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THERE ARE THRILLS AS WELL AS SMILES IN THIS—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man in Possession !

111" roared Harry Wharton.
He staggered back from the
door of Study No. 1 in the

Remove passage, clasping
both hands to his nose.
His nose was hurt,

1t was rcally a case of more haste and
less speed.

Class was over at Greyfriars. The
Remove were out rather late. Mr.
Quelcl, the master of that Form, had
detained his Form for half an hour
beyond the usual time. He had been
annoyed by finding the House dame's
cat in his desk. The whole Remove had
had to suffer for the sins of one fellow
with a misdirected sense of humour,

Thera was little daylight left; but
after the stuffy Form-room and the
drone of Quelch’s voice, the idea of
punting about a footer in the fresh,
keen wind was grateful and comforting.
Harry Wharton rushed up to the
Remove passage to feteh an old footer
from his study.

He did the Remove staircase two at
a time. Hao shot across the landing and
whizzed into the Remove passage. He
grazped the door-handle of Study No. 1,
turned it, pushed at the door, and
barged on, to enter the study all in one
mavemaent,

All would have been well had the door
opened, as the door ought to have done.
But the study door, like other things in
this wicked world, left undone that
which it enght to have done.

It did not open. It was, as a matler
of fact, locked on the inside. No fellow
could possibly have forcseen that his
own study door would be locked on the
insidoe wlen he wanted to enter in a
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hurry. Wharton never dreamed of such
a thing till his nose hit the door.

His nose hit the door hard.

It was quite a crash,

Staggering back across the Remove
passage, with both hands clasped to his

agonised nose, Wharton roared.
“0Oh! Ow! Wow! QOoooch! Oh, my
nose | Oooh !”

He forgot the footer in Study No. 1.
He forgot that there was little daylight
left for the punt-about. He forgot
everything but his nose. His nose fcle
as if it had been jammed right through
to the back of his head. It hadn’t, of
course, but it felt like it.

“Oh! Ow! Wow!” roared the cap-
tain of the Remove! *Oh, my hat!
Oh, my nose! Ow! What villain's

locked my study door! Whoop 1"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came Bob
Cherry's voice from the landing below.
“ Are you bringing that ball 1*

“Ow! Wowl”

“Waiting for you, old chap 1"
out Frank Nugent.

“Yow-ow 1"

“The waitfulness is terrific!”
the voice of Hurrce Jamset Ram
up the staircase.

“Whoooh—hoop 1"

“Something’s  the matter,”
Johnny Bull., “Let's go and see.”

And the Co. ecame up the Remove
staircase,

They stared in astonishment at the
sight of the captain of the Remove
clasping his nose, with a thin, red line
oozing %at.wcc‘n his fingers.

“Knocked your nose?” asked Bob.

“Wow |"

“Tt must have been a terrific knock-
fulness 1"  said Hurree BSingh sym-
sathetieally,  “ But whyfully did you
Lnock your esteemed and absurd nose 1

“Yow-ow |" Harry Wharton removed

called

came
Singh

said

the clasping hands from his nose at last.
Like that of Shakespcare’'s Marian, it
was red and raw. Ile dabbed it with
his handkerchicf, “Ow!| 1 banged it
on the study door | Wow "

“What for?” asked Johnny Ball, in
surprise,

Wharton glared at him.

“You unspeakable idiot!” he said.
“Do you think I did it on purpose?
Wow |

“Well, I don't see why you should
bang your boko on the study door,” said
Johnny,

“You frabjous ass |” roared Wharton.
“1 was going in in a hurry—"

“Not without opening the door, I
sup[;xsc?”

“You piffling dummy ! Bome villain's
locked the door ! How was I to-know it
was locked? Wow ("

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co., sud-
denly and involuntarily.

“You cackling asses!
roared Wharton.

“Nunno !" gasped Bob Cherry. “Not
at all! Ha, ha! Not a bit funny! Ha,
ha, ha! It's too jolly bad! Ha, hal”

“I'll jolly well scalp the silly idiot
who locked that door " hooted Wharton.
“Who was it? If that ass Valentine
has locked himseclf in—"

“Valentine isn't there,” said Nugent.
“He's waiting on the stairs,”

“Then who the dickens can be in the
study 1" asked Bob. “ Bunter, perhaps,
if there's any tuck about.”

“T'll burst him if he iz 1"

A 8hell fellow came across the land-
ing and glanced at the group of Lower
Fourth fellows. It was James Hobson,
the captain of the Shell.

“You men seen Hoskins?" he asked.

“ Blow Hoskins !" grunted Wharton.

“Well, I'm looking for old Claude,”
said Hobson. “We couldn’t stand the

Is it funny?”
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row he was making in our study, nnd he
was rather shirty about it, and—

“Bother him, and bother you 1”

“Well, you needn't snap a man’s head
off I”” said Hobson. “What's the matter
with you? What have you been doing
to your nose ?"

Wharton did not answer that question.
Ile turned to the study door and banged
on it. Somebody was in that study,
where he certainly had no right to be,
and had locked the door against inter-
vuption, with unfortunate results to
Wharton’s nose. Unless it was Billy
Bunter, investigating the contents of the
study cupboard, it was hard to guess
who it might be.

Bang! Bang! Bangl

“ Bunter, vou fat scoundrel 1™ roarcd
Wharton, “Bunter, you pilfering por-
poise! Open this door, you fat frump!
I'm pgoing to burst you all over the
Remove passage! Do you hear, you
foozling, fat freak 7"

No reply.

“ Bunter I” roared the captain of tle
Remove. “ Bunter, you fat rotter——"

“Qh, really, Wharton—" cams a
voice from behind the captain of tle
Remove,

Wharton spun round from the study
door.

A fat junior had just come up the
etairs. He blinked st Wharton ndig-
nantly through a big pair of spectacles.
Wharton stared at him, Evidently it
was not Billy Bunter who was locked in
Study No. L

“Calling a fellow names!” =aid
Bunter warmly. “I'd like to know
what you're calling me names for, you
beast 1"

“T thought you were in my study, you
fat bounder | There's a cake in the cup-
board, and the door’s locked !

“ Locked !” ejaculated Bunter. “I
eay, you fellows, get that door openl
What cheeky ass has locked it? 1 say,
you fellows, make him open the door |

It’s some rotter after the cake! 1 say,
that cake will be gone!”
Lvidently Bunter was deeply in-

terested in the cake.

“Is that what you came up for?”
grinned Bob Cherry.

Ok, really, Cherry, I never knew
Wharton had a cake! I didn't hear him
mention to Nugent that his Aunt Amy
has sent him one. And if I'd known, I
suppose I'm not the fellow to touch a
fellow’a cake! I came up here just to
—to—to sce if it was safel There's
fellows in the Remove who would think
nothing of scoffing a fellow’s ecake—"

“Ha, ha, ha I”

It was clear that only the fact that
the Remove had been kept in after their
usual time had saved the cake from
Bunter. Some other fellow, apparently,
in some other Form was ahea& of him,

Wharton was banging and thumplu
on the door, adding a kick or two on
the lower panels. He was not so anxious
nhout the cake as to get hold of the
fellow who had locked the door and
caused that pain in his nose.

“Will you let me in%” he
*Who's there?”

Pong!

There was no verhal answer from
within, But a twanging musical note
suddenly sounded from the study, 1t
was made by a tuning-fork being Mrw_l-

roarod.

on the study table. Hobson of the Shell
gave o gasp.
“Oh, my hat! TIi’s Hoskins! That's
where he is!  It's Hosking 1"
“Hosking |” gasped Wharton. “The

checky ass, locking himself in a Removs
study| I'll boil him in oil!"” He
banged on tho door sgain, * Hosking,

Hoskins, you fathead! Hos-
Let me in,

ou ass!

ins, you bllthcnng idiot !
you dumm) 1"

Bang, bang, bang! Thump! Bang!

And the only answer from within the
study came in the twang of a tuning-
forkt

Pong, pong!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Admittance !

LAUDE HOSKINS of tho Shell
C sat at the table in Study
Na. 1L
The table was covered with
sheets of music-paper.

Hoskins had cleared off books and
papers belonging to Whartaon, Nugent,
and Valentine by the simple process of
tipping the lot into the armchair.

Hoskins had a pea in one hand and
a tuning-fork in tEa other; and a far-
away look in his eyes.

His hair was untidy from his fingers
having been run through it in tho
throes of composition.

Hoskins of the Shell was musical.

He was, in fact, a musical genius.
The Greyfriara follows knew this, be-
caunsa Hosking had told them so.

Mr, ¥Flatt, the music master who
visited L-m}fn.u:s on sot days, had a

Claude Hoskins lives, dreams,
moves, and has his being in
musiec ! What he doesn’t know
about ‘‘ minor ninths ** and
‘““ major ninths ** isn’t worth
knowing. And what he does
know about them isn’t worth
knowing either, in the opinion
of Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greyfriars !

very keen pupil in Hoskins of the Shell.
But he was seldom pleased with that
pupil; Hosking having a conviction that
he had forgotten more about music than
the music master had ever known.
There was no false modesty about
Claude Hoskins. 1f a fellow knew that
he was a genius, why shouldn’t a fellow
state the facts? That was how Hoskins
looked at it.

Hoskins was hard at work now, and
extremely irritated by the banging at the
study door that interrupted his lahours.
He was busy on one of his own original
works “hl(!}yl he was pleased to call a
Fantasia in D minor. He had had to
get out of hiz own study, Study No. 5,
in the Shell because Hobson and Stewart
persisted in talking there. He had
marched off in wrath with his music-
papors, seeking a quiet spot where a
musical penius could write down the
wonderful things that Aashed into his
melodious hrain without interruption.
But the life of a genius iz always a
troubled one. Now Hoskins was inter-
ruptorl ngmm

Bung! Bang! Thump!

T'{mi:ms was driven to speech at last,

*Will yon clear off ?” he shouted
anfrnly “Can't you give a man o
minnte's peace, you noisy fags !”

“You piﬁlmg lunatic!” came
Wharton's veice through the keyhole.
;_‘ W'hat have you Ior‘kog my study door
or?

“1 can't bo interrupted!"

“You howling maniac! What have
you stuck yourself in my study for?”
yolled Wharton.

“Eh? Ts it your sty#7? Tt was the
first in the passage, ax. it was empty,
that's why 1”

“I say, you fellows, Le's scolfing the
cake I uneaked Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Pong ! Pong! Pong! Haskins rapped
with the tuning-fork. This was what he
called getting Iiis note. Properly speak-
ing, he should have had at least a piano
when he was composin®—thou ha
would have preferred a ?ul] orchestra.
But the piano in the music-room had
been bagged by Gwynne of the Sixth,
who had regular ~ practice to do.
Hoskins had locked in there, and
Gwynne had left off for a moment to
help him out, and Hoskins still felt a
glight ache from Gwynne's help.

“Claude, old man,” called Hobson
through the kevhole, ““let these fellows
have their st icl', old chap.”

“Don't talk now, Hobby.”

“Look here, old fellow——"

“Do be quiet!” said Hoskine. He
laid down the tuning-fork, dipped his
pen into the ink, and hona,n to 1nscribe
weird characters on his music-paper,
which perhaps bore some distant family
resemblance to the old notation. No
doubt they meant somethmv to Hoskins.

“It's no good, you men,’ *eaid Hobson,
turning away from the door. * When
old Claude gots going on music he's like
a horse with the bit between his tecth,
You'll huve to leave him to it.’

“Look at my nose !” roared Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Hobson, as he
looked. “ Bit over-ripe. what?”

“Well, I'm going to make Hoskins'
nose the same, and yours, too, if you
cackle, you giggling Shell- fish 1 Hoskins,
you retter, open this door!”

Bang | Bang! Thump! Kick!

There was no answer from within,
Even the tuning-fork was silent. Only
the pen scratched.  Iosking' left hand
clawed his hair, which he wore rather
long to show that he was a_genius. He
always clawed his hair when he. was
composing music. Now it was almost
standing on end like quills upon the
fretful porcupine.

*'The cheeky idiot I” gasped Wharton.
“Bagging a fellow’s study to seribble his
silly idiocy in! Tl pulverise him into
small pieces.”’

“I'll get a footer out of my study,”
eaid Dob Cherry, laughing. “It will be
dark in two ticks.”

“Pulverise him afterwards(”
Frank Nugent.

“1 say, you fellows, suppose he scoffs
the cake—-"

“Fathead! He’s not after the cake!
He's only mad,” said Bob. “Come on,
let's pet my footer and get out.”

Harry Wharton hesitated. Ilis nose
was red and raw and had a pain in it
Ile had a natural desire to reduce
Claude Flosking’ nose to the same state.

“TIl tell you what,” said James
[lohson, “ vou fellows might keep quiet |
Ol Claude hates a row going on when
he's composing music.”

Wharton, who was about to give a
final bang at the door, paunsed, and
glared almost speechlessly ot Hobson of
the Shel

“ What ?” he gasped.

Hobliy of the B8hell was a great
admirer of his musical chum. e really
believed that Claude was a jolly old
genius, and that somie day people would
be tualking about 1loskins' Earlier
Period, just as now they talked about
Becthoven's Later Period! Only he
conldn’t stand the row in his own study
when  Hoskins was composing. He

couldn't stand having to |(n['p as still
and quiet as a mouse while Claude was
jotting down his inspirations. No fellow
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could stand' it, as he told Stewars of the
Shell, and Stewart fully agreed that mo
fellow could—or would, anyhow ! .

Still, Hobson liked to give his musical
pal a chance. At a safe distance from
his own study it was all right.

“* Just keep quiet, see?’” said Hobson.
“Get out of doors, or something ! Don't
make a row and interrupt a chap! Beo?
Look here, Wharton, you jolly well stop
banging on that door !"’

“J—I—I'll jolly well bang the door!”

asped Wharton. “And I'll ijc;lljv well
Enng it with o lump of wood! Lend a
hand here, Bob.”

“Hear, hear 1” chuckled Bob.

“Hold on—— T mean, let go !'” roared
Hobson, struggling as the two Removites
gresped him. ‘' Look here—— Oh, my
napper— Yaroooooh |”

Bang )

It was James Hobson’s head that
banged on the door of Study No. 1.
That was what Wharton described as
banging it with a lump of wood !

Bang ! Bang!
"(}hlx crikey! Leave off 1” shricked
Hobeon frantically. “You're braining
me—— Yarooooooh!”

“No danger—can’t brain a fellow who
hasn’t the necessary article I” chuckled
Bob. “Give him another |*

Bang !

o Wﬁooouoooop g

“Will you shut up that row?'’ camo a
shriek from the study. *What are you
yelling for, Hobson? You might keep
quiet, at least1”

“Ha, ha, ha 1”
Leggo!
you— Whooooop 1" i

“Now kick him out of our passagel
gasped tho captain of the Remove, and
five pairs of fect helped Hobson of the
Shell across tho landing. It was a
breathless and dishevelled Hobson that
staggered into the Shell passage.

Wharton delivered a final bang on
the door of Study No. 1.

“Hoskins, you potty ass—"

““Minor ninths!"” came a murmuring
voico from the study. Hoskins, deep in
composition, was talking to himself,
“Yes, rather—minor ninths! Old Flatt
ean say what he likes about minor ninths
—he’s an old ass!”

“You potty piffer—"

“0Oh. do be quiet I”

“T'1l give you minor ninths, and
major tenths, when I collar you!”
roared Wharton. And with a last kick
at the door he went up the passage with
Bob, and a football was obtained from
Study No. 13, with which the chums of
the Remove hurried down to the quad-
rangle.

There was not much daylight left for
a punt-about, but the Famous Five made
the most of it, and for the present, at
least, they forgot about Claude Hoskins
and all his works.

I'll spiflicato

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Strategy !
“

H Billy Bunter let that
chortle off suddenly like a
cracker, Peter Todd, his

him. Something apparently of a comic
nature had struck Bunter suddenly. His
fat fuce was wreathed by an extensive

Bunter had lingered outside Study

No. 1 for a few minutes, trying his per-
suasive powers on Claude Hoskins
of the charmer, Hoskins had gone on
with his minor ninths, whatever they
were, and vouchsafed no reply. Then

E, he. hel”
study-mate in Study No. 7, stared at
grin, and he chortled explosively.
through the keyhole. Deaf to the voice
Tue Magner Leaey.—No. 1,304,

Bimter rolled into Study No 7 to see
whether Toddy was thinking of tes.
Toddy was getting through some lines
which he had to get done before tea,
and had no time to waste on Bunter.
The fat Owl blinked at him and sat
down in the armchair to wait, his
;l;ou%hta running on the coko in Study

o. 1
. He knew that it was a nice cake—a
jolly good cake; when Miss Wharton
sent her nephew at school a cake, it was
always a jolly good one. DBunter had
been there before, so to speak. He
knew those cakes, and had a keen
appreciation thereof, But with Claude

osking locked in the study, decp in
minor ninths, the cake, though so near,
was far like the tempting viands which,
of old, tantalised the famished Tantalus
—always just out of his reach,

Mental exertion was not much in
Billy Bunter’s line; but ho could exert
his fat intellect at times—and now he
exerted it on the pressing problem, how
to get into Study No. 1 before a lot of
greedy fellows got there and wolfed
that cake,

Hence Bunter's sudden  chuckle.
Bunter had got it] He rose from the
armchair, with a grinning face,

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter.

“Got & pain?” asked Peter T'odd,

“Eh? Nol”

“Then what
about ?”

“¥Yah! I jolly well shan't let you
have any of the cake!” said Bunter.
“You keep a fellow waiting for his tea,
while you do roiten lines)”

“What cake?” asked Toddy.

“Oh! Nothing! There isn't a cake,
really,” said Bunter hastily. “Yon
needn’t mention to Wharton that I said
anything about a cake, He might think
it was his cake, Peter. You know how
suspicious fellows are.”

“You fat owl1”

“The fact is, I'm going to got that
checky ass Hoskins out of Wharton's
study, just to chlige my pals,” explained
Bunter. “Awful check locking himself
in another man’s study, you know, But
1 fancy I know how to get Liim out—
he, he, he!” Bunter chuckled. “You
know what a wonderful ventriloguist I
am, Peter.”

“1 know what a babbling ass youn
are 1”

“Yah!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study
No. 7. leaving Toddy to his lines. He
rolled along to Study No. 1. The daor
was still locked, and a sound of a
“pong ™ came from within,  I[Toskins

ara you squeaking

was_apparently  “getting  his note ”
again,
Billy Bunter gave a fat litt!e cough.
Any Remove fellow who had been

near would have reecognis 1 that fat
litide cough. [t was thp pri rinary to
some of Bunter's ventriloquizm.

Billy Bunter  could imitute any
fellow’s voice, if it had any marked
characteristics. Often he had ade

fellows jump by reproducing the bark
of their respected Form mster, Mr.
Quelch, and even the decp tones of the
Head., Now it was in the voice of Mr,
Hucker, the master of the Shell, that
Billy Bunter intended to epecak.

Hacker's voice was sharp, acid, testy.
Shell fellows had often compared it to
the filing of a saw. It had a note in it
like a hinge that needed oiling. It was
quite a distinctive voice—certainly not
melodious, but easily recognisable.
Having cleared his fat throat with a
fat cough, Billy Bunter knocked an the
door, and proceeded to talk in tones
that Mr. Hacker might have believed
to be his own.

THE MAGNET

Rap, rap, rapl

“Oh, go away I came & peavish voics
from within the study. “Can’t you
give a fellow a rest, you silly ass?”

“Hoskins I” barked Bunter sharply.
“How dare you1”

In the study, Hoskins jumped, so sud-
denly that he dro, a]nhowpg(: of blots
rom_ his pen. ey dropped all over
his Fantasia in D minor, and trans.
posed some of his minor ninths into
augmented sevenths on the spot.
Hoskins gave a yelp of dismay.

“Hoskins I” barked the acid voice.
“ Answer me |

“Oh1 Yes! I—I dido’t know it was
you, sirl” gasped Hoskins, nothing
doubting that it was his Form master
outside the study door. *I—I—"

“"How dare you lock yourself in a
Removo study, Hoskins 1"

. “I—I— There was a row going on
in my study, sir, and—and——"

“That is no excuso!” berked Mr.
Hacker’s voice from the mouth of
William George Bunter, “Leave this
study at once, Hoskins! Do you hear
me? I shall return in a fcw minutes,
and if you are not gone, I shall cane
you severely 1”

“Oh! Yes, sirl” gasped Hoskina.

Billy Bunter grinned as he heard the
hapless musician_ fumbling with his
music papers. He backed away and
dodged into Study No. 2, which was
vacant, Hazeldene and Tom Brown
being in the quad with the fellows who
were punting the footer. He did not
want Hoskins to see him when he
emerged.

Claude Hoskins gathered up his
musical works in 8 great hurry. He
had passed unheeded the objurgations
of tho Removites; but he had to heed
the voice of his Form master—or what
he at least believed to be the voico of
his Form master. If Hacker came back
and found him there, after ordering him
to go, the result would be too painful.
Hacker had o sharp temper as well as
a sharp voice. and a heavy hand with a
cane,

Laden with music sheets, somo blank,
others covered with what looked like
crawling ants and dancing spiders,
Hoskins unlocked the door of the study,
and tramped out.

He glanced round for Hacker, and
was glad not to see him. Hacker, ap-
parently, was already gone.

Hoskins of the Shell gave a snort, and
tramped away towards the stairs. Io
was frightfully irritating to be inter-
rupted in the midst of fixing up an
arrangement of minor ninths, which,
Hoskins fluttered himself, was some-
thing rather new in tho musical line.
That arrangement of minor ninths was
calculated to give an audience, not
merely a headache like most modern
music, but actual neuralgia! And
Hoskins had to leave it unfinished till
ke could find rome other refuge wherein
to rest his weary head.

Had he guessed that it was not
Hacker, but Billy Bunter, who had
hooked him out of Study Neo. 1,
Bunter's fat life might have heen in
danger. Fortunately, [losking did net
guess anylhing of the sort.

He stamped away angrily and -
dignantly: and as soon as he was gone,
a grinning tat Owl came out of Study
No. 2, chuekled, and rolled into Study
No. 1.

Bunter made a jump for the study
cupboard. :

A moment morg and the cake which
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had been packed and djspatched to
Groyfriars by the affectionate hands o
Aunt Amy, was in the fat paws of
Billy Bunter.

“Oh crumbs 1" gasped Bunter ecstatio-
ally, as he tore off the wrappings, and
blinked at it.

It was a large cake—a luscious cake—
a gorgeous cake—a ripping cakel
There was cnough to make a meal for
half a dozen fellows—quite enough to
take tgiw keon edge off Billy Bunter's
appotito,

He sat down in the chair that Hos-
kins had vacated. He munched and
orunched and gobbled. He hardly
poused to tako breath. Tho February
dusk was falling, and Harry Wharton
could not be long before he came in.
Bunter had no time to lose,

Gobble, gobble, gobble{
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rest. But it was not safe to linger.
Those fellows might come in any
minute now. If they found Bunter in
the study, smothered with crumbs, in
the midst of & sca of crumbs, they
would accuse him of having scoffed the
cake! It would be just like them |

Billy Bunter becat a prompt retreat
from the study. Breathing rather
stertorously, he rolled along to Study
No. 7. Peter Todd had finished his
lines, and was at tea with Tom Dutton
there,

“You're late, fatty,” he remarked.

Unheeding, Bunter rolled across to
the armchair. IHe sat down hcavily,
Leaning back in the chair, he breathed
like a grampus,

“Don’t you want any tea?” asked
Peter, staring at him.

\
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Ordered Off !
. QUELCH frowned angrily.
M The master of the Reyiovo
was not in the best of temmpers
that afternoon.

