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Hundreds of people were watching Giffen. They thought he was a bit mad. But they couldn't
stop looking. He was very interesting.
Giffen went over to his truck and got out a tube of glue. On the tube it said GIFFENS
GREAT GLUE. IT WILL STICK ANYTHING. Giffen held the glue over his head. 'This is the
best glue in the world,' he said. 'It can mend anything that is broken. Who has something that is
broken?'
A small boy came out the front. He held up a bow and arrow. 'My bow is broken,' he said.
'And no one can fix it.' Giffen took the bow out of the boy's hand He put a bit of glue on the
broken ends and joined them together. Then he put the arrow in the bow and shot it into the air.
The people were surprised. They all clapped and cheered.
'That's nothing,' Giffen told them. You haven't seen anything yet.' He went over to the back
of his truck where he had a big crane. It had a rope on the end of it. Giffen grabbed the rope. He
put a dab of glue on the end of it. Then he put the rope on to the roof of the car. This glue can
hold up a car,' he told the crowd. He stepped into his truck and started up the crane. The car
was lifted up into the air. The only thing that held the rope on to the car was the glue.
The crowd thought this was great. No one had ever seen glue like this before. 'Now,' said
Giffen, 'who wants to buy some of Giffen's Great Glue?'
The crowd rushed forward. Everyone wanted some glue. They couldn't get it quick enough.
They thought it was terrific. 'Get it while it lasts,' shouted Giffen. 'Only ten dollars a tube.'
Giffen sold two hundred tubes of glue. He made two thousand dollars in one day. The
customers took their glue and went home to try it out.
'You fools,' said Giffen to himself. 'You will soon find out that the glue stops working after
four hours.'

Miss Tibbs had bought a tube of Giffen's Great Glue. She was a very old lady. She lived
all on her own.
Most of her friends were dead. There was no one to help her to fix things up when they got
broken. So she was very glad to have the glue.
Miss Tibbs collected china. She had spent all of her life saving pieces of china. She had
plates and cups and saucers from all over the world. She also had little china dolls and toy
animals. She had so many pieces that she didn't know where to put them all. This is why she
wanted the glue. She wanted to put up a new shelf.
As soon as she got home Miss Tibbs went and fetched a piece of wood from the shed in
her back garden. Then she put some of Giffen's Great Glue along the edge of the wood and
stuck it on to the wall. It worked well. The shelf was very strong.
'This is wonderful glue,' she said. 'It dries straight away.' Miss Tibbs started to put her
china pieces on to the shelf. She decided to put her favourite piece out first. It was a small
china horse. She had owned it for many years. It had been given to her by her father before
he died. Miss Tibbs loved this horse. She put it in the best spot, right in the middle of the shelf.
After she had put all of the other pieces out Miss Tibbs sat down and had a rest. She was
very tired. She fell asleep in her armchair in front of the fire.
Four hours later Miss Tibbs was woken up by a loud crash. The glue had stopped working.
The shelf had fallen off the wall and all of the china pieces were smashed.
Miss Tibbs went down on to her hands and knees. She started to pick up all of the broken
pieces. Then she remembered her horse. Her precious horse. She looked for it among the
bits. She couldn't find it. Then she found something that made her cry. A leg and a tail and a
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tiny head. The horse was smashed to pieces.
Miss Tibbs cried and cried. She got her tube of Giffen's Great Glue and threw it in the fire.
Then she decided that she would go and find Giffen. She would tell him that his glue was no
good. She would ask him to pay for the broken china.
She hurried back to the place where Giffen had been. But he was gone. There was no sign
of him. She knew that he would never come back.

Another person who bought a tube of Giffen's Great Glue was Scott Bridges. He had bought
it to mend his canoe. It had broken in half.
Scott's father had told him the canoe could not be repaired. He said that its back was
broken. He told Scott to take it to the tip. But now that Scott had a tube of Giffen's Great Glue
he knew that he could fix it.
The canoe was down at the lake. Scott went down there all his own. He didn't tell his father
where he was going. He pulled the two pieces of the canoe together, and put Giffen's Great
Glue along the join.
