the chums of the
Remove were bound hand and
foot by ono of the well-dressed
neweoiers, while the other held

his revolver menacingly in the dirce-
tion of the dismayed juniors.

At fwst Harry Wharton felt con-
vineed that, somjechow or other, their
superiority of nuwmbers would get them
out of the scrape. When the Arst man
began 1o tie the Removites up with
Wibley's cord the captein of the
Remove had high hopes that it wounld

be possibla for one or two of them to
slip their bonds and take their captors
unawares, As ho watched the man at
work, howevor, that hope speedily
vanished. It was quite evident that

here was an cxpert at knot-tying, for
each junior when finished with secmed
to have been rendered sbsolutely help-
less,. Not content with tying their
arms hechind their baeks, he s=eccured
their legs in such a way that move-
ment seemed out of the question.  To
finish off his handiwork, he linked his
risoners together the arms and
cot, and then atiached the rord
sccurely to an iron ring in the wall
It scemed that every hope of cscape
from this unenviable position was cut
off.

“A very neat job!"” commented the
man with the revolver, transfcrring
the weapon to his pocket, and survey-
ing the crestfallen jumiors with great

PRICE ’I
TWOPENCE,
satisfaction. “I must say these boys
gave me quite a turn when we first
came up. suppose this is a kind of

mecting-place of some schoolboy society
or other.™

“Well, now what's the next move,
Lytton*"” demanded his companion,
casting an uncasy glance up the stone
steps, "It strikes me we must got the
stuff away at once. If these boys are
missed, and there's a huc-and-cry, we
are booked for certain trouble unless
we geb to work very quickly., I wish
to goodness we had taken it away
before, ns 1 suggested !”

“You weren't very keen on mminﬁ
here in the daylight before, anyway !
retorted the other, with s shrog, *If
it hadn't been for your getting scared
and wanting to come and inspect
lie of the land before fetching i1t away,
I'd have had a car here ilis afterncon,
and we'd have been back in fown in
the next hour with the whole of the
stuff "

“Well, don't start a row!"” said the
first speaker., “It was bad luck in the
first place to get a breakdown so near
the school. The main thing now is to
get the car round here as soon as Wo
can, and get right out of this neigh-
bourhood !"

“J supposc one of us had betier sia
here and keep guard over these lads
while the other fetches the car,” said
the non-smoker of the precious pair.

The man with the cigar knitted his
brows.

“What about the others? They must
be warned that the Highcliffo job ia
off for tonight. Look hero, you had
better run down to the village and get
on the phone while I'm getting the

({Continued overleal.)
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car from Courtfield. I'll mect you in
Friardale. These boys. will ‘be safe
enough. They'll never get away from
your slip-knots{"” |

“They'll shout though !

“{zag the voung whelps, and they
won't do much shouling then!”

Harry Wharton & Co. ﬂt-rugﬁied
spasmodically as the two approached
them again, but any kind of resistanco
was impossible now, and they had per-
force to submit to having handker-
chiefs “stuffed into their mouths, their
prospects of attracting help by shout-
ing thus being annihilated, :

g;f'hnn they had accomplished this
task the two men, after a final
pramination toe see that their captives
wero  absolutely secure, ascended the
stone steps and hurried off.©

Helpless and stifled, the juniors could
only look at each ofher and blink and

rimece. It seemed that only by

ecer luck could they expeet to be
relenged now. If only. a peasser-by
would come down inio the old cell an
stumble across them, was the thought
that ran through six minds as the
Removites lay in acute discomiort,
helpless in every limb, and unable to
mnﬂu a ‘sound beyond = stifled croak.
That, unfortunately, seamed wery un-
like]v. The Priory, at the best of
tirhes, was a lonely apot in the woods,
and of the infrequent visitore very few
indced venturoed down into the dsmp
snd dirly old cell, y

There *was one among ihe six Re-
movites, however, who had not given
up all hope.

Beb Cherry, [rom the moment the
two roguez had left, moved the muscles
of hiz face about in such & way that
the others began to fcel alarmed that
he might be choking. Harry Whar-
ton, owover, after a momentary
doubt, rcalised that Bob Cherry meant
to convey sr.}methmi to them. \

What that somet ing was, howevar,
Huarry could not understand at all.
He eould only perceive that Bob was
coniinually fixing his eyes on one par-
ticular spot on the floor. .

Looking down, the Remove skipper
observed that the glowing end of the
cigar which the lexder of their captors
had thrown away was still smoulder-
ng. This fect gave him no clue as
to what Bob Cherry wasz getting at,
but, realising that the cigar-end was
nearcr him than his chum, he shuMed

his foot & little and sent it xolling
towards Bob.
Bob Cherry nodded, and then did a

thing that simply astonished the rest.

Bending over as far ms he ‘posaihlf
could, he applied his lips to the well-
chewed "“smoke ” and drew at it as
vigorously as possible. His chums could
sen that he had worked his handker-
chief to one side of his mouth in order
to allow a clear passage of air, and in
spite of his tremendous handicap, he
succeeded in  stimulating the dying
cigar tip and making it glow quite
brightly again.

The cffort almost choked him, for
his face went scarlet, and a flood of
tears began to conrse down his cheoks,
while stifled coughs eseaped him.

The others began to sce light now,
for immediately he had got IEE cigar-
end , glowing to his satisfaction, he
lppﬁad the cord that Lound his wrists
to it, and pressed as hard as was pos-
sible in his cramped position,

The Removites watched with the
ubmost interest, It was obvious now
that Bob Cherry intended to burn
through his bonds and get his hands
free, They could all realise that if he

Tre MackeT Lisrasy.—No. 1,206

sncceeded it would take omnly & few
minutes to free the rest of them,
Having released his hands, it would
be a wvery casy matter for Bob to

fetch out his pocket-knife and cut the

cord away from his legs, and after-
wards do the same for the wvest of
his chums.

Bob

It was no easy task, however,
writhed with pain as the glowing
ember came into contact with his Aesh,
and meny a lad might have given up
in  despair., Bob Cherry, however,
stuck it gamely. It was painful work,
but ho was willing to po through a
great deal worie, if there was & chance
of getting the best of the rogues who
had captured them. o
.The juniors’ eyes gleamed with ex.
citement as they perceived a wisp of
smoke going up from their chum's
wrists, mdicating that the cord had
begun to burn through. TFor & few
seconds the suspense seemed awful, and

the hope died out of their faces as they
saw Bob tug without result,. and the
wisp of smoke die away as the cigar

cmber petered out.

The good work had borne fruit, how-
ever, and after Eoveral more frantic
efforts on Bob Cherry's part there was
a s n snap and the cord came
asunder from his wrists. Bob Cherry
was free!

His first action was to pull the hand-
korchief from his mouth, and for
several seconds after that he was
choking and coughing from the tobacco
fumes with which his mouth was Full,

“ Grocooogh ! Atchooooo ! Oh
crumbs! I never felt so rotten in my
life! Ugh!"

The others were rolling their eyes
oxpressively, apparently meaning that
they wished him to release them as
quickly as possible; and Bob Cherry,
roalising that urgency was demanded
of hun, overcame his sickness with an
effort, and reached for his ket-
knife. Very soon he had cut himself
entircly free and staggored to his feet,
and after that it was only & matter of
moments before the rest of the joniovrs
were on their feet n’%nin, groaning and
choking from the effects of their gag-
ging, and rubbing thémselves ruefully

whore. the cords had cut inte their
flesh. _
“My hat! What a couple of out-

siders those chaps are!” said Johnny
Bull. “I feel as if I've been through
Chinese torture !

“Bame here!” groancd Wibley., “I'd
like to scrag the awful rotters'™

“I think tho thanks of the lot of wus
arc due to old Bob,” said Harry
Wharton. “That was a real brain-
wave of yours to burn through the cord
with that scoundrel’s cigar-tip !

“Hear, hear!"

“Hope you're not hurt muech, Boh "

«Oh, that's all right™ said Bob
Cherty, “Anyway, mnow that we're
through with that part of the pro-
gramne, what's the next item *"

Harry Wharton knittcd his brows
thoughtfully.