No Form master's temper was likely
to be improved by the discovery of a
cat in his desk, for one thing, llaving
failed to pick out the practical joker,
Quelch had detained his Form for half
an hour—inevitably detaining himself

also! Extra Latin for the Remove was
extra Latin for the Remove master;
and if the juniors were tired of

Quelch, thero was no doubt that Queleh
was tired of the juniors.

Ho had becn cross, snappy, acid. Ilo
had given Bob Cherry lines for shuflling
his fect; Mauleverer lines for yawning.

Ny

5 ) e, .
ri P b A Id .
—_—

2,
ng?-/ -...'\..-:,.. S

Mr. Quelch sirode straight at Nosey Clark and swiped with his umbrella. It crashed down on the crook’s bowler hat and

Nosey yelled. A Fifth Form fellow, hurrying along the road to get in for lock-up, stopped and stared at the scene.

It was

Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form ; and what he saw made Coker break into a run !

Crunch, erunch, crunch!

Crumbs esmothercd Bunter! His fat
face grew shiny—his eyes bulged behind
his big spectacles.  He gasped, ho
puffed, and he blew. But he paused
notl Large as it was, the cake grew
smaller by degrees, and beautifully less,
Whoro DBunter packed it all was rather
a mystory. But somewhere within his
extensivo circumference he found room
for it.

Gobble, gobble! Gurgle!

It was a race agamnst time. The cako
vanished I Bunter rose from the chair,
rather slowly and heavily

He had done well—perhaps a littlo too
well. He was feeling the effect of his
exortions. He wes not hungry nowl
Even Billy Bunter was not hungry
after packing away that cake.

He would have been glad to sink into
the study armchair for a much-nceded

“No, thanks! Keep your measly
sardines,” answered Buntor, “The fact
is, I'm not really hungry. It's not
much I eat, as you know.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Peter.

“I haven't had quylhiug, you know,”
added Bunter cautiously. * Not a cake,
or anything of that kind, Toddy. If
Wharton makes out that there's n cake
gone from his study, 1 fancy lloskins
must have had it—he was in the study,
you know—locked in.

“id all these erumbs come from the
cake you haven't had ¥ asked Toddy.

“Oh!”

Bunitr took out a far from spotless
handkerchiefl and broshed off crumbs,
and Peter Todd chuckled.

FFor once Billy Bunter did not annex
tho lion’s share of tea in Study No. 7.
Even Bunter had no room for more.

Had rapped the Bounder’s knuckles for
winking at Redwing; and had even
snapped peevishly at Valentine, tho
fellow in the Remove to whom he was
invariably kind and considerate. Aflter
which, Form and Form master wero
mutually relioved when, at long last,
dismissal came.

Quelch donned hat and coat to walk
to Courtlicld after classes; and no doubt
a walk through the keen, frosty air
would soon have restored his equanimity.
A sharp walk is always the best curo
for a bad temper, u griovance, a sonso
of being put upon, or anything uncoms-
fortable of that eort. But Quclech's
temper had not had time to improve
with walking when ho sighted a man
with a nose hiko a vulture's beak, and
frowned; and his frown was dark and
angry and ominous. Indeed, Quelch's
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frown might have been described as
resembling that of the Lord High
Fixecutioner in the play, which was
frightful and fearfu) and frantic.

lenry Samuel Quelch closed his long
fingers on tho handlo of his umbrella
as if with the intention of using that
useful article as a weapon of offence.

His gimlet eyes gleamed at the man
with the beaky nose.

There was a little lano from the high
road which ran between the ancient
Cloister wall and a fir plantation. It
was a secluded spot, seldom trodden.
People were not supposed to loiter
there; nobody had any business there.
But a thin man with glinting, black
eyes and a beaky nose was loitering
there, smoking a black cigar, and he
stared at the Form master as, coming
along the road, Mr. Quelch saw him
and glanced at him,

Quelch halted.

Few people who had ever scen Nosey
Clark forgot him, His prominent
proboscis was a reminder,

Queleh had seen him on]K onee, but
he remembered him, and the sight of
him loitering round Greyfriars
disturbing and irritating.

n a cross temper already, Quelch
was crosser than ever; and was, in fact,
just in the mood to deal with Nosey
Clark as that gentleman deserved.

Only once had Mr. Quelch seen the
man—speaking to Jim Valentine in
Friardale Lane, weeks ago. Mr.
Queleh’s acquaintance with the under-
world was very distant, but he knew
n rogue when he saw ome. And
Valentine had admitted that the man
was an old associute; one of the crooked
gang from whom the boy had fled when
the Greyfriars Form master befriended
him. Te believed Valentine's state-
ment that the raseal had spoken to him
against his will; that he was trying to
keep clear of him if the man would
only let him.

And now he was hanging about the
school. Anyone belonging to Greyfriars
might have scen him and remarked on
it. Probably he had already been seen
aund his presence commented on. Mr.
Queloh did not rogret having befriended
Jim Valentine, but it was a little too

was

much for the boy's former associates to
hang about the school secking to com-
munitcate with him. And i amounted
to persccution.

Mr. Quelch turned from the road,
stepped into the lane by the Cloister
wall, and faced Mr. Compton Clark
with. a glitter in his gimlet eyes and his
grasp very hard on his umbrella,

“What aro you doing here?’ he
sna;;\;l:cd.

“No harm, sir!” answered Nosoy
Clark, his black eyes scanuing the
Remove master's face with a peculiar
gleam in them.

“Y will be plain with you, sir !’ said
Mr. Quelch. “I recoghise you as the
man who spoke to Valentine, of my
Form, some time ago. You are, I believe,
called by the name of Nosey Clark,
and I believe that the polica are in
scarch of you.”

Nosgey Clark smiled,

“1 can guess why you are here, Mr.
Clark,” went on the Form master. “You
are, in point of fact, persecuting tho
boy I havo taken under my protection,
and who is determined to have nothing
further to do with you. You can have
no other motive for being here,”

“It won't hurt Jim to have a word
with an old friend, sir,” said Nosey
Clark smoothly.

“I refuse to allow you to speak a
single word to the boy!” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “I refuse to allow you to loiter
about the school.”

Nosey shrugged his shoulders,

“Ain’t this a publio path?” he asked,

“No, sir !’ said Mr. Quelch, “This
lane i3 a part of the school precincts;
there is a right of way, but it is not a
Joitering-place for doubtful characters.
You will take your depariure this
instant.”

“FIl snit mysell about that, sir!”
said Nosey Clark pleasantly.

“You will do nothing of the kind,”
said Mr. Quelch. “As I have said, I
believe that the police have some charge

against  you. Inspector Grimes of
Courtfield wounld be glad to inter-
view you, sir. He has told me as much;
indeed, he has questioned the boy

Valentine concerning you.”
Naosey grinned.

N
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~Jim wouldn't give away an old pal,”

e said.

“Your prescnce here,” said Mr.
Quelch, “amounts to persecution of an
upright lad, who was once unfortunate
enough to be in association with you.
If a constable were at hand I should
give you in charge. As it is, I shall
see that you go, and go at once! I
order you to goI”

The sneering grin on Nosey's hard
faco anc the fnishing touch to Mr,
Queleh’s irritation.

He dropped his hand on Nosey's
shoulder, grasped him, and epun him
out into the road.

Nosey staggered.

There was uucxpected strength in the
grasp of the schoolmaster. Queleh,
angular as he was, was sinewy.

“Now go!” rapped Mr. Quelch,
raising his umbrella.

“Shades of Iades!” gasped Nosey
Clark. “You cld fool—"

He broke off the next moment with
a yell. Mr. Quaeleh’s umbrella came
down across his shoulders with a erash,

Nosey Clurk jumped away, gritting
his teeth.

He turned on the Form master like
a tiger, his hands clenched, hiz eyes
glittering like a snake’s. For a
moment he scemed about to spring at
the Remove master.

Mr. Quelch strode straight at him,
swiping with the rolled-up umbrolla. It
crashed down on Nosey’s bowler hat,
and again he jumped aw Grim and
determined, Mr, Quelch followed him
up. If ever a man deserved a horse-
whipping, this man did, in Mr, Quelch’s
opinion; and, having no horsewhip at

hand, Mr., Quelch used his umbrella,
handling it quite effectively.

Swipel Swipe! Swipe!

Nosey yelled and dodged; and then,
making a spring, grabbed at the
umbrella and ecanght hold of it. Mr.

Quelch tugged at it angrily. Nosey held
on, and for some moments there was
a struggle for the possession of tho
umbrella, like that for the body of
Patroclus by the walls of Troy.

A Fifth Form fellow, hurrying along
the road to get in for lock-up, stared at
the scene and stopped. It was Ilorace
Coker of the Fifth I"orm,

“My hat!” ejaculated Coker.

Mr. Quelch called to him hastily.

“Coker, kindly give mo your assist-
anco |

“What-ho!” said Coker, with a grin.

Coker of the Filth weighed in at onee.
He rushed on Mr, Clark and grasped
liim by the collar.

Nosoy Clurk let go the umbrella as
Coker whirled him away, Nosey was
i strong and wiry man; but Coker of
the Fifth wuas vory hefty, and he almost
crampled in Coker’s grip.

Mre. Queleh panted for breath, ITe
was quite detecmined to see Mr, Clark
off, but certainly he did not like the
ilea of a rough-and-tumble. He was
quite f;lml that the burly Coker had
arrived on the scene.

“Coker! That man is a bad character;
a lawless character,” he gaid. “He is
loitering about the school with no good
object. 1 should be obliged, Coker, if
you would see that he departs im-
mediately.”

“Leave him to me, sir!” said Coker.

“Let go, you fool 1”7 hissed Nosey
Clark. “T'm going, you fool I”

“Fool, am 17’ said Coker. * Well
I'd rather be a fool than a rogue; an
you look a pretty thorough rascal, my
man | Anyhow, you're going, and I'm
going to see that you do.” § ;

Coker spun the crook round in his

owerful ~grasp, and planted the
Eou\riest boot at Greyfriars behind himyg

Nosey fairly flow.
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He crashed on the frosty road with
a howl.

Coker of the Fifth followed him up.
He jammed the too of his boot in the
sprawlmg man's ribs,

“ Hook it!” said Coker. “If you want
mo to kick you again, I'm ready. I've
no objection at all. Hook it!"

Nosey Clark scrambled to his [cet.
He gave Coker a savage glare and ran,
Coker let out a boot to help him on
his way, and there was another howl
from Mr. Clark. Ho disappeared inlo
the path through the wood to the river
and vanished from sight.

“Gonge, sir!” eaid Coker cheerfully.

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly.

“I am much obliged to you, Coker,”
he said.

“Not at all, sir,” answered Coker.

. And he walked on to the gates, leav-
ing Mr. Queleh to pursue his way to
Courtfield, his brows kaitted in thought
as he went.

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Six for Six !

ARRY WIHARTON & Co. camo
H into the Ifouse in & cheery
bunch.

They had punted the footer
till it was too dark to punt it any
longer, and were feoling much better
for the strenuous exercise in the keen,
frosty air. Likewise they were fecling
quite ready for tea. The Famous Fivo
and Jim Valentine came up to the Re-
move passage in a cheery Il)iltlo crowd,
ready to deal with the cake in Study

o. 1.

“If that howling ass Heskins is still
thera *? said Harry.

“If he is, wo'll é’nlly well bust in the
door !” said Bob Cherry He grasped
the door handle of Study No. 1, turned
it, end hurled tho door open. *Hallo,
lml[o; hallo! It’s not locked! He's

ne !

Tho study was deserted.

The six juniors tramped in.

“The cheeky ass!” exclaimed Jim
Valentine, glancing at the pile of books
and papers in the armchair. “Look at
our things!”

“Tlallo, halle, hallo! I thought he
was doing his music stunts here!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. *“Looks as if he's
been feeding.”

He pointed to an ocean of crumbs on
the taﬁic, and the adjacent floor. "They
woero the erumbs of a cake. The juniors
gtared at them,

“Great pip! If he's scoffed the
cake—" exclaimed Nugent.

“Io_ wouldn't!” said Johnny Bull.
“Hoskins is only potty. He wouldn't
scoff a fellow’s cake.”

“Looks as if he has.”

Harry Wharton ran to the study cup-
board. He glared into it. The wrap-
pings of the cake were there. But the
cake was not. The cake had vanished,
gave for the crumbs scatlered over the
study.

“Gone,” roared Wharton.

“The gonefulness is terrifie!”

“Ie’s scoffed the cake!” roaved the
captain of the Remove. “Keeping us
locked out of our etudy while he scoffaed

jolly  thick!” said

our cake ™

“Well, that's
Johnny Bull.

“The thickfulness is preposterous.”

“The retter—"

“The grub-raiding  votter! We'll
scalp him 1”7

There was deep wrath in Study No. 1.
All the half-dozen joriors were hungry.
They wanted their tea. Thera were
other things for ica—certainly; but the
cako was the chief thing. the piece-de-
resistance.  And it seemed clear cnough

{that Hoskins had had it. Nobody else
had thete, so far as the juniors
know, Hoskins of the Shell had been
locked in the study, Now he was gone,
end the cake was gone, What was o
fellow to think?

“ Making out that he was only mad,
when he was scoffing our cake all tho
timo !"” exclaimed Nugent indignantly.

“Let's get after him. If we can’t get
the cake, we'll take it out of him in
kicking !” said the captain of the Nle-
move wrathfully.

“Iear, hear!”

“Let's1”

Six exasperated juniors rushed out of
Study No. 1, and headed for the Shell
quarters. They wanted their tea; but
the greater part of tea was gone, and
tho rest had to wait while they dealt
with the musical genius of Greyfriars.

The door of Iobson®s study in the
Shell was hurled open, as if a battering-
ram had struck it. Six angry juniors
crowded in the doorway.

Hobson and Stewart were in tho
etudy, and they jumped up in alarm.

“What the thump—" exclaimed
obson.

“Where's that tick Heskins?" roared
Wharton.

7

tha corridor that led to the music-room,
That room was in a rather secluded
quarter. In that room was the piano
on which fellows who were taking
music lessons did their practice. The
more sccluded that room was, the betier
the rest of Greyfriars liked it.

If Hoskins of tho Shell was missinE
at any time, it was always safe to loo
for him in the musie-rootn, just as it
was safe to look for Billy Bunter in tho
tuckshop.

It was his favouriie haunt.

Often and often Claude Hoskinz was
found there by fellows who had to do
their piano practice, and hot arguments
would ensue. Hoskins might ba in_the
middle of a conglomeration of minor
ninths or avgmented scvenths, and at
such moments was liable to get excited
if interrupted.

That somebody was in tho musie.
room, was assurcd, as the juniors ran
down the corridor, for the thumping on
the piano was loud and emphatie.
SBomebady, it was eartain, was putting
the piano to the torture.
~ “Got  him!”  breathed Wharton.
“Quiet, though. Don't give him a
chance to lock the door !”

“Quiet !
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One glance revealed the fact that
Claunde Hoskins was not in his study.

“Fh! Isn't he in your study ¥ asked
ITolison. “1 thought—"

“Haven't you scen him sinco t"

“No. Thought he was still there,
What do you want him for?”

“Better not look for him,” advised
Stewart. “You might find him, and
then ten-to-one he would tell you all
about his latest composition, and per-
haps play it over to you. Belicve me,
it’s no catch!”

“Come on!” exclaimed Wharton,
“He's not here.  We've got to find him.
We'll jolly well ram his minor ninths
down after the cake.”

The Removites erowded away, leaving
Hobson and Stowart laughing. Lhey
paused on the landing to consuder their
next step. Where was Hoskins ¢

“Seen Hosking, Temple®” callod out

Wharton, cutchin? sight of Cecil
Reginald Temple of the Fourth, “That

idiot Hoskins, of the Shell ¥”
“No. And don't want to,” answered

Tm_n\plc. “Want him?"
“Yes, rather !”
“Well, I haven't seen him; hut

there's a fearful row going on in tho
mneic-room,”
“I'he music-room, of course!”
claimed Wharton. me on !”
The chums of the Remove rushed
down the stairs, They scudded along

cx-

And the six juniors slowed down, and
tiptocd towards the door of the musie-
room. Hoskins was going to be caught
napping this time,

Silently they reached the deor. Dut
really it was not necessury to bo vory
cautious, for the din from the music-
room was almost deafening. Whoever
was punching the piano had a hLefly

punch,

Wharton turned the door handle.

“Now all together, and collar him "
he whispered.

TWhat-ho!”

Wharton threw the door suddenly
open.  With a rush the Removites
hurled themselves on the figure scated
on the music stool, thumping the piano.
They collared it and dragged it back-
wards off the stool to the floor with a
terrilic concussion.

Crash! Bump!

“Whoooop 1" roared the victim,
“Tare and 'ounds! Howlr mother av
1}105&4' Howly Baint Pairick! What
the—'

“Oh crikey! Tt isn't IToskinz—"

“Oh erumbs! It's Gwynne!”

“Oh lor', il's a prefect !

“Phew !

Gwynne of the Sixth, sprawling on Lis
back on the floor of the musie-room,
roarcd wildly. Never had Gwynne of
the Sixth been taken so by surprise.
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The jiniors released mim as if he had
become suddenly red-hot as they saw
that they had made a littlo mistake—a
natural mistake, perhaps, but rather un-
fortunate, as tho victim thereof hap-

ned to be a profect of the Sixth

g lutteri

wynne sat up, spluttering.

“Ye omad]ﬁmn{: 1”7 ho  roared.
“Phwat's the game entirely ¢ Gwynnn
was always moro than nsually Irish
when he was exeited, and ho was ox-
cited now—frightfully excited. “ Phwat
yo mane? Is it mndy yo are enlirely 2?

“Oh dear !” gasped Nugent.

"“Oh crikey !”

“The crikeyfulness is terrific!”

Gwynne of the Sixth scrambled up.
He was wild and wrathy, which was not
really surprising in tho circumstances.

His o!ﬂcial ashplant stood lcaning
against the piano. Gwynnoe grabbed it,
and the Removites jumped away.

“Playing your fag thricks on a pre-
fect, bedad ! rmro& Gwynne. *“ Faith,
and now I'll be playing some thricks
meself wid this illigant stick intirely !”

“It—it—it was a mistake!” gasped
Wharton, “We'ro after Hoskins—"

“Hoskins of the Shell, you know!”
gasped Johnny Bull.

“We thought—"

“You see, Gwynne—" ;

“Wa thought it was Hoskins kicking
up that row, you know!” gasped
Nugent.

Gwynno of tha Sixth fAourished the
ashplant. Nugent’s remark did not
pour oil on tho troubled waters.
Gwynne did not regard nis piano prac-
tice as a “row."”

“Bend over, the lot of you!” roarrd
Gwynne. “Sure I'll tache yo to handla
a prefect entirely, ye spalpeens, and moe
harrd at worrk | Bend over1” B

“We—we—we mad- rather a mis-
take—"" gasped Wharton.

““Sure ye did—and ye'll mako another
mistake if yo don't bend over ?uiv]‘(!
Ye'll get a dozen instead of six,
intirely I” roared Gwynno.

There was no help for it. A Sixth
Form prefect could mnot bo dragged
backwards and crashed on tne floor with-
ount painful results to follow

The results, undoubtedly., were pain-
ful. Six juniors bent aver in turn, and
each rececived six of the best. wynne
had a hefty and heavy hand with the
piano; he scemed to have a still heftier
one with an ashplant. There was a
sound like carpet-beating.

“Now, hook it, ye thaves of tho
worruld,” said Gwynno. “Sure if yo
ain’t gone in two ticks, I'll give yo
another six all round.”

I'he juniors were gone in ono tick !

Gwynne slammed the door after
them and resumed piano-punching. Six
hapless juniors wriggled away down the

corridor.
“Ow!l Ow!l Ow! Wow! TYowl
owlll
Such were their remarks as they

went.
“We'll scalp Hoskins !" gasped Whar-
ton. “We'll lvneh him! We'll boil
him in oil! We'll gat hiw in his study
after prep, and strew hit in swall piecea
all over Greyfriars! Wow I

The hapless six wniggled their way
back to the Remove passage They had
rather a frugal meal. Smr tea tho
conversation was limited mostly to such
remarks as “ Wow, wow, wow |”

Hoskins of the Shell had to wait. But
the wrath of the wrathiul juniors, like
wine, improved with keeping.  They
were sure to catch Hoskins in his study
after prep—and when thoy caught him
Hoskina was going to have the time of
his life. Thers w-- solaco in the
prospect,
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THE STXTH CHAPTER.
Musieal !

“ REP1” said Claude Hosking
P bitlerly,
“Well,” said Tlobson,

“prep’s prep!

“Give a follow "room on that blessed
table I said Stewart.

Hoskius sniffed.

Prep, as James Hobson declared, waa
prep. It was one of those things which,
like the rairn and the hail. fell alike on
the just and the unjust.

The study table in Study No. 5 in the
She!l was littered with music paper.
Claude Hoskins spert quite a consider-
able portion of his pocketanoney on
music-paper—which he immediately pro-
ceedoed to deprivo of its market valuo
by writing musi¢ on it!

Blank, it was worth what Hoskins
gavo for it. But with a Fantasia in D
minor sprawling over it. it was just
litter—in the opinion of Stewart of tho
Shell, at least, though in Hoskins’
belief it was priceless, and his loyal
chum, Hobson, tried tu believe the
same.’

What looked like sprawling spiders
and demented ants decornted those
sheets of paper| Hobson had once, in
an unlucky moment, asked Hosking why
ho didn’t write bi: wmusic in the old
notation. It turned out that these
sprawling spiders ucd demented ants
wero the old notation! Hoskins jotted
them down with a hurried hand—and to
Hoskins they meant somsthing! To
their meaning, if any, no other fellow
had a clue.

“Prep!” repeated IHoskins, in the
same bitter tone.  “Talk about Nero
fiddling while Rome burned! Prep!”

“Well, look here, old chap, you'd
better do somo prep,” said Hobson.
“Old Hacker's been jolly shirty with you
lately.”

“Anyhow, we've got to do ours!”
said Stewart, beginming to gather up
the sheets of spiders and ants. * These
things any good ?”

“Let them alone!” shrieked Hoskins.
“I1f you get them m-xed—"

“Yes, let 'em alone, old chap.” said
Hobson.  “It wouldn’t do to get the
minor nineteenths mixed with the—tho
major seventeenths,  Are they minor
ninths or nineteenths, Claude?"

“Ninths, fathead ! And I can tell you
fellows,” said Hoskins, “that the way I
handle minor ninths will make somo
noiso in the world sorre day.”

“It does now, when you got going in
the music-room,” said Stowart, A
fearful noise, if you ask me!”

Snort from Heskms! Ouly a snort
was adequate in reply to a remark like
that !

Claude gathered up his music-sheets
with careful attention. Mo took them
up tenderly, treated them with care.
At the moment. Hoskins was only
Hoskins of the Shell, whe had to leavo
off working at a musterpiece to do prep,
like any other Shell fellow. But that
was only for the moment. When that
Fantasia in D minor burst on a dazzled
world, Hoskins was going to be tho
great Hoskins, the celebrated Iloskins,
tho Hoskins who was the eowposer of
Hoskins' Fantasia in D minor, a work
fairly bristling witk mmor rinths,

Famo was coming to Hoskins, It had
not arrived yet; but .r was on the way
—uat least, Hosking believed so,

The tablo being clearcd, the throo
Shell fellows sat down to preparation.
los<kins worked at his prep in o
desultory way.

It was diflicult for Hoskins to bring
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his grent mind dowa tc such things as
algebra and Latin irregular verbs.