'Great,' yelled Scott. 'It's as good as new. This glue is fantastic.' He pushed the canoe into
the water and climbed in. It floated well. It didn't leak at all. Scott began to paddle out into the
middle of the lake. He was very happy. And excited. He paddled off as fast as he could go.
Scott was not allowed to go out in the canoe without a life jacket. But on this day he had
forgotten. All that he could think about was the canoe and Giffen's Great Glue .
It was a sunny day and the time passed quickly. Soon four hours had passed. Scott noticed
that some water was starting to leak into the canoe. He decided to start paddling for home. But
it was too late. The glue had come unstuck. The canoe broke in two and sank.
The water was icy cold. Scott was frightened. It was a long way to the shore. 'Help,' he
screamed at the top of his voice. But no one heard him. He was the only person on the lake.
Scott started to swim to shore. After a little while he began to get tired. His legs hurt and he
had a pain in his stomach. His head went under the water. He tried to get to the top. But it was
no use. His lungs filled with water and he sank to the bottom of the lake.
That night when Scott did not come home his father called the police. Divers searched the
lake. They found Scott's body. And the broken canoe. In the bottom of the canoe was a tube
of Giffen's Great Glue.

Giffen was driving away in his truck. Very fast. He knew that he only had four hours to get
away. Then the people who had bought the glue would start looking for him. He knew that
they would be mad. He did not want them to catch him.
He decided to drive to Horsham. That was a long way off. They would not know about
Giffen's Great Glue in Horsham. He could find some more suckers, and make some more
money.
Two days later he arrived in Horsham. He took his truck to the centre of town. Then he put
up a sign. The sign said:
TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS PRIZE
FOR ANYONE WHO CAN UNSTICK
GIFFEN'S GREAT GLUE
Soon two men arrived. They were both riding tractors. One of the men got down from his
tractor. He walked over to Giffen and gave him two pieces of rope. 'Join these up with your
glue,' he said. 'Then we will pull it apart.'
Giffen smiled to himself 'OK,' he said 'I'll do it' He put a dab of glue on the ends of the two
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pieces of rope. Then he joined them together. The glue stuck fast.
The men took the rope that had been joined They tied one end to each of the tractors. Then
they started the tractors up. There was a lot of smoke and noise. A crowd started to gather.
Everyone thought that the glue would break. But it didn't. The wheels on the tractors sent up
blue smoke. The engines roared. But still the glue held. Then there was a loud bang. The
engine of one of the tractors had stopped. The other tractor started to drag it along the road.
Everyone cheered at the top of their voices.
'Now,' said Giffen, 'who will buy my great glue?'
The crowd pushed forward. Everyone wanted some. The people waved their money. They
pushed and shoved. Giffen sold three hundred tubes.
At last everyone went home. Except one man. A short, bald man with a friendly smile.
'Excuse me,' he said to Giffen. 'But I wonder if you would like to buy something from me?'
'What are you selling?' said Giffen in gruff voice.
'A Strap Box Flyer. It is a small box that will make people fly.'
Giffen didn't believe that there was a box that could make someone fly. There was no such
thing. This man was trying to fool him. Still, he was interested. It might be a new sort of trick
that he could use himself, to make money from the suckers. He looked at his watch. He had to
get out of this town before the glue started to come unstuck. He had four hours left. There was
plenty of time to talk to the little man.
'OK,' said Giffen to the little man. 'Show me your Strap Box Flyer.'
'Not here, someone might see us. Come home with me and I will show you how it works.'
Giffen followed the little man home to his house. It was a small cottage. It was very untidy.
The grass was long and some of the windows were broken. Inside there was junk
everywhere. There were tools, nuts and bolts, machines and bits of wire all over the floor.
'My name is Mr Flint,' said the little man. 'But everyone calls me Flinty.'
'I'm in a hurry, Flinty,' said Giffen. 'So let me see you do some flying.'
'Very well, very well,' replied Flinty. He went over to a shelf and took down a small box.