“You heard them say their car was
at Courtficld. I suppose the merchant
who was smoking intends catching a
train from Friardale Station, so it all
depends on the luck of the train service.
Onece he gots ta Courtfield, it won't take
him long to buzz back.”

“Is there time to go for the police *
asked Johnny Bull.

The Remove skipper shook his head.

“I don't know that there 15.  You
see, the only man we can lay our hands
on to begin with is Tozer. here's no
chance of getting help from the Court-
field Police Htation in time. Then,
again, if one'of us goes off for help

there won't be so many left here to
for the rotters when they come back.
I take it we're going to stay and npab
thom, if we can?”

“Rather!”
"{;I-[ course, they're armed and
they're- desperate,” said Wharton, a

little worried at the .thought that he
might be leading his followers into too

great a danger. ‘“Perhaps we ought
to ring up Courtfield, and leave it to
the ice”

“Rot!"” said Johnny Bull instantly.
“I vote we wait for them to return.
Wea should be ablo to take them by
surprise, and I'm particularly anxious
to dot one of them on the eye and have
a bit of my own back for this tying-up
business |

“Bamo hore!”

“Well, we are all agreed, thent”
acked the Remove caplain,

The juniors nodded.

“Passed nem. con.,” said Rake,

"Good egg!”

“Right-ho, then!” said Harey
Wharton, who, incidentally, was . ns
anxious as any of them to get an oppor-
tunity of “having & cut ™ at their two
unpleasant scquaintances. “' Woe must
arrange everything without any delay.
Weao've got to remember that they're
armed, and that this is =& bit mere
serious than an ordinary school * rag.” ™

"I suggest we ambush the bounders
before they got here,” put in Beb
Cherry. “We are more likely to sur-
ﬁ;im them if we get in hiding half-way

tween here sand the Friardale Lane.”

The Remove captain nodded.

“I'm inclined to think you're right.
What do you chaps think 7"

There was a chorus of !p;n‘mrll. Boh
Cherry’s suggestion certainly contained
sound common-sense, :

“We might cut down someo sticks
from the trecs, so that we ean attack the
rotters if théy start any tricks with
their guns,” suggesicd Rake.

“What-ho!”

ﬂﬂm CRE 1 1

“Perhaps we ought (o shift the swag
to another hiding-place, in caso any-
thing goes wrong,” Harry Wharton
remarked, eyeing the bulky sack which
still reposed in the corner, “Shall weo

take it with us®”
“You bet! answered Bolb Cherry
promptly. “Whatever happens, woe

mustn’t let those chaps collar the loot
again. Give a hand, you fellows!”
The Removites soon had the Head's

plate up the steps.  After that, they
tra.mlpenf down tho footpath leading lo
the lano until they had arrived at a
well-wooded spot about half-way be-
tween the lane and the Priory.

“Wo can put tho plate away safely
under one of these bushes till the

trouble’s over,” said the Remove
skipper. “Bung it well out of sight

somewhere ! : i
ed ™ 1t out of sight,

The juniors “bu
and carefully noted the spot so they

could find it again later.

“MNow for the sticks!” woent on Harry
Wharton briskly. *There are plenty
to choose from, so don't waste any
time. They may not be very long
gone, you know!"

Those of the Removites whoe were pro-
vided with pocket-knives busiod thom-
selves cutlipg down sticks, and they
soon had a formidable srray of
weapons, It was not  like arry
Wharton & Co. to wait for an enemy in
superior numbers and armed with any
weapons other than their fists, but they
knew  that this time they were up
against & desperate pair of rascals, who
would not hesitate to shoot if i1t became
necessary.  Against encmies of that
kind kid-glove methods would certainly
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To finish off his handiwork, the ctacksman linked the junlors together, and them attached the cord to am iron
“A very neat job !’ commented the man with the revolver.

{See Chapter 10.)

* That'll keep 'em safe enoughl’

be ineffective. The only way was to
take thém by surprise, and overpower
them before they had time to draw out
their revolvers.
“"Areo wo all ready 1™ . .
Harry Wharton surveyed his fol-
lowers, and they nodded.

“Good! Then let's take u
stand somewhere nearer the road,™

The juniors mwoved cautiously along
the footpath antil they had arrived at
a particularly sheltered place where the
trecs and- wndergrowth _gera&w in thick
profusion. It was an ideal place for
an ambush, and Harry Wharton halted
hie followers without hesitation.

"“This i1s where we stop,” he said.
“Wo'll divide up into two %rl;iga,_ one
on cither side of the path. ake your-
selves as scarce as possible, 1'01!. fellors,
and remember to rush the blighters the
moment I yell: * Rescue, Removel ™

The Removites nodded, and divided
up as their leader had indicated. They
wore by no means amateurs at scouting
work, and they had very quickly hidden
themselves in such & manner that a
casual passer-by could not possibly have
noticed them.

‘They waited in silonce for the return
of the cracksmen.

Five nminutes passed—ten, filteen!

Harry , Wharton glanced restively at
hiz watech. :

Then at last came ithe sound that the
Removites had been waiting for—the
distant purr of a motor-car engine
down the Friardale Lane.

Harry Wharton listened

our

intently.

After a short interval the noise sud-
denly . stopped.

Then fE]]uwed an interval of several
minutes during which nothing hap-
pened. Harry Wharton ]I';mzmd cautiousl
through a gap in the bush whic
sheltered him, then hastily withdrew.

“They're coming!” he whispered to
Johnny Bull and Wibley, who were with
him. *“Get ready, you chaps!”

The Removites could hear the dull
thudding of feet coming along the foot-
path.

Tha neise grew more distinet, and the
juniors held themselves in readiness for
the attack.

At last the two men drow abreast with
thon.

“Collar em 1”

The cry rang out through the silent
woods, and with a well the jumors
sgra{xg out, and hurled themselves upon
the foo.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fish is not Satlisfied !

HEMNM Fizher T. Fish roturned to

Study No. 14, after his second

unsatisfactory interview with

Dr. Locke, he was looking

vory disconsolate. He had returned to

Groyfriars, fully expecting to receive

the admiring applause tha whola

school and the overwhelming. gratitude

of Dr. Locke. . Instead of which, both

tho school and the Head bhad received

him with “completas ineredulity. Fish
was profoundly disappointed.

“Brought in any grub with you®”
asked Sampson Quincey Iffley Field
when Fish entered the sindy and
moodily sat down in the armehair.

“Nope! I guess I'v?agot other things
to think of | he snapped.

“What did the Pead say?” grinned
Sq;:; ff. *“Another licking 1"

“isher T. Fish shook his head.

“I guess I can’t just understand the
old bird,” he declared. “I reckon he's
got me beat all the time. He wouldn's
believe & word of it !™

“Go hon !’ chuckled the junior from
New South Wales,

“T'm beginning to suapect him my-
self,” continued Fisher T, Fish, looking
vary thoughtful. " Pearhaps he's not
such a boob as he looks ™

“What -do vyou mean, agzsi?

“1 guess you've heard of insurance
swindlerz ‘before ¥ said Fish. “A guy
insures a thing for more than it's worth,
and elaims the full amount of
insuranoe. It's a protty slick sort of
game, and &8 guy wants -any amount of
nerve and pep to put it across.”

“And you believe the Head's doipg
that " gasped Squiff, -

“Waal, I wouldn't say it's a frame-up
all through,” said Fish slowly. “But I
must say he seems to be doing all ho
knows how to prevent the croo s being
caught, so it looks pretlty suspicious;
and I guess he's more keen on getting
the insurance money than the plate.”

“Great . Seott!” murmured Squiff
faintly. “I shouldn’t advise you to
broadcast your opinion, Fishy!”
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“Nope. I reckon T'm & little too
wide to do that,” said the amateur
detective. *1I guess the prool’s not too
strong at present, and if it comes to that
I'm rathor doubtful whether & moss-
grown old jay like the doc would be
cute enough to think it out!”

“'Cute cnough!” echoed Bgquifi. *I
should say dishonest enough, myself!”