It had tc be dope—Famn not yeb
having arrived. But it was tiresome to
a fellow whose brain-box—in Hosking’
caro u usical-box—was buzzing with
an cpoch-making arrangement of minor
ninths,

Hoskins, liks all musical composers,
had his hours of inspiration. Ilo had
onn now,

These inspirations had to be put down
on paper before they vanished. They
were elusive things. A sillv ass barging
a fellow over, for instance, might
knock his inspiration: entireiy out of his
hcad.  Once gone, they were hard to
recapture,

With musical inspirations buzzing in
his head like bees in a hive, Hoskins
had really had a hard time that day.
Cackle in his own study had driven him
to scck refuge elsewhero; and then a
lot of fags had banged on the door of
the study he had annexed—regardless
of inspirations and minor ninths. Since
then Hosking had worked on an upturned
box, in a box-room. and his feet had got
frightfully cold, his fingers ditto, and
his ants and spiders had beeomo more
spidery and anty than ever.

Goenius alwaye has to struggle with
difficulties. Iloskin: was no exception
to the rule. He bore it manfully. After
all, I'amoe was coming—practically just
round the corner|

Still, he was glad to get back into a
warm study. But then came prep! No
wonder Hoskins was bitter |

Inspirations had tc be set aside while
he did his prep! IHow was he to put
his mind into such stuff ? His mind ran
on music, and he came very mnear
modulating an isosceles triangle into the
key of G major, and transposing a
Latin irregular verb into the key o? D.

He shoved his books aside at last.
He had done enough to satisfy Hacker
in tho morning: at least, ho hoped he
had! If Hacker was not satisfied
Hacker had to remamn unsatisficd—and
that was that! Dlow Hacker, any-

ow |

While Hobson and Stewart, unwilling
to “blow ' Hacker. worked on, Hoskins
drew music-gheets towards him and re-
started after the, interval, as 1t were.

With a corrugated brow, a smudge of
ink on the up of his nose, his ﬁ:nd
running through hi. hawe till his hair
stood on end, Claude Hoskins mentally
wrestled with minor ninths,

Cold feet in the box-rowiu, and prep
in the study, had had a rather dis-
astrous effect on his inspirations. They
were rather scattered. Hoskins had to
gather them again, and get them
written down, before it was too late. On
the morrow, as likely as not they would
be gone entirely. A masterpiece would
be lost to the worldl. The world might
not have noticed it or missed it: but
Hoskins was not going to it the world
suffer this great loss if he could hely it.

“If a fcllow had a planc-—merely a

pinno i the study ! said Hoskins,
Hobson and Stewart shuddered
simultancously,  To themm 1t was a

ghastly idea.

“Not that a piano's what 1 really
want ! said Heski.... “For work like
this a man needs an orchestra at his
beck and call. Look at this hit for the
horns, for instance—I"11 hum it over—-="

“8hut up !” roared Stewart,

“Oh, give a man a chance |” saild the
layal Hobby, “We can stand it for a
few minutes! Dash it all. we had an
eleetrie drill going on the road a few
days ago, and we had to stand it! Go
ahead, Claude, old chap1”

Hoskins did not go ahead. Hobby
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“‘ Hold him, you fellows,"’ sald Johnny Bull, ** and let’s shove his rotten musical works down his neck !’* Hoskins resisted

wildly, he struggled frantically, he wriggled like an eel, he howled like a hyena.
Crumpled sheets, inky and smudgy, were crammed down his back, and driven well home.

was loyal; but, really it was not flatter-
ing to compare that “ bit for the horns *
with the din made by an electric drill
on the road. Hoskins snorted and went
on scribbling in silence.

He was glad when Stewart and
Hobson had finished prep and left the
study. It was peace at last

“Coming down, old fellow!” asked
Hobson, lingering in the doorway.

“I've got this to finish,” answered
Hoskins. “I may get it done by bod-
time. Not a minule to lose. Cut off I

Hobson cut off after Stewart. Hohby
was a really good chap. Il. had been in
deadly terror lest Hoskins should keep
him there, telling him about it, and
humming over the choice bits for tho
various instruments. Friendship would

have stood the strain; still, James
Hobson was glad to go. He culb after
Btewart with a light heart.

Left alone in  his study, Claude
Hoskins bteathed more freely. He had
a good hour of peace before him; and
that was time enough to get that
brilliant inspiration down—to get 1t in
black-und-white, safe as n insect on
a pin, or a rat in a trap; cutting it off,
as it were, from any possibility of
escape.

With tense face and far-away eyes,
inky fingers and ruffled hair, the musical
genius of Greyfriars struggled with
minor ninths.

Half an hour passed—a happy half-
hour! Hoskins' hair grew more ruffled,
his fingers more inky, and his sheets of
music-paper more and more covered
with weird hieroglyphics that may have

meant something—though more pro-
bably not! It looked as much like
tonic sol-fa as the old notation; and

as much like an enlarged photograph

of excited germs, as either! Buch as it
was, it made Hoskins happy, and his
eyes shone with delight as his Fantasia
in D minor, like the little peach in the
orchard, grew and grew and grew.

He enlarged and improved that bit
for the horns. FHe put in little wiggly
bits for the piceolo. e put in stuff for
the violins, which, if there had been
violins there to play it, would probably
have driven all Greyfriars into flight,
with their fingers to their ecars.

He put in impressive things for tho
frumpets and the drums. Ile was nob
composing for one of those litile tin-pot
banda. A full orchestra would have
been required {o play Hoskins' works!
If it had got going it might have lifted
the ancient roofs of Greyfriars. Luckily,
no orchestra was at Hoskins' disposal.

There was o tramp of feet in the
passtge.

Hosking did not heed it.

He did not even hear it.

The study door was hurled open.
juniors tramped in.

“Got him !” oxclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Bhut the door !”

"Lock it! Iloskins
locked.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now collar him !"

_ “Get out 1" shrieked HMoskins. “You're
interrupting me! You're—yow-ow !—
leggo my ears—wow !—leggo my hair—
wow-wow !

DBump!

Claude Hoskins sat on his study
carpet, with a bump that ncarly shook
the study, and for the moment he forgot
even the Fantasia in D minor.

Bix

likes a door

But he had to have it—and he had it !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Hoskins !

ey, UMP him 1"
ﬁ “Rag him !™
“Mop him up!”

“Berag him !”

Harry Wharton & Co. had expected to
find IMoskins in his study after prep.
Now they had found him. 8till in the
belief that Hoskins of the Shell had
scoffed tho cake in Study No. 1, they
were there to make Hoskins sorry for
himself.

They could have forgiven him for
locking them out of the study—allow-
ances could be made for a musical
renius.  Wharton could have forgiven
Lim for that bang on the nose, now that
the agony had abated. But scoffing the
cake was the limit.

A fellow could be potty if he liked,
but a fellow couldn't scoff another
fellow's cake! Not without painful
results—such as were now happening to
Hoskins.

They rolled HMoskins on the carpet.
Iis already ruffled hair was rufiled
still more wildly. They stretched him
across the study table—heedless of the
musical works that lay thera.

Harry Wharton picked up a roll of
music-paper and wiclded it as & weapon.
The six Removites had had “six " each
from Gwynne. It was only fair for
Hoskins to get six! Wharton gave him
six with the roll of music-paper !

Whaok, whack, whack|

Hoslkins struggled frantically. Ile
roared. e made almost as much noise
as an orchestra could have made with
hiz= Fantasin in D minor.

But it booted not! Ile was in the
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hands of the Amalckiics, and tliat was
that!

Whack, whaek, whack!

“Yarooooh ! roaved Hoskine, “ You
potty idiots—you cheeky fags—yon—you
blithering owls — you — you — you——
Yaroooh 1 .

Crash went the inkpot, as Iloskins
knocked it over in his struggles. A
stream of ink shot over the table and
the music sheets! Ioskius gave a howl
of dismay and anguish, Innumerable
spiders and ants were obliterated by
that swamp of ink!

“Ow! My music!” howled lioskins.
“My composition—— Oh lor'! Wow!
Leggo, you villains! Wharrer you at?”

“‘Lhat's six ! said Harry Wharton.
“We had six each from Gwynno when
we got alter you in tho music-room 1"

“Wow! I wish he'd given you sixty I
shricked Iloskins. “I wish he'd given
yon six hundred! Wowl” .

“Now stuff his rubbish down his
back,” said Frank Nugent. “That will
bo a lesson to him to keep out of other
fellows’ stodies! He fancies that tripe
is some good—goodness knows why 17

“Good egg!” -

“ Let my musio alone i raved Hoskins.
“Oh, you Goths! You Vandals! ITuns!
Yonu—yon—you eannibals !”

*“Ha, ha, hat”

“Ilold §im1” gasped Johnny Bull.

“He's  getiing  excited about some-
thing !
“The  excitefulness s terrific!”

chortled Ifurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“Hold the ecsteemed ass armfully and
legfully i

IMoskins struggled frantically. He
could stand a whopping; but he could
not stand having his musical works
stutfed down his iuuk. It was not his
back he was worrying about; but his
musical works! %\"o Fantasia in D
minor, or in D major for that matter,
could ever be the same again, after
being stutfed down its composer’s back.

Six stout lads were holding Hoskins;
but they had a lot of work to do. Ile
was getting frantic. A lioness robbed of
Ler cubs, a citizen of the United States
dono out of ten cents, did not feel like
a music eonposer deprived of his
musical works ! Hoskins scemed to have
the strength of threo or four fellows.

Thud |

Mo got a foot free and landed ont.
Jim Valentine caught the foot with his
chin! He caught it hard.

“Yooop |” roared Valentine.

IIe sat down quite suddenly. [le sat
and elasped his echin with both hands,
and rocked himself and moaned.

. “Iold him ! gasped Bob. *He's get-
mg dangerous "

IToskins’ freo leg was recapturad.

M Wow, wow, wow I groaned Valen-
tine nursing his chin. He was hors de

combat for a time! “Wow! Ow! Ay
chin! Oh, wow |?
“Leggo!” yelled Iloskins,  “OQw!

Leggo, I tell yon !

There were foolsteps in the passage.
Hoskins’ wild howls nar] been heard in
other studics.  Somebody thumped at
the door.

“Iallo! What's this row ?” shouted
Carr of the Shell.

“Ow! Rezenei” yelled Ioskins. “Re-
move cads! Wow! Rescue!”

Thump, thump, thump! came at the
door.  Shell fellows wera gathering
there, quite ready for a row with ihe
Remove. But the raiders had locked the
door, and they thumped in vain.

“Here, hold him 1" yelled Bob.

Hoskins, with a suprome ceffort, (cre
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Liimself looze., He bounded at the
fender, and grasped at the poker.

Probably Hoskins would have done
some damage with that poker had he
got hold of it. Fortunately, he didd’t.

Many bands were on him beforo he
reached the poker, and loskins went
over, in the midst of a sprawling heap.
Still_he struggled.

“Oh, my hati” gasped Bob. “lle's
game |

“The gamefulness is terrific I

“8it on him !”

“Get hold gf bLis
enough {”

“Grip his ears!”

“Lend a hand, Valentino 1”

“Wow, wowl” answered Valentine.
Ile was still caressing his chin.

But the Famous Five handled Hoskins
cffectively. In spite of his prowess he
was pinned at last and safely held.
Excited Shell fellows, in the passage,
thumped and kicked on the door.

“Ilere, open this door1” Tt was
ITobson’s voice. The din had drawn the
captain of the Shell back to his study.
“Here, you cheeky Remove ticks, what
are you up to in my study? What?
What are you up to?”

“Snuff 7 answered Bob Cherry.

“Ia, ha, ha!”?

“Now, hers goes!” said Johnny Bull,
grabbing up handfuls of musical works.
“Leave the blank paper alone—'tain't
right to waste anything. But all this
scribbled stuff is no goog!"

The seribbled stuff—otlerwise, the
Fantasia in D minor—was jammed down
the back of Claude Hoskins’ neck. He
resisted wildly, he struggled frantically,
he wriggled like an eel, he squirmed lika
a cat, he howled like a hyena. But he
Liad to have it—and he had it!

Crumpled sheets, inky and smudgy,
were crammed down his back and
driven well home. Crumpled sheet after
sheet was erammed down, till Hoskins
looked rather like a camel with an out-
size in hnmps.

Down went that bit for tho horns,
down went the wiggly Dbit for the
piccolos, down went those impressive
passages for the trumpets and the
drums. Down they all went, inky and
crumpled, crammed down Hoskins'
back |

“There I” gasped Wharton. “1 think
that will do! That's a tip, Iloskins.”

“Urrrrrrrgggh | gurgled oskins.

If you barge into our study again
we'll pay yon another visit—"

“Yurrrrggh !

“Come onl” said Bob. “Wa shall
have e scrap when we open the door.
Shoulder to shoulder, you men !”

‘Come on, Valentine1”

“Wow! All right! Wow 1”

Harry Wharton unlocked the door and
threw it open.  Qatside nine or ten
Shell fellows wore gathered, ready for
The six  Removites rushed

hair—it's long

trouble,
togethor,

“Back it at 'em !” roated ITohson,

“ Back up, Remove 1”

Six fellows, shoulder to shoulder,
drovo a way through. There was a
ranuing fight down the Shell passage.
But tho charge of the sturdy six carried
them to the landing at the end. There,
more Removites cama on the sceno—
Mark Linley and Vernon-Smith, Peter
Todd and Tom Brown and Lord Maule-
verer and three or four more. And the
Shell, after a terrific serap were driven
back into their own passage.

Hobson looked into his study, with
one eye winking and blinking, and his
noze streaming red. Hoskins was sitting
on the floor, grabbing wildly at the
back of his neck, gasping and gurgling
as he grabbed.

THE MAGNET

“"We've mopped ’em up, old man!”
said Hobson. .

Claude Hosking did not answer. Ho
hardly heard. Ho sat and clawed at
his back. The mopping-up of the Re-
move—even if they had been mopped
up, which was not quite accurate—was
a trifle light as air to a fellow who had
a Fantasia in D minor crammed down
the back of his neck.

———

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Only Way !

R. ITACKER gave a grunt.
The master of the Shell was
sceing lights out for his Form

that night. One fellow had not

come up.
Hence Mr. HMacker’s grunt. Hacker
was not a good-tempered gentleman,

neither did he like having his time
wasted. k

“One boy—Hoskins, 1 think—is not
here 1 snapped Mr. Hacker. * Hobson,
why is Hoskins not hero$” i

“I—] think he's in his study, sir,”
said Hobson.

As a matter of fact, the captain of the
Shell knew that Hoskins was in his
study. He had called him, but m vain,
for dorm. Hoskins, bent on repairing
the damage to his Fantasia in I) minor,
had merely glanced at him with a far-
away eyc and taken no notice.

“Go down at once, Hobson, and tell
him to come |” snapped Mr. Hacker,

“Yes, sir.”

James Hobson went down to the
studies. 1

There was still a Iiiht burning in
Study No. 5 in the Shell, where all
lights should have been out, In that
study Claude Hoskins sat at the table,
pen in hand, with rufled hair, hard at
work. .

“Hosky, old bean——" said Hobson,
in the doorway.
h_Huskius waved an impaticnt pen at

un.

“ Go away! Don't interrupt 1”

“Dorm, old man—and Hacker—"

“I'm ettmf it back,” said Hoskins,
apparently alluding to the_inspiration,
ailt. will be gone again if you jaw!

£ 1

“You really must_come, old chap,”
said Hobson. “Hacker's sent mo down
for you, old fellow.”

“Blow Hacker !”

“He'll come himself !” urged Hobson,
“That means a whopping! Do come,
old son, and—and I'll help you with
that stuff. I—I don't quite know what
g minor ninty-ninth is, but I'll do my

est,”

“Idiot 1” answered Hoskins ungrate-
fully.

But he rose. It was uscless to wait
till Hacker came for him with a cane.
Becthoven himself, or Mozart, or
Mendelssobn could not have composed
with a Form master’s cane whacking at
them at the same time. Still, he conld
not have composed under the discom-

ing effect of a whacking cano. He
m to chuck it. Bitterly he laid down
his pen and chucked it,

“It may be lost to-morrow,” he said
darkly. ?

“Oh, that’s all right, old man1” said
Hobson uncourngingl‘glr. “Leave it on
the table. Nobody will touch it. Some-
thing was pinched in Temple's study in
the Fourth last week, but nobody will
pinch your music, old man. They—they
don’t know its value.”

“Idiot 1" repeated Hoskins. He had
been alluding to the inaiirution. But
solid, stolid old Hobson knew nothing
about inspirations.

Still, even at the risk of losing that
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imspiration, Hoskins had to go to his
dormitory. He went, s
“How dare you keep me waiting,

Hoskins |”  said Hacker., “Take a
hundred lines! Now go to bed at
once !”

Hoskins, in a bitterly sardonie mood,
went to bed. This was the sort of
encouragement a gonius received at
Greyfriars. Unluckily, Mr. Hacker did
not know that Hoskins was a genius.
He thought that he was a fooll A lot
of fellows in the Shell thought so, too.

Lights out, the Shell scitled down.
Fellows talked from bed to bed, chiely
about football, Hoskins listened to
them sardonically. Art had no appedl
to these Goths and Vandals, They
thought ‘more of bunging a leather ball
into ‘a goal than of the most striking
and original arrangement of minor
ninths, They did not even know what
& minor ninth was, and did not want to

ow,

If Hoskins had tried to enlighten
them, very likely they would have
kicked him. Yot in the future Grey-
friars would be kmown as the school
where Claude Hoskins, the great com-
poser, had been educated | ong after
their footling football triumphs were
forgotten Claude Hosking' Fantasia in

minor would be performed re-
pentedlfv in the Albert Hall—if, indeed,
the roof of that edifice survived the first
performance |

Even Hobby, his faithful and ad-
miring friend, was only thinking of a
game they were going to play with the
Fifth, and scemed to have already for-
gotten the disaster that had happened
to the Fantasia in D  minor al the
hands of the reckless Removites,

The talk died away at last, and the
fellows slept—all except Claude Hos-
kips. Iloskins could not sleep.

A fellow was not likely to sleep when
his inspirations, carefully written down
in  characters resembling ants and
spiders, had been ruthlessly stuffed
down his neck and rocoversd in a
crumpled, inky, smudgy, smeared, and
illcgiLle state !

If the thing was not written down it
might bo gone by the morrow! TFellows
slept and snored round him as if it
didn’t matter. Claude Hoskins knew
only too well how much it mattered.

Eleven boomed out from the clock
tower, and Hoskins sat up in bed.

“Hobby I” he called out.

Steady breathing from Hobson, in the
next bed, was the only reply.

Claude reached out for a boot beside
his bed, aud dropped it neatly on the
slce})mg head of the captain of the
Bhell. Tlobson awoke at that quite
guddenly.

“Wow !” he ejaculated. “What—
Ow! What— Ooogh! What—"

“Only me, old chap,” said Hoskins.
“I wanted to speak to vou. I say, do
you think the beaks would notice a light
1n the study if 1 went down ¥

“Oh erikey ! gasped Hobson.

“I've simply got to get that thmg
done,” said Hoskins. “But I don't
want some fool of o beak barging in
and interrupting me, Hacker gencrally
goes to bed at eleven, doesn't he?”

“Tor goodness’ sake don’t be such an
ass, old chap!” said Ifohson, rubbing
the place where the boot had dropped.
“If you break derm bounds—"

“That’s nothing,”

“Coker of the Fifth got a thousand
lines for it a week or iwo ago.”

“Don’t be an ass, Hobby! Think
they'd notice a light in the study? I
(‘.oufd draw the curtains. Nobody would
see from the quad, even if any silly ass
of & beak was out of doors.”

“Ten to one you'd be spotted and
whopped.”

“Perhaps 1'd better leave it till a bit
later,” sighed Hoskins.

“ Better go to slecp, old chap.”

“Don’t be a silly ass, Hobson |”

“Well, I'm pgoing to sleep,” said
Hobson ; and he did,  Once more'Claude
Hoskins was the only wakeful one in a
slumbering dormitory.

He was not at all sleepy. Perhaps the
ra.fging in Study No. 5 in the Shell had
helped to banish slumber. Anyhow, hLe
was not thinking of sleep. He was
thinking of his unfinished Fantasia in
his study. It was safer to lcave it
till later. He realised that. He could
screen the study window, but the light
would still show under the door, and if
any beak was prowling about—as beaks
sometimes did—he wmﬁd be spotted. A
whopping did not matter, but an inter-
ruption did. Hoskins waited, with
what patience he could muster—for
twelve Lo strike.

It seemed an age before the witching
time of night arrived. But twelve deep
strokes boomed out from the clock tower
at last., Hoskins stepped out of bed and
dressed in the dark.

At midnight all Greyfriarzs was deep
in slumber. The last door was clésad.
the last light wwas out. No prowling

LEATHER
POCKET WALLETS FOR
BUDDING POETS!

Compose a Greyfriars _limerick
like the following and win one o
these useful prizes:

Mark Linley’s a studious boy,
Who finds learning Greek a sheer

ioy. .
Latin versges (it's true)
He just loves to construe;
And a “crib " he would scorn to
employ !

The above effort was sent in by
Ray Mallett, of 20, Unity Street,
Ipswich, Suffolk.

beak could possibly epot Hoskins at
that hour. And in the middle of the
night all was quiet—no sound of run-
ning feet or brawling voices, no silly
asses barging in on a fellow. The con-
ditions were ideal, in fact, for a music
composer. Hoskins dressed hastily and
grept to the door of the Shell dormitory.

He opened the door, stepped out
softly, and closed the door again with-
out a sound. Gropinf his way in black
darkness, he stole along the passage.
The interior of the House was as black
as the inside of a hat, only a dim

limmer of wintry starlight falling in
wre or thers from a high window.
Hoskins erept down the slairease to the
next floor below, where the studies were.
Silently and stealthily as a Red Indian
on the warpath, Hoskins reached the
Shell passage and crept into his study,
shutting the door softly.

Carefully he drew the blinds over
the window. He did not want light to
stroam forth over the dusky quad, to
eateh the cye of any wakeful benk or
prefect who might look from austher

window.
Having blocked the window care-
filly he switched on the hight in the

study and sat down to lLis talile,
Everybody else in Greyfriars was fast
psleep. The silence was profound. Only
from a distant reof camo a faint wail-
ing sound, which might bave been thoe
top note of an operatic tenor, but which
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was, in fact, the voice of Mrs. Kebble's
cat, Thomas, roaming the tiles,

Even that was irritating to a
musician, faint as it was. iloskins, in

the throes of composition, preferred
absolute  silence—which hLe ‘seldom
obtained.

He would have liked a sound-proof
room, like that constructed for the great
Carlyle, the eminent Sage of Chelsea,
who, thus protected, was able to write
thirty long volumes, to prove the value
of brevity,

Concentrating on some wiggly, twiddly
passages for the piccolos, Hoskins, waa
naturally disconcerted by the melody of
Thomas, which mingled with ~tho
melodies running in his musical brain-
box and put him off his stroke,

But Thomas wandered away, and his
top note ceased from troubling, and the
weary were al rest.

Forgetful of time and space, Hoskins
worked at the Fantasia in D minor, and
once again, like tho little peach in the
orchard, it grew and grew. No sound
came to him now, savo tha occasional
boom from the clock tower, which ho
heard, but heeded not.

One—two—three !

Even Ioskins was sleepy at three in
the morning. He nodded a little over
his labours, and the Faniasia was
getting a little more fantastic than the
composer had intended. But Lis work
was done, He had recaptured and
written out those invaluable inspirations,
which had been blotted and obliterated
by the stufling down his neck. Ie
would have liked to continue, to put in
o few more touches, but he realized that
he was slecpy and liable to mix the
twiddly bits for the piceolo with the
stately passages for the trumpets and the
drums—which, of course, would never
have done.

