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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Hiding !

A E UsH!” |
Harry Wharton & !_.':1,
“‘hushed ' 11 sheer  astonish

ment.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

wasd also a sound of the opemng and shut-
ting of doors.

“*He's coming back, locking into the
striclios ! muttered Hobson,

“Wha on ecarth 1s 1177 asked Wharton,
1 armazenivit.

The Shell fellow did not answer that

The Famous Five of the Greyiriars Re-§ o oction He looked dreadfnlly worricd,

move were in Study No. 1, diseussing sar-
dines, war-bread, and the football pro-
spects. The door opened softly. und
Hobson of the Shell stepped quickly 1n-
side, closing the door after ham as softly
as he had opened 1t. :

He held up his hand to the Removites
as he murmurcd * Huosh!” in sign of
silence, -

“ [allo, hallo, halle ! Bob Cherry was
beginning.

“Hush !” .

“What the thump—-
Nugent,

“Hush !”

“Well, my hat!” muarmured Havry
Wharton.

Hobson wae looking very anxiois, and
the five juniors stared and blinked at hum
in silence. Outside, in the Remove pas-
sage, footsteps could he heard. As they
appreached the door of Study No. 1 the
anxicty on Hobson's face imtensibied.

Then the Removites understood,
thought they' understood.
anknown was in search of James Hobson,
and the Shell fellow
Study No. 1 to escape.

The Remove fellows had litile to do
“with Hobson of the Shell as a rule,
" Hobson being rather strong on the
lofty dignity of “Middle Bchool,” and
looking ou the Lower Fourth as mere
fags. The Lower TFourth, mn return,
leoked on Hobson as a fathead, and often
told him so. But they were quite willing
to give shelter to Ilobson, or anybedy
else, i the hour of danger.

The footsteps passed Study No. 1, and
died away up the passage. Hobeson
breathed more freely.

“Loder of the Sixth?” asked Jobuny
Bull. *That rotter bullying again—
what ?"”

Hobson shook his head.

“Not your Form-mastor after you?”
asked Nugent,

“No.”

“You can bide under the table if yon
like,” sard Harry Wharton, laughmg.
“Bob will sereen you with his boots,”

“Whyv, you silly ass——" bhegan Bub
Cherry warmly., Even Bob'a boots were
not really large enough to zcreen Hobson
of the Shell.

“1-—1 wicht, perhaps,” said Hohszon
slowly, ‘““if—if you fellows wouldn't mind
'I]E ._.?,

“Not at all !”

“The not-at-allfulness 18 tevrvifie, iy
esteemed Hobson!” said TTniree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Hobson hesitated,

He was listening intently at the door,
and he started a little as the sound of

said Frank

o

returning footsteps was hLeard. There?

Some pereon |

had dodged nto}

he should dedge him so sedulously,

| Hozkins.

“The table’s still at your service,” said
Frank Nugent, laughing.

“Tf—if vou don’t mund,” staminered
Hobson, [T think T'll get ont of sight.

You won't mention that you've seen
e ¥

“NWot a word, old scout !

Hobson, making up his mind to 1,
dived under the study table, Harry

Wharton drew the table-cover well over,
to hide bim as much we'possible ; and the
Famous I'ive drew their chairs round the
table and sat down. The Shell fellow
was completely sereened from sight.

*“1 say, you chaps,” came Hobson's
voice from below, * go on talking. DPon't
let hom smell a rat if he looks in !

“Right vou are, old tep 1”

Footsteps were close to the study door
now,  The chums of the Remave all
began to talk at once as the footsteps
stopped outzide. Football jaw was in full
blast when a tap came at the door and
it {?I]‘!!li«\"‘ll.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked curiousiy
to see who it was, They naturally sup-
posed that some wrathful prefect was
after Ilobson, with an ashplant in his
hand. o thewr astonishment it was
Clande Hoskins, Hobson’s chum and
study-mate, who looked nto No. 1L
Hoskins was looking rather annoyed and
tmpatient.

“You fellows seen
exclaimed. -

The Famons Five stared.

Evidently it was his study-mate whom
Hobson was dodging with such deadly
carnestness. It was really amazing.
Hobson, who was a great man at games,
and a thoroughly outdoor fellow, was
gquite unhke Claude Hoskins, who was a
musical genius—more or less—and de-
voted to the piano, the violin, and the
study of harmony and counterpoint.
Unlike as they were, they were on very
friendly terms. It loocked as if there had
been trouble ; but, even so, 1t was surpris-
ing, for Hobson condd have knocked
Hoekms into a cocked hat with one hand,
and go there was no apparent reason WI'I;F'
The
Famons Five, in their amazement, stared
at [loskins without replying.

Hoskins stared at them in return im-
patiently. _

*“*Have vou seen him 7" he repeated.

“een Hobson 77 etuttered Wharton.

“¥Yer, Hobscn! Bunter told me he
saw him go up into the Remove passage,
and I'm lookmg for him,” gaid Claude

Hobson i he

I've looked into all the dashed studies!”
“Oh!  You—you're looking for
Hobson "' ejaculated Bob Cherry,
“Yee,  He must still be in the passage
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within a few feet of him,
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somewhere. He hasn't passed wme,” said
Hosking. “I've looked g the box-room,
too !

“There’s the staiwrcase at the end,” said
Nugent. ““ Have yon looked there?”

“Well, I glanced up; but there's
nothing up there bur lumber-rooms.
ITobson wouldn’t go up there, I suppose ?
Where on earth can he have got to?”
sald Hoskins in exasperation,

*“ * Gentle shepherd, tell me where! '
sang Bob softly. -

“Yaon fellows seen him ?7
"1 saw him at dinner,” said Wharton
diplomatically.

“*Fathead! I suppose everyvbody saw
him at dinner ! hooted Hoskins.

“Yea, very likely,” agreed Wharton.

“Perhaps he doesn’t want io meet
you ! suggested Johnny Bull.

“Rot 1”

i‘]f:_kl?}’ -

“He's forgottea the appointment, I
suppose,”  said Hoskins.  “ Hobby s
always thinking of footer and stuff. You
se¢, 1've bagged the music-room from
hve-forty to six-fifteen, and I've promised
Hobby to play him my march in F.”

“Oh!” cjaenlated the Famous Five in
chiorus, -

They began to understand more clearly
the mysterious actions of James Hobson
of the Shell.

“It's six now.,” gaiud Hoskins, with a
worried look, little dreaming that his
vanished study-mate was under the table
“If 1 don’t
find him soon 1t'll be foo late. Scott of
the Fourth has bagged the room from six-
ftfteen on, and' you kunow what an
cbstinate beast Scott 18!  He wouldn't
put off his piano-thumping for Beethoven
himself, And now that dashed duffer,
Hobson, has vanished !

~And Hosking gave a snort of exaspera-
tion, :

With heroie efforts the Famous Five
kept their smiles back., They looked as
SETIOuS a8 owls, ,

“That’s too bad | said Harry Wharton
gravely. *“ Why, if Hobby doesn’t turn
uf:, he will mise hearing wour march
altogether I

“That’s  just it!" said Heskins.
“There’s barely time now, And I've
been making some improvements in the
march. I don’t mind telling you fellows
that my arrangements of mincr ninths is
a corker—a regular corker!  Scott says
it zounds to him like a saw-mill ‘going
out of order,  That's just like Scott!
Nii:]:r;v, my arangenients of mmor ninths
will——"

“Why not mix ‘em with a few major
tenths 1" asked Bob Cherry innocently,

Hoskins looked at hima. 1t was a lgok
that ought to have withered Robert
Cherry to a cinder on the spot. The
genius of the Shell scemied at a loss for
words for a moment or two. Then he
found one that secmed adeguate. '

“TIdiot 17 ik

“Eh f‘jafltlﬂfﬂi Bab,

*Fathoad 1™
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Every Monday.

¢ Look here, Hoskins

““ Dummy !"’ )

With that final epithet, which seemed
to relieve his feelings, Claude Hoskins
stepped out of the study, and closed the
door after him with a terrific bang. .

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry, in
astonishment.  “ What's the matter with
him? Isn't a major tenth as good as a
minor ninth¥"

“Ha, ha! [Is there such a thing as a
major tenth (™

“Blessed if I know ! 1Is there such a
thing as a minor ninth, if vou come to
that?”

“ Must boe if Ilosky bas shoved *em into
his march.” Wharton glanced under the
table. “ Safe now, Hobson! IHe¢'s gone
downstairs.”

Hobson crawled out from under the
table, looking very red and warm, and a
little dusty. He blinked at the grinning
chums of the Remove.

“Baved!” said Bob Cherry, in the best
manner of the Remove Dramatic Society.

“Ha, ha, ha "

““’Tain't really a laughing matter, you
fellows!” gasped Hobson. “ It takes old
Hoskins twenty minutes at least to play
through that march of his, and then he's
as likely as not to ask you if you noticed
sonie special bit, and play it all over again
to show you the beauty of it. He did it
to me three timres one half-holiday.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" 2

“I wouldn’t hurt his feelings for
worlds ! said Hobson. “He’s a good
chap, and my chum. But there's a {[imit
to what a fellow can stand, isn’t there ?”

The chums of the Remove yelled.
Downstairs Hoskins was still secking
tiobson desperately in order that his
chum should enjoy that great treat before
Scott of the Fourth bagged the music-
room at six-fifteen. DBut it was pretty
evident that Hobson did not intend to be
found before six-fifteen at the ecarliest.

“Of course, you fellows won't say a
word about this?"” said Hobson hastily.
“I'm putting you on your honour, of
course.”

“Not a giddy syllable !” gurgled Bob
Cherry. “We feel for you, old man.
Hoskins got me intoe the music-room
once. I know what 1t's Like.” _

“Of course, he's jolly clever,” said
Hobson loyally. ¢ Iloskins 1s a regular
genmiug, you know. He talks no end of
long words I don’t understand, and I pre-
tend to understand in caso he should ex-
plain. He knows no end about musie
.Et;d stuff. I admire him no end, but—

ut 2 -

There was plainly a big “but ™ in the
matter.
~ “The understandfulness is terrific, my
worthy Hobson !” said Hurrce Singh.
“8Stick here tightfully till the esteemed
qguarter strikes.”

“Well, if you chaps don't mind——-"
said Hobson.

“Had your tca ?"

asiced Wharton.

“No. I've beent keeping clear of the
study.” .
“Ha, ha' Join us, then. Lots of

sardines, and there's some more water in
the teapot.”

T will,  and thanks!” said Hobson.
‘And he sat down at thc table in great
relief.  “It will be all right after six-
{iftcon. That chap Scott of the Fourth
is a splendid fellow. He won't give up
the music-room once he's bagged 1t. You
fellows gomg 1 for footer much this
scason 7

That question made IHobson one of the
company at once, and the captain of the
Shell quite enjoyed tea in Study No. 1.
1t had turned half-past six when he
showed up in his own guarters in the
shell. He found Claude Hosking there,
with a quill pen and a sheet of musie-
paper, at worl,

.
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“Too late !” said Hoskins, locking up.

“Kh?” said Ilobson guiltily.

“Can’t have the music-room now !’

“T—I say, old chap, that's too bad!"
said Hobson, with chummy hypocrisy.
:‘Yﬂu’;were going to play me your sonata
in—

“My march!”

“1 mean your march. Another time?”

“It’'s a shame for you to miss it,”’ said
Hoskins, unbending. “I can fix it for
to-morrow, after morning lessons, Ilobby,
if vou like.”

“Oh, g-g-g-g-good !"” stammered Hob-
o,

*“I'm making some alterations in the
picce,” explained Hoskins, “ I want you
to help me in this, Hobby. My idea is
to play.it over and over——"

e (}h !'H

“KEvery time you hear it you'll catch
on better, you see, I'm practically using
vou as an audience to try the effect.
After a dozen times——""

“D-d-did you say a dozen?" said Hob-
son faintly.

“Yes; after a dozen times you'll catch
on no end. This will improve your ear

a lot, Hobby, old chap. Now, don't in-.
I'm deep 1n my contrapun-

terrupt me.
tal studies.”

Fortunately, Hoskins was too decp in
counterpoint to observe the expression on
Hobson's face. James Ilobson of the

.8hell had an expression-that might have

touched a heart of stone.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

A Little Music !
o SAY, vou fellows!”

I It was the following morning,
and the Remove had just been
dismissed by Mr. Quﬂlcﬁ. Harry

Wharton & Co. had walked out into the
guadrangle in a leisurely manner, but as
Billy Bunter rolled up to them and began
to speak the Famous Five broke into a
sudden rush.

As if moved by the same spring, they

rushed onward, leaving Bunter blinking

after them through his big spectacles in

astonishment,

“T say, you fellows!” roared Bunter. |

The five juniors rushed on.

“What the dickens is on?” ejaculated
Bunter, staring after them. ¢ Where
are they rushing in such a hurry?”

A couple of dozen or so yards away the
Famous Five dropped into a walk, and
sauntered on as before.

Bunter rolled after them, puffing and
blowing. He had a good deal of weight
to carry, and did not like exertion.

“1 soy, you fellows!” he gasped, as he
overtook them.
~ Then the Famous Five were electrified
into sudden motion aguin, They broke
into another rush, and vanished across
the quad, leaving the Owl of the Remove
stranded, as 1t were.

At a distance they dropped into a walk
agaln,

But William George Bunter did not
pursue them further. Heo understood by
this time that the chums of the Remove
would be endued with sudden energy
whenever he got near them.

‘“ Beasts !”” hooted Bunter,

And he gave up the Famouns Five.
Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing were
near at hand, and he bore down on them
instead.

“1 say, Smithy—"'

“Don’t say!” answered the Bounder.
And he walked away with Redwing at a
pace the fat junior could not equal.

Bunter suorted. Ilis fascimating con-
versation seemed at a discount that day.

But something had to be done, for the
matter was serious. Mrs. Mimble at the
school shop had a new supply of tarts.
Bunter had seen those tarts, and they
had made his mouth water. But he hadl
only seen them, for funds were low, and
all Bunter's business at the tuckshop had
to be transacted upon a strictly cash
basis, Mrs. Mimble knew him.

The question was, therefore, who was
to have the honour and distinction of
making Bunter a loan? And there was a
plentiful lack of cagerness for that dis-

tinguished honour among his  Form-
fellows.
“Good! Here's old Mauly!” mur-

mured Bunter, eatehing sight of Lord
Mauleverer along with his relation, Sir
THE Maegkgr LiBrany.—No, 558,



Jininy Vivian., And Buunter rolled up to
the two juniora with the most mgratiat-
ing smile. T

“1 say, Mauly——> he began.

“You cut off !” sard Junmy Vivian
before Mauleverer could speak.

|I.Eh?l!

“*Op it 1”7 said the baronet.

“I'm addressing Mauleverer,” said
Bunter, with digmty. “I'll thank you
not to butt in, you ragamufhin !*’ ;

Sir Jimmy displayed a set of knuckles
nnder Bunter’s fat nose in the manner
he had learned in his early days n
Dlucher’s Reuts, and certainly not at
(ireyiriars.

“See that?7” Le asked.

“Look here—-7"

“Tike it reund youv
Siv Jimmy,

“Jimmy ! murmured Lord Mauleve-
rer, shivering. :

‘“‘He ecalled me a little serub!” said
Jimmy Vivian. “You ain’t gomn’ to
lend 'im any money, Mauly. You buzz
off, Bunter! I tell you if you ’ang
around you'll get a oner on the boko !”

Lord Mauloverer drew his weird rela-
tion on, and Billy Bunter was left. ~ Ho
gave a smff of supreme disdain. His un-
fortunate allusion to Sir Junmy had not
beén forgotten by the baronet—rather
mifﬂrtuﬁatelff for Bunter. T.ord Man-
leverer had been drawn blank,

“Little guttersnipe !” grunted Bunter.
“Fallo, there’s Squiff! 1 say, Squiff,
old chap—— Don’t walk away while I'm
talking to vou, Field, you beast! Waell,
of all the rotters! Wibley. old fellow, can

kisser 277 asked

you lend me——~ Yah! Rotter! I say,
Toddy, old chap! Toddy! Peter
fl‘nrjd !!’ :

“Nothing doing!” answered Petor
Todd, without stopping.

Buunter gave another snort.. Just then
Hoskins of the Shell came out of the
Schoal 1Jouse, looking round him
anxiously,

“8een Hobson, Bunter?” ho asked.

Billy Bunter was about to reply  Blow
Hobson !” when he paused in time. He
remembered that he had seen Claunde
Hosking open a letter that morning and
fake a postal-order out of it. That recol-
lection cansed William George Bunter to
adopt his sweetest and politest menner.

“Hobson's gone ouf,” ho answored.
1 saw him clear off a fow minutes ago.
I say, IHoskins, old chap—-""

“Well, the silly ass!” exclaimed Hos-
kius, exa:—:rpm'a:terﬁ ‘““Vancy forgetting
all about it again! 1It's too bad?}”

*1 say, Hosking, can you lend me——7"

“Sure you saw him go out, Bunter?”

“Oh, ves. e went out with Stewart.
I say, Hoskins, I've been disappointed
about a remittance. 1 was expecting a
postal-order——" | |

“Qh, bother!” said Hoskins, utterly
without sympathy for Bunter’s sad die-
appointment. * Faney that duffer march-
ing off. Tsonly stopped to cut up to the
study for my music, and he vanishes!
It's really too bad.”