“Waal, that's a matter of opimion,
anyway,” said Fisher T. Fish, “The
guy that can put it over on an insIrance
wompany deserves to get away with it= I
guess. Anyway, that's not what I'm
worrying my cebeza over, I want to
know whether I ought to leave -the
Hesad ont of it and put the cops on the
peent myself.”

“Don’t be a silly ass, Fishy!” 1rged
Squiff, who kneow all about the jape,
and was not anxious to fce the police
brought inte it. *“Why not drop the
whole thing and forget about it? As a
first step to thak, I suggest you run over
to the tuckshop and get some grub for
tﬂ'ﬂ |:|‘.F

“Blow tea!” snorted Fisher T. Fish.
“There's another thing I've been think-
ing of. Where did the jays who camo
with me get to? There was Wharton,
Cherry, Nugent, and Bull, and none of
thom have got back yet. Do you think
they were caught by some'of the crooks,
or are they skulking arcund outside the
achool still 2”

“Don't actk conundrums!” vawned

Squiff. “I'm fed-up with the whole
bizney. What I want to koow 15, are
vou going to the tuckshop, or are you
nok "

“MNope!” grunted Fisher T. Fish. “I
guass— aroooooop | Let up, you
rotter 1"

SBquifi’s pationce was exhausted. He
fell on the American junior and smoto
him hip and-thigh, mueludinrz by oiif_n*
ing the. door and propelling i
forcibly out of Btudy No. 14 with the tip
of his boot.

Fish wvelled and charged back
furiously into the study.

“You elabsided jay! T guess 'l
make potato-scrapings of wyou!” he
hooted, shakimg a bony fhst at the
Colonial.

Squiff reached out for a ericket-stump
and poised it gas if he meant to hurl it.
And Fisher T. Fish did not wait to
describe what he would do to Bquifi any
more, but fled, slamming the door after
him with & bang that made the windows
rattle.

. Fisher T. Fish tremped down the
Remove passage and looked in at Study
Ne. 1, which Wharton and . Nugent
shared. It was still empty, and with a
grunt Fish guitted the Remove guarters
and went downstairs,

- Hurree Jameset Bam Singh wae on the
steps as Fish went out into the Close,
and he stopped to exchange a few words
with the Indian junior.

“Been anything of Wharton and the
rest lately ¥ he inguired casually,

Hurree Singh nodded.

“I have regardfully seen the esteemed

arton and the rest,” he answernd: a

faint smile illuminating his dusky
countenanoe.

“Where were they?” asked TFish
eagerly.

“Im the studry,
ludierons Fishy
. "1 puess I've just been there, and
thay're not in 1"

“I did not remarkfully state that they
ara!” said Tuky gravely.

“Waal, T swow! You just told me
$phey were ! yelled Fish indignantly.

“Bo they were three hours ago, clock-
fully 1 said Inky. *That was when I
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regardfully saw them, my esteemed and
ludierous friend!™

Fisher T. Fish gave Inky a homicidal
glare.

“¥oun silly black jay! What sort of
& game do you think you're playing
with me? I guess if your funky pal
Wharton turns up, you can tell him,
with F. T. Fish's compliments, that I've
made my getaway from the crooks, and
that I've gone to the police stabion
now."

With which remark, Fisher T. Fish
turned on hie heel and strode mcross the
Close to the gate, leaving the imper-
turbable Inky smiling serencly.

Fisher T. Fish wal down the road
that led to Friardale village at a great
rete, his lean legs working like clock-
work.  Still unconvinced by the
ecopticism of Dr. Locke and the
Removites he was determined to report
hiz adventures to the police and get
them to take it up. And if the E?d
capture the “orooks,” a dozen hoad-
masters would not prevent Fish from
%ll:smng’_ﬁumﬁ of the kudos attaching to
the business,

“I guess I'll show the silly jays!” he
muttered fercely, as he came towards
the village.

P..c. Tozer was standing outside the
Friardale tuckshop, in conversation
with Uncle Cl'eﬁg, when Fisher T. Fish
entered the village.  Neither of the
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two gentlemen gave him very
locks, as he approached them:
F‘?t & very lElf

Jlegg's, an
By nature.

“I guess I got some work for you to
do, Mr. Tozer,” said Fisher T, Fish,
with a nod. “I kinder reckon if you
come along with me, I can put you on
& good thing!”

“Which I've scen some of vour larks
before!” said P.-e. Tozer, with a sus-
picious grunk. il | ’nFe none of vou
voung rips sin't trvin' to play any
tricks with me this time, or there'll be
trouble for you, Master Fish,”

“You're safe! This is the straight
goods [ said Fish.

P.-c. Tozer nodded to Uncle Efo%g'
and walked ponderously down the

racious
15h was
uent customer at Uncle
r. Tozer was suspicious

village street with the American
junior. '
“I puess you'te all out for promo-

tion, hey?™ said Fish. *Waal, I got
somethink that's going to earn you your
stripes, as surc as & gun! I guess vou're
still fooling around about thai burglary
up at the school, ain't you?"

“Which we've pgot the case well in
‘and ! replied Mr. Tozer pompously.
“You leave it to the Force, Master
Fish, and don't you be a-worrving of
vourself about things that don't con-

cern you !

“Aw, can that!” said TFish un-
impressed.  “'What would you sav if I
told you that I could put xou on the

guys that rustled that plate, right
now I

"THE BOUNDER'S WIN!"—SPECIAL FOR NEXT WEEK!

“Haw, haw, haw!” laughed P.-c.
Tozer, “Whichk you're werry funny at
times, Master Fish! You houghter be
& comedian ™

“0h, cut it out!” sxid Fisher T. Fish
crossly. “I guess I ain't used to being
cackled at by a cop in a onc-horze show
like this. What I'm telling you is
true!”

“Which it's werry "ard to believe!”
“I guess I'm wiilin to prove itl
You just listen, while I tell you!”

He quickly recounted the story of his

afternoon's adventures.

“Waal, what are you going to do
about it?” he demanded, when he had
finished.

P.-c. Tozer scratched his chin reflec-
tively.

“ Which there’ll be trouble if you
and the other young rips are "avin’ =
lark with me!” he zaid warningly. "It
ain't wise to irifle with the Lore,
Master Fish!” .

“1 min't playing larks! snorted Fish.
“What, do you take me for? T tell you
this iz absolutely the straight goods,
and I want to know what you're going
to do about it!"

““Ow many of "em do you say there
were?"” asked P.-c. Tozer, sonrewhat re-
assured.

“*8ix |” answered the American junior,

“And theyr all 'ad deggers?” asked
the limb of the law anxiously.

“Waal, I dunno about that—one of
‘em had, anyway! What do you figure

on dﬂin.f?"

P.-c. Tozer g"runl'ﬂﬂ.

“Which 1 #’'pose you don’t hexpect
me to tackle ’em all single-handed, I
'u!_:-e- 1" he said sarcastically

‘1 giess that's your business, nol
mine ™

“'Owever,” continued Mr Tozer, ™1
don't mind coming along to the Priory
to 'ave a look round. If wot you've
said is correct, I expect they've gone
before now, and we can investigate,
And I might say, if it turns out to be
honly your idea of a little joke, your
‘eadmaster will ‘ear about it!™ he
added. -

“I guess I ain't anxious to come
slong with you !” said Fish hastily. *I
got an sppointment up at the schoel in
a few minutes!”

“Then you're going to miss that there
appointment ! said P.-c. Tozer primls.
“You comerlong of me, young man,
and if we don't find any of the coves
i.'l:m"rﬂ been talking about, I'll comer-

ng of you to vour "eadmaster 1

“i’ guess I'd rather not!™ said Lisher
T. Fish desperately. “I guess T ain't
above admmtting the truth—I ain't
anxious to meet any of those crooks
again "

“Don't you worry about them!™
grunted Mr. Tozer. “You've got me
with you this time! Which they won't
dare touch wou while I'm there!”

Fisher T. Fish groaned. ITc had his
doubts about that!