So he gave it up at last.

He laid down his pen, gathered up his
priceless papers, and put them away,
yawned deeply, and put out the light.

Silently he stepped from the study.

He crept down the passage to the big
landing, sleepy, but satisfied. And then
he gave a jump and a gasp, as, through
the openings of the landing balustrade,
he saw a light gleaming in the hall
below,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Small Hours!

¢ OSEY CLARK drew in a quick,
hissing breath and gripped his
companion by the arm. Nutty
Nixon, the cracksman, hardly
breathed,

In tho blackness of the night the two
crooks were flitting silently under the
old Greyfriars elms. No sound had
reached their ears, but a black shadow
loomed against the gloom, and they
stopped suddenly, realizsing that they
had almost run into n man who was
hlotted from sight under tho trees.
Nosey's heart thumped against his ribs.

He knew who it was, though it was
only a blurr in the blackness. He was
well aware that Inspector Grimes of
Clourtficld watched the school at night,
admitting himseell with a key to Master’s
gate. It was of Jim Valentine, the boy
who had fled from the crooks, that Mr.
Crimez: was suspieious: but sinee the
nipht when he had eaught Nutty in the
quad and very nearly captured him, he
had bren very wary for prowlera oulside
the school, Now, in the darkness, he
was searce six feet from the erooks,
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and they knew that they were dis-
covered

Silent and still as a stone they stood
in the darkness, the black shadow liim-
ing before them. Had he heard them?

There was a sudden flash of light. An
electric torch in the inspector’'s hand
gleamed on the two startled, pale faces,
And as it gleamed tho two desperate
rascals acted together, leaping like
tigers.

Inspector Grimes had an
glimpse of them as they L
then he went down heavily under their
grasp.

The stout inspector gave a breathless
grunt as he dropped. His mouth was
open for a shout, but that shout was
never uttered. A hand closed over his
mouth, choking it back.

Mr. Grimes struggled fiercely.

He knew in whose hands he was. He
had discovercd already that Jim
Valenting’s former associates haunted the
school; one of them he had had his
hands upon once. Whether the boy was
acting in collusion with them or not the
inspector did not know, but he suspected
it strongly. Several burglaries had
eccurred in the vicinity since Jim Valen-
tinc had come to Greyfriars, and Mr,
Grimes had little doubt that the school
was marked down as a “erib” to bo
“eracked “—doubtless with the aid of
the young raseal inside the building.

Night after night the patient Mr.
Grimes had watched, through weary
hours, and now—now he was down on
his back, with a hand gripping over his
mouth, a knee planted in his stomach,
his wrists held—helpless, at the mercy
of the crooks, That was not what Mr.
Grimes had intended—but it was what
was happening.

“Keep him quict 1™

It was Nosey’s hissing voice.

“Not that!” added Nosey, the next
moment, and Mr., Grimes know that
the other man had grasped a jemmy to
strike.  “No nead of that!”

“Safer,” breathed Nutty,

“No, I tell you.”

The eracksman gave a grunt and let
the jommy slip back into his pocket.
Mr. Grimes was still resisting, but he
knew that he had had a narrow escape
of having his head cracked by a savago

instant’s

blow. Thera was, as Nosey said, no
need. He was powerless in the grasp
of the two erooks who had him down,

and Nosey was not the man to incur
unnceessary risks.

A folded handkerchief was stuffed
into his mouth, almost choking him. Ho
broathed stertorously through his noese.
Quick hands wound a cord round and
round his head, binding the gag in
place.

Silently, swiftlv the ecrooks acted. A
cord wos knotted round Mr. Grimes’
ankles. another round his arms. He was
as helpless now as a trussed turkew,

His eyes fairly burned at the crooks.

Ile had been watching for them, but
Tho had not got them. They had got
him! While he lay helpless, silent, the
robberv was to be carried out—he knew
that. 1Te would hear all about it in the
morning, It was an unenviable position
for a keen police officer !

“Bafc as houses!”
breathing hard. “ Listen !
any others—— Listen !”

Crouching over the prostrato officer,
the crooks listened for long minutes.
But there was no sound, no movement,
nothing stirred. Tnspeetor Grimes had
been alone keeping his watch.

Nosey Clark drew a decp breath of
relief.
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panted Nosey,
If there are

leaped; and

“All safe!” he said.

“Bet on it |7 agreed Nutty.

The helpless police officer was now
rolled into the deepest and darkest
shadow of the elms. There, for
additional  security, another cord
fastened him to the trunk of a tree.
Thera he was left, with feelings more
casily imagined than described.

In silence, Nosoy Clark and Nutty
Nixon flitted through the shadows
towards the slecping House.

They had had to take the risk of the
watch that was kept on the school; but
they had eluded the danger. The watch-
ful Mr. Grimes could not interfere with
them now. The erib was at their
mercy.

It "was not for the sake of the valu-
ables in the Head's safe that they were
there, though "those valuables were to
pay them for their trouble, This visit
tor Greyfriars, in the small hours, was
Nosey’s latest move in his scheme for
driving Jim Valentino from the school
—for forcing “Dick the Penman” to
come back to the gang.

Thrice had he tried, and failed,
Thrice, bg' that cunnming hand of Nutty
Nixon, there had been a theft in the
school, with clues left to lead to Jim
Valentine, And every time the schemo
had failed. How, Nosey Clark did not
know, and could not ﬁucss. Chance, it
seemed, had favoured the persecuted

oy. Or was it that evil, in the long
run, was powerless in the struggle with
good? Nosey Clark almost began to
think so as he registered failure after
failure,

Now his plan was changed,

Three failures were enough for Nosey,
and he had given up tho hope of suc-
ceeding in that line. This time it was
not to be a surreptitious theft in a
dormitory or study, to be laid to Jim’s
account. This time the “crib® was to
be eracked, the Head’s safe to be cleared
of all it contained—a burglary that
would mako & sensation and inevitably
bring the police on the scene,

No sign would be found of entrance
from without. Nutty Nixon knew his
cracksman’s business, It would look like
an ‘“inside job.,” Already the police had
their suspicions of Jim Valentine. And
when the Head’s safe was found
“cracked,” without a sign that the
Houso had been entered, what would
the Poheo believe? What but that the
thief had been admitted by someone
insido the ITouse? What would the
headmaster  believe—and  even  Mr.
Quelch, the kind-hearted man who had
befriended the boy of whom he knew so
little ?

This time, Nosey Clark told himself,
he could not fail.

It was for that reason that the crook
had loitered about the school that day.
More than one Greyfriars fellow had
scen him loitering there—as well as the
gardener and the chauffeur. Mr. Quelch
himself had seen him and ordered him
off—and that was, from Nosey’s peint of
view, sheer luck—although he had a
rather painful remembrance of Mr.
Queleh’s umbrella and Coker’s hoot.

After the robbery it would be remem-
beved and known that he had been seen
loitering there, and Mr. Grimes, at
least, would not need telling that ho
had been there to communicate with his
confederate inside the school. Even Mr.
Cueleh could hardly fail to think so.

The net was closine round Jim Valen-
tine. After this—after the morrcw—he
could not remain at Grevfriars. Ho
might be arrested on suspicion; at all
events, he would have to get out of the
school.  That was a certainty. And
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when Greyfriars was closed to him he
would have one refuge left—and one
only—Nosey- Clark’s gang.  Dick the
Penman would be back ai his old work
again.

This time all was safe |

Such were the thoughts that passed in
Nosey’s cunning brain whilo his com-
panion was seeking for a favourable
spot to enter the building.

A door at the back, which was locked
but not bolted, gave Nutty the chance
he wanted.

The door opened to a skeleton koy.

It gave access to the kitchen quarters
—dark, silent, solitary at three in the
morning.

Nutty Nixon gave
chuckle,

* All clear, guv'nor I” he muttered.

¢ man with the vulture’s beak
nodded.

“Wait here |” breathed Nutty.

Nosey Clark nodded again, and the
eracksman entered, closing the door
silently.  In the porch outsido Nosey
Clark waited. Cracksman’s work was
not in his line—he left that to Nutty’s
practised hand. Silent, like a snake in
the darkness, he waited for his con-
federate to get through and emerge
with his plunder.

. Within the ITouse, Nutty moved
silently in his rubber shoes. All was
silent and still; he had no fear of any-
one being awake at that hour. From
moment to momient he shot a beam of
light from his electric torch to pick his
way.  Ho cmerged from the kitchen
stairs into a silent, sleeping Houso. He
stood near the big staircase listening.

His quick ears had caught some faint
sound, as if something had stirred
above. He listened like a hunted fox.

But all was silent.

The eracksman, reassured, flashed on
his light to Eick his way to tho corridor
leading to the Head's study.

an inaudible

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“ Burglars !

LAUDE HOSKINS hardly
breathed.

Standing transfixed on the
landing a

ve, he stared blankl
through the interstices of the heavy uai
balustrade at the light that gleamed in
the darkness below.

His heart pounded.

He forgot that he was sleepy. He
forgot even the Fantasia in D minor.
He for%nt everything but that glittering
beam of l‘:'ghb.

It mov —g]ided—»—vn.nished.

Hoskins rubbed his eyes.

He almost wondered for a moment or
two whether he was dreaming.

Who was stirring in the building at
three in the morning? It could hardly
be a beak on the prowl at such an hour.
Neither would a k glide with noise-
less steps: and not the faintest sound of
a footfall came to his cars. Hardly a
couple of wecks ago there had been a
burglar in the school, who, as he fled,
had been nearly, captured i}y Inspector
Grimes. Hoskins shnddered with a
mingling of excitement and terror.

Hoskins was considered rather an ass
in the Shell. But if he was a little
“potty,” as the Shell believed, in
musical matters, in other matters he was
level-headed enough, and ho had plenty
of pluck. He knew that it was a thou-
sand to one that the hﬁht ho had seen
was carried in the hand of a midnight
thief.  But he hesitated to raise an
alarm. If, after all, it should turn out
to be only a beak, or perhaps a prefect



EVERY SATURDAY

““ Let us go, gentlemen,"’ said Prout, breathless but valiant, *“ If there is indced a burglar, cind if I get one blow at him

with this aipenstock—— *

** Please keep that for the burglar,”” said Mr. Hacker.

who Lad zome reason for being up at
that bour-—-

Hoskins shiook his head. It was
ractica!ly certain that it was o burglar,
t zins did not want o risk mak-

mt Hos
ing a fool of himself by raising an
alarm in tho middle of the night for
nothing.

The matter was ecasily settled. e
crept down the stairease cautiously step
by step, his slippers making no sound.

Looking over the banisters, he spotted
the light again. It vanished round a
corner.

A few moments later Hoskins was at
that corner, pecring round the angle of
the wall, breathing hard with cxcite-
ment.

Far along the broad corridor tho light
gleamed.

1t stopped at the door of the Head's
etudy.

Hoskins could see that it was directed
on the lock of the door, It beamed on
s black-gloved hand that turncd the
door-haudle. That was proof cnough;
no master, up late at night, would have
donned black g|(}vcg_

The door of the Head’s study opened
without a sound; the light vanished
within; again without a sound, tlie door
closed.

Hoskins panted,

All Greylriars knew that the Tead's
safe was sunk in the wall of the study.
No outsider should have known—unless
gomeone in the school had told him, or
unless perhaps hie had already explored
the interior of the building and learned
bkis way about Was it, after a!l, an

colleagues ! **

outsider—a thief? Buppose the ITead
had woke up and wanted something ho
had left in his study—

It was improbable enough. But ITos-
kins decided to make surc. He tiptoed
down the corridor.

The study door was closed. Thore was
no sound within, Hoskins applied Lis
eve to the keyhole.

Withir the large, lofi~ room all was
dark save in one spot. In that spot
the beam of light gleamed.

A section of bookcase that moved on
hinges had been turned aside. In the
revealed wall was a steel door—the door
of the safe.

It was on the dull motal thal the light
gleamed.

But the ioreh was not now held in a
hand. It was lodged on a corner of the
Head's writing-table, the light directed
on the safe.

Between the light and
figuro moved.

Hoskins had a glimpse of a slim, dark
form, of a face that was hidden by a
black erepe mask, and of bluck-gloved
hands.

That was enough !

With thumping heart, the Shell fellow
stepped Liack from the door and liptocd
away along the corridor.

A masked man was in the Head's
study—already at work on the safe!
There was no donbt now. and there was
no time to lose,

“Oh erikey " murmuared Claude [Hos-
king to hims=clf, as he mounted the stairs
as softly and silently as Nulty Nixon
Limself casld have done,

the safe a

Mr. Prout brandished the stock, and Mr. Quelch and Mr. Hacker bounded out of the way.
“* There’s no occasion whatever for endangering the lives of your

On the landing above he paused. Then
he headed for his IForm master's bed-
room. Now that he knew what was
going on, it was a wmatter for a master
to deal with.

He groped in the dark for tlie handle
of Mr. llacker's door and opened it.
Within he could hear the deep broath-
ing of the master of the Shell, fast
azleep.

“Mr. Hacker!” pasped Hoskins, put-
ting his head in.

He dared not call nloud for fear of
alarming  the cracksman downstairs,
though the distance was considerable,
Ho stepped into (he room and shut the
door after him. Mr. Ilacker had not
awakened.

Hoskina groped to the bedside.

“Mr, Hacker I'" he repeated. “Wake
up! I say, sir, wake up "

He bent over the slecper and shool
him by the shoulder. Mr. Hacker came
out of slumber with a jump.

He started up in bed. in amazement
aml alarm. It was rather unfortunate
that I[loskins was bending over him.

Crack 1

The top of Mr. Ilacker's head smoto
tho tip of Clande Hoeskins' nose, and the
Shall follow gave a howl.

“0Ow!l Wow! Oh!”

“What — what—-=" gasped  Mr.
Hucker. “ What—who—what—

“Ow! Oh, my nose! Wow I"" wailed
IMonskins,. “Oh enkey I”

“Who=—who—who is that?” Mr.

Iacker switehed on his bedstead liglit,
(Continwed on page 16.)
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Hoskins, what—

“Upon my word!
what—"

In angry amazement, the awakened
Form master stared at Hoskins, who
was clasping his injured nose in anguish.

“What does this mean, Hoskins?
‘Are you mad? What——"

“Owl It's burglars, sir!” gasped
Hoskins,

“Nonsense "

“ A masked tnan, gir—""

“ Rubbish 1"

‘(I ﬁaw him""_."

“¥ou absurd boy, go back to bed at
once !’ snarled Mr. Hacker. “I will
deal with you in the morning. Gol"”

“Oh crikey!” gasped Hoskins, *“I
tell you, sir, I saw him—1I tell you I saw
him with my own eyes, sir, through. the
keyhole! He's in the Hpad’s study this
blessed minute, sir, at the safe—""

Mr. Hacker glared at him in angry
doubt. i

e IE“ you are not dreaming, Ioskins,

“He’s there, sir—I saw him !” gasped
Hoszkins. .

“ And what were you doing out of bed
at this hour, pray?” demanded Mr.
Hacker, still doubting.

“I—I went to my study for—for some-
thing, sir, and—and saw his light; then
1 mhﬁm o into I#I:e l:l‘:;‘tji;s studykE"

as| oskins. “For ess' eake,
Eir. get up—the Head will bo robbed,
sir—"

Hoskins’ earnestness impressed the
Shell master. He grunted.

“I will ascertain, Hoskins, whether
such is the case, If not—"

“1 tell you, sir——"

“That will do. Wait for me at the
door.”

IToskins crept out. Mr., HHacker
grunted, and turned out of bed. He
donned & dressing-gown and slippers,
and phicked up a golf-club—which he
thought might be needed if Hoskins
information turned out to be well-
founded. In a few minutes he joined
the Shell fellow in the passage.

“Hadn't you better call Quelch, sir,
and—and Prout?” breathed Hoskins.
“He—he may have a revolver, sir—"'

Mr. Hacker paused. His first in-
tention had been to go down and ascer-
tain whether there really wes a burglar.
But he realised that if there really was,
it was not a one-man job!

“ Hoskins, if you are absolutely cer-
tain of what you say—"

“Oh, yes, sir "

“If you have given a false alarm you
will be flogged.”

“I swear, sir!"" gasped Hoskins. *“He
—he's at the Head's safe now, sir—ho
will get away if we an't quick—"

“Very well I" barked Hacker.

He stepped along to Mr. Quelch’s
room. He opened the door and stepped

in.

““Mr. Quelch, pray wake up—"

“I am awake. sir!” came the calm
voice of the Remove master from the
darkness. “ What is the matter 1"’
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“Hoskins, of my Form, has been
downstairs, for some extraordinary
reason, and he informs me that there s
a burglar in the House!” snarled Mr.
Hacker. “I am bound to muke on in-
vestigation, and if you care to accom-
pany me——""

“Certainly, sir!
moment !

Mr. Hacker stepped out again, leavin
Quelch groping for dressing-gown an
slippers. He stepped slong to Prout’s
voom and stepped in. A deep snore,
which might have reminded Hoskins of
his most impressive passage for the
trumpets and the drums, greeted him.

“Mr. Prout—"

Snore! came from the Fifth Form

master.

“Mr. Prout—"" boomed Hacker.

“Bless my soul! What—what?”
Prout sat up in bed and peered through
the gloom  “Whatt Is the House on
fire ¥ What?”

“No, sir, but a boy has told me that
there is a burglar downstaire, and if you
;are to accompany me to investigate,

I will join you in a

“Most assuredly, sir!” smid Prout,
bouncing out of bed. *““Where are my
trousers? Where are my slipperst One
moment, sir, while I find my slousers
oand trippers—I mean, my trousers and
slippers—""

Hacker stepped out again.  Mr.

Quelch was already in the prssage, with
o poker in his hand. Prout came pufling
out. armed with au alpenstock which in
other days had assisted Prout up the
Alps.
“Let vs po, gentlemen,” said Prout,
breathless. bt vabiant. “If there is
indeed a burglar, and if 1 get onc blow
at him with this stick—'" Mr. Prout
brandishedd  the alpenstock, and Mr.
(iuelch and Mr. Hacker bounded out of
the way like two very active though
clderly kangaroos.

“For goodness' sake, sir, be careful
with that weapon!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, with asperity.

“Plouse keep it for the burglar, if
theroe is a burglar, sir,” said the bitter
Mr. Hacker  “There 15 no occasion
whatever for endangering the lives of
your colleagues.”

“Really, sir—

“Shall T eall the fellows, sir?"" gasped
Hoskins. He was rather keen to rouse
out the Shell and lead an army down
after the mastors.

“Do mothing of the sort!” snarled
Hacker. “If a singie boy is awakened,
I shall cane you with the utmost
soverity, Hoskins  Remain where you
are, and be silent.””

“QOh1” said Hoskins.

He remained where he was, and was
silent. Mr. Hacker, golf ¢lub in hand,
led the way downstairs; Mr. Quelch
followed him. his right hand grasping
the poker, his Ieft holding up the trail-
ing volumes of s dressing-gown ; Prout
bringing up the rear, pufftng for breath,
which was alweys rather short with
Prout, but as full of valour as in the
ancient days when he had hunted the
wild and woolly grizzly in the Rocky
Mountains.

Uoskins stared over the banisters after
them,  Hacker, in the lead, switched on
lights as he wont. In warlike procession
the three inasters entered Head's
Corridor Breathing hard. but treading
guietly, they moved down the corridor,
and as they neared the door of the Head’s
study a low, faint sound came to their
ears—and they all staried and gasped a
little. It was the sound of a tool at
work on metal. low and famnt, but
aundible in the silence now that they were
closo to the studr where the safe was.

"
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"Uﬁon my werd!” whispered Mr,
Quelch. “ Undoubtedly—""

“ Undoubtedly !” breathed Prout.

Hucker set his thin lips and snapped
his tecth. His grip tightened on his golf
club. Hacker was not a good-tempered
man, and wakened in the middle of the
night he was worso-tempeied than ever.
He was simply longing to “have a go "
at somebody with that golf club. The
burglar who had spoiled Hacker’s
beauty sleep was not likely to get much
mercy at Horace Hacker's hands.

“Follow me !” said Hacker.

And he led on, and grasped the door-
handle of the Head’s study.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hand-to-Hand

UTTY NIXON grinned.
N The steel door of the Head's
safe was opcn.

it had not taken the cracks-
man long. No safe was secure from the
slim, skﬁ]ed fingors of Nutty, and Dr.
Locke's safe was not of the most modern
or scientific construction. It was just
“pic” to Nutty.

Through the eye-holes of his mask the
cracksman's fishy eyes gleamed into tho
open safe.

Documents and bundles of papors were
thore, and Nutty stared in contemnpt and
derision et one precious parchment
written in the “Low Latin' of the
Middle Ages, referring to early days of
Greyfriars. Low Latin and classical
Laun were all the same® to Nutty--he
did not understand a word of either, or
want to. [t was not for that sort of [oot
that he was there.

He groped in the safe with his gloved
fingers, which left no trace to be com-

ared with the finger-prints registered

y his enemies the police.

His e¢yes gleamed as he hooked a
bundle of bonds out of a pigeon-hole;
bearer honds, of which Nosey Clark, tho
“fence " and master crook, would havoe
no difliculty in disposing.

A bundle of currency mnotes in an
elastic band rewarded him next. Then
he fingered a cheque-book belonging to
the Head.

A single slip from that book would
have been a valued prize had the gang
still commanded the services of Dic
the Penman, the boy with the strange
gift of penmanship, who could imitate
any hand so accurately as to deceive the
keenest eye.

But Dick the Penman, salias Jim
Valentine, was fast asleep in the Remove
dormitory, and, if he was dreaming,
never dreaming that one of the gang
was filching in the headmaster’s study.

Nutty laid the cheqgue-book down
agnin. A stolen cheque would be useful
if Dick the Penman came back to tho
gang—as surely le would have to do
after thie night's work. Nutty con-
sidered for a moment or two—and then
opened the book to detach the last
cheque but one, the least likely to be
missed by the owner. But before he
could do so a sound reached hiz sharp
cars, and he swung round from the eafe,
his breath catching in his throat, his
eves burning from the holes in his mask
like those of a savage cornered beast,

The study door was hurled open.

A hand pressed the switeh within, and
the large room, hitherto glimmering in
the beam of Nutty's torch., was suddenly
flooded with light.

Three masters of Greyfriars rushed in.

Nutty's hand shot to his hip.

Nutty was not a gunman when he
could help it; a crack with a Jemmy was
good enough for Nutty, as a rule, at
close quarters. DBut Lo was a desperate
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scoundrel, and he was hopelessly
cornered now, and his liberty was at
stake. His slim fingers gripped the
automatic in his hip-pocket, and it was
fortunate that he had no time to use it.

Hardly had his fingers touched it when
Hacker was on him, swiping out with
the golf club. Nutty instinctivel
dodged the blow—it missed his head‘i
crashed on his shoulder, and sent him
reeling.
. He spat out a curse, and his hand
jerked out with the automatic in it—
only to be sent spinning by a lunge from
Mr. Quelch’s poker, Tho pistol elattered
on the floor.

“Surrender, you scoundrel 1
claimed Mr. Quelch.

Hacker ‘did mnot speak. He followed
Nutty up, swiping with the golf club.

ex-

Nutty backed and dodged and twisted,
and was driven into a corner, paniing
and cursing,

His eyes blazed.

He was cornered—there wera threo
against him; his weapon lay on the
floor, his arm was numbed by the crash
of the golf-club. He backed into the
corner like a wolf at bay, white-lipped
and desperate.