“Yes; but, T say——"

“ And the musicroom’s booked after
dinner,” said Hoskins, 1 remember
Hobsou asking whether it was.”

“1 say, Hoskins, 1 heard you
Jour march  yesterday,” said
‘It was ripping, old fellow!”

Hoskins gave the Owl of the Remove
a benignant look. If Bunter had called
him “old fellow” on any other ocea-
sion the Shell fellow would probably
have replied far [rom politely. Buti,
coupled with admiration for his musie,
Hoskins would have allowed Bunter to
call him Ins leng-lost brother.

*“*1 never kmew you were mmusical,
Bunter,” he said, quite graciously.

“Oh, I am awfully!”’ sad ilunter,

Tae Magver JoRrany.—No. 558,

ying
unter,.

 wondering

!

whetiier Hoskins had his
postal-order about him.” “I-I enjoy
it, you know. Nousa’s marches, you

know—--"
“You were speaking of music!”
snapped Hoskina. , -
“Ahem! F=1 wonder if you'd play

your. mareh, to e, old chap?” said
Bunter., " I've oiten been gotnyg to ask
ynu.”

Haskins smiled. ;

“1 don’t mind,” he said. “I've been
making something of a rearrangement,
and I really think P've scored with those
minor ninths, Bunter.”

“I'm sure of it,” assented Bunter, who
hadn’t the vaguest notion what a minor
ninth was: * You're just the chap that
would, Hoskins. 1 say, do you happen
to have half-a-crown about you?”

“Eh? Yes.” -

“I've been disappointed abont
postal-order, Hoskins, I—--"

“Well, come on,” said Hoskins, with-
out heeding. *“If vou understand any-
thing at all about musie, Bunter, I think
you'll like my march. This way!”

Buntetr suppressed a groan, and accom-
panied the genius of the Shell to the
music-room.  He had been willing to
express the most heartfelt admiration for
Haoshins' march m F, but he had not
bargained for having to listen to if, too.
But he would have hstened to a perform-

[ ]

a

ance of Richard Strauss just then for the
‘loan of a half-crown, so he made up his

mind to bear it. The grand piano in the
must¢-room was open, and Hosking’
march was on the desk all ready. Claude
Hosking planted himself on the musie-
stoal, :

“1 say, old chap——"" began Bunier,
with a faint hone of getiing at the half-
erown before the mirsie started. :

“8it down,” said Hoskins, without even
hearing him. *“ Now, just tell mo what
you think of this, Bunter.”

Crash !

Hoskins began,

There seemed to be a good deal of
fortissimo about Cliude Hoskins' march
in F.  Bunter wondered how the piano
stood 1t, and wondered still more how
he was-going to stand it himself. And
he was not sure of the half-erown, either.
But the remembrance of Mrs. Mimble's
new tarts encouraged him, and he stood
it manfully.

“Ripping!” bhe exclaimed, as ilere
came a pause. “Splendid!  I—I es-
pecially like the—ihe minor mneteenths,
I say, Hoskins, if——" ~

Crash!

Hoskins was going it again.

Billy Bunter vealised that this was not
the end yet.- Tt was merely a pause that

‘had inspired him with false hopes,

Desmond of the Remove looked in at
the door.

“Tlowly mother av Moses!
air-raid intirely ?” he demanded.

Hoskins did not. even hear him.

‘Micky fled with his fingers to his ears.
Bunter remammed where he was in silent
anguish. :

With a final tevrifie crash of chords
that seemed on very 1ll terms with one
another,” Hoskins ceased. He spun round
on the musie-stool and loocked at Bunter,

“There!” he said. _ _

“Splendid ¥’ gasped Bunter, {eeling
that he had never realised befora what
an inestimable boon silence was. “Top-
ping! I think that’s better than Wagner,
Hoskins,” _

“Thera are some good things in
Wagner,” said Hoskins condescen mg[jr.
“T've looked over his scores. But that

Is it an

theory of the unending melody—that’s

tosh1”

“Of course 1t 13, said Bunter, wonder-
ing what on earth was the theor; of the
unending melody. - “Simply tripe, I'm
sure. I say, Hosking—"

|
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“I'm glad to seo you showing this
interest m music, Burter, *“You am't.
the fat dulfer 1've always thought you,”
said Hoskins, *“‘I'll give you au idea of
my fantasia——** :

“ Your—your whnat?’

“ My fantasia—in ¥ sharp minor.

Like
this——" :

[Tosking was gpinning round on tho
music-stool  to  the prano agamn, when
Bunter caught bim Jdesperately by tho
arm. After the march in F, Hesh and
blood could not stand the fantasia in ¥
sharp mino,

“TIold on!”? gasped Buanter. I sar,
Hoskins, I've been disappomted about a
pastal-ordoy -——-—**

v R

“Could you lend me hali-a-crown till
to-morrow morning, old fellow ¥ gasped
Bunter.

“Oh, ves.

Crash !

Hoskins jerked hiz arm awawv f{rom
Bunter, and started. Billy Bunter sup-
pressed a groan 1f Hoskins hadn’t an-
swered ‘* Yesp ” before beginning, the Ow)
of the Remove would certainly not have
borne the fantasia in ¥ sharp minor to
the end. But with a certain half-erown
at the finish, he bore it nobly. For-
tunately, the fantasia was not so long
as the march. Hoskins tinished with a
terrific flourish, and spun round like a
teetotum.

[ 1Y 'l‘l!ﬂrﬂ 1’:

“Tip-top?’ gasped Bunter.
hand me——" .
“Like to hear my rondo?” asked Has-
kins, all geniality now. ;

“ Awfully; but—but there goes the
dinner-bell,” stuttered Bunter, greatly re-
lieved to ]’:ma.r it.  “Weo shall have to
cut.” -

“0Oh, blow dinner!{” said Hosking en-
thuerastically. * This is really a pleasure
to me, Bunter, fjﬂdinﬁ]a chap wheo really
ap ir:zeei&t-an mugme. I'll out cfinner if you
will,™ e -

Bunter restrained his feelings with
difficulty. Cutting dmner was a sacrifice
he would not have made for the hali-
crown, and certainly not for the great
pleasure of listening to llosking' econ-
posttions one after another,

“1—I'd like to, but Fm afraid Quelehy
would be ratty,” he stutiteved. *““Come
on, old felow] Another time, youn
knovw—"" P

Hoskins closed the piana with a shap.

“Oh, all right1” he said. '

“ Ahout that-half-erown, Hosking——"

“Eh? What half-crown?’ asked Hos-
kins, seeming to wake up. “ What aro
you talking about?” g

“You were gaing to lead me half-a-

L g

Listen to this'®

“If you'll

erown—-——
“Was I? Oh, yes! All right.”
To- Bunter’s great velief, Hoskins

shoved his hand mto lis pocket. The
loan was coming off, after all! Bunter
had not suffered in vain! -
" But Hosking” hand was cinpty when he
drew it out; - 3
- “By gad!” he said.
Btﬂﬂ]ﬂ."~

“Wha-a-at?”’

“Sorry,” said Haskins carelessly.

“But—but—but you had 2 postal-order
g‘,hli‘a_ moriing P’ howled Bunter. “1 saw
i F’

“Yes, T seub it off Iglji fu&t for a new

1

"1 forgot! I'm

“1d

lot of musinryaper,” sald Hoskins.
Ifarg?EtEIi. Come on, Buatér; you’ll be
ate I’ : - '

Bunter seemed rooted to the floar,

‘He had listened to the march in F,
and to- the fantasia m ¥ sharp minor,
and had narrowly cscaped the ronde—
only - to discover that Claude Hoskins was
stony, and that there was not"toe be a
loan, after all, Mvs. Mimble's tarts were
as far ofi as ever. i o
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“You—you—you swindler!"™ ejaculated

Bunter at last. ‘ _
“Eh?" said Hoskina, in astomshraent.

Bunter followed him out of the muste- |

room, breathung wrath.

*“*You i1diot ! he spluttered,

“Gone off your rocker®”
Irina, in wonder,

“ You—you—you potty chump!" yelled

Bunter. * After kicking up that fearful
row, you won't lend me half-a-crown!
Do you want to know what your music’s
like, you howling ass? It's like a lot of
tom-cats on the tiles, mixed up with air-
vrauds and o thunderstorm! Yah!”
_ W.th that proronncement, which really
did hira credit as a musical critic, Billy
Bunter “rolled awav, leaving . Hoskins
gﬂ.""-l'lllrlg'.

ashked Hos-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
~ With Improvements by Skinner !
HARRY WHARTON & Co. walked

down to Little Side after dinner.
Football practice was in full

swing at UGreyfriars now, and
thie chuma of the Remove intended to
punt the ball about a little before after-
noon classes. A match with the Shell
waa coming off soon, and Wharton was
getting his men into shape,

** Halio, hallo, hallo! }lprf-'s Hosky !
said Bob. * Surely ho hasn't brought his
niighty intellect down to the level of
footer !"

Claude Hoskins was sauntering near
the football-ground, tis hLands in his
pockets, his brow wrinkled in thought.

Qccasionatly Le detached a hand from
his pocket to brush aside a wisp of lLair
from his forehead.

It was a curly wisp of hair, and gave
Hoskms a  poetical look —or, at least,
Hoskins was persuaded that it did.

Sarcastic pergsons hinted that Hoskins
cultivated the cur! on hia forehead with
great  assiduity, and spent hours and
Liours before the glass arranging it;
indeed, he was suspected of using curling-
tongs on 1L, :

Boeb Cherry cla j)ed the Shell fellow
on the shoulder, and woke Lim up from a
deep reverie, doubtless upon the subject
of minor ninths or thirteenths, or some-
thing of that fearsome kind.

“Yow !"" ejaculated Ioskins.

* Coming along to footer " asked Bob.

Hnakinlgi)linked at himn

“Footer!" Le repeated.

“Yes, footert F-00.T-ER'
Bob, spelling it out for Hoskins. az 1f 1o
tielp him to grasp his meaning.

“0Oh, footer!” said Hoskins.
No time for footer! IHobson wants me

to play, but I don't see how 1 can fird |

the time."”

- 0Ok, my hat!” said Johany Bull
" You can find time for mixing up sharps
and flats on paper, but you can't find
time for footer 'V

Hoszins gave him a pitying loock. A
fellow who eould describe composition as
mixing up sharps and flats on paper was
a fellow mtellectually far below the level
of a Hun or a Yalwoo, in Hoskinsg’
cplion.

“Mind, T can se¢ something in the
game,"” sald Hoskins “I'va been think-
ing about footer, in fact.”

“ Better play it than think .7
INugent.

Hoskins shook hLis lead.

“I mean, from a” musical point of
view,” he said. “['ve been thinking of a
Scceer symphony.” -

*Oh, crikey "

“I've got it in my head,” said Hoskius,
brushmg aside his curl agamn. “ The
rougli wdea, you kmow. -1If you fellows
like to come along to the music-room
10 W, I'Tl #girp you an idea of it. - We

can turn Scott out."
“Hallo, hallo, Lallo! Thera's Squiff

said

saxd

“No! |
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to us,” amid  Bob  Chierry
and the Famous Five walked

howlin
hurriedly ;
on guickly,
The Co. seemed somehow to prefer
Soccer iteelf to a Boccer svinphony,
Hoskins gave a smff,

He glanced towards the players in
search of Hobson ; but the captain of the
Shell was not at the practice, though a
gmd many of his team were. Claude

Toskins strolied away towards the School
House. He hiked Hobson's company, for
Hobson wae a listener of unusual powers
of endurance. Besides, Ilobson really
admired his studv-mate, and he was often
heard describing the wonderful things old
(laude could do—Hobby's admiration
being chiefly based upon the fact that he
hadn’t the remotest comprehension of
the things old Claude did. Wild horses
would not have dragged Hobby to the
music-room, if he could have avoided it,
to hear Claude's arrangements of minor
ninths; but he thought it awfully clever
of Hoskins to understand all about minor
ninths. The chums often had a long and
one-sided conversation; Hoskins talking
music, and Hobson thinking about foot-
ball, and saying “Yes,” or “No,” or
“Really, old chap!”

As Hobson was not to be seen out of
doors, Hoskins weut up to the' study.
He heard someone moving within as he
came up, and began at once: |

“Hobby, oll fellow, I was going to
tell you about——" Then he broke off.
“Iallo, Skinner! What are you doing
here 2"

It was not James Hobson in the study,
after all. It was Ylarold Skinner of the
Remove.

Skinner was standing at the table, and
he spun round with a guilty look as
Hoskins camao 1n,

Hoskins gave him a vervy suspicious
glancoe. '

Skintier was a humorous fellow, whose
liftle  jokes wera not always good.
natured, and a Remove fellow certainly
had no business in Hoskins' study. )

“What do you want here ?” demanded
Hoskins.

“Ahem !
to Hobson!" stamniered Skinner.

““What are you doing with my quill
pen?”’

“T—I just picked 1t up to--to lock
at 1t.”

“Put 1t down'”

Skinner put 1t dowr.

" Now get out!” said Hoskins.

Skinner got out.

Hoskina lookaid round the study  sus-
piciously, But there was no evidence
that Skinper hiad been playing any
practical joke. Claude Hoskins was turn-
ing over the musie, with which the table
was littered, when Hobson came in
suddenly.

Hobson jumped as Le saw hLis chum.

“Oh! I—TI thought you were out of
doors !”" he stagnmered.

e, A . ¥y . .
ucky vou came in,” said Hoskins. | =%
: . study to eecarch for Skinner.

j followed him, but not far.

Ile picked up the celebrated march | 3¢cond

“Sf?ﬂ!t clears off at one forty-five, and
there's time——"

in F,

Jumes Hobson suppresed a groan.
was fairly caught; and he could have
kicked Inmself for coming in just then.

But he yielded to his hard fate, and
IToskins walked him off to the music-
room, march in hand. Sounds of music
were proceeding from the room. Scott
of the Fourth was still busy there. The
Shell fellows waited till he had finished
his plano practice, and the moment he
left the stoo! (Claude Hoskins settled on
it. Scott looked at his music-shieet with
a grin. |

“That the merry mareh ' he asked.

“Yesa; you can hear it if you like.”

“ All vight; I'll keap near the door, to

I--1 looked in to—to speak

' shricked Iobson,
fing u

HEi
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bolt when it
humorously.
Hoskins disdained to reply to that
frivolows remark, He placed his music
on the desk, and began to play. As the
bars crashed out Hobson's face assumed
an cxpression that was almost alarming,
and Scott gave a shriek, Kven Hoskins
himself looked startled.
“Btop it!"” yélled Scott. *““ Do vou call
- Hobson

that musict”

“Fo it, Hoskins!” eaid
loyally. *It’s eplendid, old chap!™
Friendship could go no further than
that, The man who gave his life fur his

friend was not a patch on James
Hobson, .

Crash{ Crash'! -
l‘fStﬂtt stopped his ears, and ran for his
ife.

Hoskine paused. very puzzled.

“Ripping ! said Hobson bravely.

"Tlmrﬂ'acﬁmething up,”” said Ileskins,
“It's horrid™" _

[ 11 Eh lfl'!

“ Blessed if T sea—~-—~ Dash it all, that
accidental oughtn’t to ba there! And
that rest—that's not right!”  Hoskins
gave & yell. “Bomebody's been tamper-
mg with my muysic!” :

“Oh, my‘liat’ 4 :

“Sonig villain’s been putting in sharps
and flats and rests where they're no
wanted !” ehrieked Hoskins. * Couldn’4
you gce it was all wrong, Hobson, you
ass? BScott could !”

Hobson was dumb.

It was true that Hoskins had been pro-
ducing the most horrid discords on the
piano; but Hobson had supposed that
that was part of the music. His hmr?
admiration had been a little misplaced,
as 1t happened.

IToskins jumped up from tha music-
stoal; the first time on record that he
had ever left it willingly.

“That villain 8kinner! _ That's what
he was domg in my study—mucking u
mfr march !” he howled. * }e's stuck 1%
all over with accidentals! I've been
plaving in impoesible keys! I—I—I'll
scalp ﬁim!"

“The rotter ! gasped ITobson., “T—I
must say I noticed it was rather—rather
out of tune in the—the opening bar. 1t
sounded awful!”

““He hasn't touched the cpening bar!”

“Oh, my hat!”

Hobson gave it up

“T'll sealp him! T'll boil him in oil I™
“Fancy a chap mess.
a piece of music! Whe, a Hun
wouldn't do that—the Kaizer himself
wouldn’t be ecapable of it! Come on,
and help me slanghter him !"

“Certainly, old chap!” eaid Hobson
feeling that he was on safe g‘rnuncl
there. He was al least equal to
slaughtering Skinner -

Hoskins rushed out of the music-room,
with his chum at his heels Wrathful as
he was, he stayed to take his precious
march up to the study and put it in the
table drawer. Then he rushed out of the
Hobson
Perhaps, on
thoughts, he considered that
Hozkine was able to deal with Skinner on
his own., C(laude Hoskinsg did not even
notice that his chum was not with him,,
however, He sped into the quadrangle
with wrath and vengeance in his gleam-
INg eyes.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's up?” ox-
claimed Bob Chlerry, who was coming
back to the Sclicol ‘House with Lis
chums.