“Look hyer, you old fool!™ he said
disrespectfully. "I guess I ain't risk-
ing my neck any more to-day,. thank

ou! don't you phone to Court-
1ald for help ¥

“Y min't going to do anythink of the
kind ! answered P.-c. Tozer stolidly,
“T've got me doubts about this affair,
Master Fish. If you aln't 'avin’ o joke
on me, it strikez me zome hother person

or persons, at present hunknown, are
‘avin’ a joke on you!”
Fisher T. Fish hadn't really bar-

gained for another visit to the scene
of his previous painful adventures, and
he began to turn quite pale.
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“Listen hyer!™ he gasped, *1I
guess—"'

“You come with me, Master Fish,
and you'll be quite orlright!” declared
P.-c. Tozer.

Fisher T. Fish made & sudden bolt,
but to his surpriee, found that P.e
Tozer's fat hand, which had been. rest-
ing. lightly on his shoulder, suddenly
gripped him and held him tight.

“Let up, you silly jay!” yelled Fishy
furiously. *“I guoess—"'

“You come to the Priory, along of
me, and we'll see wot we can find!"
said Mr. Tozer, and despite Fish's
spasmodic struggles, the corpulent con-
stable led him down the road, without
eny apparent diffioulty. _

he Priory was not a greal distance
from Friardale village, and although
the progress of Mr. Tozer and the
American junior wae not particularly
rapid, it did not take them long to
reach the woods surrounding the scene
of Fish's earlier exploits.

“Hyer, I guess 1 nin’t going on any
further ! said Fisher T. Fish wildly,
as they started down the footpath lead-
ing to the old monk’s cell. “I guess
vou can take the risk of being mur-
dered, if you like! I ain't so keen on
dying for the love of adventure !”

“rArk i said P.-c. Toser, suddenly
releasing his prisoner. “Wot's that?
Collar *em | ; _

“Great = Christopher Columbus [
That’'s Wharton’s voice!” cried Fisher
T. Fish. “I guess—"

— o E—

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Exit Delecilve Fish 1l

1} OLLAR 'em!”
‘ : The Removites' _
captors swung round with

startled facer az the familiar

war-cry of the juniors rang through
the woods. ¥ U
An instant Jater six eager jumors

were upon them, and, with oaths on
their lips, the two cracksmen stood at
bay.

Possibly the exigencies of their pro-
fession had accustomed them te sudden
shocks; at any rete, the Removites did
not take them quite so much by surprise
us they had planned to.

" Harry Wharton, who was the first to
hurl himself on the foe, had his stick
wrenched out of his hu.:né, and the man
who had been smoking the cigar which
lied indirectly released them when they
raviously met, brought it down on the

move skipper's shoulder with sicken-
ing force, sending him reeling to the
ground.

“Back it into 'em!"™ gasped Bob
Cherry, driving hiz clenched fist full
into the face of the other man; and he

gave a yell of triumph es the rascal
stigpered and féll. 'The man was not
beaten, however. He plunged hiz hand

into & i'ii.p"nﬁﬂ]'lﬂi'-, and when he withdrew
it, Bob Cherry could see that it con-
tained something that glittered.

“Look outi” yelled Bob. “He's got
the gun!”

Frank Nugent swung his stick over hia
head and aimed it at the hand that held
the revolver. There was a howl of
agony from the cracksman, and
firop the revalver,

" Good man, Franky !

“Now bow! over the other bounder!"

The *other bounder,” however, evi-
dently had different ideas on that sub-
ject. With a furious cry, he hit out
right and left, scattering the. juniors
for o moment. Then he abandoned his
fallen colleague, and raced away down
ithe footpath at top speed, with two or

former.

he pressed

Lhrﬂ& of the Removiles chasing alter
1ITt.

“8Btop him!” roared Bab Cherry,
although there was nobody in siglit at
that moment.

The man was tall, and evidently a
fairly good runner, and Bob saw that
a few minutes at the sama spoed would
enable him to make his escape.

As they turned the cornar of.the foot-
path, however, a portly figure which had
previously been hidden by the trees
came into sight, and Johnny Bull gave
a-shout of JoF.

“Tozer!’

At the samo moment the juniors
rpotted Fish, close behind the Friardale
constable, and they gave another yell:

“Btop ham, Fishy!"

“Stop thief I"

“Clatch him, Tozer

P.-c. Tozer eyved the ovcoming cracks-
man somewhat dubiously, but he planted
himsell firmly in the middle of tfe foot-
m.t‘h: Fisher T. Fish looked very appre-

nziva indeed, but when he saw that
tha man was carrying no rovolvers or
daggers, he also overcame his qualms
and stepped up level with P.-c, Tozer.

e in the name of the Jore!"™
m&r{e{d 0. Tu‘.;,ur. Spe i

ome on along, a guess we'
knoek wyou inte the
weck 1" added the
ferociously. 3

These injunctions, however, did not
seam to deter the fugitive—in fact, he
put on a decided st when he gob
withic ten yards of his new assailants.

“Which you'd better stop!” shouted
?ﬂu II:P-&HI‘ excitedly. “You 'ear me—
stop ¥

Crash !

The desperate man had evidently
pinned his faith to his chante of bowhn
over Tozer and Fish bv sheer force o
momentum. As & matier of fact, it was
his only possible means of escape, for
the obstacles in the way of trees. bushes,
and undergrowth on either side of tho
path made it imperative for him to stick
to the path itself. When he crashed into
the constable, however, he found that,
to his undoing, he. had underestimated
the rosistance that would be offered him.
P.«¢. Tozrer was no light weicht, and, 1n
antieination _of the assault, he had
braced his fat muscles up to a high
tension.

Crash |

There was a terrific thud as the bulky
policeman and the tall eracksman caine
into violent contact and dropped to the
grovnd, clasped in affectionate embrace.

Fisher T. Fish missed the crash, but
seeing that the danger was past, he took
an  active interest in capturing the
eriminal. Jomping on ton of the strug-
gling pair. he began pommelling them
both irdiseriminatelv, and there were
lowd wvells of pein from both as his bony
knuckles met the cracksman’s chin and
P..c. Tozer's broad nose.

A moment later Bob Cherry and
Johnny Baull and Frank Nueent came
un, and disposed of the man’s last chance
of escaping.

“Where's old Wil's cord " chuckled
Pob Cherry, fixing. an iron grip on the
rascal’s arm and helping the others to
“sort him out,” as Johnmy Bull ex-
1k,

“Thev're tying up this marchant’s
pal with it!"” answerad Frank Nugont,
“Let’s go back to them.” _

P.-c. Tozer rose to his feet with many
a groan and monoed hLis heated brow
with a red spotted handkerchief.

“Which ihat was ‘ot work!” he re-
marked. “"Did I "ear one of you young
gents say you'd got anothexr besides this
covel’

pra

American junior

middle of mpoxt-

“You did!” replied Beb Cherry, “Ii
you'll come with us we'll show him o
you, Mr, Tozor,”

“Ry gum! I reckon I did that rather
neatly!" said Fish, as they léd their
captive back ;nvgmrcfa the Priory. * Did
ﬁ:u?_g:almt-ﬂ see me stop that crook—

y

MNo, 1 dido’t!” said Johnuy Bull,
with his customary, painful fra |
saw you funk it until Tozer had brought
bim down; then you piled in all zight,
Eﬂﬁl}-ﬂtha'dnng‘ﬁ: of getting hurt was

Fish sniffed,

“You're a fine sort of guy to talk
about' funk!" he snecred. "5 gUESS ¥Ou
jays showed a yellow streak all right
this afternoon, when those two johnnies
cama out at usl™

“Well, we're sorry we had to leave
you, Fishy " said Frank Nugent. - " Wo
wmd a pressing engagement just then.
How did you gt nn{;‘%‘l !

Fisher T. Fish lifted his promincat
nose & Little higher in the air,

I guess you galoots t to have
seen me when got me down there.”
Zﬁe mdia '“Th:ﬂra'?mr:d Eir:i:a ImHh' 1

esperate crooks, armed to the teeth!"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“They tried to scare me with
daggers,”! went on Fishar P. Fish: * but
I guess it takes more than cold steel
to move me! I just laughed at the
guys and defied ‘em I

*And did you lick the lot of tem.
F:.ahﬁ;n”’l i

" Waal, not exactly 1" admitted Fisher
T. Fish. “They were a pretty big crush
for one galoot te tackle on his lonesome,
I guess. I reckoned I'd best ba getting
some help, so I hopped off and fetched
Tozer along! Now I'm wanting to
know what all this 5 ahout! is
this guy-wo've just bagged?”