“Beoundrel I” Boomed Prout, dodging
behind Hacker and Quelch, anxious to

get in ome with the alpenstock.
‘Villain| Pray let me pass, Hacker—
give me room, Quelch! One blow at

the scoundrel—

“Hold on, guv’nor!” panted Nutty.
“1 give inl Give a man a chancel I
give in, gents, so help me.”

17

“You had better, ¥you rascal I” said
Hacker sourly. “I will brain yon if you
attempt to resist,”

“You pgot me, guvnor!” panted
Nutty.
“He must be secured!” boomed

Prout. “A cord—a rope | Where is that
boy Hoskins? A cord—a rope! Boy!”

Hacker stepped up to Nutty and
grasped him by one shoulder; Quelch
grasped him by the other. Nutty sur-
rendered submissively—for the moment.
But it was only for the moment. With
a sudden twist that surprised bvth the
masters—less used to such situations
than Nutty—he stooped, and twisted be-
tween them, and leaped for the door-
way. Hacker and Quelch, clutching

(Continued on next page.)

BINTS TO GOALEEEPERS !

NE of the reasons why I enjoy
thegse talks to readers of the
MaewET is that they are all so
obvicusly eager to learn more

and more about the game of football. I
have a whole batch of letters in my post-
bag this week from readers who are
anxious to get on in the game—to improve
their play. As there must be many
others *‘in the same beoat ** who have not
written to me, the replies to these letters
should prove of gencral interest.

One letter rouses my sympathy, as
well as my appreciation for the eandour
of the writer. “1 am a goalkeeper,” he
Bays, “but our captain declares that I
am not good enough for the first team,
Will you please tell me what I shall do
to improve my play ? " Being just as

k as my ecorrcspondent, I have to
confess that I don’t know of any short
cut to real improvement in goalkeeping—
to such improvement as will justify the
captain of the side deciding that a player
is good enough for the first team.

In respect of goalkeeping, hoiwc-
ever, perhaps more than any other
position on the field, I believe that
practice is the only way. Take
crery possible chance you can get
of standing betwcen the posts while
other lads firc in the shois from all
angles.

Perhaps this particular reader shows o
weakness in dealing with cortain types
of shots, in which caso the object should
be to get as much practice us possible
with that partioular type of shot. Some
goalkeepers are good at low ones, and
others are epecially good at high ones.
The complete goalleeper has to be good
at all sorta,

Thero must be some thinking about the
position, too, as well as skill. The diffor.
ence between good goalkeepers and or-
dinary goalkeepers is often just & matter
of intelligent anticipation.

DEVELOP THE ART OF ANTICIPATION !

OU may remember that one of the
finest goalkeepers the game has
ever known was a player ealled
Sam Hardy, who retired & short

while ago. It used to be said of Hardy
that goalkeeping was easy to him because
he seemed, somechow, to mesmerise his
opponents into placing the ball straight
at.%.im, so that lflnst ogf his saves Wr:mgof
the easy kind.

Actually, of ecourse, there was nothin,
of the mesmerism about Hardy’s goal-
keeping ; the peoglﬂ who said that of
him wero paying him a very nies com-
pliment.

Goalkeeping was easy to him
because he had developed the art of
mitticipation to a marked extent.

SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE.

Post your Soccer queries to
House, Farringdon Street, E.C.4.

‘ Linesman,” c/o MAGNET, The Fleetway
It's his job and his pleasure to answer

knotty proklems from readers.

He seemed to sense where a forward
in possession of the ball would
shoot, and with this intuition he
would get {o the right place before
the shot was made, and thus the
stopping of the ball would be com-
paratively easy.

Soveral first-class goalkeepers of my
acquaintance spend & certain amount of
their practico time every week, not
keeping goal at all, but shooting in at
some other goalkeeper. The object of
this practice is thet shooting ihemselves
helps them to realise more clearly where a
forward in pessession of the ball is likely
to try to put it from given positions.

That practice between the posts is the
one real way to success, howevcr, iz shown
by the fact that more than one of the
goalkeepers who have risen to tho top of
tho tree in professional football have
spent some of their early years between
the posts at foirs and pleasura-grounds.
On the staff of the Blackpool club at the
present time thero is & very good reserve
goalkeeper named Roxburgh. Now, as
you may know, thers is a pleasure beach
at Blackpool, and included among the
“ shows " was & goal-kicking affair. Two
shote a penny, with a prize for the scorer.
Roxburgh used to etand between the posts
hour after hour stopping those shots.
And the practice which he got helped to
make him a good goalkeeper,

FOGGING THE OPPOSITION !

NE reader wants some hints on
playing at right-half, and another
wants to know his hest position.
I think 1 can enswer these two

letters at the eamo time. Tho gualifi-

cations of the player who asks for the
position most likely to suit him are as
follows: "1 can dribble a bit, kick well
with my right foot, and a bit with my
left, while I scem to have the knack of
seeing a move ahead.”

Now it seems to me that the right-halt
osition is the one for which this young
ootballer is well qualified,

Ability to dribble is uscful in a
wing half, as it will enable hine Lo
drawe and beat an opponent before
he makes a pass. Then the right
foot Licking strength is useful for
the effective faotball move of banging
the bull aecross to the other wing.
This is onc of the best moves in
football ; it shifts the point of attack
in a way which may fog the oppo=
sition,

The ** knack " of seeing a move ahead
is very useful to the wing half-back, too.
He ean anticipate the pnass, and be in a
position to tackle an opponent quickly,
In making a tackle, keep the eyo on tha
ball, That is the adviee which waa given
to me by Austin Camphbell, iths Inter-
national wing half-baek of HMuddersficld
Town, Don't look at the player, he said,
beeause o clover opponent will “ kid !
you.

Another reader asks for hints on baeck-
heeling the ball; that is, bringing it over
the head from bebind with the heel of
the boot. 1 hope this reader won't be
offended if I say that if I were in his
position I should not waste too much
time on perfecting the art of back-
heeling. ow often does it happen, in
ordinary play, that real help can be given
to o side by a player back-hecling tho ball 2
Very seldom, in my experience.

In this conneetion I saw an amusing
little incident a tow weeks ago. Tottenham
Hotspur sighed on a new player from
Notts County, named Hall. A very
zood player, too. Just before the starh
of Hall’s first matelh at Toitenham a
photographer approached and asked him
to back-heel the ball whilo he took a
“snap,” Thiee times did Hall make tho
attempt to back-heel the ball before he
managed to do it convineingly, strengthens
ing my impression that back-heeling is
seldom called for in ordinary football.
It looks pretty, of eoursc, but is seldom

effective.
“ LINESMAN.”
Tee Macxer Lipreny.—No. 1,304,
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after him, collided and staggered.
Nutty fairly bounded.

But for Prout, he would have suc-
coeded.  But this was Prout’s chance.
Prout’s alpen-stock swung round,

knocked & reading-lamp off the Head’s
table, and caught the cracksman on the
side of tho head.

Nutty staggered and almost fell.

Prout rushed at him, lunging with
the alpen-stock. That long, heavy stick
was iron-shod, and it almost punctured
Nutty as Prout drove it at him. The
hapless Nutty yelled frantically, and
dodged like an eel.

““Seize him 1" boomed Prout,

1lucker and Queleh had hold of the
elusive rascal again before he could
recover from that prod.

There was no surrender about Nutty
now. This was his last chance; and he

struggled and fought and bit and
soratched like a wildeat,
“Good heavens! The rufliant Down

with him!” panted Hacker, as his nose
was clawed. “The brutal ruffian!
Wow !

“Let mo get. one blow at him!”
gasped Prout,

“Mind my head!” shricked Quelch.

“My dear gir—"

“Help, help! Seize him

It was a terrific struggle. TForwun-
ately for Hacker and Quelch, Prout did
not swipe with the alpen-stock; there
was no telling whose head he might
have cracked. Dropping that fearsome
weapon, Prout laid his pluinp grasp on
Nutty, In three pairs of hands, the
wiry razeal still struggled furiously, and
he was by no means caught. Hacker
rogretted  bitterly that bhe had not
gtunned him to begin with. But it was
too late to think of that now. 'The
combut was hand-to-hand—and it was
work that Nutty was used to, and the
elderly Jorm masters were not. It
went on wildly.

“Help, help!” Prout was booming.

High up in the sleeping House,
Hoskins of the Shell was shouting, too.
His Torm master had told him to re-
main where he was and keep silent;
and Iloskins had obeyed, till the sounds
of strife and shouts for help, came
ringing and echoing through the House.
Then Hoskins added his voice to the
din, and tore away to the Shell dormi-
tory to call his friends.

“Help, help!” yelled Hoskins.
“Burglars! Hacker’s got "em | They're
killing old Hacker! Help!”

He roared into the Shell dormitory.
Hobson leaped out of bed like a Jack-in-
the-box,

“What " he gasped.

*Burglars! IHelp! Come on!”

“Great pip1”

Doors were opening right and left.
From the Remove dormitory came a
shout,

“What's the row?”

“Burglars 1"

“Wake up, you men—come on|”

say, you fellows—"

“Rezeue, Remove!” yelled Bob
Cherry.
A crash from below thundered

through the House. Nutty and the
three masters, rolling wildly about the
Head's study, had crashed imto Dr.
Locke's \\'riimg-tab]e. and sent it spin-
ning. Inkstand and books and other
things rained on the floor, and in the
midst of them, Nutty, almost at his last
gasp, was still struggling like a wild-
cat.

It was wild work for schoclmasters,
no longer young.  Perhaps it was not
surprising that Nutty, though only one
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against three, tore loose, and leaped
away.

He bounded to the door, leaving three
gentlemen sprawling and panting.

“8top him !” shricked Mr. Quelch.

“8eize him|” boomed Prout.

“Help ” raved Hacker.

Nutty bounded through the doorway.
Ile bounded fairly into three Sixth
Form men wha were racing down the
corridor in their pyjamas—Wingate,
Gwynne, and Sykes of the Bixth. All
Greyiriars was up now. Behind the
three prefects came a mob—Sixth and
Fifth, Shell and Fourth, and Remove;
and the stairs were crowded with yell-
ing fags. Wingate, Gwynne, and Sykes
grasped Nutty all at once, and had him
down on the floor before he knew what
was happening.

But he twisted like an eel, and tore
loose, and leaped up again—wild-eyed,
desperate, his mask hanging from one
ear, his pasty face ablaze. They
grabbed at him a seeond too late, and
he rushed on—and Harry Wharton
fluing himself into the way, and
grappled with him. 'There was a
jemmy in Nutty Nixon's hand now; and
it would have fared ill with the captain
of the Remove had not Jim Valentine
lcaped in and struck. His fist caught
the eracksman on the point of the jaw,
and Nutty went over backwards with a
crash.

It was the finish for Nuttyl Hobson
and Hoskins of the Shell jumped on
him at the same moment; Vernon-
Smith of the Remove piled in, and then
a whole crowd. Nutty vanished under
them. Wingate and Gwynne, coming
up to collar him, had to shove the
juniors aside, Hacker and Quelch and

rout came tottering out of the Head's
study.

“Beize him!" gasped Prout.
him !”

“We've got him, sir!” panted Win-

“Beize

gate.
“The gotfulness is terrific!” gasped

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Iere is
the ridiculous rascal 1”

Head’s corridor was packed,
crammed. If Nutty had got loose, he

could hardly have got through the
crowd, But he had no chance of get-
ting loose now. He was dragged to his
feat, Wingate holding one arm, Gwynne
the other, Sykes his collar. Hobson and
Hoskins his ears—one each, Harry
Wharton his hair, and Jim Valentine
his shoulder. Other fellows were grab-
bing at him, but there was really not
enough of Nutty to go round.

“The scoundrel is a prisoner " gasped
Prout. “Good—very good! Keep him
secure—do not let him go(”

“No foar, sir!” said Hobson.

But there was one who held Nutty
that let go. In the excitement, Jim
Valentine had hardly looked at him—
but he looked at him now The mask
hung loose, the ?nsty face was clearly
revealed in the light that flooded the
corridor. Jim's hand fell from the
eracksman’s shoulder, and his face paled
like chalk, and for a moment his head
swam. And Nutty, breathless, panting,
beaten, enarling like a eaptured wild
animal, turned his ﬁsh]y eyes on Jim
Valentine, and they glittered as they
fell on the schoolboy’s stricken face.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Way Out !

» ILENCE  reigned once more
Greyfriars School,

Jim Valentine, sleepless in the
Remove dormitory, heard five
boom dully from the clock-tower, His
eyes had not closed.

in
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He was not likely to slecp.
. The wildest excitement gad reigned
in the House for a time. But once the
midnight intruder was secured, masters
and prefecté drove the buzzing throng
of boys back to their dormitories.

Nutty Nixon, with his hands bound
behind his back, had been locked in the
punishment-room, there to await the
dawn and the police. Not for a moment
did anyome in the school suspeet that a
police officer lay bound and gagged in
the blackness under the elms outside,
Nutty was not likely to tell them.

The House had been searched—the
unlocked door found below; but Nosey
Clark had not been found. Nosey
Clark had heard the uproar in the
House, and seen the flashing on of
lights, and knéw that once more he had
failed, and that this timo the cracksman
had been caught at his evil work.
Nosey Clark, listening in terror and
fury in the darkness withopt, had
hunted cover long before the unlocked
door was found, and secured.

The captured cracksman was" locked
in a room from which there was no
escape; and masters and boys had gone
back to bed, though it was long before
any of them slept.

They slept a%um at last, but not Jim
Valentine With sleepless eyes, and
haggard face, the boy with a past stirred
and stirred, unresting,

Nutty Nixon had not spoken. ¥

When the crook’s evil eyes fell on him,
in the midst of the crowd in the lighted
corridor, Jim had feared that it was
coming. The crooks dared not betray
Dick the Penman, because in his turn
the hapless boy could have handed them
over to justice—that was whg they had
let his miserable secret remain a secret
Greyfriars. But that reaszon no
longer held good with Nutty, now that
justice had its grasp on him.

Jim had read the threat in the crook’s
ovil eyes—he had read, in Nutty's evil
look, what no one else had dreamed of
reading. 3

Nutty had not spoken—and Jim knew

at

W -

The cracksman still hoped.

Had he been taken away immediately
to the police-station, Jim did not doubt
that he would have spoken, if only for
the revengeful satisfaction of hav
Dick the Penman taken along wit
him. But he was still in the school;
locked up safely till the morning. That
had stayed his malicious tongue. Ha
still hoped. .

His hope was in Jim Valentine.

Only too well Jim knew what the
crook’s evil look had meant. If Jim did
not help him out, he would speak.

Twice as he was led away to the room
where he now lay bound, his eyes had
singled out Jim in the crowd.

e had not addressed him; that
would have spoiled Nutty's game. But
his eyes told the boy enough.

“8ink or swim together,” was what
Nutty's look had said.

It was not likely that slumber would
visit Jun Valentine's eyes that night.
He had listened to the excited talk in
the dormitory, without taking part in
it. The Remove fellows slept at last and
there was silence. The whole house was
silent now. Five heavy strokes boomed
through the night and Jim shuddered,
as he realised that the dawn was comng,

If he was to act, he had to act in the

ark.

What eould he do?

His brain secmed to swim as he tried
to think.

In the morming there would be the
policel WNutty Nixon would be taken
away with the handeuffs on his wrists.
And with him would be taken Dick
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With a sudden twist that surprised both Mr. Quelch and Mr. Haeker, Nuity Nixon stooped, twisted between them, and then

Jeaped for the doorway.

Wallop !  Mr, Prout swung his alpen-stock round, knocked a reading-lamp off the Head’s table,

and caught the cracksman a stinging blow on the side of the head !

the Penman, for the
speak then—Jim did not doubt it. That
was not the worst, The worst was, that
all Greyfriars would know who and
what Valentine of the Remove had been.
Wharton and Nugent already sus! octedé
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull an
Hurree Singh knew a little—but to
the rest of the school it would come
like a bombshell. He shuddered at the
thought of it.

And Mr. Quelch, who had taken him
up and befriended him, knowing so
little of him, yet trusting him—he would
know!

Valentine groaned aloud
thought.

And whether prison awaited him or
not, it was the end of Greyfriars. Heo
had always felt that it was too good to
last—that the past could never be shaken
off. It was the end—with a crash

Ho wondered what would have
happened had he not awakened and
gone down with tho rest; had he not
even known that the captured thief was
one of tho old gang. It would have made
no difference. Nutly, once in the hands
of the police, was not likely to hold his
tongue. He might even hope to gain a
lighter sentenca by helping the author-
ities to lay their hands on Dick the
Penman — whom they wanted much
more than they wanted Nutty. Anyhow,
it. was too late to think of that. Ile knew
that Nutty was there—and Nutty, even
now, was waiting and listening for him,
rclying upon the unhappy boy to save
him, for the sake of saving himself |

As he lay sleepless in his bed, his
thoughts were with the cracksman,
caged like & wild beast in the room with
the barred window—waiting, listening!

at that

raseal would Jim could follow Nutty’s thoughts, as

clearly as if they were passing through
his own brain.

What was he to do?

To steal down in the darkness, and
effect the eracksman’s release? To act
the part of an accomplice? He knew
that that was what Nutty expected, what
he was waiting and listening for.

He could not—and he would not; not
to save his liberty, not to save his life,
would ke betray his benefactor’s trust
in him.

But—to see that kind benefactor turn
from him in herror—to see disgust and
scorn in a swarm of faces, as he was
led away by the police—to leave Grey-
friars, and leave behind him a name of
scorn! He could not face that|

The half-hour chimed.

What was he to do? The question
hammered in his aching Lrain. The time
wuas drawing short—he had to decide
one way or the other. Betrayal of those
who trusted him—or overwhelming
shame, and the end of all things that
made life worth living.

He slipped from his bed at last, and
dressed himself. His mind was not made
up—he could not make it up. But he
dressed in the darkness, and he left the
sleeping dormitory silent as a thief in
the night.

It would not be long to dawn now—
and at dawn it would be too late. But
it was still the blackest hour of the
night. Rilently, he shut the door of the
dormitory, and stood in the darkness of
the passage, a prey to tormenting in-
decision.

tle erept to the stairs at last.

His faco was white in the gloom. e
tried to think, but his brain wus in a

whirl, he could not think censecutively.
It was almost his own cognizance that
he found himself in the dark passagoe
that led to the punishment-room.

Was he going to help Nutty—to free
the cracksman, and to save himself by
freeing him? He did not know.

He leaned on the wall in the darkness,
trying to think. Faintly through the
silence he heard the quarter chime,

And then, suddenly, his mind secmed
to clear. There was a way out. To fren
the prisoner in the punishment-room
was to betray the trust in him. Neven
that! To leave him to his fate, was to
share his fato when morning came—to
sink under a load of shame, But if ha
was not at Greyfriars when morning
came——I

That was the way outl TUnless he
freed Nutty, he had to go—when the
villain’s evil tongue betrayed him.
Better go at once—and save that scene
of shame and misery—save the school
from the disgrace of the arrest of a
Greyfriars fellow | It was the way out—
and the only way.

Nutty Nixon, listening in the room
where he was locked and barred in,
heard a sound in the dark passage out-
side—and his eyea gleamed and his
heart leaped. He had counted om it.
But that sound was followed by silence;
and the cracksman, in doubt and savage
raga, listened in vain,

Jim Valentine was gone.

By a back door, silent in the darkness,
the unhappy boy left the Houze, o
closed the door softly after him. The
cold wind blew on his face as he ecrept
away into the night.

Tug Migner Lisnary.—No. 1,304
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At the Eleventh Honr!

6 g IM
It was & whisper in the dark-
ness, and Jim Valentine started
violently. A shadow moved by
his side, in the shadows of the old elms:
he caught the glint of black shiny eyes,
and a glimpse of a nose like a vulture’s
beak. The hand that gripped his arm
was the hand of Nosey Clark.

¥le stopped, staring in the gloom.

“Jim | breathed Nosey. * Youl"

Valentine found his voice.

“You hound! Let me go! I'm mob
afraid of you now, you villain! You
can't hurt me any longer! Let me go,
or—"

Hie (ist was clenched, his eyes blazing.

“Keep cool, Jim | Keep cool I’ whis-
pered Nosey, “ What's happened yonder
—tell me what's huppcncdl?f(‘:‘

Jim's lip curled.

“I'll tell you what's happened,” he
muttered savagely, “Nutty's nailed—
locked safely in a room he can’t get out
of, slippery as he is—and I helped to
nail him—ﬁc’s got my mark on his jaw
now.”

“You!” hissed Nosey, “You mad

oung fool! When the polico come for

im, do you think he'll hold his
tonguet”

“That’'s why I'm going, you fool I'”

“Oh !” breathod Nosey. *I wondered
what »”

_His grasp was still on the boy's arm.
$e peered at Jim in the deep gloom.
Bince the alarm in the House, Nosey
had lurked in deep cover, waiting,
watching, |Iwith unenviable feelings. He
could hardly doubt that Nutty had been
made a prisoner; but he had a faint
hope that the slippery cracksman might
get away—he was ready to help him

if he had a chance. Clark, as well as
Jim, had reason to fear if Nutty
“squealed ’ in the hands of the police.
“Leave go!” muttered Jim, “I'm
done with Greyfriars now, Nose;
done with you more than ever! You've
ruined me here—much good may it do
you | Leave go, you hound, or I'll smash
your face in!” .
Nosey breathed hard through his
vulture's beak,

“Don’t be a fool, Jim! Keep cooll
You're pgoing — you're leaving the
school 17

“Yes.”

Nosey peered at him.

It was what he had schemed for, what
he had planned. It was to drive the bo
from his last refuge, that he and his
confederate were there. But Nutty's
capture had made all the difference. It
was little use to drive Jim from the
school, to get Dick the Penman back
to the gang. If Nutty ‘squealed,” the

ame was up for the whole of the law-
ess crew.

“We've
whispered = -

Jim laughed, & hard, grim langh.

“You've turned us down, Jim—but
you had a good time, when you were
one of us,” breathed Clark. “ We stood
by you, when you stood by us.”

“You took me, a more kid, penniless
and friendless !” said the boy bitterly.
“You found out that gift I had with
the pen—that was your reason. You
know what you made of me—what it
makes me sick to think oft I away
from you, and you couldn’t leave me
alonel Do you think I don’t know
what's worrying you? Nutty’s a cur,
and he will squeal! He would send you
all up for ten years to get a month off his
own sentence ! You've done for me, and
you've done for yourself, Nosoy Clark |

%)t to get him out, Jim!”
osey.
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Now you can take what’s coming to
you! I wouldn’t stir s finger to save
Nutty ! I'd stir both hands, and quiok,
im where he i I”
his arm free.

‘Nosey Clark panted. “Hold
If you're goi I can't stop
But hold on, and let me speak |”

The boy paused.

“Cut 1t short, then |” he snapped.
“I'd as soon drive my fist into your face
as not, Nosey Clark

“I'm not asking you to loose Nutty.
Take me where he is, and I can do the
rest. They're all asleep again now. It's
easy.”

“Quite easy !” said Jim coolly. "And
I won't do it 1"

“For your own sake, Jim! Nutty will
squeal. He’s a cur, as you say. The
game’s up for all of us if they get him |
Get him out—let me get him out—and
T'll do as you want, Jim! I never
really believed that you were done with
the gang; I never believed yvou wanted
to steer clear. I believe it now. I think
you're a fool, but I ean see that you
mean it. Stand by me now, Jim. and
Fm done. TI'll leave you alone. You'll
never see me again.”

Jim Valentine stood very still,

For a long minute thero was silence,
while Nosey Clark peered at him in the

under the old trees.

“You mean that?” muttered Jim at
last huskily.

"I mean it 1"

Jim Valentine's heart beat thickly.