Then he lifted up the carpet and pulled out a short strap. It looked like a watch band made
out of silver.
'I keep the strap in one place, and the box in another,' said Flinty. 'That's to stop anyone
stealing my invention. I have to screw the box on to the strap. It won't work unless both
pieces are screwed together.'
Flinty fiddled around with the box and the strap. It took a long time. About half an hour.
Giffen was getting worried. He did not want to stay much longer. The crowd would be mad
when they found out that the glue did not work for long. At last Flinty finished. He had screwed
the box on to the strap. He put it on to his arm. It looked just like a wrist watch, only bigger.
'Now,' said Flinty. 'Watch this.' Slowly he rose up off the floor. He went up about ten
centimetres.
Giffen could not believe it. His eyes nearly popped out of his head. 'How high can you go?'
he asked Flinty.
'As high as I want to.' Flinty floated up to the ceiling. Then he flew around the room, just like
a cloud.
Giffen knew that he had to get the Strap Box Flyer. It was worth it fortune. He could make a
lot of money if he had it.
'Why are you showing this to me?' Giffen asked Flinty.
'Because you are a great inventor,' said Flinty 'You have invented Giffen's Great Glue. I
am an inventor too. I have invented the Strap Box Flyer. We could be partners. You could
help me make the Strap Box Flyer. And I could help you to make the glue.'
Giffen did not say anything. He was thinking. He wanted the Strap Box Flyer. But he
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couldn't stay in Horsham. Once four hours was up his glue would stop working. The things
that people had mended would start falling to bits. They would come looking for him. He could
even end up in jail.
'Have you got another Strap Box Flyer?' Giffen asked.
'Yes,' said Flinty. 'I have one more. You can try it out if you want to. But first I will have to
assemble it. I will have to screw the strap on to the box.'
'That will take half an hour,' said Giffen. 'I will go and get my truck. Then I will be back to try
out the Strap Box Flyer myself.' Giffen went off. He had decided to steal the Strap Box Flyer.
He wanted to have the truck nearby for a quick getaway.
Giffen could not believe his luck. Once he had the Strap Box Flyer he would find out how it
worked. Then he would make more of them. He could sell them for thousands of dollars each.
He would make a fortune. Everyone would want one.
He ran back to his truck. Then he drove to Flinty's house as fast as he could. The Strap
Box Flyer was ready. There would just be time for a quick try out and then he would have to
leave town.
Flinty put the Strap Box Flyer on to Giffen's arm. 'Now,' he said. 'All you have to do is to
think of where you would like to fly to.'
Giffen thought that he would like to fly over to his truck. It worked. He went gently flying
through the air and landed on the roof of his truck. Flinty floated over and joined him. 'Great,'
said Giffen. 'Really great. How high can we go with these things?'
'As high as you like,' said Flinty. 'As high as you like.'
Giffen forgot about everything except the Strap Box Flyer. He forgot about the time. He
forgot about Giffen's Great Glue and he forgot about getting out of town quickly.
'Let's go up to the clouds,' he said to Flinty. And so they flew together. High into the sky.
When they looked down the people looked like tiny ants. It was wonderful to fly so high. Time
passed quickly. Hours went by. It started to get dark Giffen decided that he would wait until it
was night Then he would be able to get away from Flinty. He would just fly off and lose Flinty in
the dark Then he would drive off in his truck and never come back. He could take the Strap Box
Flyer to bits and find out how it worked. Then he could make a lot more of them. And sell them.
Then he would be rich.
Flinty flew over to Giffen. 'We are very high,' he said. 'We can't go much higher than this.
There will be no air to breathe.'
Giffen looked down. They were so high that he could not see the ground They were above
the clouds.
'I have only made two Strap Box Flyers so far,' said Flinty, 'and yours is the best of the
two.'
'Why is that?' asked Giffen,
'Because I joined it together with Giffen's Great Glue.'
Giffen was just in time to see his Strap Box Flyer break into bits. Then he started to fall.
He screamed all the way down.
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