“Where's Skinner?" velled Hoskins.

“Skinner? Over yonder by the clms,”
said Harry Wharton, “ What the—-"
Hoskina rushed on. The Famous Five
stared after him amazed. Skinner was
under the elms, talking and langhing with
Toee Macxet Lasranry,—No, bEB.

gets dangerous,” said Scott
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his chums, Snoop and Stott. Apparently
he was relating some excelient joke to
them, which tickled them very highly,
to judge by their chuckles.

“Look out!"” exclaimed Siocop sud-
denly.

Skinner turned round just as Hoskins
came tewring up. The exasperated musi-
cian did not speak. He clutched Skinner
round the neck and got his head into
changery.

“Yarooh!” poared Skinner. *“Yah!
Oh! Help! He's mad! Draggimoff ¥

Pommel, pommel, pommel ! ‘

Thump, thump, thump!

“Heip! Yooop! Yah! Oh!” roared
Skinner, struggling wildly in Hosking’
grasp. “Draggimoff ! Yankimoff !
Yoooooop 1"

Thump | Pommel! Thump! Bang!

Snoop and Stott stood staring without
mterfering. Skinner would, have fared
very badly had not Harry® Wharton &
Co. rushed up, seized the infuriated
Hoskins, and ({:agged him off.

“ Yow-ow-ow-aw-wooop ! came from
Skinner, as he staggered against a tree,
guite dazed and knocked out.

Hoskins struggled in the hands of the
Famous Five,

“Let me go!” he rcared. * Lemme
go! I'll smash him! 1'll slaughter him !
11l spiflicate him 1™

“My dear man, vou'’ve nearly spifli-
cated him already!” said Bob Cherry,
fixing a grip of iron on Hosking' collar.
“Kasy does it!  Shell fellows are not
allowed to spiflicate the Remove!”

“The bumpfulness is the proper
caper | snggested Hurree Singh.

* Yow-ow-ow-0ow ! moaned Skinner.

“But what has Skinner done?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharion.

“He's mucﬁed up my march!” yeiled
Hoskins, “Stuck in sharps and flats all
over it——"’

“Does that make any difference?*’
asked Johnuy Ball. *“What does it
mattor 7

“You—you—you ecrass idiot !’

(1 Eh ?-'“

“Bump him!” said Frank Nugent.
“Bump him for punching Skinner,
bhump him for calling names, and bump
him for his mareh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leggo!” yelled Hoskins, “I tell

you Yaroooh |V
liurn% bump, bump!
The Famovs Five left Claude Ioskins
sitéing on the ground gasping. He was
not feeung equal to punching Skinner
any more; and Skinner was hurriedly
departing. Hoskins staggered up at last
and {im away to his study, to spenci
the last few minutes that remained before
classesa in  erasing the improvements
slkinmmer had made in his  celebrated
march in F ,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Ca‘astrophe !

ORACE MANFRED HAOKER,

H the master of the Shell, frowned.

My. Hacker had comie to take

the Shell, and his quick, sharp

cve noticed at once that one member of

his Form was absent. Olaude Hoskins
was not in his usual place,

Mr. Hacker was o stickler for
punctuality. For that reason he had
sometimes had occasion to be down on
Hoskins. Hoskinsg was always punctual
m the thasic-room, but not always in the
Form-recom. Sometimes when the bell
rang he was busy dabbine down weird-
Inokiug characters on fragments of paper,
and did not even hear the bell. What
were classics, or geography, or history, or
. maths to a fellow who had just thought
of something new and original in the way
of minor thirteenths ?

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 558,

“Hosking is not herel” said Mr.
Hacker anrlF. “Where is Hoskins? He
ig late again ! Really, that boy passes all
patiénce. Chowne, you may go and find
H ﬂ§liins. 2

“Yes, sir I’ gaid Chowne.

Chowne felt rather grateful to Hoskins
for thus getting him a few more minutes
ont of the Form-room, and the rest of the
Shell fobowed Chowne with envious
glances. Mr. Hacker proceeded with
business; and m five minutes Chowne of
the Shell teturned, with a very peculiar
expression on his chubby face.

He came alone, and Hacker fixed a look
of grim inquiry upon hum,

“Have you not succeeded in finding
Hoskins, Chowne 7" he snapped.

“Yeo-es, gir.”

* Where is he ¥ ;

“In his study, sir.”

“What? And why has he not come to
the Form-room 7" exclaimed Mr. Hacker.

“Hce's busy, sir.”

“What #° |

Mr. Hacker thundered out the word,
while the Sheli fellows stared. They had

 never heard before of a fellow who was

too busy to attend classes when his Form-
master sent for him.
“Chowne, are you speaking seriously §”
“Yes, sir!” gasped Chowne,
“What did Hoskine say to you ?”
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DO:S YCUR SCLDI*R PAL
WRITE TO YOU?

Notepaper is “=ome ™ prie¢c these
days, but noue of us would grudge
Tommy all the paper he needs on
which to write those cheery lefters
of his if paper were treble the price
it. is to-day. B8till, it's no use simply
" g&sﬁing " about it; t's up to each
oune to do his bit to pay the piper.

It costs the Y.M.C.A., who supply
Tommy with free stationery, no less
than £60.000 a year., Sixpence will
supply your own or somebody else's
pal with enough notepaper to write
one letter euach week for a year.
Going to let him have it? Of course
YOIt a4re !

S0 send sixpence along to-day to
Y.M.C.A. (Stationery Fund), Totten-
ham Court Road, London, W.C., men-
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“1—I'd rather n-n-not say, sir !’ stut-
tered Chowne.

“1 command you to say at once !”’

“He—he said I—I could go and cat
cake, air ! stuttered Chowne,

There wasg a gasp from the Shell. ITob-
son looked quite alarmed. Mr. Hacker
looked as he mizht have iooked if a vol-
cano had snddmﬂy burst into eruption at
his feet. He found his voice at last,

“Chowne, you tell me seriously that,
on conveying my command to Hoskins
to come to the Form-room he—he made
that absurd remark 77

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr, Ilacker.
“ Boys, vou will keep order here while T
am absent for a few minutes.”

Myr. IHacker picked up a cane from his
desk, and went out of the Form-room
with hasty strides. Ile left the Bhel in
a buzz of amazement.

In two minutes Mr, Iacker was in the
Shell passage, and glaring into Study
No. 3 there. Thero was Clinde Hoskins,
with an expression of the wildest excite-
ment and wrath on his face, and his
poetical curl standing almeost on end. He
seemned to have been turning out the
study for a spring cleaning, to judge by
the look of it, |

“Hoskinsg " thundered My, Hacker.

“It’s pore!”
“What 7V

L “Are you out of- your senses,

Hoskins "
“Gone! Taken! Stolen ¥
“Hoskins, do you mean {o imply that
something has geeu stolen from your
pstudy 77 asked Mr. Hacker, his wrath
subsiding a little. Hoskina was almest
weeping with rage and dismay.

“Yes, sirl Oh, dear! The wvillain!
Oh! It'a gone!”

“Something of value, Hoskins 77

“Yes, sir! Immense value !’ groaned
Heoskins.

-~ “Comae, come,” said Mr. Hacker, 1
do not see how you could have any pos-
session of immense value in your study.
Yon exaggerate, Hoskins! Ybu havae
missed money——-" . .

“Money "—Hosking almost snorted
with contempt at the suggestion—
L “money ! I should’t be upset hke this
about money !

“Then what have you missed, Ilos-
kins 7"

“My march, sirt”

i Yﬂ“r wIEt?'l.l-

“My march }”’ almost sobbed Hoskins.
“T've put two terms’ work mto that
march, sir, and now 1t’s been taken away
—stolen £°

“1 think you must be insane!” gasped
Mr. Hacker. *“1I ask you what has been
stolen from your ﬁtud‘l: and you give me
the name ot a ealendar month. Is this
deliberate timpertinence, Hosking 7”7

“Not March—march!” shonted Hos-
kins. “My march, sir——my march in ¥,
Six pages!”

“Is 1t Ipﬂssible that you are alluding to
a musical composition, Hoskins?” .

“Of ¢course, sir! I left it in the table
drawer when T went to look for Skinner,
and when T came in it was gone—gone 1’
greaned Hoskins, - “My march in F! |
—I say, wharrer you doing? Yaroooh !”

Hoskins really did not need to ask that

uestion, It wos plain enough what Mr,
acker was doing. Ile was grasping

E}ﬂ.ﬂdﬂ Hoskins by the coliar and shakiug
im.

“You ahsurd boy !’ exclaimed Mr.
Hacker, ** You have remained away from
classes because you have lost some utierly
ridiculons and worthless rubbish———*

“Yarocoop! Leggol”

“1 shall cane yon severely, Hoskins!
(o0 to the Form-room at once !” shouted
Mr.:r Hacker, bundling Hosking out of the
stucly.

He expected the junior to flea before
him. To his amazement IHosking stood
his gronnd. A lioness deprived of her cubs
was a sweet and gentle creature compared
with an amateur musician deprived of
his march in F, if Mr. Hacker had only
known 1k,

“1 can t go, can 17" shouted [Hoskins
at his amazed Form-master. *I’ve got
to find my march, haven’t I? Let a chap
alone |7 - |

“What? Wha-a-at?”

“My march in F—=" :

“*“Go to the Form-room at once,
Hoskins !*? shricked Mr. 11acker.

And as [Hoskins did not meve, Mr.
Hacker graspsd him by the collar agamn
and marched him off—not a march in F,
but a very quick march. Hoskina had to
go, then; but—painful to relate—he
camo very near kicking hia Form-
master’s shins.  Fortunately, Hoskins
restrained himeelf, and did not commi
that unspeakable ontrage, and he was led
into the Form-reom by tha collar..

Then there was a rhythmic sound of
swishing, and even the march in F was
driven out of Clande Hoskin's mind for
a fow minutes as Mr. Hacker laid on the
cane.

“Now, go to your place, Hoskins !
said the master of the Shell sternly.

Hoskins hesitated one moment, casting
a rebellious look towards the door, Bul

- “Tt's gone! Tt's been taken—stolen 1” | the caning had been enough for him, and
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he went to his place.
noon he did not_hear one word that Mr.
Hacker nttered in the way of instruction,
and was scarcely aware of the fact that
he was givén lints almost as thick as
leaves tn Vallombrosa.  One thought
haunted him—the terrible loss he had
sustained—what had become of his march
in F—what felonicus hand had purlomed
it—what the thief might be doing with
it? It could bardly be expected that, in
such cireumstances, Claude Hoskins
wonld be able {o put his mind into Form

work,
THE ¥IFTH CHAPTER.
Awful !
& ALLO, hallo, hallo! Madder
than ever!” remarked Dob

Cherry cheerily,

“Madder than an esteemed
and  respectable hatter!”  coneurred
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Remove had just come out, a fow
minutes after the Shell; and one of the
fivet things that met their view was
('laude Hoskins talking, or, rather, shout-
ing, to an accompaniment of wild
gosticulations.

The Famous Five paused to look on,
as did many other fellows. Heskins was
in such a state of excitemnent as he had
never been in beford, (ten enough he
hard been seen excited; when, for in-
strnee, a new combination of  minor
ninths had occurred to his fertile brain,
or when he had arrived in the music-
room to find that some wag had locked
the piano and taken away the key. But
even that excitement was, compared with
Lis present state, like m izht unto
sunlight, or wator unto wine. Now he
ssomed on the verge of apoplexy. His
hands waved in the air as if
ducting an invigsible orchestra, and a
flood of words streamed from his mouth,

as inexhaustible as the eloguence of a
political bigwig engaged upon an epoch-

making speech.

Hobson seemed to be trying to comfort.

him; but Hoskins, like the troubled
Hebrew lady of ancient times, mourned,
and wou'd not be comforted.

Several Shell fellows stood round him,

and they seemed sympathetic, though |
their sympathy did not keep them from

grinning.

“What on carth's the matter 7" asked
Harry Wharton.

“The matterfuluess must be terrific.”

“What's the row, Hobson ¥"

“Listen to the band !I”’ murmured Bob
{herry.

“(Gone ! Clean gone! Stolen 1"
1oskins gasped.  “‘Faken out of the
tuble drawer! You saw me put it there,
Hobson; you were with me—just before
I went for B'l{itmer‘ you know! You
saw meo, didn't you?"’

Hoskins paused, but not for a reply—
only for breath. He ran on without
givinz Hobson a chance of replying.

“My march in F! You know, my
march in FY T major, you know?
Some awful villain has pinched it, and—
and what’s become of it? Think of it!

That march will come out with some |
awful thief’s name on it, and he will get

the credit! Tf it makes a sen=ation, it
wi'l be put down to him—the awful
villain may become famous as the com-
poser of my march in F major!"”

“Great pip!"” murmured Bob.

“It’s got to be found!” shouted
Hesking. “I'm going to the Head! T'm
going to the police! 1 eall you as a
witness, Hohson, that it was my march
if it's published by the awful
who's boned it  You éan remember it—
von've heard it ;;lwod! TImpossible to
mistake it-—especially that arrangement
of minor ninths, But who could have

i

& wWere con-

rotiter

During that after- | done it? Where is 1t 7"
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his hair, nearly ruining the curl on his
forehead ' It's enough to drive a chap
potty, ain't it? My march in F, you
know—F major {”’

“Tt'l turn up!” gasped Hobson,
gotting 1n a word at last.

“It's been stolen, I'll tell you !”

“Well, it can’t have been stolen,” said
Stewart of the B8hell comfortingly,
“ Nobody in his senses would stenl such
muck—""

£ “"hat ?I?

“[—1 mean——-" 1

“Idiot 1™

“1 meanter say

“ Dummy !
“ Look here——"

”

Hoskins tore |

“Crass 1diot 1"

“Oh, my hat!” said Stewart. “Ii
that’s all a chap pets for sympathy you
can ﬁ{} and be blowed—vou and your
march, too! Ratsl” -

And Stewart marched off indignantiy.

“1 say, Hosky, where are you going "
exclaimed Hobson, catching his chum by
the arm as he started striding towards
the doorway,

“I'm going to the Head about it!"”

i Hut I EEF_"'"‘,I

Heskins shook off his ¢hum’s hand,
and bolted into the House,
stared after bim blankly., They were
sorry for Clande Hoskins, though they
rather shared Stewart’s opinion of his
mugical  performance. To bother the)
Head over such a matter as a missing
music manuscript seemed amazing cheek
to them, and they wondered how the
Head would take it. Tt was pretty cer-
tain that Dr. Locke would not regard

the matter as being so terrifically serious |

as it seemed to Claunde Hoskins,

“Poaor old Hosky !” said Bob Cherry.
“It's the artistic temﬁmmant, you know
—it makes a ehap a bit potty! Now, if
he went in for tooter instead of minor
nineteanths, or twentieths, or whatever
they are——""

“Some ass playing a practical joke on
him, of course,” said Wharton. * It’s too
bad, though!”

“Serve him jolly well right ! growled
Skinner.

“Tikely as not he’s mislaid it,"" snid
Nugent. *“ He's an absent-minded ass!
I've seen him tap his tuning-fork on a
chap’s head to get his blessed note.”

James Ilobson rubbed his head re-
miniscently.

“Don't vou know what's become of
his pifle, Hobby "' asked Wharton.

1 Eh ?n

“You're his study-mate.
HE?HIit Iab{_m!'.’?"

“Teod it to light the fire with, per-
haps 7" suggested Vernon-Smith.  And
there was a laugh,

Haven't you

“0Oh, no!” exclaimed Hobson. *1I
wouldn't do that!”

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Hosky 1

All eyés were turned uvp on Claude
Hoskins ae he came out. He had a dazed
look. The interview with the Head had
not apparently gone well.

“ What did the Head say?"” asked half
a Jdozen voices,

“Liked ¥ chuckled Billy Bunter.

Hoskins gasped.

“Have you fellows ever noticed any-

The juniors |

thing queer about Dr, Locke " he asked.
“ A hit weak in the erumpet—what?"

“1he Head—weak in the crumpet?”
said Wharton, with a stare.

“Yos! 1 think he's potty!” said
Hoskins. “He must be from what he
snid to me. Fairly took my breath away
e doesn't think it matters in the least
about my march in ¥ being missing !

You don't #ay sol!” murmured
Nugent.

“Fe said it was impertinent of me to

Three-halfpence. T

interrupt him about such a frivolous
matter 1" said Hoskins. * Frivolous, you
know!- My march in Fl Frivolous! I
major, you know ! Frivelous! Can vou
believe 117"

“PD-d-d-did he®"

“He did! And he said that T should
not supposoe that, at my age, 1 eould com-

pose a piece of music of any value. As
if age had anything to do with it! But
it's always the same with these old
Jossers "

" These what " qaapad IHobson.

“0Old jossers! They don't understand

that the future belongs to youth!" said
Hoskins, “They don’t hear the young
generation knocking at the door, as some
play-writing chap puts it They go on
in their stodgy way! Frivolous! No
value—iny march in F major of no value!
Ha, ha! That’s the Head's opinion!
They make a man like that Head of &
public school! Ha, ha!” .
Hoskins laughed bitterly and sar-
donically. |
The other fellows laughed, too, though
not sardonically. They were not feeling
sardonie.  They were tickled. They
found Hosking’ views éntertaining.
““ And that's all 7" asked Hobson.
*“No, that isn’t all! The Head's for-
bidden me to apply to the police about
it I!‘I'
“You—you that 7"
Hobson faintly.
“0Of course!

suggested sald
If the Mead’s silver had
been stolen he’d have called in_ the
police fast enough!  What's his silver
compared with my march in I ¥"

ki }1 !1'!'