Free of the gang—free of that black
shadow of the past—if Nosey kept faith
with him! And why should he not?
This night’s happenings must have con-
vinced even the hardened crook, with
his seared and doubting mind, that Dick
the Penman would never ba dragged
back into crime. Why should Nosey go
on playing o losing game?

To save himself—— No! But to save
his kind friend and benefactor from
knowing the truth.

It was he, after all, who had caused
Nutty's capture. But for the blow ho
had struck, the cracksman would have
cleared his way with the crashing jemm
and, as likely as not, got clear. Dis
that give him some right in the matter 7
He tried to think that it did.

In bitter torment of thought, he had
fought the matter out and taken his
decision. But now his mind was sway-
ing in doubt again. Cleared of the
burden of the past; to face the future
carefres, a Greyfriars fellow like the
rest; to forget, in time, that he had
ever bheen anything else— It was a
terrible temptation,

“Jim,”" Nosey Clark whispered again,
“stand by us this one time, and you're
done with us for good! You're not a
copper’s nark, Jimm—not you! Honour
among thioves—"

Jim shuddered.

There was something in the crook’s
appeal that touched him. After all,
what right had he to set up in judg-
ment on Nutty? What had he been
himself not so long ago?

“We've got a claim on you, Jim—at
least, to let us alone, if we let you alone,
It's the last time, Jim 1”

Jim Valentine drew a deep breath.

her he was choosing the right or
the wrong, he hardly knew; his mind
was too worn out with tormenting doubt
and indecision But it scemed to him
that there was something in what Noscy
said. If they let him alone, it was not
for him to harm them. And with his
whole soul, he longed to stay at the
school—if only he could stay free from
the shadow of the past He pressed his
hand to his burning brow.

“Come ! he muttered.
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He heard the crook pant with relief.

few minutes more, and they were

at the door by which Jim had left. His

and on Nosey's arm guided the crook

through dark staircases and passages.

They stopped at a thick oak door,
barred and locked. Jim whispered.

“That’s the door. You can handle a
lock. 1 give you five minutes. More
than that, and 1 rouse the House, and
you and Nutty can teke what's coming
to you I?

e disappeared.

In feverish haste, Nosey Clark re-
moved the bars. The door was locked
and the key gone; but Nosey, though
no eracksman, could pick a lock. The
door of the punishment-room swung
open.

“Jim !” came a deep breath from the
darkness.

“It's me—Nosey | Quick 1

“By gum! What—"
“Quick, you fool! It's a matter of
minutes 1"

Only too well Nosey knew that Jim
would keep his word.  The crooks were
to have no chauce of loot before they
went. g

“I'm _tied—my
Nutty Nixon,

Nosey flashed on a light for a second.
Then ?is knifo cut through the cracks-
man’s bonds, He drew Nutty from the

room.

“Quick 1” he breathed,

“Not empty-handed!”
Nutty. “Not withou "

He suppressed a cry of pain as Nosey
Clark’s grip tightened on his arm.

L Fool% Yn another minute the Houze
will be roused! Quick I” -

Nutty said no more, They did not see
Jim Valentine as they groped in the
dark. But when they emerged from the
doorway at the back of the House, the

oor was closed behind them, and they
heard the key turn in the lock. Nutty
gritted his teeth.

“Quick !” hissed Nosey.

There was a glimmer of dawn in the
cloudy sky. Like shadows the rascals
flitted away in the gloom.

Within the dark House, Jim Valen-
tine stood long without moving. What
had he done? It was not till a glimmer
at a window warned him that the winter
dawn was at hand that he stirred. Then
he crept away to the stairs, to the
dormitory. A pale light was dawning
at the high windows as he crept in.
But all was silent and still; every
fellow in the Remove was fast asleep.
Swiftly, silently, he threw off his clothea
and crept into bed.

What had he dono?

It was useless to think of that. Right
or wrong, he had done it. His aching
brain refused to think further, and shecr
weariness overcame him at last, and he
slept.

arms!”  muttered

muttered

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Grimes!

OSLING jumped.
g w “My eye!” ejacnlated

the school porter.
It was enongh to make an
ancient gentleman jump,
CGosling had never scem anyihing like

it hr'f(_ll'l_'. ) Diring alarm of the
mght Gosling 1 1 his lodee,
repardlesa. But his ¢ cheld

now, Williaun  Gocling, the  ancient
porioe of Greyfriars Schocl, rat up and
trok notice.

it was almost by chanca iliat he had
came on Inspector Grimes,  Paseing by
the elm path, after finishing his morn-
ing task with the msing-bell, Gosling
heiard a rustling and wriggling and o

faint mumbling, He locked to sce what
it was, and he jumped as he looked.

TFor a full minute Gosling stood star-
ing down_at tho Conrtficld inspector
blankly. Mr. Grimes, hali-frozen, blue
with cold, gazed at him speechlessly.
He had chewed and chewed and chewed
on the gag. But the crooks knew how
to do their work; he had not got rid
of it. All he eould utter was & mumble.
Luekily, that mumble had reached
Gosling, or Mr. Grimes might have
remained there till the school came out.
And Mr, Grimes was far from wishing
to be found in that peculiar situation
by a mob of staring scheolboys.

His look was eloquent. But Gosling
was too astounded to stir. He stood and

stared.
Mumble! Mumble!

I"'——~—-— e e s -r
OTHERS ARE WINNING |
USEFUL PRIZES—WHY NOT
YOU?
For the following rousing rib~ !
tickler, Miss Violet Neville,
of 38, Howley Road, Croydon,
Surrey, has been awarded one of
this week’s useful penknives :

Little Johnny :
my rubber collar

Fond Parent : **
it, dear!" ]

Little Johnny : ‘‘ That'sdoneit! |
! had all my homework sumsa
worked out on itl?” ‘

mother."

“1 can't find
i‘voiust washed

Note: All jokes and Greyfriars
limericks should be addressed to |
" Limericks and Jokes,” Editor, i
c/o Macner, 5, Carmelite Street, l
London, E.C.4 (Comp.), [

Gosling movrd at Jast. He bent over
the hapless police officer.

“Wat's allpt-his ‘ere 7 asked Gosling.

The gagged inspector could not reply.
e glared at Gosling as il he would
have liked to bite him. Mentally he
was ealling Gosling all sorts of names
for not releasing him instantly. But
Goshing's ancient wits moved slowly.

It dawned on him, however, that a
gagzed man could not speak. He got
the maz away at last

“Wat I cavs is this 'ere ! remarked
“This "cre takes the eake, this

Al

cose I hissed the inspector.

] ald  hardly speak, with  his

nmmbed lips, Bot Gosling understood

and vodded, and  slowly  produced a

clasp-knife, which he opened, and then

sawed at the officer’s honds,
Me, Crimes was free at last. He had
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to bave a helping hand from Gosling ta

rize. He [eaned heavily on the uld
porter.
“But wot—" a:ked the perplexsd
Gosiing,
Mr. Grimes did not atiempt Wb

explain. He chafed his frozen hands,
he jerked his stilicned legs, to restors
the circulation, Gosling left him to it
at last, trudging away, in a state of
great astonishment and bewilderment.

For a jong time Mr. (irimes did
physical jerks till the blood circulatad
again in his stiffened limbs, and he felt
better. That night out had told on
the stout inspector. But his chief feel-
ing was one of deadly rage.

True he was thankful that it was the
schoal porter who had found him, and
not a crowd of schoolboys. But he had
had an awful time during those long,
long hours of cold and darkness. And
he had been beaten—handled like a
baby by the crooks for whom he had
watched. Ho knew that therc had been
an alarm in the night; he had seen the
Hashing of lights, heard distant sounds.
-But that was all he knew.

As he jerked his stiffened limbs, and

asped for breath, he was thinking of
Jim Valentine—the boy who was act-
ing in collusion with the crooks. If the
crooks were gone, the boy was still
there. If it turned out to be an “m-
sido job,” tho inspector knew what he
was going to do.

In a flash of his torch he had seen
two faces—one, Nutty’s, he knew, and
the other, the beaky man’s, he knew
by description. The men who had
seized him in the night were Jim Valen-
tine’s old associates. That he knew.

He tramped away towards the House
at last.

The great door was open, Early
housemaids were to be secn, though the
boys were not yet down from the dor-
mitories. Mr. Quelch, an early bird,
met the inspector as he stepped in, and
regarded him with surprise,

“Mr. Grimes!” he exclaimed, “¥
am glad to sce you, sir! 1 intended to
ring you up very shortly. You appear
to have heard—"

“What has happened hero,
barked the inspector.

“There was a burglary in the night.
The Head’s safe was broken open.
Fortunately a boy was awako, and gave
the alarm,” said Mr. Quelch, " Nothing
has been lost. The burglar was cap-
tured i

“Captured !” repeated Mr. Grimes.

“He is now a prisoner, sir,” said Mr,
Quelch. “I locked him in the punish-
ment-room here, intending to ring you
up ecarly in the morning, to take him
into custody. He is quite safe.”

“QOne, or both "

“There was only on¢ man—-=?>"

“There were two, sir,” grunted the
inspector.  “ They secized me last night
in the quadrangle, overpowercd me,
and [ have lain bound and gagged until
released by Gosling ten minutes ago.”

“ Bless my soul ! gasped Mr. Quelch.
“If 1 had known g

“Naturally you could not knaw,” said
Inspector Grimes,

He was sorry that Mr. Quelch had to
know now, as a maiter of faet. Wil
lingly enough Mr. Grimes would have
kept that cpisode dark. Really it did
not relicet eredit on him., But as (Gos-
ling knew, there was no help for it.

*“ Nothing was seen of a second man,”
said the Remove master.  “Certainl
only one man entered the Ilouse, 4
very thorough search was made.”

“ No doubt the ather was on the watch
outside, and escaped. Hew was the
entrance effected 17

“A door was found unlocked,”

“From within 7"
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Mr. Queleh’s face hardened. .
“That is impossible, Mr. Grimes.

There is no one in this building who,
by any possibility, could be supposed
to be in collusion with law breakers.”
His eyes glinted for a moment. “If
you are thinking of the boy Valentine,
as I suppose is the case, 1 beg you to
put the idea out of your mind entirely.”

“Wa shall seo,” grunted the inspector.
“If the man you speak of is still sccure,
no doubt he will tell us how he entered.
Honour among thieves, sir, is a fiction.
Let me see tho man, if he is here.”

“As he is locked and barred in a
room from which there is no escape, ho
i3 undoubtedly etill here |” snapped Mr.

uelch.

“Not if e had a confederate in the
Touse, sir,” said Mr. Grimes grimly,_

“Absurd!  Follow me, and I will
take you to ihe man at once!”

“I shall be glad to seo him,” said the
inspector sourly.

Mr. Queleh, with a knitted brow,
whisked away. The Courtfield in-
spector followed him. They arrived at
the door of the punishment-room, and
Mr. Quelch gave a violent start as ho
gaw that tha bars were down, ‘The in-
gpector gave a grim snort., He had ex-

cted that, it Mr. Quelch bad not.
Vith e strange expression on his faco
Mr. Quelch inserted the key in tho lock.
But it was unnecessary; the door was
already unlocked.

He threw it open. The room was

emply. 2

~ “Bless my soul!” said Me. Quelch

faintly. . .
“Well. sir, where is tho man?

seems that—that—that he is—is
pone.” 7 .

“You did not expect that, sir,” said
Mr. Grimes sarcastically. “Well, sir,
I will tell you that I cxpected it. I
will tell you, sir that I had an instant's
glimpse last night of tho two thieves,
and recognised them. One was the man
whom I nearly captured a couple of
wecks ago, The other, the man whose
description  is  unmistakable—Nosey
Clark. These men, sir were the former
associates of the boy Valentine.”

“Mr. Grimes!”

“There is no mistake about that, sir.
And when you told me that the man
was locked up here, I had no doubt that
he would be gone when we arrived, sir,
for it was certain that the boy would
not allow him to remain a prisoner, to
tell us who admitted him to the House
last night.”

The inspector rapped out the words
almost savagely.

Mr. Quelch stood overwhelmed.

“Let the boy be called !” grunted In-
spector Grimes. “If he is still in the
school, he may have run—"

“Mr. Grimes!” The Remove master
recovered himself. “J refuse—I refuse
utterly to believe anything of the kind!
DE. Locke is in his study, sir. He has
examined his safe—nothing is missing.

f a confederato within the House re-
leased ihis raseal, would he have gone
cmpﬁy handed 7

““He was released, sir—"

“You have yourself said that tnere
was another man on the scene. Doubt-
less this man obtained entrance, and re-
Jeased his associate.”

Grunt from the inspector.

“Come with me, sir,” said Mr. Quelch
quietly.,  “You shall hear something,
sir, that I think may convince you that
vou do this boy injustice.”

He led the inspector away from the

unishment-room, By this time the

oys wera down, and thero was a crowd
in the quad, most eof them excitedly
discussing the happenings of the night.
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ra‘]??fd the inspector.

In a crowd of Remove fellows Jim
Valentine was to secn, and Mr.
Quelch pointed him out to the inspector,
with a dry smile.

“The boy is not gone, Mr. Grimes,”
he said acidly. “ But come with me,”

Ho led Mr. Grimes to ‘Wingate's
study. The captain of Greyfriars was
there, and ho looked in surprise at the
Form master and the inspector.

“ Wingate,” said DMr. Quelch, “vou
have, I presume, an accurate recollec-
tion of what passed last night in the
Head's corridor

“Certainly, sir!” answered Wingate.

“You and two other prefects seized
tho burglar after he broke loose irom
us in the study.”

“That is so, sir.”

“Did he break away from you?”

“Yes, sir. You saw it from the study
doorway,” answered Wingate, in sur-
prise. “He was like an eel.”

“ What followed, Wingate$”

“He rushed down the corridor, sir—
into & mob of juniors, and Wharton
collared him,”

“And then?” .

“Ie snatched out a jemmy, sir. I
thouvght for a second that Wharton
;;'c:(;d be knocked down with a cracked

ead.”

“But another boy knocked the ruffian
down in time 7"

“That is so, sir.”

“And this led to his capture?”

“Yes, sir, I fancy he might have
clearcd a way through, otherwise.”

“Who was the boy who struck him
down, and caused his capture?”

“You saw him, sir. It was Valentino
of the Remove,” answered Wingate,
wondering why the Remove master was
asking him to deseribe what Mr. Quelch
had seen with his own eyes.

“Will you make a note of that, sir?”
asked Mr, Quelch, addressing the Court-
field inspector.

Mr, Grimes did not answer. He fol-
Jowed the Remove master from the
Greyfriars captain’s study.

“I am aware, sir,” said Mr, Quelch,
““that you regard the boy Valentine with
distrust. I must not expect you to share
my faith in this boy. But I will ask
you, sir, whether it appears probable
that a confederate within the House,
who admitted the thief, would kneck
him down and cause his capture when
he was on the point of making his
escape 7

Really there was no reply to be made
to that. When Inspector Grimes left
Greyfriars he was beginning to wonder
whether, after all, he had misjudged
the boy who had once been in associa-
tion with Nosey Clark’s gang.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

OSKINS—"

“That potty ass Hoskins!”

“Even potty asses have their
uses,” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

After breakfast there was a crowd
round Claude Hoskins of the Shell in
the quadrangle.

Hoskins had the limelight.

Whether fome was likely to come to
Claude Hoskins on account of his
Fantasia in D minor might be doubtful;
but, at any rate, he was the cynosure of
ell eves 1 Greyfriars School for the
present.,

Hoskins, for the moment, was the
goods.

How any fellow could be ass enough
to go down on a cold night to scribble
musie in a study was a mystery that
no Greyfriars fellow could hope to
futhom. But it was very fortunate that
Iloskins had been potty cnough io per-
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form that strange performance. There
was no doubt about that.,

l"ifiéy times at least Hoskins had
ulready told the tale. Now he told it
over again. Fellows listened with the
keenest interest. James Ilobson was
quite proud of his chum, There was
no doubt that old Claude had shown
pluck. Hobson thought more of pluck
than of any number of minor ninths.
8o did the other fellows.

Harry Wharton & Co. joined the
crowd round Hoskins. They were quite
sorry they had ragged him so soverely
the previous evening, earnestly as he
had asked for it. Still, as Bob Cherry

ointed out, it was rather lucky they
1ad. If they hadn’t mucked up that
Fantasia in D minor by stuffing it down
1ts composer’s back, Hoskins would
never have gono down in the middle of
the night to jot it down again. Then
ho wouldn’t have spotted the ecracks-
man, and the Head’s safe would have

een cleared. That seemed certain.

There would have been another
result, of which no fcllow present even
dreamed. But for the alarm Nosey
Clark's scheme would have been &
success, with dire results to Jim
Valentine. As it was, the master-crook
had registered ono more failure, more
dangerous and disastrous than his
carlier failures, But of that tho Grey-
friars fellows knew nothing. Even Jim
Valentine did not know how much ke
owed to the musical genius of the Shell,

“Jolly lucky you went down, and no
mistake, Hosky 1"’ said Bob Cherry.

“Yes, wasn't it?” said Hoskins inno-
cently. “I might have lost the whole
thing if I'd left it till morning. As it
was, I Fot it down. My fantasia is
practically finished now. And there was
that burglar, too—lvcky I spotted him.”

The juniors gazed at Hoskins.

Evidently Hoskins regarded his re-
captured inspirations as coming - {irst,
and the baffling of the burglar as
coming second.

The latter, in fact, was a trifle light
a3 air compared with the former, in
Claude Hoskins’ opinion.

“Look here, you needn’t cackle,” said
the loyal Hobby. “Old Claude may bo
a bit énott.y about musie, but ho jolly
well did the trick! Xundreds of
Epunds. very likely, and that thief had
115 paws on it——"

“Hacker looks a bit seedy this morn-
ning,” said Stewart. “Scrapping with
burglars doosn’t agree with him.”

*He's given me two hundred lines for
going down,” said Hoskins, “I eall that
a bit thick! I told him I simply had
to get the fantasia done, and he told
me to hold my silly tongue—""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, he might have let you off as
you gpotted the jolly old cracksman.”
said Frank Nugent. “Perhaps he won’t
ask you for the lines when he feels
better.”

“There are three beaks this morning
looking frightfully peaky!” grinned the
Bounder, “Late hours don’t agree
with beaks.”

“1 say, you fellows, Quelch is awfully
ratty,” sdid Billy Bunier. “He will bo
an awful beast in class this morning.
He looked like a gargoyle at brekker,
and wouldn't let me have a third egg.”?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The cracksman seems to have got
away, after all,” said Hobson. “Lot of

0 old Claude spotting him and

alentine flooring him, when they let
him get away before old Grimey camo
for him. Still, I think the Head ought
to thank old Claude for what he did.
Hundreds of pounds 2

“Well, he ought to thank us, too!"
chuckled Bob Cherry. “If we hadn't
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“I'll smash you I I'll mop you up ail round ! I’i—1'lI1'l—**
rushed right at the amazed Removites, hitting out right and left.
The table rocked, and crockery shot right and left, and for the first time in the history of Greyfriars, the Famous Five had
been floored by one fellow !

mucked up Hosky’s tripe, Hosky
wouldn't have gone down to dish it up

again. Wasn't 1% jolly lucky we stuffed
it down {iuur neck, Hosky 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly idiot!1” said Hoskins. I

might have lost the whole thing! These
inspirations——"

“‘Minor nineteenths, you know,” said
the loyal Hobby, who kncw as much
about music as about Banskrit.

“Tathead !” said Hoskins, ungrate-
fully. “Minor ninths, you ass! 1 dare
say it was lucky I spotted the burglar,
but I might have lost the whele thing
through these silly fags coming ragging
in my stud 2

“What did you fellows rag Hoskins
for 7 asked Peter Todd.

“Well, he begged for it,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Dagging a
fellow’s cake is too thick! Still, you

can keep the cake now, Iloskins—
reward of valour!”

“Cakel” repeated Hoskins, “What
cake?”

“Oh, draw it mild 1" said Nugent.
“You locked yourself in our study
yesterday and scoffed our cake—"

“1 didn’t1” roared Hoskins indig-
nantly. “I was in the study, but I
never touched your silly ealie—

“ Wha-a-t1"

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Peter. “Was
that it? It was Bunter who had that
cola?”

“ Dunter I yelled the Famous Five.

Billy Bunter looked alarmed.

“1 say, you fellows, I never had the
cake! T wasn’t there! If you think
I imitated old Hacker's woice through
the keyhole and got Hoskina out, you'ra
jolly well mistaken. Tha fact is, I
couldn’t do it. I never knew there was

a cake in the study. You fellows know
that. You remember we were speaking
about it——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“] may have had some crumbs on
me,” said Bunter. “But those crumbs
Toddy saw were—were from a—a—a
bun! T'd had a bun! Just a bun! As
for a cake, I haven't tasted a cake for
weeks. I don't care for plum cake,
anyhow.””

“And how do you know it was plum
cake P’ demanded Wharton.

Bunter started.

“(Oh, I didn’t know! I mean—"

“You fat  villain!®  roared Bob
Cherry. “¥You bagged that cake and
let us go and rag Hoskins for it——"

“1 never knew you were going to rag
Hoskins when 1 had the cake, did 1?7
hooted Bunter.  * Pesudes, I never had
the cake! 1 hope I'm not a fellow to
touch another fellow’s cake! And I was
going to leave gome for you, too; but
—but il you'd found part of the ecake
gone, you'd have fancied that I'd had
it! You know what a suspicious lot
yon arei”

“Ye gods!” gazped Dob Cherry.

“Not that I touched it, you know! I
never knew the cake was there, and
I saw that it hadn’t been touched when
1 left the study, and I wasn’t in the
study at all. And I belicve Hoskins
scolfed it before I got there, too.”

“0Oh erikey !

“ Just like you fellows to make out
ithat a fellow's scoffed your cake!” said
Bunter indignantly. “My belief is that
thera never was a cake, and Wharton
was only swanking about getting a cake
from home.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Hozking, old bean, we geem to

Words failed Hoskins and he took to actions.
¢ Here, look out ! ** yelled Bob Cherry.

He
* Hold him !’

have ragged you for nothing,” =aid
Wharton. “Now we'll rag DBunter for
something and set it right.”

“1 say, you fellows—— Yarooch!
Why, you beasts| I've told you I never
had the eake!” shricked Bunter.
“Leggo! Whoooop! Yooop! Yarooop I”

Billy Bunter fled for his fat life, with
the Famous Five in pursuit. Claude
Hoskins told his thrilling tale over
again to an enthralled crowd, while the
Famous Five dealt with William George
Bunter. And that fat and fatuous youth
had quite a hectic time till the bell rang
for school and he found a refuge and
a much-needed rest in the Form-room.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,.
By Whose Hand ?

HERE was a scurry of lLurried

footsteps in the Remove passage.

Harry Wharton & Co., at tea

in Study No. 1, locked round

towards the door, wondering who was

coming up the stairs in such a terrifio
hurry, and why.

The Famous Five, over tea, were
chatting cheerily, Tast night's wild
happenings had rather died away as a
topic after a day of discussion, and the
chums of the Remove were tglking foot-
hall—a perennial topic in that study.
They hardly noticed that Jim Valentino
uttered scarcely a word, and that his
face wore a clouded look of thonght.

Valentine had much to think of thab
day; regretting, perhaps, that he had
yielded to Nosey Clark’s urgings and
aided in the release of the prisoner from
the pumishment-room, and vet scarcely
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\ble to regret that he was still at Grey-
friars and freed from the shadow of the
wst, I only Nosey kept faith; and the

v belicved that” he would—that hé
must,

But the Famous Five ceased to think
of footbull, of Jim, and the vulture-nosed
crook, as that-hurried beat of footsteps
came up the Remove staircase and alo
the Remove passage. They wondere
who and why it was; but they did not
wonder long. The door of Study No. 1
was hurled wide open and a breathless,
crimson-faced figure rushed wildly in.