“Oh, merely one of the lellows who

pinched the. Head's plate!™ said Bob
Cherry care .
The Removites did not explsin the
full circumstanices of their capture, for
the time being, and for a few minutes
Fishy continued to beast of his exploits
mn the cell, in blissful ignorance of the
real identity of those six robed and
hooded individuals who had entértained
him earlier in the afternoon,

After the two cracksmen had been
sepured, and the juniors’ injuries at-
tended to, however. Dick Rake had a
whispered conversation with Wibfer, as
a result of which the latter crept off
while Fich was not looking, and de-
scended into the monk’s ccll again,

Two minutes later a weird figure,
arrayed in the dress Fish knew so well.

npﬁmrad before him, and Fish gave a
yall.

“By. heck! Hver’s one of ‘om!
S T ol

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a howl of Jaughter from the
juniors, and Pisher T. Fish stared at
them in astonishment,

He looked at the newcomer again, and
with a ﬁﬂ.ﬂp saw him throw the
hood and reveal the cheerful face of
William Wibley. -

Then Fisher T. Fish understood.

“ Wibley ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“*You—you—you—" stuitered Fisher
T. Fish.

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Y pguess that licks -creation!”
mumbled Fishar T. Fish, utierly beaten
for oncs in his life. * Th-then 1 guess
all tho rest of you were in it, toal”

“How did you that, Fishy "™
“What a brain i”

“ Jovver got left?”

Toee MacReT Lisrany.—No. 1,000.
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“Tell us a.%'ain how fearless vou were
in’' tho face ot death.”™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*“1 guess you're B B8
qruntcg Fisher T. Fish.
about that letter, then?

“That was faked, too, vou duffer!”
said Harry Wharton.

“Then who in tarnation are these
galoots " demanded Fish, pointing to
the two captives, who were now under-
poing & cross-examdnabion at the hands
of P.c. Tozor.

Harry Wharton explained what had
liappened after Fish's exit from the
monk's cell, and Fisher T. Fish listened
in great surprise.

“Waal, I guess you wouldn't have
caught tho ::rtiler bird if I hadn’t come
Lack, anyway !” was his comment after
the story had been told, to which the
juniors replied with that ancient and
¢lassic monosyllable:

“ Hats ! _

P.-¢. Tozer fairly rubbed his fat palms
with joy when the juniors removed the
sack containing the plate from the bush
nnder which it%md heen hidden by them,
and he could hardly refrain from gloat-
ing over his two captives. Without a
doubt, it was the biggest capture P.-¢.
Tozer had ever had in hiz life.

“My heyo!" ha kept on muttaring.
“This is a good day'e work, and no mis-
take! My heye!”

Thoe juniors accompanied him to
Courtfield Police Station, where In-
gpector Grimes listened with surprise and
considerable satisfaction to his sub-
ordinate’s report. Then the worthy con-
stable and the seven Removites hired
two taxis and returned post-haste to
Greyfriars.

t of jays!”
“But what

THE

Their arrival attractad no little atten-
tion in the Close, and quite & crowd of
juniors gathered round as they pulled
uF. ere were various exclamations
of surprise at the bulky sack which
Harry Wharton & Co. carried in, and
the crowd was not slow to guess that
this indicated that the Head's plate
had been found.

“Is it the Head's plate?” asked
Skinner,

“Toll mo all about it, Wharton !"

“1 say, you fellows, I know something
about it!"

“Where are the giddy burglars, Mr,
Tozer 1"

“Where did yon find it?"

The Removites, however, brushed past
their questioners,

“All in good time, my infants!"” said
Harry Wharton. “We'll lét you know
all. about it after we've seen the Head.”

To say that Dr. Locke was surpr
when the little erowd entered his study
is putting it mildly. It was zsome littla

time before he could understand what
had happened.
“Blass my soull™ he’ said as they

entered. ** Wharton——'

“Which these young goents and my-
self have succeeded in recoverin® your
plate, sir,” announced F.-c. Tozer, touch-

ing tho peak of his helrhet respectfully.
'Dﬂnrpgmﬂ! What wonderful news!"
gasped the bewildered headmaster.

Y But how—=""

The juniors put the sack gently on tho
floor, and Dr. Locke bent down and
examined the articles inside it.

“Which I ’ope it's the right stuff,
sir?"” said Mr. Tozer.

“Yes, indeed! All these articles are
mine,” said Dr. Locke, his face posi-
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“ Every day the four of us wera brought in front ¢ the threé great Buddhas.- Wa
saw ghastly and horrible things performed by these hooded priests, . . . « | falt as

though my personality was being drained from ma. . . . .
hut on & eoale unknown 1o our Western world,

Hypnotism T Perhaps—
i sscapad from that house of torture,

buf the hand of Kang Pu has reached out for me éven in England ; aven in my own houss,

hehind locked doors, | im not safe IV

Doctor Lamonte's story of the erueltive he and his companions endured at the
hands of the all-powerful Eung Pu, the self-styled Chosen of Buddha, whose ambitious
aim 13 to wipe cut the peoples of the Western world, is but the starting-pelat of Ferrers
Locke's Intest and most perilous quest, The world-Tamous sleuth, accompanied only
by his plucky boy assistant, sets out to beard this remarkable ruler of the Tibetan
Lamaseries In his den, knowing full well that death Iurks at his heels the moment
he puts foot In the forbldden country over which Kang Pu holds sway.

Thiz sensational story will hold your interest from firsk to lask.

Look oul for the

opening chapters in nex{ week's bumper issue!l

tively beaming with delight now. * This
is more than I dared hope for. 1 am
delighted !

His glance rested on Fish,

““But surely that story you told me

this afterncon was not—"
o Nope, sir!"” said Fish, without wait-
ing for him to conclude the sentence, “I
guess I was fooled, sir. I leave it to
Whaat?n to put you wise to what's hap-
pened.””

Whearton laughed and deseribed the
events of the afternoon, and Dr. Locke
listemed, with twitching lips, to his
account of the capture of Fisher T. Fish.

“¥ou have done very well indeed, my
boys, and this service will not be li l;,::lv
forgotten, I assure you!" said the I-T .
ns the Remove skipper finished. I in-
tended to reprimand you for your prac-
tical joke on Fish, but the whole affair
has had such & lucky termination that
I can afford to forget that, I will grant
you all an extra holiday mext week,”

“Thank you, sir!” chorused the
Removites joyfully.
“Now, if yvou will leave me to talk

with Mr, Tozer I will see you again
later,”

The juniors filed out of the study with
very cheerful faces,

Outside, Bob Cherry performed =a
Chearleston, in his delight.

* A whole holiday, you chaps! I wish
something like this would happen every
Saturday "

“And now, what about teat" mug-

sted Johnny Bull. * Burglar hunting

as made me simply ravenous !™

And there was a chorus of “"Hear,
hear ! from his chums.

Twao days later Fisher T. Fish came up
to the ¥amous Five, after mornin
school. He held a pencil in one han
and a notebook in the other, and a
thoughtful expression on his hatchet face.

“1 guess I want a word with you
galoots,” he said.

“Btonr !" said Bob Cherry, briefly.

“I guess I'm ropeating a business offer
I made to vou galoots & few days back,”
went on Fisher T. Fish, ignoring that
remark. “I'm ﬁgurin;’g on sharting out
big. in the detective line, and I'm hyer
to sell ‘five-dollar foundstion shares in
‘ Fish's Efficiency Detective Burean.” ”

“0Oh, help!” gasped Johnny Bull,
faintly. *“EFlaven't vou got tired of that
stunt yet?" ;

“Guaranteed interest ten 11;:15!1* cent per
annum," said Fisher T. Fish, in a busi-
ness-like voice, “What can I put you
guys down for " .

“¥ou can put me down for nothing,"
answered Wharton promptly.