“They couldn’t publish his miver, and
become famous 1 said Hoskine. *That's
what a thief may do with my march
F. For the present, T sha'n’t call in the
police——" .

- Perhaps they wouldn't come if you
did 1" suggested Vernon-Smith. _

Haskins did not heed that uulﬂgeatmu:

* For the present 1 sha'n’t call them 1n,
Dut if my march doesn’t turn up I shall
have no other resource. The thief must
be about Greyfriars somewhere, walling
for an opportunity to dispose of his
plundér, perhaps—-" -

“0Oh deart” ' Y

< Porhaps it's been pinched for a joke
on you!l” sugze-ted Bob Uherry. _

“[t's possible!” aﬂmztted Hoskins.
“ There may be same idiot so utterly craes
as to play jokes with a fellow’s march in
F. I'm going to find cut. You'll help
me, Hobby 7" .

“1—1'll do anything you like, old
chap,” said Hobson dispiritedly. :

“Ti's u shame, for vour sake, too,” said
IHoskins. “1 was going to play it to you
this evening twice over. [I've bagged the
music-room. 1 was going to Olpla.y it to
you twice every day, as I've told you, till

you knew it nearly by heart, Now I .

can't—till I find 1t.” 1
“Np, you can't, can you?” said

Hobson. And if Hoskins been a sus-

picious fellow he would have observed
that Hobson made that remark more
cheerfully.

“(an’t yonu remember it, and make a
frezh copy 1" asked Johnny Bull,

“No, ass!"”

“Then I'll tell yon what,” said Jobhuny,
not much pleased by that reply. “1 can
tell you how to manage it. Dip a fly in
the 1nk, and ¢t him crawling over yoar
music-paper, and then play the result. Tt
:sn:illF sound just as good as your march
in ¥

Johnny Bull marched away after
making that illuminating suggestion—
which was just as well, for Ioskins was
looking homicidal. Hoskins wasted no
more time in words—he had wasted a
zood deal already; but he dragged his
chum Hobby away to belp him hunt for
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the lost music. And Hobson, having the
dazzling prospect before him of hearing
the march, wlien found, played to him
twice a day, was very enthuswastic in the
search—perhaps !

. THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Lueck !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. found
- IMoskins of the Shell rather en-
tertaiming ; but they really felt
svmpathetic towards the dis-
tracted composer. It was, they agreed,
too bad that he should be deprived of his
wonderful march after all the work he
had put into it. And that eyening Whar-
ton looked into Hosking' study to ask
whether the great work had been found,
e found ﬁnhmn and Hoskins there at
their prep. Hobson looked rather wor-
ried, and Hoskins more so.
“Has it turned up?” asked Harvy,’
’ {flﬂ.ﬂdﬂ IToskins shook his head mourn-
ully. -
“No. Idon't expectitto. The thief's
keeping it jolly safe, of course.”
“You—yonu think it Las been stolen 7"
“T know it has!” -
“More hkely a lark,” hinted Harry.
Hoskins sho)k his head. He was evi-
dently determined to take a peseimistic
view of the matter. DBesides, he—and
“only he—knew the irmmense value of that
march in F,
‘“Some practical

Wharton.

“Rot!” said Hoskins, *“ Suppose vou
misscd a million pounds &

i Eh ?‘H

“ Would you think some practical joker
had taken it for a layk 7

(1 W‘?!‘i’ nn. " T

“Well, then, T don’t think this is a
practical joke, either !”

“Was your march worth a million
pounds?” asked Wharton innocently,

“More than that!”

“Oh, miy hat |”

“I don’t mean to say 1t would have
fetched anything like that, if sold,” ex-
lened Ilosking, rather unnecessarily.
‘But the value of a work of art can’t be
computed in pounds, shillings, and pence.
The value nPOa genuine work of art is
mere than that of all the money in the
universe.  Finstance, take Beethovén's
symphoniee. Arve they worth more than
the Bank of England, or not %"

“I suppose they are,”
Wharton.

“That chap Beethoven was a Hun,”
remarked Hobson,

Hoskins snorted.

“You're an ass, Hobby !” he said.

“Well, wasn't he a Hun?” demanded
Hobson rather warmly, *“He was a
-Hun right enough. 8o was Handsl,”

“They were Germans,” admitted
Hoekins reluctantly, “But there is no
nationality in Art, Hobby. -You're an
aes, as I remarked before "

*“ 8o your march in F stands along with
Beethoven’s symphonies?” asked Whar-
ton, trying not to smile, ; .

“Not on the same footing,” said
Hoskins, *‘In some respects, Beethoven's
work was better than mine,” -

“Only in some respects?” murmured
Wharton, almost overcome by that state-
ment, -

“Qertainly!  F’instance, my arrange-
ment of minor ninths——"

“Coming !” called out Harry, in re-
sponse to an imaginary call from the cor-
ridor.  And he hastily departed, before
Hoskins conld get into full swing on the
subject of minor ninths.

Hoskins grunted, and turned to his
work again, He was working in a very
desultory fashion. It was very difficult
THE Macxer LiBrarY.—No. 558.
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to put his mind fhio prep when ihe
march in F was stilll missing. .- At that
very moment, -as he eadly confided to
Hobson, some unscrupulous rascal might
he seeking fame and fortune by getting
that march published in his own name.
That stunning arrangement in minor
nimths would go down to posterity as the
work of the purloiner of the composition,
and it would never be known what
Claude Hoskins had done in the cause of
British music. Reallv, such a possibility
wag very disturbing and exasperating—to
the composer. Hobddn did not seem to
be alarmed. |

Billy Bunter locked into the study a
little later, to receive a glare from Claude
Hoskins. Heekins had not forgotten the
very frank opinion Bunter had expresscd
on his music after the failure to negotiate
a loan. '

But the Owl of the Remove had his
most ingratiating smile on.

“1 say, Hoskins, old chap——" he
began. :

ALONZO TODD

will arrive like this when

; he is called up, because he

A CADET.

If you are not a Cadet, apply at

once to " C.A.V.R,, Judges’ Quad-

rangle, Law Courts, W.C. 2,” who

will send you particulars of your
nearest Corps.

“Get out 1"

“ Ahem!
sonata being pinched !” said Bunter.

““It waen't a sonata, fathead!”

“I mean your march in K—'

“F, idiot !? |

“Yes, I mean F,” said Bunter hastily.
“I was going to make a suggestion for
getting it back, Hoskins. Suppose you
offer a reward ¥”’

“A what?” exclaimed Hoskins.

“Lots of fellows would hunt for it if
there was a reward,” said Bunter. “ Say
you offer two guineas. Then-—-"

“That’'e not a bad idea!” remarked
Hoskms.  “What do you  think,
Hobby 7

“*Rotten !”? said Haobson.

Mlobson was glaring at Bunter., He
drd not seem to approve of the Owl’s siig-
gestion at all,

F "It's a jolly good idea,” said Bunter.

“You stick up a notice on the board,

War-time

It's an awful shame, your

1id. Order Now.

Hoskins, offering a reward, and I assure
you I'll set to work at once, I'm a
rather elever chap, you know, I'll find 1t
fot you!’ A

A sudden suspicion came into Hoskins'
mind.

“Those who hide can find!” he ex-
claimed.

“Wha-a-at 7"’ burbled Bunter,

Hosking jumped up.

“Have you bagged my march, to stick

Price,

rme for a reward for finding it?” he

demanded.

“Oh, reallvy, yon know gasped
Bunter., “Here, leggo my collar! I
haven’t seen your silly rot! Yarooh!”

Hoskins did not let him alone. He
dragged him into the study by the collar,
He knew a good deal of Bunter, and he
had reason to be suspicious.

" Leggo!” roared Bunter. “Yah!
Ooogop! Leggo! I tell you I don’t
EE}HG‘:":', anything about your silly piffie!

w !’ '

**Give me that ruler, Hobby !”

“Eht- What for?”  exclaimed
Hobson. |

“T'll Kick him till he owns up!”

“"Yow! Help!” roared Bunter.

“But perhaps he doesn't know any-
thing about it I’* exclaimed the astonished
Hobson,

“What does that matter?” snapped
Hoskins, “He may, or he may not. But
I can’t afford®™o take chances when my
march in F is at stake. Tl lick him, and
if he knows he'll own up—see

“Well, my hat!”

'r!'!

“Give me the ruler, fathead, will
you 7"
“No, you thumping ass!” exclaimed

Hobson. ‘““Let Bunter alone! I'm cer-
tain—I mean, pretty certain, that he
doesn’t know anything about it !”

“Oh, rot! I'm going to make him own
up if he does!”

“Help !” yelled Bunter, in great alarm.
“Yarooh! Help! Fire}”

Hoskine reached for the ruler with his
free hand, and there was a loud thwack
as he brought it to bear on Bunter's
plump person, With so much at stake,
Claude Hoskins was not inclined to stick
at trifles,

But Hobson chipped in. He jerked his
study-mate away from Bunter, and held
him off. _

“Cut, you fat ase!” he exclaimed.

William George DBunter cut fast
enough. ~ e did not feel disposed to
remain and discuss the question of a
reward in these circumstances,

“Tet me go, you ass!l”
Hoskins,

Hobson let himr go, when Bunter was
gone,

“You chump!” said Hoekins. *“You
silly ass! You—you frabjous jabber-
wock ] Bunter may know where my
march 18 all the ume.”

“I don’t believe he does,”

“Why not?" _

“Well, I don’t think so.”

“Oh, you can’t think!" said Heskins,
with a sniff. ‘I saspect Bunter, and I
suspect Skinner——"

“Oh, rot!” said Hobson wuneasily.
“You were saying just now that vou
thought the rot—1 mean, the march—
was bagged by somebody who wanted to
publish 1£.”

“That's ihe only possible motive for
stealing " :

“Well, Bunter or =kiuner couldn's
publish it, could theyi™ :

“They may be simply agents for the
thief. 1t's pretty clear to me that some
villain has heard of my arrangement of
minor ninths, and wants to get the credit
for himsell, . Well, he must have em-
ployed some chap in the school to bone

howled

the march - for him. Skinner, very
likely ~he's capable of it, You kunow
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what he did—put sharps and flats into
my music where they didin't belong. A
fuﬁnw- who would do that would do any-
thing!”

“Oh, dear!”’ said Hobson,

“The matter’'s not. going to drop,”
said Hoskins darkly. “I'm going to
have that march back and expose the
thief., T'm not going to have my [ame
bagged by enyious rivals.”

“Oh P

“1 can
don't find

wolly well fell vouw that i I
it to-morrow ' going o

the polive, whether the Head likes it or

not !’

“Hosky, ohl chap—

CBrepeperor VY

“Anvhow, yvou'd better Jdo vour prep,
ov- Hacker will scalp you in the morn-
i.'tgl'.'i'

“Blow Iacker !’ .

But, though Clande Hoskins “blew ”
Hacker, he decided to do his prep, and
he sat down very discontentedly to do it,
It was a good deal like fiddling while
Rome was buvrmang ; but Mr, Hacker was
not o be reasoned with,

L |

[ S ]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Co. Takes a Hand !

HE next day Claude Hoskins was

I the object of a good deal of sym-

pathy, mixed with a still largér
amount of merriment.

He went about looking like a ghost.

He was in trouble in the Form-room,
for he simply could not put his mind into
Form work, and Mr. Hacker made no
allowances whatever for the worries of
an ambitious musician deprived of his
march in F.

Out of the Form-room he wandered
hike a spectre, and every fellow he met
had to histen to his tale of woe.

It was agreed among the juniors that,
terrific bore as Hoskins had been with
his march in F, he was growing to be
a still more terrific bore without it.

But the fellows were sorry for him,
too. He took his loss so seriougly, and
was so convineed that some unscerupulous
rival was plotting to aunex the fame that
was lis due. :

Needless to say that theory was held
only by Claude Hoskins, Nobody else
dreamed for a moment that the march
was of sufficient value to {fempt-a thief or
a rival composer, -

The general view was that some fellow
had taken the music and hidden it, for a
joke on Iloskins; or perhaps because he
was tired of hearing it crashed out in
the music-room. - |

That some music-merchang, having
heard of Hoskins’ new and origimal treat-
ment of the chord of the munor mninth,
had planiied to bag the glory and dis-
tinction due to Hoskins was a theory
that made the Greyiriars fellows chortle.

Ounly Hosking entertained that theory;
but he entertained it with deadly and
mourtful seriousness, and would not be
comforted, :

“It’s really too bad about poor old
Hoskins and his rubbish,” Bob Chervy
remarked after lessons. ' He's looking
as a chap might look i sonie rogue had
stolen his new footer, 1 suppose that's
how he {eels,” 1
“1le's potly enongi
Bull. F2 *

“The pottifulness is  terrific!”  ve-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. Tt
would be a boonful blessing to the
esteemed Ioskins to find his respoctable
and udiotic march for him.”?

Harry Wharton nodded assent.

-1 was thinking about that,”” he said.
t Suppose we jomn up - aud help look for
1 0

“We helped vesteriday,” said Nnegent.
Al

r

U grunted Johnny

really wanted to _hel
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“It's been hidden away pretty safely, I
should think.”

“I mean, let us investigate the case,”
said Harry, with a smile. **We're rather
clever chaps o

“Hear, hear!” _

“ Passed nem. con!” o

“Well, then, let’'s set our wits to work.

'Hoskins will go into a decline if he

doesn’t find his rubbish; he looks like
it.”

*He's talking about gomg iuto the
police-station,” grinned Bob.  “ The
Head will be waxy if he does.”

““ Hobson won't let him go,” remarked
Wharton, ‘' Hobby’s doing his best to
prevent him pL*a ring the goat.
vou what. We'll take up the case, same
as a detective if Hosky called one in, and
find the missing bosh.”

“*(Good ) The (Case of the Purloined
Tripe!” griuned Bob Cherry, * Quite
worthy of Sherlock Holmes—or Herlock
Sholmes }” v

**Ha, ha, ha!” =k

The Famous Five chuckled at the
idea; but Wharton's suggestion tas
adopted all the more readily because
rain had come on, and footer practice
was off. The chums of the Remiove
the unfortunate
musician, if they could, and playing ‘de-
tective was an amusement for a rainy
day. If they found the missing music,
Hoskins would be in the seventh heaveén;
though, as Johnny Bull remarked, ‘his
delight was not likely to be shared by his
study-mate. Hobson was very sympa-
thetic towards his chum, but he could
hardly fail to feel the relief natural to a
fellow who -was doomed to listen to the
march in F twice a day if 1t hadn't been
bagged.

The five juniors discussed the matter
over an early tea, and then repaired to
Hosking’ study in the Shell ~ passage.
They found James Hobson finishing a
solitary tea there.

“Where's Hoskins? asked Bob.

“Wandering around like a dashed
spook !” said Hobson hopelessly. * He
wotl't come in to tea. Looks like a chdp
going to be hanged !’

“1t’s havd cheese, to lose his piffle like | he worr’

that.”

I'll tell

i YE“E‘E.”
“Well, we're going to find 1t for
him,’ said Harry.
Hobson jumped,
“You don’t know where it isf"
exclaimed,
“Nunno!”
*“Then what are

he

ou talking out of

your hat - for?” emanded  Hobson
gruffly, *If yvou don’t know where 1t is,

“you ecan't find 1t.”

“We're going to investigate.”

“Oh, rot!” ;

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Hosky !”

Hoskins drifted into the study like an
unquiet spirvit., He gave the chums of
the Remaove a lack-lustre glance, '

“Heard anything of the march yet?
mquired Nugent.

“No. I sha'n't hear anything more of
it tall 1t’s in print and the thief has
bagged my fame,” suid Hoskine dis-
spiritedly, “I'm pretty certain it's no
longer in the school. When it comes
out, I shall make a fight for it, though.
I _Bf}a]l call witnesses to prove that it's
mine. It will come before a judge and
jl.ll'"j..”

“Oh, crumbs!” .
“Well, then wyou'll be all rightt"”
observed Johnny Bull, with a deep
sarcasm that was wasted on Hoskins.

The Bhell fellow shook his head. :

“What do judges and juries know
about music?” he said. *' Why, I'll bet
you that half the judges in the cobntry
don’t know the difference between the
minor ninth and a perfect fifth.”

“Mora than half, I should say.”
erinned Bob Cherry, *‘Is there any dif-
ference?”

“Idiot "

That was the only reply that Hoskins
felt to be adequate; but Bob Cherry
‘only chuckled. Allowances had to be
made for a fellow who was g0 unfor:
tunate as to possess the artistic tempera-
ment, '

“Well, were going to pile in and find
it for you, if we can,” said Harry
Wharton.

“I’'m afraid 1t’s too late,” said Hoskins
d_eje-ctedlf. “I've asked Skinner, and
. own up to touchmng it. 1
THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 558,
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pitched him down \“& Remove staircase,
too: but he remained just as obstihate.”