It was Hoskins of the Shell.

“Hullp, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “What the thump——* i

Hoskine wus in a state of frantic
excitement. That was cvident at a
glance, IHe was also in a state of fury,
He brandished his fists at the astonished
Romovites and stuttered with rage.

“Rotters!  Villains |  Blighters1”
pasped Hoskins, “Give it to me! At
onee! I'll smesh you! I—I—T'l—"
He gurgled. X

“Pottier than ever!” said Johnny
Bull.  “If it's winor ninths that does
this, you'd better c¢huck minor ninths,
tosky, and tako up submerged tenths,
br somecthing, i i

“Give it to me!” shricked Hoskins.

“We'll give it to you if you don’t hop
out of this study,” assented Harry
Wharton. “Where will you have 167"

“Tho givefulness will be terrific, my
cslecemed Potty Hoskins'

“Rotters! Rascals! Goths! Vandals!
Canmbals!  Hooligans 1”

Hoskins faicly barked out that stream
of compliments.
“What on
Valentine. )
“Give it to me!” shrieked Hoskins
“I'll smash you! I'll mop you up all

round! I'll-I'l-I'll—"

Words failed Hoskins egain, and he
took to cetions, He rushed straight at
the nmazod Removites, hitting out right
and left. It was covident that there was
something very much the matter with
Hoskins.

“Fere, look out—"" yelled Bob,

“THold him!"”

“Serag him!” .

*“Oh, my hat! Keep off, you maniac [”

The table rocked, and crockery shot
right and left. Iarry Wharton spun
over with a fist in his eye, Frank
Nugent staggered undor a swinging left.
Bob Cherry, jumping at the invader.
caught a hook to tho jaw and roared
and rolled. Nugent and ITurree Singh
grabbed Houkins togethor; but Hoskins
fouglit like a_Berserker, and he knocked
ono to the right and the other to the
left. Never had it been known in the
history of Groyfriars that the Famous
Five of the Remove had been foored,
all at once, by one fellow, single-
handed. Now it had happened.  Cer-
tainly, they had been taken by surprise
—but thiere it was! Five fellows, 1oar-
ing, spruwled all ever the study. and
Ilosking jumped at Jim Valentine, to
add a sisth

Valenlino grappled with him and
strugglod.  But Hoskins had the strength
of two or three follows, just then, and
Jim would have joined the others, had
not the others serambled up and hurled
themzelves at Claude Hoskins.

“Collar Lim!” shricked DBob.

Tloskins was collared on all sides.
In tho grasp of six infuriated fellows,

carth—"  exclaimed

he stitl  struggled  frantically.  Ife
showed no disposition  whatever to
reireat, or to break off the combat,

Apparently, ke was there for vengeance,
.m.J’ wanted it badly—though why, was
a mystery.
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*“Iloor him!”

“Sit on him!"”

“I'll smash you!"” shricked Hoskins.
“Rotters | Piﬁ! Hooligans! Savages!
Yaroooh! Goths! Vandals! Yarooop!”

*Sit on his head. Uh crikey I”

“Mad as a hatter! Hold him! I've
scen this coming on, you know,” gasped
Johnny Bull. “Ho was always potty,
and now he's dangerous! Mind he
doesn't get hold of a poker——"

“Urrrrgh ! spluttered Hoskins, as
the Removites secured him on the floor.
Even with tho strength of threo or four
fellows, IToskins could not stand up to
the odds, when they got fairly going
on him.

On the floor theﬁ had him safe. They
stood and sat on him, and Hoskins was
safely pinned.  Still
spluttering with rage.

“Now what's tho matter with you?”
roared Wharton. “If you'ro not off
your silly rocker, what’s the trouble?”

“Give it to me!” raved Hoskins, “If
you've damaged it again I'll spiflicate
you! Give it to mo!”

“Haven’t wo given you enough,” de-
manded Bob. *“We'll give you some
more if you want it. Bump him !”

ho struggled,

‘““THE MYSTERY FOOTBALLER!”
By Martin Clifford

grand, long school yarn which
how news reaches Jack Blake,
leader of the Fourth Form at St,
‘s, that his brother has myster.
left home for an unknown

ry

destination.

turbed, especially when ugly ramours

spread round the school about hia

brotber’s honesty, and there and then
clear his brother's name.

How he sets about it, and the start.

ling outcome of his efforts, round off

a plot that is a hundred per cent

winner. Be sure you get a.copy of

The GEM 2d.

Which is now on sale everyiwchere, and
read this top-notch school yarnl

i

T

Blake is greatly per-

“Give it to me—my Fantasia!” yelled

oskins.

“Your whatter "’ gasped the juniors.

“Rotters| Villains! Whore is it?
What have you done with it? Give it
to me!" Hoskins spluttered and choked.
“I'll go to Hacker—I'll go to Quelch—
I'll go to the Head—I'll go to the
police—"

“You can go to Jericho, while you'ro
about it, if you like,” said Bob. * Mean
to say something’s happened to your
tripe? Have the minor ninths bunked,
or what?”

“G-g-givo it Lo mo!” stuttered Hos-
kins, “I'll overlook it if you hand it
back undamaged. Goths! Vandals!
Pigs! He heaved under the Romovites
like a billow of the mighty deep, and
they hardly hold him down. Ho roared
and raved. “Rotlers! You don't know
the harm you're doing. I may lose the
whole thing for good—my Fantasia in
D minor—— Ow! Gorroff! Ow!"

There was a crowd of Removo fellows
round the doorway of* Study No, 1 by
this time. The uproar had been heard
far and wide.

“What on ecarth's the row?' called
out Peter "l'odd.

“Czn’t make it out,” %aspod Wharton.
“This potty ass suddenly rushed in on
us like a goddy lunatic—"

“1 say., you fellows!” squeaked Billy
Bunter, from the passage. “Iere comes
Quelch I*

“Oh, my hat! Lot the fathcad got
up!” exclaimed Wharton,

The chums of the Remove released
Hoskins. Mr. Quelch was coming up
the Remove staircase, and they did not
want him to arrive and find them sitting
on Hoskins. They supposed that even
Hoskins would quicten down when a
Form master was coming. But they wore
mistaken. As soon as he was rcleased
Claude Hoskins bounded to his feet like
an indiarubber ball, and charged at
them, hitting out right and loft,

“Take that! Rotters! Take that!
Blighters! Take that!’” yelled Hoskins,
“L'll swash the lot of you! I'll—"

“Oh erikey! Bag him!”

“Here’s  Quclch 1” the
Bounder, at the door.

Quelch or no Quelch, the Famous Five

gasped

had to handle Hoskins. Thoy could not
let him knock them over like skittles.
Hoskins was regardless of Form

masters, and tho Removites had to play
up They grabbed the enraged genius
ot the Shell, bumped him on tho floor
agein, and held him there, struggling
and squirming like & wild cat,

That was the startling sccne that
greeted the cyes of Henry Samuel
Quelch as he arrived in the study door-
way—with a thunderous frown on his
brow and a cane in his hand.

“Boys |” thundered Mr. Quelch,

“We—wo've got to hold him, sir!”
panted Bob Cherry. "He's gtt.y |

“The pottifulness is terrific!

“Boysl Ceaso this at onco!
kips, what ere you doing here? Release
that boy!” und tho Remove
master. “Now, Hoskins——"

The juniors released Hoskins at once,
rather reluctantly, and backed away.
Really, it did not seem quite safo to let
him go. Nor was it. Ior oven under
the glare of the Remove master, Hoskina
jumped up and clenched his fists, and
would certainly have ronewoed the
combat had not Mr. Quelch strode into
study and pushed him back.

“Hoskins! Aro you out of your
senses 7’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“If any!” murmured the Bounder,
and thero was a chucklo in the passage.

“They’ve got it!” howled Hoskins.
“Make them give it back to mo. They’ll
damage it. 'They don’t understand it's
value. T don't care, so long as they give
it back to me—"

“Have you taken anything from this
Shell boy 7’ demanded Mr, Quelch.

“ Nothing, sir!”

“My Fantasia!” shricked oskins.
“They came ragging in my study yester-
day and stuffed it down my back—"

“Ha, ha, ha !” came from the passage.

“Silencel If you have missed any-
thing from your study, Hoskins, even
nonsense of no value—"

“What? You don't know
you're talking about, sir!” roared
Hoskins,  “I'm speaking of my
p;antasia in D minor. They've bagged
1 _'___‘l

“We haven't!” roared Wharton,
“We haven’t been near your study.
We wouldn’t touch your silly rot with
a barge-pole.”

“Where is it, then?” shouted I[los-
kins. “It's gone! Of course, T thought
it was you, after what you did gester-
day. If it wasn't you, who was it7"

“You silly ass!” roared Bob Cherry.

It was clear now. Hoskins' wonderful
musical work was missing, and after
vesterday's events he had suspected the
Famous Five of another rag. This
time, however, they wero quile inno-
cent.

Hos-

what

(Continued on page 28.)



OUR _THRILL-PACKED FOOTER AND DETECTIVE STORY. By HEDLEY SCOTT.

NOBBY 7 Shooting Siar!

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
Having run away from Don Carlos’ circus,
Y, a sixteen-year-old waif, meets
F& rers Locke, the detective, who introd
him to Lord Douglas Weatherstone, chair-
man o! the Perriton Rovers F.C. From
Erouna-boy, Nohby very soon becomes a
full-blown professional Later, he falls foul
of Lord Douglas’ rascally nephew, Daniel
Willoughby Thundersiey, the famous amateur
forward of the Rovars, who, in league with
the Don, determines to bring ahout his
downfall. Receiving a telegram from a
mysterious Martin Hunt who claims to know
his real name, Nobby boards a train bound
for Horley. En route, however, ho Is
chioroformed by four onion-sellers, bound
to twou poles, and then covered over with
countiess strings of onions. Alighting at
the f@irst stopping-place, the onion-sellers
mcke for the station exit bearing their
strange burden.
(Now read on.)

The Prisoner of the Bungalow !

ASSENGERS a n d railway
P officials gave the onion-sellers o
wide berth, the smell of their
wares providing a right of way
which would Eave caused considerable
envy to those unfortunates who have to
travel at rush hours. Outside the
station the four ‘marched on, slovenly
and apparently without object after the
manner of their kind, until the houses
en route began to show up at long and
infrequent intervals

By this time Nol‘v‘by was

returning to

38, e aware [irst of
the fact that he was gagged; secondly,
that he was strung up helplessly;
thirdly, that he couldn’t see anything
but onions—couldn’t smell anything but
onions.

How ho was being transported ho was
at n loss to fathom just then,

Suddenly the onion-sellers stopped.
Nobby did not know it, hut they
stopped beaide a grey saloon ear, out of
which stepped a familiar tigure—tho
Don !

The ncarest house was a quarter of a
mile away. The nearest ~destrian,
other than himself and the onion-
sellers, was roughiy a hundred yurds
away, With Lram.omhuio gestures, the
Don appeared to bargain with tho
onion-sellers, They responded in like

fashion, so that, to all interts and pur-
ﬁows ,the tall, dark Spaniard was

artering for the entire stock of onions
they carried. Eventually the onions—
and Nobby—were dumped into the back
of the car. Money changed handa.
Then the four onion-scllers mooched off
back to the station, what time the ear
sped silently and smoothly in the oppo-
site direction.

For an hour the saloon hummed along
the roads at an average speed of forty-
five miles an hour before the brakes
were apphied. In front of the Don, as
he climbed from the driving-seat, was
a small, brick-built bungalow standing
in a desolate spot.

. The Don clapped his hands twice
1mralicntly, and the door of the bun-
alow opened. Two burly labourers
astencd to greet him,

sharp " snarled the Don.
“The—the onions, my [riends, are in the
back. You will take them to the

cellars—yes?™

Nobby strained his cars to identify
the speaker, but the closed saloon made
that impossible. As before, he felt him-
self picked up and carried a number of
races  Then by the angle at which he
uy he knew ne was being taken below
stairs—somewhere,

The omons were torn from him, the
cords binding him to the poles were cut,
and by a flickering oil-lamp Nobby
made out the vaguo shapes of the two
labourers who were absoluto strangers
to him.

“You'll be comfy there, mate!” said
one, grinning evilly, and showing a row
of broken tobacco-stained teeth in the
process. “An’ you can shout as loud as
You like when I take the gag orf you.”

With that he wrenched the gag ‘from
Nobby's mouth and kicked the young-
ster with brutal playvfulness,

“No tricks, mind, or I'll have to fix
you up with a bit more rope,” he
cautioned.

“What's the game?” cried Nobby.

‘,Iga are you? What do you want me
rov

The man with the broken teeth
wagged a dirty Gnger under Nobby's
nose.

“Like to know, wouldn't you? Well,
I'm saying nothing, sco?”

fo

3 “But i
esperately,
Hospital. It's
give everything in the world that I've
got if you'll lot me go.”

“You'll lﬁm) ovorything. e¢h? Fino

look here,” began Nobby
“I'm due 8t Horle
most important! D’ll

talk for a bloke who hasn't even got a
name I guffawed his captor.

Nobby felt sick with the shock of it
all. He realised now, with a sinking
of the heart, that the telegram must
have been a eruel ruse to get him away
from Derham Street. t must have
been, he told himself, or else this kid-
napping which obviously had been well
schemed [rom beginning to end, could
never have been carried out. And this
burly, ugly-looking devil who leered at
him now in the Toam of the oil-lamp!
He knew that the youngster had not
even a namo. As these things became
clear to Nobby, he sensed the hand of
the Don behind it all.

Where ho was he hadnt very much
idea, for the car journey could have
taken him ffty miles or more from
where the train had made its first stop
on that run to Horley.

“You'll be sorry for this when I get
free, you curs!” flared Nobby, as the
two men made to leave him. “My
friends will find me soonmer or later—
you see |7

“Your friends?” sneered the man
with the broken teeth. “’Ave you got
any?  But don't worry about them,
souny. They won’t see you any more.”

He laughed horribly, pushed his silent
companion out of the cellar, closed the
stout wooden door, bolted it, and
slouched up the ereaking wooden stairs,

Nobby, in utter darkness, relaxed.

Meanwhile, the Don, scated before a
cosy fire in the lounge of the bungalow,
was interviewing the two men. That
interview saw the exchange of a sum of
money, with which the Don obviously
was reluctant to part.

“You will keep him here—yes,” ho
said, smiling greasily, “until I send for
him.”

“Okay with us, guv,” said the man
with the broken tecth, “as long &s yon
pay for his—his keep.” He chuckled.
“I hear, ot least, Bill here 'ears that
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you've taken this bung for three
months. Never thought we should get
a holiday so soon after leaving the jug,
did we, Bill?”

Bill laughed coarsely and shook his
head. They looked what they were in
that incongruous setting—incongruous so
far as they were concerned—gaolbirds
whose scntences had just expired.

The Don, glancing about the cosy
lounge, allowed his dark eyes to rest on
his two accomplices. The sight of them
made him winee. Tho thought of the
money he had paid them—and was to
pay them in the futyre made him, in-
wardly, more uncomlortable still. The
money, however—he consoled himself
with tho reflection—camo from Daniel
Willoughby Thundersley. And this
strange “deal ¥ meant a profit for the
Don. e saw to that!

“No talkings anywhere, you under-
stand,” he said, as he rose to go.
“That cub has some powerful friends.
One of them is Meester Ierrers
Locke—"

“What 1

Tt was an exclamation in unison.

“The detective,” smiled the Don. “ Ho
is a very clevair man—yes. So no talk-
ings in your cups. Keep the brat until
I am rcady to leave the country—yes.”

But the two men were hardly listening
to that instruction. Both their faces
expressed the deepest alarm,

“Ferrers Lockel” gasped the man
with the broken teeth, “Lor’! Wonldn't
have taken on_this job if T'd known
that at first. Why, that blighter shoved
me away last time for a five years’
stretch ! Bill, here, too!"”

And Bill, more dejected than ever
now, noidded his contribution.

The Don flashed them a scornful smile.

“‘0Oh, you need not worry!” he said.
“This has been planned perfectly. No
one will ever guess. But po talks—yes?
Good-day, gentlemens 1

And the “gentlemens ” werc still so
taken aback as to allow the farewell to
pass unanswered, Through the win-
dows they watched the Don stalk back
to his car; saw it disappcar round a
turn in the road, then faced cach other.

“I don’t like the look of this, Bill.”
said the man with the broken teeth, I
know the Don of old. He’s as artful as
a_ wagon load of monkeys. I know
Mister bloomin" Ferrers Locke, too.
He's uncanny. Wish we'd never tackled
this ’oliday job. Might turn out to be
a rest cure back at Dartmoor.”

“Let's go out an’ 'ave a drink,” was
Bill’s retort,

And the pair of them, two minutes
later, were heading for the Goose and
Teather, three quarters of a mile
distant, P

On the Trail I

LD Sandy was in another bad
temper, He had arrived at
Nobby’s lodgings only to be told
by Mrs. ulliven that the
youngster had sped off for Horley.

“Begorrah. 'twas a telegram that did
it,” explained Mrs. Sullivan.

“Who from? Ye don't know!*
snapped Sandy.

“'Tis meself that knows nothin’ mors
than that,” pouted the landlady. “ And
I'll be after tellin’ ye, Mr. What's-yer-
name, that I am not responsible for the
comings and goings of my boarders.”

“But, my good woman, I must scc the
boy,” explained Sandy, in a more con-
ciliatory tone, *“Can.ye no tell me who
sent him the wire?” A

“I cannot. But I remember Mister

Nobby saying to the telegraph-boy. He
said, bejabbors—"

“Yes, yes!” broke in Bandy eagerly.

Mrs. Sullivan paused to consider.

“DBejabbers, I'm almost after forget-
ting what he did say. Wait—wait. Ho
said to the telegraph-boy ¢ say I'm com-
ings at once!" ™

andy almost tore his scanty locks.

“Coming at once—where? Going
where, I mean?”

“Horley Hospital,” said  Mrs.
Sullivan.  “But look here, seeing as

you're his friend, sorr, I'll let you have

a look at the telegram. Fair staggerer '

it is, too.

With that, the buxom landlady em-
barked on a slow climb of the stairs, to
return to a fuming trainer-manager
with the telegram.

“The dear boy left it on the table,”
explained Mrs. Sullivan, “so I took the
liberty of reading it, begorrah, in case
he forgot what was in it at all, at all.”

Bandy Macfarland almost snatched
the telegram from the landlady’s plump
fingers., He jumped as he read the
contents. Then his face settled into its
habitual frown.

“It's a great thing to happen to the
boy,” he confided. “But all the same,
I must get him back here this after-
noon by three o'clock. It's important,
ma'am, ye ken?”

Mrs. Sullivan nodded knowingly.

“Then why don't ye phone
hospital, sorr—"

But Sandy wasn't waiting for advice.
He hacked away from the door,
straddled his ancient bieycle, and
started to pedal off to the nearest post
office.

But he received a severe blow to his
hopes of getting Nobby for the match
that afterncon when, eventually, he was
put through to Horley Hospital and
asked for Martin Hunt. Apparently no
such inmate, member of the staff, or
known visitor, went by that nape,
whereat Sandy became frightfully
agitated, slammed down the receiver,
dashed out of the phone box, and cycled
at full speed to TFerrers Locke’s
chambers. :

“There’s somethin® mighty fishy about
this,” he told himself, as he jammed ot
the pedals. “If Ferrers Locke won't
look into it, by heck, I'll wake up
Scotland Yard!”

But there was no need for Sandy to
go to that extreme. Ferrers Locke was
only too ready to lend his assistance.

“T like that boy, Sandy, as you know.
Now, sir, let me have a look at that
telegram.” s

Sandy pulled a much-soiled strip of
paper from his pocket. The detective
studied it carefully, noted what time it
was handed in, and, most important of
all, that it had been handed in in
London. A call thruu%]h to the post
office in question brought no startlin
information, however. The sender o
the telegram had been mercly one of a
crowd at a rush hour.

Unperturbed by this initial set-back,
Locke called out to Drake, who was
busy filing papers away in a cabinet, to
get out tho car.

“We'll take a run down to Horley,”
he said to Sandy. “We shall be there
beforo twelve o'clock. But first we'll
inquire at Waterloo Station booking
office whether Nobby took a ticket
there.” :

The ear was soon speeding Locke,
Drako, and Sandy to Waterloo. At the
booking-office the detective interviewed
the clerk who had been on duty at the

the
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approximate time Nobby would have
resented himself. The clerk remem-
red him perfectly by reason of kis
red hair, his excitoment, and the fact
that the four onion-sellers had followed
immediately behind him.

“Onion-sellers 1” said Locke. “Brit-
tany men, you mean, with poles fes-
tooned with onions?”

“Yes, sir, They took tickets to West-
comb. That's the first stop on the nine-
five to Horley, which is the train your
red-headed friend caught, I expect.
Never seen so many onions in my life,

But Locke wasn’t listening to that.
He was hastening to the nearest phone,
where he phoned various people before
ie made tracks for the car again at
a rapid rate.

With Drake at the wheel, the Rolls
purrcd out of London and was soon
nearing Westcomb, the while the detec-
tive' regaled his companions with what
he had discovered at the booking-office.

Inguiry at Westcomb drew nothing
more than the fact that four onion-
sellers had alighted—two of them carry-
ing two poles between them, loaded to
the full with particularly stronF onions,
the other two carrying smaller poles
similarly laden, but of much smaller
bulk—and half a d other 1 gers,
none of whom resembled Nobby.

On to the next station down the line
went the Rolls, where a similar inquiry
was put, much to Sandy’s astonishment.

“Why, mon, we're wasting time. We
know the lad’s gone to Horley.”

Locke smiled and shook his head.

“You're wrong, Sandy. I phoned
from Waterloo, and not a solitary
passenger alighted from the nine-five
from Waterloo. Thero’s a chanco we
shall pick up the trail from the stations
in between. That’s what I'm relying on,
u,nlywa:,-." . ;

3ut a careful inquiry at each station
drew nothing helpful. No young man
of_ I}'nbby's description had been seen to
alight.

lgnck to Westcomb, the first stop, went
the Rolls,

Followed by Sandy and Drake,
Ferrers Locke .entered the station and
asked for the stationmaster. :

“They tell me at Horley,” he said to
that official, having presented his card,
“that the nine-five pulls in here on its
return ’iourney and is shunted on to a
siding.”

“Correct, sir,” answered the station-
master. “The coaches are cleaned out
then, ready for the afternoon rush hour.”

“I'd like to inspeet those couches, if
I may,” said Ferrers Locke,

“By all mecans, sir. The train’ll be
in in a quarter of an hour.”

“Good! Tl ill in the time with a
coffee. Thank you, stationmaster »

And, to Sandy’s growing annoyance,
the detective strode off to the buffet and
ordered coffee for three.

“What's the idea, mon?” asked
Sandy, unable to restrain his impatience
any longer.

“The idea, Sandy,” replied the detec-
tive, “is that Nobby never got off this
train at any station along the entire
circuit—of his own accord, at any rate.
I've phoned all the stations beyond
Horley, but the answer is a blank every
time. As the first stop was at this place,
there is a chance that we can pick up a
clue.”

“Youn mean i

“Nothing more than that until I've
inspected the coaches,” said Locke, and
refused to dizscuss the matter further.
The fifteen minutes passed, and the
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stationmaster himself came to inform
ke that the empty train had now
been shunted on to a siding. From door
to door of that train went Ferrers
Locke, making a close examination of
every compartment.
There was a frown on his brow as he
entered one which still carried the fainf

odour of onions—onions and some other
vague perfume,

“Come inside, Jack,” said Locke
quietly, “Smell anything?”