“And T suggest that we return_the
compliment, and put Fisher T. Fish
down for nothing !” said Frank Nugent
brightly.

“Hear, hear !"

Fisher T. Fish closed his notebook
rather hurriedly, and made & bolt, but
before he counld get awll'_: five pairs of
hauds grasped hiin, and he was whirled
in the air and put down for nothing—
with a bump—three times! :

And that was the last the Famous Five
ever heard of Fish's Efficiency Detec-
tive Durcau.

THE END,

(Xext week's long complete story of
Greyfriars deals with Vernon-Smith,
who haz forsaken the straight and
narrow path and gone back to his old
raseally ways, Yet you'll like him in
thiz atory—"The Rounder's Win!"—for
Smithy f2 a rarc oppertunisf, and_ ke
certainfy makes capital out of the chanee
udventure which comes hia way.)
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The Long Lost Heir !

ADY IHORNER tried to remember

all she recalled of the bay. How

once she had gone for a walk n

the woods enc cvening, and had

wandered too far. Realising that she

was very tired, she hed sat down on the

fallen trunk of a tree, and in doing so

hor stick had slipped from her hand.

8he had tried to pick it up, but found. it

was just boyond Ecr reach, and that her

strength was not equal to the task, And

at that moment the boy .had appeared
with a great dog at his heels. ;

Bhe must Have been forgetting the pas-
sage of time just then; she knew that
with the failings of old age it often
happened that she muddled the present
and tho past—for she had thought for a
moment it was hor boy who was dead.
She remembered now that she had called
him “Richard,” and how surprised he
had been.

She glanced now towards the bed.
Bhe could sec Fack’s face framed against
the pillow, and as she looked at-1t she
did not wonder why she had called him
Richard that evening. It was amazing
she had not recognised the likeness since,
for he was the living image of his father,
She tried to rise from her chair, but her
strength was not equal to -tho task. She
wanted to take him in her arms. He
was her Dick’s son—her grandson—given

back to-her when she had thought her.

life as empty as an unfurnished house.
And at that moment the door opened
and Mary came in.

She had a tray in her hand on which
there rested a steaming bowl of chicken
broth., She va one glance at her
‘mistress, and gt\l:en hastily placing the
t!-:i.:,r on a table, hurried to the old lady’s
side. :

“0Oh, my lady, aren’t you well?” she
exclaimed, In a voice of concern,

Lady Horner looked up at her, The
tears were streaming down her wrinkled
cheeks, but she was Emulngtg;.

“Mary, do you know if people could
die of happiness?” - )

It was a curious question, and for a
moment Mary thought that her mistress
had taken leave of her senses, - :

“I'm not quite sure that I understand
iﬁr%atﬁwu uleai:l. ms:} - ady. 1Is
gdvship very happy {

F%r aﬁ:sww"!:ha old lady pointed to the
photograph lying on the floor.

“Look at that, Mary.”

The girl obediently picked the photo-
graph up and looked at it. An expres-
sion of amazement crept into her face.

“Why, my lady, it's the very spit of
the ]santlamln in ﬂm1
14 the morning-room ! .

“It's my aw:mg Richard. He was killed
48 4 sergeant in France, Mary, and that
boy 15—" ]

“ Meaning Jack?" Mary interrupted

as her mistress pansed,

“Is 8ir John Horner, Mary—my
grandson,” - .

“Oh, my lady ! was all Mary could
say, and, remembering that she had
once  kissed the back of Sir John

Harner's neck. she Aushad erimsnn,

your.

!::iﬁt-'l.'ll'ﬂ downstairs

Squall at that moment rose, and went
to the bedside. Some instinct had told
him that Jack was waking, and even as

he rested his head on the blankets, Jack
stirred, rubbed hig eyes, and sat up.

“Why, Squall, old fellow,” he stam-
mered,

The next instant Jack Horner became
conscious of the old lady being hﬁ];ﬁd
across the roomn on Mary's arm: He
starod at them both' & little bewildered.
Where was ha? He knew the old lady,
and he remembered the pretty parlour-
maid Mary. But what was all this?
The old lady had flung her arms abous
him and was caressing him,

“You're Dick's son,” Le heard her
: .! “0Oh; my boy, I've found you at
ast I

Jack couldn't make hend nor tail of 1t
until Mary adroitly placed the photo-
graphs of his father and mother in her
mistress’ hand. Then the lad was told
the whole story—how the old lady's son

‘Dick had run away from home—how

they had lost sight of him—how ho had
been. killed in France—and how they
had discovered that he had been -mar-
ried, but had not for a lmﬁ time known
that he had left a child behind him.

“And, Jack, I had a visit this morn-
ing from a Mr. George Parker. He was
your uncle by marriage, I understand.
He produced a cap he had found in a
cave, where there were bloodstains, and
he told me that you were dead.”

Jack prinned cheerfully at that state-

maeant, .
“1 did loze my cap in that cave, but

if there were bloédstains thore they’

weren't mine.” -

Jack then explained how Bquall had
defended him. against the members o
Black Michael's gang. The old lady
started at the name. ;

“¢ Black Michael?” That's curious,
Michael was the name of the gentleman
who would have inherited the property
if you hadn’t been alive.”

atk's face grew grave.

“Hg was here talking to yon that

night, ma'am, when you 'gave me some
fruit and cake. I couldn't help hearing

THE PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

JACK HORNER, who Rhas run aiway from hin
gaselly guardinn, finds himsell puretted
from o Lﬂ'm by o sinister individual
wha goes by same of

BLACE MICHAEL. Thit consummate
geoundrel knmes thaf Joack i fleir o o
valuable proverly and a tita; Should he

die, Black Michael automatically inferite
boch B se? s ol N

;OO0 i
Saithful woll-dog, ﬁwgﬁf. iz to London

and seeks mnﬂuﬂrﬂh toi
I BOWERER and hiz pood g, toho olon

BILM' Emerald. ?I.L}hr & Bertes
af !ﬁr-im;ﬁ Hn:gu Jrom the clutehes of
Black Michael, who in ir [aker potron
ﬂﬂdﬂt’ﬂ,.ﬂ'ﬂ:ﬂl’m!ﬂ. cald Manor and
meels, for the second time, o lady who turns

Lady Hﬁﬂ?. Pr&:-m %o aphs.

in Jack's possession Lady Horner ditrobers

fo her greal surprive that the youngster 12

:ﬂe. i;nfﬁms Hﬁ?fmm Borner eslnizs.

ANz read on.)

him talk, That was why I ran away
without saying good-bye or thanking
you,"

Jack then told how, after leaving the
house, he hed overheard the plot between
Black Michael and Brilliant Sing, and
how hoe had frustrated the Chinaman's
murderous attempt. There was so much
to tell, so many questions to answer,
such an amazing story to relate, that the
old lady ‘would have forgotten that Jack
was still an invalid had not Mary re-
minded her of the fact :

“8Bir  John's chicken broth will bo
getting cold, my lady.”

Y Bless my soul, so it will!” the .old
lady exclaimed, with a smile. “I'm be-
ginning to think I'm -not ft .to be a
grandmother,”

Jack's adventures were over. Ab any
rate, his adventures as the [riendless
waif who had run away from his cruel
guardians. He was Sir John Herner,
Bart,, of Wesld Park, a personage with
a large number of thousands a year.
But he didn't recognise himself in that

role. It did not turn bis head, or make
him puffed up; ' Hea even asked his
friend, Mary, the parlourmaid, not;to

call him Sir John, and Mary, with mis-
chievous  dimples in her cheeks, said:
“* As "ow, if her ladyship weren’t about,
she would call him Jack, and make no
bones about it.” As if to confirm that
promize she kizsed him "for the second
time on the back of his neck.

“I always said you were a dear bo{
that first time you come here, when
gave you that cake and frut, ‘and af
you are Sir John, it can't be helped.”

Jack was not allowed up for two days.
A doctor and a specialist were attending
him, and he would - -have had a nurse
had not Mary begged to be allowed to
retain that post—a request Jack backed
up; and thers seeméd mno-end to the
attentions that wero showered upon him,
some of which, asiter the free life he had
led, he found rather cramping.. But he
was allowed to write letters.