“ Perhaps that wasn't the best way to
make him reasonable.” |

“T've been kicking Bunter, too,” said
Hoskins, unheeding. “ But the more 1
kicked him the more he wouldnt own
up.’’

f Ha, ha, Im1”

“T've been thinking about Hacker,’
vesumed Hoskins, knitting his brows.

“Looks a bit suspicious——

“ Hacker !” repeated Wharton,
Hacker 7

“Yes; my Form-master. I don't like
to suggest 1t; but I can't hLelp secing
that it lotks stmpicious. Hacker goes in
a bit for music, you know; and he cer-
tainly seemed to want to brush the whole
matter aside—pretending that he thought
1t wasn't of any importance—-""

“Oh, dear{” méaned Hobson.

Harry Wharton & Co. simply blinked
at Claude Hoskins.

“You-—you think Mr, Hacker may
have bagged vour march?" murmured
Wharton ly.

If

“1 say ik looks suspicious, he
doesn't know anything about it, why does

he pretend it’s a trifling matter not worth
attending to1”

That argument was a clincher to
Ioskins. The other fellows understood
well enough why Mr. Hacker regarded
the matter as being of no impertance,

“My hatl” sgid Bob Cherry. “It's
about time that meérry march was found,
or poor old Hoskine will have to be taken
away to a lunatic asylum. He'll be sus-
pecting the Head next!”

“I'd thought of that,” suid Hoskins.

“You—you—you'd thought of that?”
stuttered Wharton.

“Or course, when the Head refused to
let me go to the police. I thought that
was suspicions. But I don’t see how the
Head could have dodged into the study
and bagged the music without being

"

T

“ Mr.

seen,’” said Heskins, after consideration,
The idea of the Head dodging into
Hoskins’ study and bagging his music

was 50 extraordinary that the juniors
simply gaspaed, Bob Cherry tapped his
forchead significantly, Hobson stared at
his study-mate as if mesmerised.

“You see, you fellows don’t knmow the
value of the thing—and I do,” said
iloskins, *“If you understood my ar-
rangement of minor ninths——"

“IIEI_{J!”

“Look here——" said Hoskins,

* Shush !
in hand,” said Wlmrmn&aaﬂiﬁmﬂy, “THf
the dashed thing's in Greyfriars at all
we'll find it "

“I'm afraid it's gone before this,
Still, 'm much obliged,” said Hoskins.
“Pile in. And good luck to you!”

“Utter rot!” said Hobson gruffly.

The captain of the Shell went to the
door.

“Hold on !” exclaimed Wharton. * We
want you for a bit, Hobby !
“Oh, rot!” satd Hobsou,

out !"

“Dash it all! Stay Lere a bit and help
the chaps if you can, Hobby!” ex-
claimed Claude Hoskins warmly.

Hobson hesitated a moment.,

“Oh, all right!” he grunted. *It's all
rot, though! Some dashed joker hos
hidden your musie, and I dare say he'll
Iet 1t turn up at the end of the term.
Still, go ahead and play the goat if you
like! T don’t mind.”

And the amateur detectives went
ahead, though they refused to regard it
as playing tEE goat.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Amateur Detectives !

ARRY WHARTON knitted his
brows and rubbed his nose as
aid to thought, and began the
investigation. His chums stood

H

round to help him with advice and sug-

gestions as required. Hoskins was in-
tercated, though not ful; and James
Hobson seemed worried and surly.

“Now, we wani some details, in the
first place,” said Wharton, “ That's how
Sherlock Holmes begins. The piecce of
music was in this study t"

“‘Y'E'H_"

“What was it in?"

“Keyof F.”

~ “Ahem! I mean, what was it kept |
mi

“Oh! 1In the table drawer.” gaid
Hoskins.

Wharton opened the table drawer.

There were papers and books, and pens
and mbs and pencils there ; but the music
was not there. The first important point
in a detective investigation was estab-
hshed. The article was misging !

“You are sure it was therei” quos-
tioned Wharton. <

“1 put 1t there myself,”

W hE‘!I_l ?n

“Yealerday, after dinner, Hobby was
with me.”

Hobsoun,

Wharton who

nodded.

“Well, it’s settled that the music was
there,” said the captain of the Remove,
“Hosky put 1t there, and Hobby raw
him do it. What time was that,
Hoskins #"

Hoskins reflected.

glanced at

* A few minutes before two,” he an-

awered.

“How long after that did you miss the
music ?"’ |

“Not long afterwards, because it was
just before afternoon classes. I got into
a row with Hacker for not coming mn to
clags."”

“The study was left empty ¥

“Yes, I suppose so—unless Hobby
stayed in. You see, that was the time I
went for Skinner. He'd been messing
up the music, and T put it back in its

lace, and went to look for him to wallop
Eim. Hobby came to the study with me,
and—— You left with me, didn't yon,
Hobby 7"

“Don’t. you remember I came down
the passage with you?" grunted Hobson.

“You weren’t with me when I found
Skinner.”

“You were in such a dashed hurry.”

“Well, it's settled that the study was
left empty, then,” said Harry judicially.
“You went to look for Skinner, and
Hobson went down the passage with you.
You came back in, say, ten minutes >

“ About that.”

“So it was during that fen minutes
that the music was bagged 1"

“That's clear enough.”

“That narrows it down," said Whar-

ton, in quite the manner of a detective. |

“In the interval of ten minutes someone
nipped into the study and pinched the
musie,”’

“Right on the said Bob
Cherry.

“You weren't anywhere near tho study
all that time, Hoskins 1™

“ND.‘,

“Were you, Hobson?"

“T went down the passage with Hosky
as far as the stairs, as I've said !’ grunted
H obson.

“Yer, I know that. But did you come
near the study again before Hoskins
found that the music was missing 7"

Haobson hesitated a moment.,

“I came back for something,” he said,

“Oh! That narrows it down still

wicket {”

further,” said the captain of the Remove.

i

“You back for gsomcething  at
once §" |

“Yes—1 think it was gt onee.”

“How long did yvou stay in the study 7"

“Less than a minute, 1 thindk”™

“And then left again?t”

“YEE.’}

“Did you sec anybody hanping about
the place?”

"“Nobody, ™

“Well, 1it's narrowed down,”’ sald the
captain of the Remove, “We'd allpwed
ten minutes—but if Hobson camo back,
and &étayed in the study a minute, and
went again, that outs it down further.
The study couldn’t haye been left un
occupied for more that soven minntes,

“Blessed if T sop what all this 1s load-
ing to!” snid Hpbson impationtly,
“Stewart’s waiting for me, tool” ;

“Never mind Btewart just now, Z'['ta-
the march jn F we're thinking about .

“Yes. I'm surprised at you, ilobson !
said Claude Hoskins severely,

Hobson grunted,

“TN tell you what it's Teading €0.”
resumed Wharton, “From a few minutes
hefore two to a few minutes after the
study was visited by the person who
bagged the wmusic. "If we find who
dodged into the study about two o'clock
we E'md the h&gg‘ﬂn" -

“ Hear, hear1" said Bob Chorry admir-
ingly. “ihat's working it out just like
a detective johnny{” ‘

“The next step,” said Wharton, witlc
dignity, “is to inguire of any Shell
fellows who happened to be in ‘-thmr
studies whether they saw anyhody in tho
passage about two o'clock estorday. Ii
a stranger dropped in, mosb likely some-
body saw him, and--and there you are!

“Well, you oan wander up :gﬂld {%ﬂwn
the passage asking questions without my
hﬂlp.IE_HP H?"n.ia-ti Hobson.
* (%l;lrtain { You are finished with,

B4 I!ﬁ ﬂlllli."

James Hobson cut, Kurree Jamset
Ram Singh looking alter bim Wit-hl i
curiously keen cxpreasion in his dusky
eyes, The Nabob of Bhanipur had been
watching Hobson very closely duriny that

uestioning,

: “Come ﬁni" said Wharton,
Hoskins had sat down and an Up A

en and music-paper. Bub the amateur
Eﬂt::mti?{ss did not need his assistance,

and they left him making an attempt to
reproduce the missing o

As most of the Shell fellows had come
in to tea at that time, and ag 1t was rain-
ing, the Co, found it easy to guestion
the Shell. Their inguiries were greefed
humorously in most cases, but repliea
were cheerfully made, It turned out that
very few of t.gn Shell had been in thew
studies ab two o'clook the previous aifer-
noon, -as was natural—in faot, Carr and
Chowne were the only two.

Camy

The Famous Five had made the round

j of the Bhell, when they e fo {Carr and
Chowne, having elici nuthmg g0 far.
But Carr and Chowne admitied havin

been indoors right up to the time the bell
rang for classes, and the hopea of the
amateur detechives rose.

“Tet's see, this is the next study to
Hobson's,” said Wharton., “JIf you
were here, I dure eay you heard Hoskins
and Hobson vome in” -

“You bet!” answored Chowsne, “We
heard them!  Cuan’t mistake IIcbby's
hoofs 1" >

“Good! You heard them go agam?

“Oh, ves!”

“Did vou happen to look put of the
study, cither of yoni" i \F :

“Sorry, no,” said Carr, with a grin,
and Chowne ghook his head, -~

“ 1t scems that Hobson came back after
they left. Did you hear him$”

“We heard somébody moving in the
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study,”” sadd Cary.
ITobson.”

“* Aud afier that you heard nothing 77

“Not till Hosking came in and started
howling out that his precious march had
been stolen,”

“You d.dw’t hear somebody crecping
on tintoe, rinslance %2
“Noy"” grinned Carr,
“¥You f]idn’t hear

open 7"

“*Couldu’™t hear
ST e
. “Then you don’t know aunything about
1 7% said Wharton, in disgust,

' Nothing at all, old sport,” said Carr
affaliy. "3:31‘1'?1 You see, we didn't
know that Sherlock Holmes minor was
going td fackle the case, or we'd have
looked around for finger-prints, blood-
stams, and things. In fact, if I'd known,
I’'d have made eome finger-prints to give
you aihc:hlﬂ. Sarry 1

Ard the amateur detectives departed,
leaving Carr and Chowne of the Shell
chorthng,

the table-drawer

it through the wall if

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Track !
CLAUT]E Hoskinsg looked up as the

amatonr detectives camce back to

the study. He had a rather far-

away expression on his face, and

his curl was rompled.

“ Sally asses 1" he eaid, in tones of utter
disd~in.

i Eh l!'-lﬂ .

“Chumps 7

“Look here!” exclaimed Wharton
warmly, “We baven’t found the tosh,
but we've deing our best, and you may
ag well be civil I”*

“Eih?” IHoskins seemed to wake up.
“Who's not civit? What are you talking
about, Whaxton ¢ .

“Do you ecall “*Silly asses” and
*Chuinps’ civil, then?”’ asked Harry.

“ L wadn’t speaking to you, old man., I
was thinking of the people who sy that
you can't put in consecutive fifths,” said
Foskins. “Look here. I’ve just writfen
an few bars, and it’s full of consecutive
fifths, and the effcct is eimply stunnine.
tlome along to the music-room and Il

pla‘y it aver to you, and yvou'll see.”
“Ahem |7

“Bimply stunning ! said Hoskins. |.
.;ﬂ;}“ﬂ}ﬂ'}ﬂ }  Patheads! Ignoramuses!
ah !

Heosking wasn’t addressing the Famous
Five., lle was addressing the unknown
persons who prohibited the use of con-
recutivo  fifths, apparently. For
moment even his misging ‘march was gone
from his ind,

“Dummies!” said Hoekins, * Wait til
I get at the public with iy musict” FlI
show ’em something in harmony! Con-
soentive fifths! hy, ¥l jam con-
secutive fifths at them, and consceutive
octaves, too! Yau'll sce P
~“Mad as a hatter I’ murmured Bob
Cherry sympathetieally. Ilosking’ re-
marks were Greek to Bob.

“Fancy I said Hoekins, “They even
gtay that you can’t procced by similar
motion to a—>*

“Gilve us a vest, old chap!” said
Wharton, ruthlesely interrupting, aucd
preventing his chuyms ever learning what
1t was they couldn’t proceed to by similar

motion, “Ease off, Hosky! Now,
about, the march in F iy
“Any clue?”’ exclaimed Hogkins

cagerly, swilched off at once from econ-
secutivae fifths and octaves by the mention
of his missing masterpicce,

“Well, no. It scems clear, from what
we've found out, thet nohody was seen
dodging into tho study ai that time yes-
terday,”” admitted Wharton,

“F suppose that was |

the |
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“Only the: esteemed Ilobson,”
marked Hurree Jameet Ram Singh.
“¥Yes, Habson came hack after he left
ﬁﬂu, and after that nobody’s known to
ave stepped into the room at all. Carr
and Chowne were in the next study all

re-

 the time, and 1t’s queer they didn’t hear

anybody; but they didn't. Still, some-
hody must have ceme "

“A skilful eracksman, perhaps,” gaid
Hoskins thoughtfully.

“A—a what®"

“You see, if some rival composer had
heard of my march, and wanted to bag
—" [ S : |

“If I murmured Nugent.

“What did you sav, Nugent $¥

“N-n-nothing, old scout! Run on!”

“If he wanted to bag it, as I believe,”
continued Hoskins, with a srspicious look
at Frank Nuzent, “naturally, he would
employ some person to commit the theft
who could do it successfully, Some gkil-
ful cracksman, very likely—some Bill
Sikes, you know.” ;

“Oh dear!”

“That's what makes it g0 hard to think
| of tracking him down, and getting back

b
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the lost music,” said Hoskinsg distress-
fully.

Dob Cherry tapped his forehead, as he
had tapped it before. Hoszkins’ idea that
a professional cracksman had been em-
ployed to lift his march was really too
imuch for Bob, and he began to fear that
the unfortunate musician’s brain was un-
hinged,

“Well,” said Wharton, trying not to
langh, *“I don't think there was a
cracksman on the job. We’ll try Skinner
next. He may have pinched the muaic
and hidden 16 because yvou walloped him.
You did rather lay it on, you know.”

“Not so much as he deserved, A
fellow who would mess up a chap’s music,
putting in sharps and flats——"

“Ought to be bheilcd in il 7 gaid Bob
gravely., “In fact, boiling in oil would
be too easy! Hanging would be o
gocd! He ought to be shut up in the
Hcuse of Commons and made to listen to
the speeches for hours on end till he

perished in anguish ! _
“Well, ecome oni” said Wharton,

' se m to be alarmed,

-

Three-halfpence. 1l

“Let's try Bkinner! It’s just cne of
Skinner’s rotten tricks, when you come to
think of it!”

The chums of the Remove left IToskins
at his valuable work of piling up con-
cecutive fifths and octaves in defiance of
the optnion of less advanced composers.
Ihey procceded to tha Remove passage
where they found Skinner, Stott, an
Snoop in No. 1l. The three young
rascale were playing banker after tea,
and they stared at their uncxpected
visitors,

“'We're after Ilosking’ tosh,” explained
Harry Wharton.

“Do you think we've got it 7" growled
Snoop.  “ Might have taken it if we were
ﬂli]'rs?c-d fires in the study yet; but we
I.Llnﬂ ‘!!

" What about you, Skinner?”

“Not guilty, my lord!” said Harold
Skinner. “1 haven’t seen the rubbish
since I improved it for Hoskins, Hoe
waen’t grateful, as you know, and I
h-ven’t tried to help him in composition
gince,

" Bomebnody’s taken it and hidden it,”
said Bob, looking suspiciously at Skinner,

“Dear me! I  understand from
Hoskins that it's been bagged by a rival
composer, who'a ont for honour and
glory I remarked Skinner, and his study-
mates chortled, ““Better call in a man
fiiﬂln’ Scotland Yard! I can suggest a
cine,”’ :

“You can?” asked Wharton.

“Yes, rather! Tell your detective to
go round listening for a row like an air-
rad and a thunderstarm mixed. Then
he’ll know he’s near a chap playing
Hosling’ march in F. If his ear-drums
will stand it, he’ll bag his man.”

“Look here, Skinner. Do you know
where tho blessed bosh 137" demanded
Bob Cherry.

“Haven't the least idea |

" Suppose we bump him?” suggested
| Johrmy  Ball, after eonsidering the
matter,

“Suppose you go and eat coke!” sup-
gestrd Skinner, o

on ' said Wharton.
Bunter.”

“Oh, come
“We' bf try |
Williama George Bupter was found in

' No. 7, warmly cxplaining to Peter Todd
i that he really must have same more tea

if Peter did not want to see himn waste
Peter Todd did not
however.
tEHuntgrhplilﬁed at thlﬂ%Fam&lea Five
rou W g ctac as Fe-
Eﬂﬂtﬁg thmm&lvufpe i

“ I say, you fellows, had tea?™ he asked.
“If you haven't, I don’t mind coming,
Fve been disappointed about a postal-
arder, you know." »

' Never mind your postal-order now,”
sald Wharton. *We've called about
Hosgking’ march in F.”

" Bother his march, and him, too!
What do you think the cheeky villain did
yesterday 7" spluttered Bunter, “Got
me mto the mueic-room, and playcd thai
no‘sy pflle to me, and then refused to
lend me half-a-crown.”

“OhV' gaid Harry, eyeing Bunter
keenly. " And then you went to hie
studl:;“ and took the march away., did
you ¥

This was really a detective master-
stroke, to surprise the guilty party into
admitting his guils, |

But it did not have that effect on the
Owl of the Remove. He shook his head.

" Never thought of it,”” he answered.
“Might have if F'd thought of it, but [
didn’t, Jolly glad he’s lost it, though.
Serve him right. 1 offered 10 look for it
if he'd put up a reward, and he actually
pitched into me—when was beirg
friendly and helpful, you know. I know
what I shall jolly wdﬁ do with the bosh

TaE Macxer Lisrary.—No. 5b8,

away to a shadow.
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if I come across it. I'll jolly well stick
it in a fire!”

Peter Todd grinned. _

“1 think DBunter's nof gulty,
chaps,” he said.

“1-—1 suppose so,” admitted Wharton.

Billy Bunter jumped. .

“Why, you rotters,” he exclaimed in-
dignantly, “so you've been pumping me,
have vou? I call that low-down, Whar-
ton !

“What?"

“Low-down!" repeated Bunter ﬁl:nﬂi.'.
“Just like a real detective. 1 real
thought you were a gentleman, Whar-
ton "

“Why, you checky Owl!™ roared the
captain of the Remove, in great wrath.

Bunter backed round the table.

“I'm sorry 1 was mistaken in you!l”
he said. “I suppose vou'll be a detee-
tive when vou grow up, Wharton. 1
must say I despise vou!l”

“Why, you—youn—-"
ton.

The expression on the face of the cap-
tain of the Remove war so extraordinary
that his chums chuckled, and Peter Todd
velled. Harry glared at Billy Bunter as
if he could eat him.

“Yon were trying to dodge me into an

you

stuttered Yhar-

admission,” said Bunter, pursuing his
advantage. “That was low-down, Whar-
ton. Just what real detectivos do. That

doesn’t make it right to do it. Low-down,
I call i6!”

IHarry Wharton drew a deep breath.
Billy Bunter was very 1
moment to being bumped hard on the
floor of his own study, but the captain
of the Remove controlled his wrath.

“The -lcast you can do after that,”
added Bunter loftily, *“18 to lend me a
half-crown €11l my postal-order comea.”

“I've a jolly good mind to lend you a
thick ear!"” growled Wharton. * Come
on, yvou chaps! I don't think that fat
slug is the guilty party.”

The Famous Five left Study No. T,
Billy Bunter grinning after themr vie-
toriously. Harry Wharton had rather a
thoughtful lIook in the passage.

“Blessed 1f I quite like this detective
bizney ! ho said.  “ Bother Hoskins and
his bothersome march! After all, it's a
mercy to his study-mates at least if it
disappears for good.”

“Ha, ha! No doubt about that.”

“But we've told Hoskins we'll do our
best,” said Harry ruefully. “If we're

going on with it we want a clue. Where
are we going to dig one up?”

“My estecemed chums—"'

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! TInky’'s got

something in his csteemed and fat-

headed noddle 1"t said Bob.

The Nabob of Bhanipur smiled a dusky
smile,

“T have been thinkfully reflecting,” he
observed.

“ Any result?"” grunted Johnny Bull,

“The resultfulness is  terrible, my
esteemed and growling Bull!” said the
nabob mildly. “I fancy that I have hit-
fully dropped upon the esteemed clueful-
ness."”

“Oh!” said Harry. *““{Go ahead!"”

““The excellent Hobson may be able to
help us,” said Hurree Singh. “ Perhaps-
fully you will call him to our study.”

“But we've got out of Hobson all he |

knows about it, and 1t's not much,” said
Harry Wharton, perplexed. :

“I thinkfully opine that I may be able
to extract a little more from the worthy
Hobson by the astute and leading ques-
tionfulness.”

“*Blessed if I know what vou're driv-
ing at, Inky!” said Wharton, quite
puzzled. ““But I'H fetch Hobson up if
yon like.” .

« “The thankfulness 1s great.”
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near at that

|
|

]

Harry Wharton went to look for James
Hobson of the Shell, and Hurrea Singh
and the rest awaited his return in Study
No. 1, three of them considerably
puzzled.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Own Up!

" OBBY, old mau!” _
Hobson was in  his study
when Harry Wharton found

him, listening to Claude Hos-
kins, who had grown elaguent again on
the eubject of his missing march. It was
clear that that was going to be an -
exhaustible topic with Claude Ioskins,
If the captain of the Shell had hoped
to hear more of that great work when 1t
disappeared from human ken he was dis-
appointed. He scemed bhkely to hear
more of it than ever; and he really liked
Hoskins too well to cut him short on the
painful subject.

Ile was enduring his martyrdom with
as good e grace as was possible when
Wharton looked in. Hobson greeted him
as if he were a long-lost brother. His
arrival interrupted the flow of the exas-
perated musician's elogquence,

“Will you step up to my study for a
few minutes, Hobby ! asked Whartou.

Hobson jumped up.

“(Certainly, old fellow !” he said, with
alacrity. -

Probably at that moment James Hob-
son wonld have stepped into Potsdam to
see the Kaiser in order to get away from
his chum’s lamentations. |

He hurried out with Wharton in
relief, which he did not display,
ever, till he was in the passage.

girrema b
HOW-
Haob-

 son was a real chum, and he bore with

his pal nobly.

*Anything on?” he asked, as they
came  up tﬁe little staircase into the
Remove passage,

“Inky wants to speak to you,” said
Harry. “ IHe thinks you may be able to
tell us somethigg more about that dashed
march.” '

“I'm getting fed up with i%!"” groaned
Hobson. “1I wouldn't say so to Claude,
of coursc, but there are limits, ain’t
there? I don't see why Inky wants to
ask me about it for again.”

“Same here: but he does. TYou've

told us all you know about it, I sup-

pose 77" gaid Harry.

Hobson flushed a little, and did not
answer the question, a cirenmstance that
Wharton recalled afterwards.

They entered Study No. 1, where the
nabob was waiting with Nugent, Bob
Cherry, and Johnny Bull

Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh smiled a
little as James Hobson came in, amnd his
dark eyes rested very keenly on the Shell
fellow.

“Well, vou wanted to jaw to me,
Wharton savs,” said Hobson. ‘““Go
ahead, Inky, ‘and if it's about the march
in ¥, cut it short, for goodness’ sake! I
hear enough about that in my own study
—to00 much, in fact.” .

“The understandfulness is terrifie!”
purred the nabob. * The esteemed Hob-
son 1s aware that we have undertaken to
discover the missing bosh,”

“Found it yet?"” asked Ilobson care-
lessly.

“Not yetfully.” |

“Good! I-—1 mean, sorry, of course,”

said Hobson hastily.. *“I'd chuck 1t if I
| were vou. You're not really hkely to
find 1it.”

“The likefulness 18 terrific, my

esteemed and ridiculous friend !
Hobson started.
“You think wyou'll bag it?"” he ex-
claimed.

“The answer is in the affirmative, as |
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the esteemed and jawful dofers say o

the ouse of Commons."” *
“Well, T don’t agree with you,"” said

Hobson. “1 don’t think vou'll find it

! 1'd like to know where you think of look-

ing. (Got any clue:” -
“Again the esteemed answer 1s in the
afirmative.”
“And - what's the

clue ?”  demanded

1 Ilobhson, rather uneasily, as it seemed Lo

the Removites, “{iot any idea who the -
chap was who took it?"

[ ]T(iﬁ_r'i

“Oh {"” gaid Hobson.

“Hlﬂﬂseca_ if T ecatech on!” said Dob
Cherry, “ I don't see how Inky can have
any more knowledge of it than we have,
and T haven't any.”

The nabob smiled.

“T have been doing the terrific think-
fulness,” he remarked. “° T will explicate
explainfully. The esteemed and worth-
less music. was bagfully collared about
two o'clock vesterday afternoon.”

“We've gone into that.”

* Quitefully so. The excellent Hosking
placed it in the table drawer, and left
the study with Hobson. Hobson re-
turned to the study for something a few
minutea laterfully.”

“What about that?”
genfllv.

“Will the estecemed Hobson tell ws
what was the something he returned to
the study for after the exceilent and
potty Hoskins was gone 7"

There was a long pause.

“What does that matter 7' asked Hob-
son at last, his face growing red. *That's
nothing to do with the bizney, has 1t%"

“T think it has, my esteemed Hobby !

“Well, I don't see 1t!" grunted the
captain of the Shell, his face growing
atill redder. -

The eyes of the juniors were all fixed
upon Hobson’s flushed face now, and they
were looking rather suspicious. It was
dawning upon them now what the quick.
witted nabob was driving at.

“Thea excellent (‘arr and Chowne werve
i the next atudy,” resumed Hurree Jan-
set am Singh, his eyes still on Hobson's
face. *“ They heard the worthy Hobson
return to the study, and leave it again.
Thev did not hear anyone else come. 1s
not that peculiar?™

“I'r'aps the chap tiptoed,’ asaid Hob-
son desperately. :

“Perﬁ;rmfuliy_" agreed the nabob;
“l:l.ml perhapstfully there was no chap ut
all.” .

“Oh!” murmured Wharton,

“Look here, what are you driving at,
vou blessed black i1mage?” exclaimed -
Hobson restively. : -

“I1 bave thinkfully reflected that the
esteemed and -unmerciful Hoskinsg  waa
going to play the mareh {o you twice
every «ay, my worthy Hobson. ] have
considerad the fact that you hurried
back into” the study after the esteemed
Hoskins had left, though he was expeot-
ing vou to go with him and look for the
jokeful Skinner. You were heard to do
so—and nobody else was heard. And
you have neglected to explain what was
the something for which vou returned
to the stady: DMoreover, it is not for-
gotten that when Ioskins desires to play
vou his terrific compositions you have
been known to withdraw hidefully under
a study table, hke the modest flower that
is born to blush unseen. as Poet Gray
observess——"" .

“Took here——"

“In shortfulness,” said Hurree Singh,
with a grin, “‘it waa the esteemed Hob-
son who bagfully took the march i ¥
from the table drawer and hid it so that
the enthusiastic and relentless Hoskins
could not play it to him any moret”

“Mv Lat!” murraured Bob Cherry.

James Hobson's face was a studyg,

asked Hobson
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Hea was so ved that it seemed inipossikile
fur him to get any redder. s colour
rivalled that of a newly-boiled beet.

11a blinked at Harrea Jamset Ram
Swmgh, and Lo blinked at the other- Re-
movites,

There was accusabiun in every {ace now,

Tt was pretty clear that the keen-witted
uabob had hit an the truth; and the Co.
wopdered that they had not puessed it
hefgre. They had never thonzht of sus-
pecting TRabson, or certainly they wounld
have seen that suspicion pointed n his
Jdirection.

‘There was an awful pause.

11obson found his varca at last,

Aund what he said, m gasping toncs,
Was:

“Don't tell Hoskins ¥’

“You admit it, yon awiul spooling
bounder? exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Hobson mrumblaed.

“Well, 'm not gomg <o tell any dashed
iwes about i, you know It's a clean
bowlout. I—F—— What was a fellow
t0 do¥”? exclaimed Habson defensivels.
“Of course, Claude is a first-rate chap,
and ¥ hke him no end—admire him, too.
BBut to have that dashed march played
t0 mé over and over—it was bad enough
ontce or twico, but—well, it was maro
ihan Hesh and bload saould stand! 1
wouldn't hurt Haosky's feehings for the
world, T'd rather hear the dashed ihing
played every day than do that. But it
;Peme:i‘f euch @ jolly etmple way out, you

now.’

“*‘Tho Only Wayl” murmured
Nugent, and thero was a chucklo.

~ “"Yau see, } thought if it was gone
he'd set to work composing something
clse, and give a chap a rest,” said Hob-
son forlornly. ¥ never foresaw that
Le'd take it to heart hike this. My con-
scignge has been feelin etty had when
U've seen him lackmng ?ig a ghost about
it. But—but——*

~ “The sympathise is terrifie,” murmured
the Nabel of Bhanipur. “The terrifie
sufferininess of the unhappy Habsen is
ihe full excuse.”” -

“Only it hasn’t turned out as 1 hoped,”
said Hobson dismally "1 was going to
keep it lacked ap Gl the end of the term,
arndd then let it be found. No harm in

thas, was there? But—but } can tell you.
'I ]

fellows Hosking an the subjeet of his
march is worse than ihe mardah itself.
dido’t think 1t waes pastible there was
anything worse than that, but there is—
and 1t’s 1loekins jawing about it I*
“What a life!”” muripured Bob Cherrjy.
“Fact 18, ¥'d already | ht of Int.
ling it be found” confesced Hobson,
“ ilest if 1 expocted you fellowas to bowl
sug out, though! TPor goodness’ sake
don’t breathe a word to Hoskina! He’
never forgive me. He’d think } wasn’t

a true pal; and T am, yon know, only
there's a hmit 1o what a chap can
standt” :

“Wo understand,” said Harry Whar-
ton, mg. *“ But now——"'

“Oh, now FlI let {he dashed thing
turn  up,” said Hebsan resignedly.
“Yau'll keep 1t dark?”

“The silentfulness will be terrific, my
etoemed Hobson$” -

James Hobsen seemed to breathe more
!!‘E?l?. -
2 : Tﬁnﬁk _je;jul’-'{ h;z said.r »3 war}];hft

urd gsxy's feelings for anything.
HBesides, hﬂ’z an awfully clever chap, you
know, and I admive him no end. Xml
it's 4 faes that T'd rather hear him play-
ing his march than lamenting over it
And—and Pvo had ne end of a job to
keep bim from going to the police-
stalion about 1t.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥? |

“*Well, 1t’s funny,” said Hobson. * But
1t awn’'t very funny fer mel Look here,
you fellowe, keep i dark, and I’ lot the
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march turn this evening. That
satisiv yout”

“Of eourse !’
| " As a matier of fact,”” said Johnny
Bull, in his slow and thouzhtful way,
f “it would be a good thing ali round to
bury the blessed thing somewhere.”

“1 wouldn’t damage 1t for worlds,”

sald Heobson smmply. “It's a tremen-

up

dously clever thing, you know—simply
tremendous ! ﬁnly — only — but ——
Ahem! Well it's going to turn up

§>

this evening. é&lﬂng

Hobson departed, leaving the Famoua
Five grinning., He put his head back
into the deorway a moment later.

“Keep it dark, you knowi” Le sail.

“Right you are, old ehap '’

Hobeon went along the passage. But
a minute later thero were footsteps out-
side. and Hobson's [ace looked n aczain,

“ Hallo. hallo, halio!”’

“Mind, not a word to Hoskins!”
breathed the captain of the Shell.

“Ha, ha! All right!”

And Hobson departed once more; and
this time he was gone for good.

|

L

About an honr later Claude Heoskins
looked inte the Remove passsage, whero
the Famous Five were chatting before
doing their prep. Hosking' face was very
bright,

He looked, high
feather.

“You fellows needn't trouble about
looking for that march in F any move.”
he announced. .

“ Found 1t%” asked Wharton innocently.

Hoskins nodded.

“Yes. It was qgueer too” he sad.
“ Hobson asked me to get 4 book for him
from the Lbrary, and when I came bark,
he said quite euddenly that he shouldn’t
wonder if the jeking ehap who'd taken
my march was to put it back where he
found it, you know. And he opened the
table drawer, and there it was,

“There it was, was %" said Bob
Cherry. with an egr&aﬂiun of great sur-
prise, worthy of the best traditions of
the Junior Dramatic Society.

“¥Yes. there 1t was.,” said Hoskms,
with great satisfaction. “ My mareh—
my march in F, you know. [t seems that
it was only some tical® joker had
taken it for a lark, after all, as vou
fellows suppased. [t couldn’t have been
a evacksman who bagged it for some un-
scrupulous composer——""

“Nunno, it—it couldn’t, could it
murmured Wharton.

“Unlesg, of course, the man got scared,
and got it back to my study somehow,
said Hoskins thoughtfully.
| "*Oh!”

“ ’ﬁlmte;ﬂ; 1t w?ta, it’aﬂ back, and g‘re
got it, and Pm jolly well going to keep
it under lock and iey m Efutr*fm,,“ said
Hoskins. "“Fm runnimg no more risks
with it, I can tell you. I’'m much obliged
to Eﬂﬂ fallows, though you weren’s able
to oind it." '

“0Oh, don't mench!”

“ And FH tell you what,” said Hoskins
brightly. *““‘I've bagged the musie-room
for an howe, and I'm going to play it to
Hobsgon now.
come along and hear it I'll be glad.
I'm willing to hear your opimion on my
arrangement of minor ninthe——"

“Oht Ah) Abhem!™

“Come along, then! Tl play it
through from end to end, and—— H’aﬂt}!
1 I say. where are you fellows buzzing off
 to in such a hurry?”’

Hoskins stared after the Co, in amaze-
I

in fact, m very

AL
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ment as they vanished along the Remove
passage. He went downstairs looking
very much puszled.

A little later there was a sound as of
a suecession of determined air-raids gom%.
on in the music-reom. Hoskins was a

it!  And Hcohson was there, to

L]

If you fellows care to|}

il

{

bisten'l !