One, at her request, he dictated to
his grandmother., It was to hig uncle
and eaunt, and he told Mchn-as-Muod
Parker that they had been. very- unkind
to him, -and that they had treated bim
with great cruelty, -He declared that ho

f felt. no malice against them, but that he

had no intention of paying them any
mi::nai- for what they ha --:]ﬁt::. :
Jack received no reply fo'that letter.
But there were replies to tho-letters he

wrote in his own big, boyish scrawl,

S Dear. Billl—I am =staying =t this
sce with Squall.” And I ®m quite
appy and comfortable. Will you pledse
come and seo me. I want Mrs. Bowker
to como specially. And perhaps you
could get Dirk to come, too, if he’s not
tco busy. I'm writing seperately to
Jim, who you must bring with you,
My love to Mrs. Bowker.

“From uall and myself.

Bﬂ Yours nheﬁnﬂy,
*Jicx,™

1t didn't sound & bit like a baronet's

letter. Nor did the ene hae wrote to Jim
Snow bear any hint that he was entitled
to put a red hand on kis notepaper.

“Dear Jim,—I want you ever so much
to come down and see me here. A
friend of mine has E:i.\ren me & quid to
EF your fare. You'll find it enclosed.

do come. Thery’s so many things I
want to falk about to you.
“Your affectionete friend,
(81 JEUE.;II
(To be concluded in our next issue)
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. HERLI]GK SHOLHES
AT ST. SAM’S!”

(Continued from page 16.)

deastick -one -of - blawing 1t open with
dinormile. Konsequently—

“Hoe must have pinched the kevs of
tho safe. from ‘my pocket!” cried the
Huml _

“Tut, tut! You arc two ready to
beleevo the waorst of the man, Doctor
Birchemall. We cannot condem him
out of haiid. without hrst interviewing
him. If Lickhamn car eggsplain how
this Cup, which we have just found,
caine into his possession,. I shall be sat-
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The mwaster of the Fourth was
promily «ene for, and-Herlock Sholmes
gquestioned him very closely  regarding
the Cup. My, Lickham's cggzplanation
was quite sattisfaetory, The Cup, he
gaid, was his own proporty. It had
been prozzented to EII’[ when a boy at
Borstall, for regular attendance. As
for the Cup which had been stolen from
the strong-room safe, Mr. Lickham
hotly denied having had anything to do
with it.

In vain the Head suught. to blacken
Mr. Lickham in the eyes of the detec-
tive. The Form master quite sattizfied
Horlock Sholmes that he ‘was as inno-
sent as a new-born babe.

“Wo must  look elsewhere for the
theef,™ said Herlock Sholines, when B,
Lickham had departed.

Loy Wy T I L,

o —— W o L R O

And his steely eyes were glood upen
Doctor Bl'l:l:hﬂ'mﬂL FPor “sontn monvents
ho stood . with  his. fourfingor

ressed thowg ]:.fu]ij, against the side of

1,% regarding the Head fixedly.

hao [oai. queked vizzibly, and slunk
ﬂwar&s the door.
Mr. Bholines!” he

" Eggscuse me,
blurt.sd out hurriedly. “I must be off
now. - I ‘have to take my thyroid gland
eggstract.™
. _And_the Head hurrid away, leaving
Herlock 8holmes in Mr. Lml:harn ]

Led-roomi—and In a brown study.
THE END,
(Be spre wouw read: “The Shaddow

of Suspishun!” next -week’s uﬁm;iii.y
yarn of St. Sam's. It'aa fair cnrk.-:r!}

tished, Lot him be suminoned forth-
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L

o WICE two!"
The Head's voice wrapped
out like a pistle-shot.
. " Four, sir!” answercd Bur-
leigh of the Bixth, ;
octor Birchemal] sighed weerily.

“Oh, Burleigh—Burleigh, you'll bo
the dcth .of me!” ho said. *How
many times havo I tried to drum it
into your wooden noddle that twe and
two make five! Fancy o grate lout of
soventeen wot knowing his twice times
table! Why, 1 knew mine before I
was breeched, Putting two and two
together, Burleigh, I have come to the
concloosion that you are the biggest
blockhead in the Form !™

“Oh, sic!” gasped Burleigh,

Mourning lessons were in progress at
Bt, Ham's, and the Head was taking
the Bixth at mathmatticks. He was
finding his pupils cven more irying
than wusual. Here was Burleigh, the
kaptin of the school, who was going
up {o Oxbridge at the end of the term,
calmly telling tho world that twice two
made four. Any fool knew that they
made five., Doctor Bivchemall knew it
hims=olf,

‘The iggnerence of the B8ixth was
trooly E...ww:ﬁm. Even Swotter, who
had won his Bally-cle Skollership, and
his Articulation Exam, and a whole
heap of honners besides, had just ‘in-
formed the Head that two and six
made eight, when the veriest idiot
knew that they made half-a-crown!
What were you to do with a duffer like
that? What the Head had done with
him was to make Swotter stand in the
corner with a dunce's cap on his head.

Doctor Birchemall's shifty green eyes
glared at the Sixth, :

“There will have to be the dickens
of an improvement in this Form,” he
said sternly. "I shall put my. fool
down with a firm hand, and make you
pull up your sox! If things don't
alter _..me..__ will remain eggsactly as
they are. Do you heret”

“Weg here, sir,” mermered the

geniors respectively, 2
The Head nodded grimly.

Herlock Bholmes puffed away like

a house on fire, and the fumes of

the oplum pervaded the study,

causing the Head and Doctor Jotson
to yawn drowsily.

THE MacgKET Lisrary.—No. 1,006.
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TWa will now
_nmn;ﬂrﬂ: he said.
jeet in which 1 have coached you very
thurrughly, so I eggs I mWﬁ:- find
on more iggnerent than ever. Tall-

H.—.-
Talllicy Mumbered o Bis oot
“What is the capital of Germanyt"
wrapped out the Head. And then,
before Tallboy had & chance to open
his mouth, the Head added:

gwiteh on to

“Fool! Dolt! Numskull! Can you|
not answer a simple gqueschun like
that? Why, a fag in the First could

tell mo what is the capitel of Germany,
yeb you, a grate, hulking lout of seven-
teen, stand there silent, condemned out
of your own mouth as an iggneramus "

Tallboy faicl ﬂn :

“T supposo L shall have to help you
out,” zaid the Head weerily. *“You
ought to be ashamed of yourself,
having to be prompted. The mame
begins with B. Does that convey any-
thing to your half-witted mind? B—
—B——  Go on, Tallboy! Finish it
ﬂ.#-m. W—.u

Tallboy was trying to find his voice.
The Head. had quite bewildered him.

Doctor  Birchomall shrugged  his
sholders impatiently.

“Binco you are so dense, Tallboy, I
will ra_..m;uﬁ: a little further. B-E-R
e ere, I've told you half the
name !

Tallboy found his voice at last.

“Bearlin, sir!" he said.

The Head gave a horryfied gasp.

“Berlin?  he almost screemed.
“Peorlin the capital of Gerniany! ¥You
will be telling mo next that Londom
stands omy the River Tems! Really—

really, Tallboy, I shall have to send

vou back to vour kindergarten!™

Tallboy, in common with the rest of
the Sixth, blinked at the Head in blank
perpleximent, 7

“But—but Boerlin I8 ___E.n#%_;.h of
Cermany, sir!” stutlered Tallboy.

“"Ratta!” growled the Head, *“The
capital of E._.:E..ﬂ. as all the world
knows, iz Bormah 1™

“AMy hat!"” gasped Burleigh. ““Then
the map must bave been altered just
recently, sir."

Y Not at all, Burleigh, The map has
not been  altered.  Stands Scotland
where it did? ¥es, Btands Bermah
where it did? Not half! It was, it
is, and it will continve to be the
capital of Germany, You may =it
down, Talilboy. And you will write
cut & hundred times, 'I am & hopeless

“This s a sub- |

rmanper changed

stationery in mid-gir? Or why did

‘Newton. It was a fair teaser. But

Ldown it came. If I were to seeze

duffer at joggraphy.'® g

Tallbdy sat down like a fellow in a
dreem. And the lesson continued.