Three-balfpence. . 13

Fellows who came near the music-room
put their fingers to their ears and fled.
But Hogbson could not fly, and -it 18
barely possible thot just fhicn he wished
that the nrssing masteriece was shill
mssing,

(DON'T MISS “A CAS- ' OF
CONJMCIENCE ! — next Monday's
grand complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards. )

%% PWW-W;%WI};;H.W%

| The Editor’s Chat.

e e S S e S i S St o
For Next Monday :
“A CASE OF CONSCIENCE !”?

By Frank Richards.

Hilagy, the new hoy, of whose coming to
Greyfriars next week's stary tells, could not
not fairly be called a Copscientious Objector
—either ¢f the sort who really bave con-
sciences, or of the more numerous sort. whoso
real complaint is eold feet. But he is the
son of a Cgnscientions Objeetor, and loyalty
to his Pather makes him to face the rough-
and-tumble of @ public schoal on lines of some-

| thing like passive resistance. :

I like Hilary, though 1 dou't like Conscien-
tions Qbjectors. 1 think you will like him,
too. Anyway, you will be Interested to see
how hé comes through his difficult ordeal.

CRITICISM !

‘Criticiam and abuse are not quite the same
things, you knew. And evéryone is net a cems
petent eritiec. 1 have told you beéfore that
the faet of your not liking anything does not
prove that what you dislike is worthless. It
may only show that your taste is bad,

[ am moved to make these remarks by the
letter of a reader who has net given his name °
and address, but who begs qu pathetically
for a reply. He signs himself “Justice.” He
objegts very strongly—and rather rudely—
to a little story whieh appeared in No. 553
of this paper. It was ealled “ A Railway
Tragedy,” and it was an ahsurd litile story—
it was meant to be. The humour of it was in
the absurdity, just as the hwmour of a farce
or a pantumime i3. ¥ didn't regard-it as
exactly a work of gemius; but it amused me,
and [ knew that it would amuse many of my
readers, '

It did not amuse * Jus * who bhas not
mueh gfnze of homonr, | féar. He zays that
I must have put the story in by a mistake,
and alzo that [mi“{a“ in shows favooritism
on my part. Tryin bave things hoth ways
does not show mueh sense of jusiice, does it ?
(r any logie? Ome or the ather theory must
be wrong. ©Justice ® condéems—ihat is the
way he B'?&HE it—saneh
it “ridiénlarly absurd, idiot, talemtless, and
stupid.” - He thinks that it ¢manated from a
“ prise idiot at Colney Hateh.™ He knows that
there are many readers who <ould write
stories fifty thmes as good: and 1 fancy Le
thinks he is one of them. '

He is mistaken, ;

I don’t want to be rmough on “Justice,”
and ¥ should not have given him a publie
answer a4t all but that he asked for it zo
particularly; but he has no gualification as
n eritid, and obviousiy no sense of bumour.

I shotld nat he sorprised if others failed
to like the story in qnestion. I have had a
good many letters from readers who don't
like the Herloek Sholmes stories, and who
say that they conld :‘llit-e ‘better detective
storiés ¢ voa., Wi I don’t bhelieve in

He econsiders

-

their ahihty to write ng of the sort.
If they had any talent of the detective kind
they might bave made the dedoction that

stories af all! Sarpr ? They are non-
sense sfories—meant to absurd—aoawing any
merit théy may have to their consistent
absurdity. Personally, 1 regard ibem as very
elever, and I know that many of my readers
agree with me. :
You don’t like nonscnse? My dear fellow,

I mnngzhhelp. mﬂl::!:l fo mutlh the 1;::152 ﬂ::r
o, er Pt G, you know; ¥y

vé as mﬂp right to their taste as vou

bave to vours. Hee§
YOUR EDITOR,
Tee Maicyner Lisrany.—Nao. 558,

thé Herldck Sholmes i“m are not detegtive
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A Grand School Story appears in

Thia
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“GEM.”
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FURTHER EXTRACTS FROM THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
WILLIAM THE GORGEOUS BUNTER.
With Unkind Notes- by PETER TODD.

[EpiToriar, No1e.—Did Bunter really write
this stuff himself¥ The spelling is like
Bunter, and the thoughts are the thoughts
of Bunter; IJllt-—-‘Tﬂ{iqj woil't let me see the
_ original M3. Says it's too precious for pro-
fane éves to gaze upon, and I might wear it
out, which would be rough on the British
Museum. 1 have asked Bunter about it; but
hie neither affirms ©ior denies. 1T he did either
I should feel sure that the opposite was the
truth, of course—H, W.]

AM now gﬂElng to relait sum moor 1bnwt,
my famerly,

The I‘.h& Bunters
famerly indede,

(Pity they are not old enough to he extinet !
—P, T,

Wya }wee do not wright our naim with a
De now is a sekret., If I toled yon you wood
knoe, and then it wood no longer be a sekret,
It- ‘has sumthing to do with demokrasy, or
sosherlism, or sum diseese like that, witch
seezed upon one ol my auntsisters when nof
in his rite mined.

(3hould it not be in her right mind? Not
that It is likely any Bunter ever was that,
or had a mind to be right in. But perhaps
Bunty meant “ancestors,” mnot *“aunt's
sisters.”"—P, T.)

Hut never mined that. Sir Walter Rally
was in our famerly, and til a verry reszent dait
we had the cloke witch Queen Elizerheth
wiped her boots on in yuse as a tabel- I-.mrer

(I could never understand “hy hmtﬂﬁ Ling
Jimmy had poor old Wally’s head chopped
off ; but if there is any truth in his yarn I
don't blame him. 1It's the proper way to
treat a Bunter—all the time!—P. T.)

My kusin Walter was naimed after Rally.
DButt Walter reelly belongs to an infervor
branch of the famerly, bheeing a meer loe
clurk in an offis, to witch no trew Bunter
ever desended.

In the time of the French Reflormashun,
when they killed awl the aristokrats off, their
wias o simpely fritefull slawter of De Bunters.
They mobed our house in Parris—at that time
the De Bunters had houses awl over the plais
—and put the inhabertants to fier and sord
withowt distinchun of age, secks, sighs, or
anything worth menshuning. It was indede
& masaker. Butt out of it awl came good.

(I should think so! What but good could
come out of a massacre of Bunters? I have
often felt like starting one myself. By the
way, I fancy Bunty means the French Revolu-
tion.—P. T.)

Fore there was an auntsister of mine with
grate skil and dareing. He bekame the
Yeélloe Primroes, and did no end of nobel
dedes, rEuLewmh peeple who the Revolush-
nary tribbunels wear goeing to have kiled.
Sum day I shal rite a histry of his galant life.
Til then I wil refrane.

(Tom Dutton iz partly to blame for this,
He was ever s0 gone ¢n a book ealled “ The
Scarlet Pimpernel,” a yarn of the French
Revolution, and 1 suppose Bunter got hold
of it while it was lying about the study, 1
remember hearing Tom complain of finding
smears of jam and grease on the pages. But
I don’t think Bunty will ever write the life of
the “Yelloe Primroes,” for the book has gone
now, and he won't have anything to crib
from.—P. T.)

I may say, in pasing, however, that Prim-
roes Day is so kalled after him, Wen I am
maid Prime Minister I shal have it chainged
to e Bunter Day.

Enuff of my famerly !
relait abowi miself.
.1t is nol genererly knon that I have plaid

kownty kricket., At Greviriars biter jellosy
kepes me out of even the HE'II]G-\’E Eleven,

.

Aré A  verry om

Lett me procede 1o

witch 1 konsider verry smawl bere, 1 kan tel
you. What wood they zay if they knoo that
the De Bunter they afekt to despighs once
maid his centerry in a kownty match?

(That’s an easy one. Same as we
say to Bunty's yarns, of course !—P,

It hapend like this. I was on holerday
down at Hastings wen Kent wear plaing
Yawisheer ihieir., The evening hefoar the
nach I took o strole to the grownd, and was
beged to join in the practise. Their my form
came under the speshul notiss of the Kaptain
of one of the teems, who for the purpuses
of this narrertive may be kalled Duke Falcon,
though that is not his reel naim,

(Do you wonder that Lord Hawke was sur-
prised at Bunter's formY He hus a form
calculated to knock anyone off his legs with
surprise, MWy the way, Lord Hawke—Duke
Falcon, I mean—has not captained Yorkshire
for some years now, so all this must have
happened-—when it happened—at a guite early
stage in Bunter’s variegated carcer.—P, T.)

The duke spoke to me in a most afferble
way, rechernising me at once as beeing of a
nohel famerly, like himself, no dowt.

“ Bunter, my dear chap,” he said, “I wish

always

you were Yawksheer!™

I replide that, ns a mater of fact, I had
the plesure of beEmg borne their. 1 do not
knoe wether this was true: but my rekolee-

tions of beeing horne do not excstend to the
exakt plaice, and [ did not want to discowrage
the duke,

You shood have sene his face gleem! He
puled hiz long black beerd and mewsed.

“ Bunter,” he said, *1I kannot leeve Hoads
out for vou.”

“ Duke,” I replide, giveing himn a dige in the
ribbs, “I shood not ask it, thow that mite
be one of the rodes to =ucksess open to vou,”

“Ha, ha, ba!" said the duke. “You are a
wright wity chap, Bunter, by my hallidum !?

A hallidum is a kind of szepter witch dukes

were in ful dress, I beleeve., It was in our
famerly, annywuay.
#“Their iz Tom Hayward, however,” per-

sewed the duke. “Tom used to be kwite a
youseful man ; but he does not tuch your form
now,"

(What should he wani fo for? BRBetter
seratch a pig's back, if he cares for anything
in that line, 1 should say.—P. T.)

%1 wil not have Tom Hayward left owt for
me,” I said. “I respekt him two mutch. I
have given him meun}r & rinkle ahowt
I;mblng 3

“Ah, that akownts fnr it!" the duke an-
sered, “ Well, we wil not leeve owt old Tom,

as he Is a frend of yours, *

(And yet Tom Hayward has consistently
been left out of the Yorkshire team! T said

the Duke Falcon was Loerd Hawke; but he

may have heen W, (. The long black beard
sounds like the Old Man, anyway. But he
didn't captain Yorkshire! What's a little
thing like that matter to Dunter? Did you
ever hear of Kent and Yorkshire playing each
ﬂther at Hastings, for that matter? It's all
one to Bunter,—P. T.)

George Hirst was neckst sugested; but he
maiks toffee, T beleeve, witch nacherally end-
deers him to my hart.  Their was sum further
talk ; but after awl it was left. inkonklusive,
I beleeve the duke was afrande that Surrey
might raze ohjectzhuns,

(It’s Surrey now, Instead of Kent. 1 know
one thing. Hurre_', would have objected
strongly to having Tom Hayward play against
them, whialever they might have said about
Bunter.—D. T.)

In the morning loe and beholed! no fewre
than three members of the Yawksheer teem
wear konfined to there beds bhrow a surfeet
of tined lobster. I wil not menahun there
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naims, as they mite iele hurt alowl suled
publisheriy,
(At a gness, theyawonld probably be James

Seymour, John Sharp, and George Thompson,
Don't play for Yorkshire, any of them? My
dear, good  asses, what's that matter to
Bunty¥—PF. T.)

There was a resery man, and that maid nine,
Then the duke maid a starteling proposhision
to the Summerset Kaptain, He =aid .

“Let me have my deer old pal De¢ lunter
in my teem, and we wil agre to play a man
short.™ :

(Besides a bladder of Lurd over ! 1. T.)

(Two men short, and one short porpoize
over!'—P. T,)

(But, of course, it's all fiction, like Bunly’s
statements in ordinary conversution—P. T.)

(Several of Toddy's notes are ot out abont-
here. He gets too wordy. Besides, we want
to hear about the match when Yorkshire and
Bunter ptayed Kent and Surrey and Somers<t,
Peter can't tell us about that.—H. W.)

(I could if my principles would allow me to
lie like George Washington Bunter!—P, T.) -

The Lestersheer kaplain, .beeing un-
ackwainted with my form, I'L'I_!H_\r' agresd, and
the mach began. At furst we kiked with the
wind—no, that iz part of anutber storey--
abowt how I played for England againsi Scot-
land. Never mined that now. The duke won
the toszs, and sent me In first with Benton,
I said to him as we went to the wikets:

“Reep yore stumps up, David, my lad, and
leeve the run-geting to me l”

To witch he replide verry respeltfuly

“ Rito, Sir. William

I may say that 1 have alwal: fownd Denton
a verry respektful man.,

I took the furst over from Jon Gun, and
drove seven bawls owt of the feeld, {in 15 mak>-
ing forty-to off it,

{Hunter had help here. He conld nob niake
six times seven forty-two all out of his own
head. You will observe that hﬂttw tmh SOINe-
how come into the story now.—p. .

Then Denton verry cawshusly phnr!l u maden
irom Hitch, thow the sloes semed to tempt
him at tinu.-a But he heded sy worning
shakes of the hed, nud stuk it owt akopding
to instruktshuns,

Jon Gun went off the feeld alter that over,
and it i3 sed that he never siniled agnin. But.
this storey is alsoe relaited abowt anuther
historyeal personaig—I forgit his naim,

S0 the neckst boler was Bukenham,
sent down sum wiley lobbs.  Bul aluss for
Bukenham': X carted evry bawl over the
bowndary, and this time the over gave e
forty-seven, which maid my total skowr i
dalt ninety-nine. The duke kaim owt into
the feeld at this junksure and enkwired wether
I objekted to haveing t(he inings deklared.
klosed, 1 replide:

“Do so il you will, Falcon, hutt if you do
never moar be familier with me! What is a
centerry moar or less to a kriketor of vy
debility ? Nothing, if not less! But 1 re.
garded vou az apal, and

Al that the duke berst into teers, witch
droped down hiz long blakh Beard and maid
him look no end fumy, He said in a loe, hart.
striken yvoloe :

“ (o on, D2 Bunier, go on—aiul i foar gver,
stil go on!l  Ray not that 1 steod .'l-etm-nﬂm_
youund vour ambnshunt®

So I went on, Lut not for ¢yer.  After ading
abowt fourty to my skore in the neckst over,
raseing it to one hundred and fifty-fore o
theirabowts, I kleverly put iny legg in frant @
of a strute wun froun Jissop, and relierd
stumped, with oue Lundred god erfy-seven tv
my kredit,

Over the sabsekwent procedings T wil draw
a ‘»HIE leat i‘.he felm,-..u m‘ L iher H g ]IL-:I Freorin

who
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he hurt. We deklared at 200 for wun wiket—
mine; and I got owt on purpus, you know—
and then I was put on to bole,

The duke was herd to say afterwords that
if De Bunter had onley bene sufered. to hole
at both ends Warricksheer wood have been
cwt withowt a run! They cood not look at
iy boleing, witch was grate. DButt they made
seventene ofl the inferyor trundeling of Roads
amd uthers, They folowed on in despare, and
wear dismised for ninetene., This time a run
was maikd offl me, due to the acksident of
Tildlesley's tutching a bawl reely mutch two
£ood for him, and the duke growsly misfeeld-
ing, for witeh I kawled him to sharp akownt,
[ can tell you. In awl I took twenty wiketls
for that wun run,

i Who took the rest?
have been a lot more to account for,

_ Kent,
surrey, Somerset, Leicestershire,

Hampshire,

There would seem 1o
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and Warwickzshire all there, with John Gunn,
Buckenham, and Jesgop thrown in, you know.
But no one ‘else could have taken any wickets
—Bunter would not have allowed it.—P. T.)

I have never giffen an akownt of this grate
mach to annywun befoar, but if you look up
the daley papers of a curtain dait youn wil
no dowt fined it—unles they left it owt throw
jellosy. Awl my life 1 have had to contend
with the most unakowntahle jellosy.

With referens to Wharton, who I have men-
shuned bhefoar, alwais with the =skorn he
merrits, I hoap. Wy shood Wharton be hap-
tain of the Remove? Ekko ansers wy!

(No, I won't-—so there! That old joke about
Echo has long grey whiskers!—P, T.)

Sum day a chainge wil kuam, and tirants wil
tremble no end! 1 shal aries in my mite, and
they wil have to pick up the litel peaces of
Wharton wen I have finished,

1

5

Theirafter T shal ruel the Remove with a
rod of iron. Peter Teodd shal trembul at my
froun. Squiff shal serve me on bended nee,
Delarey shal be my fagg—he is 4 most snear-
ing beest, I konsider, As for Bull, Cherry,
Nugent, and the rest of the roters, words fale
me to tel what they shal sufer if they do not
to the line and be humbei,

(This is propheey, not .uutﬂh:nﬂmph},, SEETN =
to me., Never mind! It's as true as the rest,
—P. T.)

In those days postal orders will fio upon me
by evry poast, if not moar often. But I shal
reserlutely refuse to wack owt. My constishun
nedes frekwent and reglar meels—ahowt nine
a day, with snaks betwene, wood do me.

But 1 must leeve my constishun to anuther
ockashun.

(My hat '—P. T.)

THE END.

THE SUPREME SACRIFICE OF A

00T Little Henry and Kind Little
James Kissed their teacher as they
left the school for the day and
strolled along the High Street of
their village hand-in-hand.
 Bad Boy Heraee, a pavement artist, was
seated at the corner of the street, and on
caech side of him the pavement wis adorned
with eoloured portraiture.

Blinded, probably, with afTection for each
other, Good Henry and Kind James had
stepped upeon his legs before they mnoticed
hiim. Instantly they raised their hats.