The Head seemed to be fairly on the
warpath that mourning. He doled out

‘lines and lickingz on & lavvieh scala to

the unhappy Bixth-Formers. Every
timo they gave a right answer the
Head jumped on them. So, after a
time, they started to answer wildly

and incorrectly, and then the Head's
compleatly, and he
pupils on their

complunented  his
wonderful nollidge.

By tho time the sience leszon arrived

‘the Head was his old jolly self. Ha

started to eggsplain to the Bixth the
laws of gravily, and they laried =0
hertily at his lively Sallies that the
laws ‘of gravity were broken again
and again, ;

“It was Sir Izick Newton,” said the
Head, “who first discovered the laws
of gravity and how they worked. He
was raiding an orchard one day, as a
small boy, and a large apple suddenly
fell from a tree and landed on his
cranium.  Whila young Newton
stood rubbing his nut, he started to
wonder what had caused the apple
to fall. Why did it not remain

it not deisend. upwards instead of
asending ‘downwards "'

“And why didu't it, siv?" asked
Burleigh.

“Ah!" zaid the Head, with a wink.
“That was what puzzled wyoung

he brought his powerful boyish in-
telect to bear on the matter, and at
last he discovered that the apple fell
bekawsae it was heavier than the air.
The air could not support it; so

you round the waste, Burleigh, and
hurl you into mid-air—"

“You MEH”__. well couldn™, aic!™
said Burleigh stoutly.’

“P'vaps not,"” smiled the Head.
“But supposing 1 was a Herculees,
and fung vou into space, vou would

The Worid-Fanus Slooth 2 his |
friend .mu.ﬂm&#mnqm_n% In’te

Ieveskigate He Mistery of
the ﬁ#ﬁﬁ:ﬁ,
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* Anything that goes up,” said the

Head  impressively, ‘“‘must  come
down.”
“"What about the ecost of living,

sir?" gueeried Tallboy,  And there
was & chuckle from the Sixth.

“Even that, Tallboy, will come down
in time, though not in our time,” said
the Head. ' But you see my point, I
a man jumps out of an airyplane in a
parrychute he does* not remain . sus-
pended in mid-air, He observes the
laws of gravity, and, like Newton's
apple, down he comes!"

Crash! Clatter! Clump!

No sooner had, the FHead spoken
thap there was a terrifick crashing and
smaghing overhead; which ecaused the
Sixth-Formers to jump out of their
skins almost,

There was a large skylight in the
scaling of the Sixth Form reom, and
through this skylight, like a bolt from
thoe blue, came a human figger. It
dessended through space with the
vellocity of a bullet, and landed with
8 sickening conewssion on the floor
of the Form-room, A shower of
rlass followed it.

“Oh, my seinted aunt!” gasped
the Head, in blank amazement.
“Where did you come from, baby
dear, out of the everywhere into
"othe ted vimiter_sat

o UNegEs vizai sat up
on" the num.m H_Mnnm smiled. He was
wearing the harness of a parry-
chutist. The envelope of the parry-
chute was lodged in the skylight,
and & long rope dangled down to tho
floor. The Head, mzmrmw eggsitement,
tripped over the rome and went
sprawling, He sat up and stared at
the stranger, and the stranger sat
up and stared at hin. In fact, 1t
became a sort of staring contest.

“Whao the—what the——" gosped
tha bowildered Head.

The stranger smiled sereenly. Tt
was quite possible that his back had
heen broken by the fall. But if this

 gravity and come down again!™

ortomatically conform to the laws of _

“ (o hon, sicl"™

The Tamar |

was the case, he did not show the
least sign of discomfort. He nodded
jenially to the Head.

“Doctor Birchemall, T perseevel
“That's me!" said the Head. " But
—but what——" , :
“I have just dropped in—" said
the stranger calmly. ;
. “Ha, ha, ha!”-roared the Bixth.
“To investigate the matter of .a
Silver Cup which has miw—ﬂawi. I
am Herlock Sholmes, the world-
famus detective.”

At the mention of that name—that

name which had struck terrer into the

harta of the boldest crimminals—the |-

Head went white to the lips. He
jumped to his feet as if he had aud-
denly reseeved an electric shock. He
tugged at his long beard with twitch-
ing fingers. His eyes rolled in their
sockitts. Put outwardly he was calm
and composed, and showed not & trace

of the aggitation hé was feeling,
“ Hor-Her-Herlock EEEE:“«T he
stuttered.

The detective nodded.

“"Vou will pardon my somewhat un-
orthodox En.wnn of arrival, Doctor
Birchemall. I came down from London
by miryplane, as the case seemed to be
urgent, . I intended to land n the
quad, but I must have jumped a second
or 80 too soon, and konsequently -came
through this LS___ ht. " i

“You arc hurt, Mr. Bholmes?” eried
the Head anxiously. . ;

“Pah! The merest trifle,” said the

sate detective. “In my perfession,

cetor, we learn how to take hard
nocks, . My carcer has been crowded
with miner misshaps. I have been
riddled with the bullets of desprit
crimipals, I have been hurled from

dizzy heights, and berried in  dismal |

depths, have been broozed, bumped,
biffed, bashed,  and _jencrally mall-
treated.” But I am still alive to—er—
tell tha tale. A cast-iron institution,
doctor, has pulled me through.”
‘“Wonderfuld” mormered the Head.
“And now,” said Herlock Sholmes,
“71 must go aud seek my old friend
Doctor Jotson. He has accompanied
me, as usnal, on my mission. But
Jotson, although a champion ass 1n
most respecis, is o better parrychutist
than what I am. He jumped after I

did, so I presoom he landed safe and f

sound in the guadrangle. Let us go
and investigate." - 1

The detective rose to his feet. Just
a3 the Head was about to nccompany
him to the door a startling thing

happened.

A powerful gust of wind blew the:

envelope of the parrychute through the

skylight, It came eailing down, and
settled upon the Head, enfolding him
like a cloke, : TRl

“Gug-gug- 1" spluitered the Head,
mn-._.._nmmﬂ._m_. Eﬁmﬁ__ to freo himself.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled tho seniors.

. It recally scemed as if the mantlo
of the profit Elijah, had dessended upon
the devoted head of Doctor Birchemall !

Tha more the Head struggled. the
more hopelessly enmeshed he became.
And he woul _n_ﬂ_..._,m have suffer-
kated, had not Herlock Sholmes rushed
to the reskew,

The detective renched away the enve-
lope, and the Head staggered cloar,
panting and gasping, his face the culler
of a beetroot. :

“Stop larfing, you young rascals!” he
snarled, shaking his st at the hillarious

Sixth. " This way, Mr. S8holmes!”
The detective, still wearing his har-
ness, accompanied the Head inte ihe

quad. They halted together on Lhe
School House s and stared to scan
the sky, Herlock Bholmes producing his
powerful microscope ‘for that purrpuss.

“Do you sece anything of my friend
Jotson?’ muttered the detective.

The Head gazed intently.

“T can see what appears to be & largo

and feroshua bird, perched in one of
the tree-tops,” he spid.
- "Eh? at is no bird,” said Herlock
Sholmes, mvmmﬂum through hiz micro-
scope in the direction indicated by tho
Head. “That is the worthy Jotson!
Ha has made a somewhat unfortunate
landing. He is impailed, by his clothes,
on a um__mru. bravch, and iz struggling to
free himself.” ;

There was a loud wail from the un-
ha ﬂ Doctor Jotson,

.m_m olmes! My dear Sholmes! I am
in & dredful m_-.anmnrnuna:el?__iw up o
tree, in fact!

The detective made a meggafono of
his hands, and uttered a reassuring
shout.

“Keep cool, my dear Jotson! Iulp
is at hand. I will scon have you sefo
and sound on terror firmer. 1 nam
sending Docior Birchomall for =»

chopper, and we will fell the trec in a
(Continued on next page.)

Herlock Sholmes went down on his

hands and.  nesrs, and commeanced

his investigationa. with the aid of &
powarful magnifylng-glass.
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