“I am so gorry, Bad Horace—so sorry!”
snid Henry.

“I, too,
J ames,

But Bad Horace had ever ig
goodness in his pature, and he now said
things which were loud and strong and
carnest, but very wicked.

-Good Little Henry and Kind Little James
shook their heads and sighed as this ontburst
wis levelled at them, but resolved, il pos-
sible, to put Bad Horace wupon the right
path.

The firat move, they reasoned properly, was
to strengthen his interest in the work which
brought him his daily bread.

Aeccordingly, when the invectives ceased,
Goud Little Henry spoke thus:

“Few things are more worthy of study,
dear James, than the work of an artist.”

1 agree, Henry.”

Good Little Henry referred to a portrait,
and then to Bad Horace.

“Here we have somcething very eurious., Our
misguided friend, you will perceive, has a
very large head, a very large body, but very
small legs.”

“True!”™ concurred James. .

Horace did not seem pleased by this can-
did crit.mhm He glared at them.

“ Again,” resumed Henry benignantly, “the
jaws of all the figures appear somewhat dis-
jointed, and that of onr misguided friend is
similarly afflicted. The complexions of the
figures, too, are of a very high colour, and

am sorry, Bad Horace!” eaid

ignored the

By MONTY LOWTHER.

that of our misgunided friend is the same—as
if, say, with rage.”

Bad Horace was certainly red with rage.
At that moment he bore a distinct resem-
blance to Apollyon, as illastrated in Henry's
favourite book, “The Pilgrim’s Progress.”

But. the worthy pair tried to look as if
they were unaware that their appeal to the
hetter nature of Bad Horaece had frailed.
They smiled sweetly upon him, and then
went on together,

Their boots were somewhat muddy, and as
they stepped upon the portraits in passing
the latter were diversificd by several foot-
prints,

Bad Horace was not satisfied with showing
the evil side of his nature merely in expres-
gion,

The larger half of a brickbat was lying in
the roadway, and Bad Horace seized it, His
sole reason for doing so was not purcly to
remove it from the way of passing traflie, as
the reader might imagine. His intention was
to hurl it after his benefactors, which he did.

Henry intercepted it with the lobe ﬁl' his
ear, and gave a cry of pain.

“DPear me!l”

Bad Horace's sinister
end. He seized another
that also.

Henry ducked.

A bald-headed gentleman had emerged {rom
his shop, and stood with his hack to them,
gazing up at the town-hall cloek, seemingly
under the delusion that he could learn the
time from it. As the clock had stopped, this
was unlikedy.

The szecond missile collided
the buek of the bald head.

The gentleman made a loud observation,
spun round four times, and fell to the grouud,
stone-dead.

“Police!” shrieked Henry shrilly.

“Police ! shrilled James shriekily.

Three stern policemen rounded the hend,
followed by a small boy bearing handeufis.

“Who s respousible for this murder?®” de-
manded the three stern policemen in one
voice.

waork was not at an
brickbat, and hurled

PAVEMENT

forcibly with-

ARTIST!

Good Little Henry looked round. But Bad
Horace had vauished.

Henry pointed desperately to James,
exclaimed :

“He did it!”

“1 didn't!” eried James. “Henry did it!”

The suddenness of it all had made them
forget the facts, evidently.

The three stern policemen turned to the

and

small boy. :

“Pass the handcuffs!” they ordered in
unison. )

But suddenly a e¢ry rang out, and Bad

Horace appeared, with tears of remors¢ run-
ning down his face.

“Stop !

He placed one hand on his breast, and held
up the other as if he were pushing some-
thing.

“Innocent and kind and good people shall
never sufler for a crime that I have com-
mitted !” he declaimed.

“Then you did it!™ said the voices of the
three stern policemen. Again they turned
to the small boy.

“Pass the handcuffs!”

The repentant culprit was manacled,
led away to trial amd conviction.

There were only two present at the trial of
Bad Horace, and they were Good Little
Henrjr and Kind Little James.

* Exowmd LIH-IF' Henry,” he implored from the

mnd

scaffold, “=2ay youn forgive me!"
“1 :I.'nrgwe you, Bad Horace!” sobbed
Henry.

“Kind Little James, say you forgive me!”
“I forgive you, Bad Horace !”
A dirty face popped round the Emﬂﬂld.
“Ready, there?”

But at that moment the reprieve arrived,
and eventually Bad Horacels sentence was
commuted to a fine of sevenpence, the bald-
headed old gentleman, as it turned ount,
having only shammed dead out of awkward-
ness, Horace, no longer bad after his noble
deed, has now reformed, and burgles for a |,
living.

THE END,

GUSSY BREAKS THE NEWS!

ACK BLAKE, Herries, and Dig were in
their study. They were not working.
Not that that is anything unusual. I
ean’tt recolleet ever having seen : a
Fourth-Former working. Of course, I was
there, otherwise 1 shouldn’t have been able
 to tell the tale, such as it is.
“I1 think we shall beat the Grammarians,”
remarked Blake thoughtfully.
“Rather, when 1 get properly set,” said
Herries.
“Not sure you’ll play,” 1T said thoughtfully.
'“You see—"
“I sei a silly idiot!” growled Herries.
“0f course I'm in the trr.,am?” said

~asuail
casua E -
“And I?' asked Rl:-her Arthur Digby.
“Well, you see—"
“Y see a silly ass whn cal[n himself " a
eriﬂkﬂ'h captain!l” _
“And-a jolly decent captain!” said Blake.
“Rot 1™ mippu:l Herries.
“Look here——" 1 began indignantly,

Blake

}

By TOM MERRY.

Just then the door opened,. to admit the
elegant form of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“ Hallo, Gussy!”

“Hallo, Tom Mewwy!"

“Have you seen the result yet, Gustavus?”

“Yaas; that is what 1 have come to tell
you about, Blake)”

The result that Blake spoke of was the
exam result. Mr. Lathom, the master of the
Fourth, had become suddenly suspicious of
thie working abilities of his Form, and he had
set a test. There were no prizes offered, but
punishments were threatencd to those not
coming up to “pass” standard. The Fourth
had been rather taking advantage of Mr.
Lathom, and had been slacking. The little
gentleman had been giving a series of

| leetures on some outlandish subject, and all

his Form were expected to attend. They
attended, but he feared that they hadn't
attended—see? Think it out if you can’t see
it at oncel

There was always a crush for the back
row, where the mnaunghty kids could do as

=

lliﬂten te me——

they pleased, Mr. Lathom being too pre-
occupied to notice his audience,
Hence the general anxiety as to the

result.
Jack Blake & Co. and Figgins & Co. were

always among the back rowites, and they

were a bit mervous when the exam came.
Every fellow who failed to qualify was to
take two hundred lines!

“Of course, I'm not womnrying about the
result,” said Blake.

“Why, you said the other

“Ahem! What I meant to say was——"

“ Weally, ﬂmh boys, T wish you wonld

" A fellow with brains can always pass nny
exam, even if he was playing chess when tle
ier.tum was on-—-"

“ Blake, you wottah——"

“ﬂt course, I've passed!" said Dighy.

“1 suppose 1've passed!™ . growled Herrics
duuhtlulh It was a moot point whether
Herries would have passed even if he ha
listened to the lecture.
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“Woeallv, veor wottalis, b have taken ol the
P weslith e 1o 2o vl lowieks al tlye H‘*—'G., o'
to bisten tooane !

s A BV

e Lilsd

O, well,  varry an! crantedd  Blake
Poesbrned]y,

“Woell, deah bove, T bhave failed. auw bave
tie et hoaredwed Lines,

Blike sivlied with reliect, Hee really did niod

mited about Gussv, Herervies and Dighy cehoedd
tlhu ~=I!,__',Ir-

“1owesard it a8 ton beastly Tor words!
Loathom ought te b shivmehitabied

CWell) veu desiorveT it yon Know

"'hjn-rr';ll]'ln '

I o von haed oy Cheaas voud

bt T T

“And two hamdeed ain't maeh

“And vou have the consalation of knowing
that you deserved it ™

“Yaas, hut——

“Of course, T knuow vaoul
mark,” explained Herries,

“Weally,  von uttah ass!”

“Yon're such an wdiot.” vour kpow, and it's
really nothing to make o filas  abomi i
.»-I.-nr;l:ln"r '.:I_']l'.Tlh]t' ir P faaled

CHaL v bave ! said Giussy, an

“Whaty” howledd Herries

TYoaz: amd, of ecorse, youve
Lwior hundwesd bines,

ald

ArclL't nup o my

ASUT =

iyl e ilix

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Why, what a awindl2 ! gasped Herries,

“Ha, ha, ha!” we roared.

“1 thought vou'd be jolly suee too dall,’!
canekied Ihghy, Your're ns thig ol ass as
(atasy '

" Why, you fathend '

“Yasa, DHE, ¥y are ab o ass! You—"

W el auvway, 1l've asacd],”  zatd fhjo
corplarentiy

Rt von baven'n! o velled Ceanssy

"B sned  Teighy  faintly. “1 haven't
paussed?  You're joking, Gustavus- you must

fppa 107

“Bal Jove, I'm net ! I a Tellow Like me. o f
cveeptional bwain-powah an' of gweat tact
and Judgment, fails 1o pass, snahly o dellow

with an addled bwain Tike yonrs, iz, miust
expect tol’
“Yon--you siily ass! Why didon't yom say

a0y at first, you blithwering maniac?”
“Yon weally didn't give me a chance.”
“And 'm the only one Jeft to uphold the
honour of the stady, while von slackers et -t
down ! said Blake severe]
“¥al '
I stippuwne 1 haven’
ton ™ askedd Blake rather anxionsly.
b, oo, deabh bov o bl a
“teoodd! 1 knew all alonz

brnat

L=

LEah foumii !II;I_al'.":'lL

that 1 slnld

(HEL R =aild Blake ;"*'i1T,“}.
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. THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.
No. 93.—MERTON and TUNSTALL. i
j‘"-;.,_;_...; T T R e e e B L e B T T T B B B e o e e e T B e e R e e T P & l.---:l—:!'L'}:
| ”IH‘_'“-' ABRTHY L. MERTON—whom  hia | Perhaps it was hardly necesgary that they

fricnds call Algy--and Frederick Guest
Tunstall used to he numbered among
“the nuts of the Highelitte Fourth.

That they are no longer -s0 mnzt be set
dowir as due to the healthy influence of their
chmii, Philip Derwent. ™ But that i{lrluu_*nvv
comld hardly have had the effeet itihad if
Merton and Tunstall hed ever been i the
real Ponsonhy type.

There was a4 time when practically overy
fellow who connted for spything in the Borm
was a member of the nut brigade. Sueh
fellows a2 Snrithson, Yates, and Benszon were
arere inconspicuons  nobodies, despised  for
lnck of aristocratic connections and ready
cash, and putting up with it for lack of any-
vne with hackbone cnongh to show them that
it necded not to be put up with, They and
their like were always decont, and it was
not exactly ‘pluck that was wanting v their
make-ups, for they shnwed pluck enough when
they found a leadermm Frank Courtenay.

But hedore e came they would probably
huve been willing to he nuts in a mild way

il they had been allowed to be; and it was
not wonderful that other fellows, differentls
vireumstanced, should bhave gone with  the
tide and let themselves accept the lordly Pon
a5 their leaser, .

Merton . was . the nputtier of the par,

with a greater tendency to alacking and -to
e elothes than Tunstall, and with less real
goin Lim. " Now and then he let Pon lead
him pretty far: tess often Tunstall did like-

wige, Though they hung together more or
less, amdd shared o study, they were never

inseparables till Derwent came along.

One cannot recall them as bearing a hand
in any of the worst of PPon's-plots, or - as
sharing in any of the worst of his escapades.
Roulette in & Courtfield night-cluh was not
esnactly in their line ; and they had some con-
science about lving and treachecy and unfair
ailds, But they tollowed Pon's lead.-and -
they «hid not cease to be nuts when Frank
Courteney, rallied the better hali of the Form
neaingt hig coukin. £ %o

They would have heen happser in the ranks
of those, who tollowed s Frank Courfenay, no
douabt, for Tunstall, at least, lmad been keen
olt pames, and netthier was really despersiely
keen on banker or nap or betting, But
kind of mistahen lovalty held them to Pon,
and they woers ddritting mto o loolishy back-
water of indifferenee to senthnng really worth
wlitlc,

Then bDerwent came, There was no un-
mediate chiange, except that they tound his
fresh hrecziness putting life into them, and
that, in, getting chammy with hnu, they al=o
ot elinmemicr with one another, Stwly No, G,

with Cocky as an honoured guist, became
rather -a  different place ; and, though Flip
Derwent was ‘a friend of Pon's, Merton and

Tunstall foumml themselves seeing less of their

former leader, and «doing lesz in the way of

the gay doy.
They Touand oni

N

"opzonby hefore Flip did.

should i by kiiew o o0l

deal about hig w»

iHit, Tor they
avad that the new hoy from
far Tasmania did not. They came to
that Pon was not likely to do Flip any good,
attd before that they mast have realised that
he had done them none,

e

There was a real waking-iip,. Most of yon
have read “The Twins from Tasmania,” |1
know. ‘Lhose vho bhave port wil know Hittle

of Merton and Tuustaldl: bal those whe bave
will remember how they surprised everyone -
mclnding the Greyiriars fellows-—~by the way
thiey stuek to it iu the Higheliffe v, Grey-
friars bhattle on the seashore, A drawn
battle, that was., thanks larcely to the
prowess ol Flip Derwent ;. but it would not
have been drawn but that Merton and Tun
stall Tonght as no one lhind ever expected to
s them fight.

Their iriendship witly the
Flip's siater, Marjorie
Trevelvn, and Phvllis Howell—vas
mediate  cause -of  their ol '}
Ponsonhy. The Jeader of the nnts -had foreed
himsell to the number of those invited . to
tea ar Chi - House; amd on
Merton fired up at some sneering remark of

his, and blows followcd bhetween them.

Then there came the dight. Flip Derwent.
atill regarding Pon az w friend, unable to
make up his mind to take either side, staved
away from that, wandering miserably abhout
whikg, it went oo, Merton and Tunstall hoth

CLif Honse girla

the im-

Harzeldene, Clara.

break: . with'

the  way «back

“hat o veu basen ! chmekled  the Hon
Arnhur Aucn«atns,

ook hers, Uiassy, iicovoni're rotting —"

"But ' oot, «deah boy ! You  have
fatled.”

i \'H:_l A1l 1tat v thiat 1 badn t ;;;'Jr T Wi

Fenndred linest” ;
“You haven't, deah oy,
“Then 1 must have pasacd, nss)”
Wats! You have gnt thiwee bvandwed !
"What?" gasped Blake
“Fact, dealt hoyv!'?
“Yaour're rotting !’
“1'm not. Hooour bhweel 07
Hianke would not doubt D™ Arey ‘s word,

“Ha, ha, ha!" 1 shriehed. " You were ail
a0 jolly 3ure you'ol passed. amd you've  all
iolly well failed!”

“I suppose Yol consider 0t Taany, Tom

Merry 27 asked Blake darklr,
“Yes, rather!
“idh, bump han and
roared Blake. T

1
o=

Y111 B | ['rad et T sy Tt '!_iu‘_"{ did it
Three to one, vou know : that diot (Gussy
didu’t baek me up, or the two of us mighi
Bave stood them off, Never mind!

eut!®
sillv

T
to,  Thie

L |.-|.'1 Y

-]
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THE END.

bitter about it BHut
much to blanie, as
they realised that 1Gter.
Fomnd it easier to uamder
had remembered how they
themselvezs had stuck to Pongonby when, in
their bearts, they knew well that it wonld
hiove been far better for them to go over to
Conrtenay’s =ide,

The damage to Merton's #ye in that flght
did more than anything else to bring about
a complete ehange: in. those  two, That
Merton shonld be Heked was nothing ek
he had faced the liketihood of that. knowing
that Pon was really a cleverer boxer than
e, That s eye  should have bheen so

atul el
really  dwor
things were:  and
They might have

atand. -if .. they

Tihlaseod ::'.E.l',
Flip was

=i

damaged was not evactly. Pongsonby's fault:
accident that

It wWas might hase  hap-

.
R |

petcd andwigy. But when the dréad ol coup
plete hlindness came upon Merton it was not
to  he  wondered al that their hitterness

agaitist both, Pon and Flip should be great.

Merton had to go home, and Tunstall went
with him, resdisimg ot Iast how much “ Algyv ™"
meant to him, Ot of their old careless com-
radeship had =zrown « real friendship: but
hoth knew it ncomplete without Flip. '

How Merton's eve recovered after all; hiow
tiie two came baek, amd how they and Elip
were reuanited--all  this  has  been  dold © so
recentdy that there 43 no necd to =iy muaeh

abont it bere.  Merton's return, amd - the
Knpwiedse that the hitterncss  waa  past,
‘meant manch -to Derwent: it drew him back

et the very cates of death,

Merion and Tunstall will alwavk be chume,
yon may he =uee ol that; swd yohi may be
sure also that Derwent will be one ol the
hrotherhood. * I ansthinge miore  cerbain
than either of those things it is that po ongd

I the three  will ever loown upon Uecil

Ix

il
Ponsonbyv ax & Driend seain!
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