“Onions,” grinned Jack; and then his
face tensed, his nostrils twitched.
'{Esint whiff of some chemical like—
1 2

“Chloroform?? suggested Loocke,
whereat Drake’s eyes opened wide with
excitement.

I believe you're right, guv’'nor. You
know how the stuff hangs about for
hours. I believe—"

He began to nose about the cushions
of the seats.

Two places he paid particular atten-
tion to. One a corner seat, just about

where the head of & person sitting would
rest, tho other on the opposite seat.

“It's chloroform all right, guv’nor,”
cried Drake excitedly. “I'd stake my
life on it 1”

“No need to do that, young ’un,”
smiled Locke. “I know you're right.
Now, I'll tell you something—and you,
Sa_ncfy. Why on earth should four
onion-sellers take a train to a place like
Westcomb to sell their onions when
they’ve got all London and its near
suburbs to sell them in?”

“Seems & bit rummy,”
Drake.

“Exactly] And when you consider
that tickets for four cost ten shillings
the single journey, it wants a bit of
believing. The discovery of chloroform
in this carriage in which our four
friends travelled is peculiar, to say the
least. If it's merely coincidence I
shall be a very disappointed man. Now
I think we'll get on the track of our
dusky four.”

conceded
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The trlo were soon seated in the car
and making a tour of Westcomb, and
after half an hour’s persistent gues-
tioning learned that the four onion-
sellers had caught a Green Line coach
back to London—without their onions.
Still more questioning brought to light
the eingle pedestrian who had seen the
onion-rmen gell their wares to a man
in o car, and that tho car proceeded
along the Portsmouth road in the direc-
tion of Milford, Witley, and Hazlemere.

“We're getting warmer,"” said Locke.
as this time ho toock a turn at the
wheel. “Keep your eyes skinped for a
grey saloon car.”

But no groy saloon car came in sight,
and with the passing of the minntes old
Sandy's impaticnce grew to breaking
point.

(Ferrers Locke will have to look sharp
if he's going to rescue Nobby in time
for the afternoon’s match, won't he?
He's hot on the trail, anyway! Don't
miss next week’s exciting chapters
whatever you do, chums!)

Mmmmmwwmm

-

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to

the following address: The Editor, The ‘* Magnet” Library,

The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetwway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C4.
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Y British readers will notice that,
although our Free Gift Picture
Stamps schemo ended a few
weeks ago, I am still presenting
more stamps. Thia is in order to help
out any of you who may still bave a few
vacant spaces in your album, and who
have not been able to *‘ swop ” all your
duplicates for stamps which you required
to complete your collection. I hope that
by this time you will have managed to
do so, for I can assure you that your
album will prove to be a most valuable
roference book for you in the future.
My only regret is that I have been unable
to include overseas readers in this ‘' extra "’
free gift surprise.

IMPORTANT !

By the way, all readers who entered the
simple HOME CINEMA Competition
which appeared in The MacxeT and its
companion papers a few weeks back, should
got & copy of the GEM—on salo next
Wednesday, February S8th—and check
their entries by the CORRECT SOLU-
TION which appears in it. As com-

titors with six errors or less have to send
in o claim it is of the greatest importance
that they should first see tho correct
solution of this competition, which appears
only in the GEM of the date given ubove.

Quito a number of letters have accumu-
lated on my desk from various roaders
who have asked me to solve problems
for them. I have already answered a
large number by post, but many of my
readers do not give their addresses. I
think the best thing I can do, therefore,
is to get down straight away to a bunch of

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

A Map of Greyfriars (" Magnetite,” of
Leicester).—Yes, a map appeared some
years ago in the * Holiday Annual.” I
will keep your suggeation by me, and see
what I can do in the near future. The
Remove is the name given to the Lower
Fourth at OCreyfriara. The names of
Forms vary with different echools.

To Exhibit at the Royal Academy
(** Regular Reador,” of Worthing).—You
aro certainly ambitious! Good luck to

ou! The Secrelary, Royal Academy,
urlington House, London, W.1, will
fi\ro you ﬂnioulnm of their exhibitions.
t might better for you, however, if
you called on the curator of some local
art gallery and asked him for information
mgarding local exhibitions of '* young
oples’ "' paintings.

Greyfriars Garb (William Fitzgerald, of
Brookline, Mass).—The trousers worn by
tho Groyfriars boys are grey. The
'acl_:gta are navy bluo, edged with orange

raid.

An Artistic Reader (‘' Tempus Fugit," of
South Shields).—You must get into touch
with somo art ageney in your neighbour-
hood, and take them somo specimens of
your work. If they can make use of
them they will do so. You might also
try sending some of your best skelches
to your local newspapers.

ERE is a query that requires a
little more space to answer :

HOW DO SOUND FILMS WORK ?

Jack Saunders, of Norwich, would like
to know. There are two methods in use,
one of which morely consists of aynchronis-
ing an electric gramophone in such a
mannor that it keeps pace with the film.
The other consists of printing on the sido
of the film a series of light rays which
represent gound. By means of intricate
apparatus theso rays are turned back into
sound in the operating chamber, and are
them amplified by loud-speskers behind
the screen.

But a film does not movo slowly
through the projector. Actually it moves
in & series of jerks, at a rate of about
pixteen jerks to the second. Consequently
the “talkie’ apparatus is fixed below the
cinema in such a manner that tho film
has ceased to jerk and is moving smoothly
at the timo it passes through this. That
ia why thoere is no “ jerk ” in the sound.
When you ses a character geay ““ No™ on
tho film, that portion of the sound film
has already passed through the projector
and is already in the * talkie ™ apparatus.

So, although tho sound strip alongsido
the photograph docs mnot abasolutely

correspond with it, the distance betlween
projection chamber and ** talkie ** appara-
tus is so arranged that it gives a poricelly
synchronised picturo.

Would you belicvo that
THE HUMAN VOICE CAN BE DRAWN ?

A sound film is just liko a sueccession of
small jogged peaks, and a clover artist
can actually draw theso peaks so life-
like that they reproduce the human voico
exactly © Roars of animals, sounds of
trains, wind, rain, ete., ean all be drawn
on o special sound film, and afterwards
transferred to the ordinary film. Tho result
is that a “ talkie * can actually be made
without anyone doing any talking at all !
That is just one of the many miracles
which have been brought into being bwv
the ‘' talkies,” and before long you will
see such tremendous strides in them that
the presont films, good as they are, will
be hopeless * back numbera ™ |
ELL, cliums, let me see what T
W have in store for you next
week. In the long complere
yarn of the chums of Curcy-
friars, which is cntitled :

‘“BLACK MAGIC!”

Frank Richards has really *let himscli
go.” It's a yarn that you won't want {o
put down onco you have commenced it.
Just recently I have had shoals of letters
congratulating me upon this fine author's
latest stories. You all seem to be unan-
imous in saying that they are tho besi
whiclh Frank Richards has ever writton,
Well, you'll say the same thing about
next week'’s story—and the next, and the
noxt, and 80 on! Frank R. is like tho
fellow in the poom, * Excelsior.”” No
soonor do you think he has reached thoe
absolute highest peak in story-telling than
ho comes along with another even bottor !
Anyway, seo if you don't agree with mo
whon you have read next weck's top-
notch tale !

Our footer and dotective story, too, is
proving—as I expected—to be ono of the
greatest wo have over published. There
aro thrills galore for you in tho next
instalment, so don't misa it !

There'll be chuckles, too, in the special
isauo of tho ' Greyfriars MHerald,” as woll
as n selection of funny tales and limoricks
gont in by my readers. Don't forget
that I am still handing out penknives and
pocket wallots for jokes and limericka
sent in by readers. Ioeep tho ball rolling.
chums—and don’t forget to drop mo u
line whenever you feol inclined |

YOUR EDITOR.
Tne Magxer Lisnary.—No. 1.304.
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THE MAD MUSICIAN OF

GREYFRIARS!
(Continued from page 2%.)

“Calm yourself, Iloskins, you absurd
Loy 1”7 snapped Mr. Quelch, " Are you
suro that the—the absurdity is missing
from your study?”

“It isn't an  absurdity snorted
lloskins. *‘It's a masterpiece that will
make them sit up when I get it per-
formed. Nobody will be idiot enough
1o listen to Beethoven again, after hear-
ing it. I tell you—"

“Are you sure 1t
thundered Mr. Quelch.

“0f course I'm sure! I went down
last night and finished it, to get it
through before I lost the inspiration,
said Hoskins, almost tearfully. “I got
two hundred lines from Hacker for
going down, 1 don't care for that.
Now it's gone! I was going to play it
pver, so far as it’s possible on & piano—
in the musicroom, to Ilobson and
Stewart. Of course, I really want an
orchestra—" .

“ Keep to the point!’ snapped Mr.

uelch
Q“That is the point,’” answered ITos-
kins. “I need a whole orchestra tlo
vlay it over. Dut I can givo the idea
of the thing on the piapo, and I was
going to give Hobson and Stewart a

is missing 7"

treat, . only they disappeared some-
where—""

“Ha, ha, hal" came from the
passage.

Perhaps the Remove fellows guessed
why . Stewart and Hobson had__disap-
peared somewhere, though Hoskins

idn’t. X
¢ “1 left it on the study table,” went
on Hoskins, “and went to look for
llobby and Stewart. Several times to-
dav I've been going to play it over to
them, but they always seemed fo have
sométhing or other to do, and it never
camo off. Well, I couldn’t find them.
I hanted everywhere; and when I got
back to the study it was gone. I}Ind if
these fellows have damaged it—"

“We haven't seen the silly rubbish !
hooted Bob. “Nobody here has done
anything with it."”

“Tlhen who has?”
“It's gone ! )

“] will go to your study with you,
Tlogking,” said Mr. Quelch, “and ascer-
tuin whether your—'hem !—property i3
really missing. I shall certainly not
allow boys of my Form to play foolish
pienetical jokes on  another Form,
Wharton, you may follow me.”

“Very well, sir!”

Mr.. Quelch rustled away, with
1loskins at his heels. Harry Wharton &
('o. followed, and a good many other
fellows followed behind them. They
arrived at Study No. 5 in the Shell
pa=snge.

roared IMoskins.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Iichson and Btewart were ihero now—
they were no longer, evidently, in a
state of disappearance! They were sit-
ting down to tea; but they jumped up
ut the sight of the Remove master and
the wild-cyed Iloskins.

Hobson Elanced at his musical chum,
and it seemed to Iarry Wharton & Co.,
as they spotted that glance, that James
Ilobson had a guilty look. On Stewart's
face a faint grin was to be dotected.

“Hobson ! Ioskins declaves that a—a
—a piece of musie is missing from this
study, and declares that boys from my
Form have removed it for a practical
joke,” said Mr. Quelch. “Do you know
anything of it?”

“‘Oh I" gasped Hobson.

“I had it all ready, old chap!” said
Hoskins. “If you and Stewart hadn't
gone off somewhere I should be playing
1t to you this very minute in the music-
room ! Somecbody bagged it while I was
looking for you! I knew it was thoso
Remove ticks, and I jolly well pitched
into them——"

“You—yocu—you pitched into {hem !”
gasped Hobson. “Ol, my only Aunt
Jemima 1"

“I shounld jolly well think so!” ex-

claimed Hoskins hotly. “I  know
they’vo got it——"
“I—I—I don't think they've got

»

it stammered Ilobson.

“1 know they have!"” hooted Hoskins.
“Look what they did yesterday—
stufling it down a fellow's neck! If I
hadn’'t come down last night and done
it over again, it might Lave been lost—
lost entircly, and nobody would ever
have known what a man can really do
with- the minor ninths !"

“ Wharton, if you know anything—"
said Mr. Quelch,

“I know nothing, sir!” gasped Harry.

It was true thgt he knew nothing;
but, looking at Hobson’s guilty face
and Stewart's grinning one, he sus-
pected a great deal.

“Gammon !” shouted Ioskins, “If
you won't own up, Ll go to the, Head |
I'll go to Dr. Locke at once! I'll have
all Greyfriars searched | I'H—"

Hoskins swung to the door.

“Hold on!” gasped Hobson. *I—I—
I wouldn’t go to the Head, old chap | I
—I—I really wouldn't!”

® 1,131 going" "

“Perhaps: you had better go to your
headmaster, Hoskins, if you reaHy
attach any .value to this—this—this
thing 1 said Mr. Quelch.

“I'm jolly well going!”

“Stop ! gasped Hobson. “I—I think
it's Fitnt'i}'}e study all the time, Hosky.”

0

“You silly ass!” shouted Stewart.
“Btop! Stop him, you fellows It's in
the study, you silly owl—it's hidden
under the sofa, you fathead!”

IMoskins spun round.

“idden under the sofa! How could
it be hidden under the sofa? And, if
it is, how the thump do you know it's
hidden under the sofa, I'd like to
know ¥

“Because I jolly well put it (here!”
yelled Stewart. “See? Ho you needn't
go to the MHead, you silly ass! I jolly
well put it there, sce, or clse you'd
have played it over to Iobby and me—
sea?  And I couldn’t stand .it, and I
jolly well wasn’t going io let llobby
stand it—see? Now you know,!

Hoskins stood dumb.

But the Remove fellows were not
dumb. They yelled. ‘They almost
shrieked. Even Mr. Quelch’s griin face
molted into something resembling a
grin, and he rather hurriedly left the
study, and something like a chuckle
floated back as he went. The Removites
roared and howled.

“I1a, ha, ha!”

Hoskins still stood dumb.

“You—you sce, old chap,” pleaded
the loyal Hobby, *“we—we—we don’t
catch on to music a lot, we—we don't
appreciate it a lot—we—we—— Dut,
look here, I—I—T'll go with you to the
music-room thiz blessed minute, and—
and listen to the whole dashed thing
from beginning to end! There !”

Which was really heroic of the loyal
Hobby !

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Iloskins said no word. Silently he
went to the study sofa, stooped, groped,
and dragged out his stack of music—the
whole Fantasia in D minor, complete
and undamagéd, minor ninths and alk!
Still in silence, he marched out of the
study with his treasure, heedless of the
repentant Hobby, the grinning Stewart,
and the yclling Removites. Silently,
scornfully he went. And Harry Whar-
ton & Co., doubled up with merriment,
almost crawled back to the Remove
passage,

0 Y " w

The loyal Hobby was rather sorr
that old Claude had got his back nn’.r
But when, a little later, he and othgr
members of the Bhell looked in at
door of the musicroom, where the
“mad " musician was punching out the
Fantasia in D minor on the piano on
his lonely own, he was rather glad of
it. Tor the row was such as to send the
juniors running away at top speed with
their. fingers in their ears, what-time
Hoskins thamped and thumped at the
ivories regardless.

THE END,

. (¥ext Saturday’s MAGNET will contain
another grand long yarn of Jim Valen-
tine and the chums of Greyfriars, en-
titled: “BLACK MAGIC!” together
with another strip of picture stamps.
See that you order your copy in good
time, chums/)
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BANANA-EATING IN PUBLIC |

Whoreas «¢ Governor of tho School, te wit,
Sir HHilton Popper, rceently damaged his
nasal ergan in the quadrangle consequent
upan steppicg upon o banana-skin, it s
._E_.....r._m ardered that for the future all boys
cating bananas in publie shail consume tho
sking as well as the fruit.

Hy Order, HILTON POPPER,

Clovernar,

7 THE NEW 7

Mo. 19 {New Series),

EDITED BY ELRRY WHARTON.

SITUATIONS WANTED

Skoolboy, fed up with class work, is
willing to lead eggspedition against |
cannibals, savvidges or pirits on the
Spannish Mane or elsewhere,
plorers and others interested please
rite “ DICKY,” cfo * GREYFRIARS |}

Eggs-

HERALD.”

February 11th. 1533,

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of Harold Skinner
By William Wibley

Harold Bkinner is a measly, erccpy, crowling worm with
about one-tenth of the braing, courage, and character of
the average thing you sce wriggling out of & picco of mouldy

¢ franao,

Thia dingy, smoky, sontemptible apology for a

human being trics to make up fer & Juck oF manliness by
upe-like imitolions of some of man's little wenknesses.
iy so doing, howover, he morely becomes n more loath-
some tond than ever in tho eves of decent followa.

Aa von mipht expect of such n spinoless, wenk-kneed,
ﬁ,_,.._..ﬁ.pnmn epetimen he takes no interest tn gport or obher
1

calthy  pastimes.

His prncipal poastimes are surrep:

tivious smoking, cord-playing, and unplessant proctical

jokesa,

All this being so, I naturally treat the rotter's asporsions
on my acting nbilitics with utter ecorn and contompt.
Ta thoss of you who read hiz vilo libels on mo in last weok's

ieguo, I sny, ' Restrin yourselves.

o not hurl yourself

on the wretch and toear him limb from limb: he's not

worth all thut trouble |

Shinner's vile charagtor ean be judged by his ouwn
admisgion, in Inst week's bibellows jeapetration, that he

in ' Iamlet ¥
it ?

'l teil you gomething even worso. about him.

gagged " during ' Hamlbet." zing
Abnost takes your breath away, docen’y

Think of it! " Cagging ™

{Ince,

while I was reciting King Henry 1V's famous solilogny
on Bleep, he octually laughed—laughed, you know !
A chap that can do that is bevond the pale—not worth

talking nbout at all.
right now |

I'm going to atop talking about him

THIS WEEK'S SHOCKER

Fiuc !

It was overvwhere. Blud
Bowed in the streots, biud
drenched  tho  plouphed
fiolds. The entire country-
gide seomed to oore with
L bued.

Forty blud-coverod

pohoolboya set ont  from
Groyiriars, Their faces,
optimistic  at  first, soon
beeame hard, prim, and

despairing. The hlud slawwl
them down, crumpoed their
gtyle. Bhoes and sochs that

hied Twecen mpollera wers
blud.apattered in no time.

Harry Wharton, tho
leaddor, foll down in o poul
ol biud.

“My hat! This is n bit
thick I ™ lio mrttored
“ Nothing but blud, blud,
blud =

[Now subatiiete *m
for * bl " right thyough tho
varn sidd you've pot an
adequate _"_...,mni.muﬁ__un of
last  Wednesday's Junior
Crogs-Country Ruon t—Ed.}

[

" DICKY NUG

ENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

Fizh is o.fshy sort of fellow.
chapps coll him & cheep shate iwd othors
sy thore's o lot of eod aboot him,
sunally, 1 think he's simply a shark !

WOULD YOUu

PAINTER’S BLOWLAMP

SAVES

SMITHY

It was Wharton's fault in

the first place. Jlo waa
gitting in tho editorial chair
ﬂzﬂm through a pile of

B8 subunitted by hopaful

young would-be journalista
when ho gave a yell.

“My hatt That's done
- S
“ Bomothing  wrong ! ™

viwnod Vernon-Bmith.
Wharton sat back in his
chair, looking quite whito.

“Wrong! I phould say

thers is something wrong |
That fearsomo articln you
wrate, called *The Troth

About Qualeh' 1

vo
suddenly discoverod I'we

handed it ta Queleh in
mistake for an itnpot 1 ™

“Oh erikey 1™

S8mithy nlmost Ffainted.
He had written that article
in order to give vent to hia
foalinga—not with E_N. idca
thet it would really beo
published.

* I muat try to get it back
before ho ecos it,” said
Wharton.

Ho fairly tore out of the
aditorinl sanctwm, Ho wns
back again in less than flve
minutes, looking  almost
___H.#.mmF
“ Nothilng doing,” he

BELIEVE IT?
- P f g

groaned. “I told == !
thought I'd writton s
linea short and could £ 2=
it hock, but he snid == .
look at it himself in 2 =
minutes and lot me keww
he wanted onny mors " -

“What sort of o rmee
he in " inquired Smee—

" Not too good, I'm adow -
old bean,” replied Whee=:--
with another grean. * E- -
got the painters and deer—.
wE.m in
SO ON Open tho wimss~
ﬁmﬁ irritable.

15 room and o

'OUR AMAZING FREE GIFT—PHEW!

=ave the rest of th desk !
Natmrally there was o
row, buat hard wérd break
no bones, and the painter
walked ont of the study
cuite well and bay—.
Rather mnoprikimsr ho
walked to t e move

F quarters, tp Wibkes® <tudy,

10 wwige., Tore wag
A good deal of i pnd
lepghtor from the study
during the noxt fow o nutes,

GRAND BOXING
TOURNAMENT

THE GYM., WEDNESDAY
NEXT, 815 p.m.
Bensational Six-round Fight
BATTLING BOLSOVER

v,
DICE ({“RED"™} RUSEELL
Four Othor Bloodtlursty Bouta !
Norvous fellows are advised to

.umn.n._.u_“_.!__.___...m_r.u.lﬁ—_mw ..-.....E....-....E—..H-..- .—hG‘WH—. ﬂ._-____..m.-.m.-.- ..—...ﬂrﬂﬂ.u. uﬁm.&.@ﬂ.ﬁﬁ e
walked out. The maintery pdvigsed to etuff their enrs with
had npparently w..ashed | soiton-wool te shut out the

inta thin alr.

The BHounder das :[waya
be trusted to find a -y ous

| enmchow !

“ Something's pot = -

dene, snywhy—my ===
Got it 1 " exolaimed Sem=t—
euddenly. “ When de o
paintera go  to  dfEee

dinner 1

** They're going now = 5=
H.M#’.“H.l.lll..

“No time {0 oxpom—
I'va got to sea Wiblex "

Tha Bounder rashosd =
leaving the Editor of uz-
" Horald "' staring.

About ten minutes s~
that' n grimy.-faced psmne-
m avoralls started pdcs-
to Bir. Quelch’s irotabs
by using a blowlamp ==
the window-fratnme at
back of his deak.

The blowlamp ross=-
Quelch snorted,

o <id more then mee= -
snork soon eiterwards, =
wasg just about to pich -
tho " impot " Wharton T
80 unhoppily feft with =—
when the paintor transfes—c
his attention from one =-.
of the window to the o
and in doinzr so, o=
the "“impot™ with
blowlomp fame ! “

Bmmithy's libcllows pemi--
was A mass of flamoe = o=
instant, ond it took ==
comnbined efforte of —w
painter and Mr, Queler

e

-
£
-

0

._ﬁnuu:.u

Fuw-

STRANGE, BUT TRUE

‘The noiso made by mobite police chesing
a hold-up man scared o burglor who was
trying to break into Mrs, Miymble's tuek-
shop thia weck. Which inepires the follow-
mg brainwave from gur Staff Lunstic :
- Why dida’t the burglar burgio her ¥
A Betause the bandit banned it

A 1sll of snow enabled & parly of
m_...._ﬁuu o eneawe o party of High-
¢liffians io a snow Bpht, the Friars

winniog by B3

its Lo B2,

porter, claims to kavo tolled the
risiag=bell ovee 16,000 times—nnd
8 iz still going strong !

We Hope Fo'll

howla of agony |

Admission : la., 2a., 3a,, and Ga.
Proceads will Le devoted to the
League to Presorve Poace.

m——

~ The blinding eun 3 :red down o merciless inferne of searing,
s=:mmering heat. T - scorching sand blistered nnd boiled like

maiten motal. Vers

inn ghrivelled u

antd died at the touch

-1 the bureing, lifeles air, and the lund wore the look of a red-

-3 cauldron from w—-~h the
oo AWAY.

loast drein of moizsture had beon

i Tha above uniqus Yinler Warmer is presented fres, pratis,
~md for nothing %0 - ory reader of thae weeok’s ** Greyirinms

Izl

Directions ‘or using : Keep hanging from the eciling

cvor the bed.  Undr = quickly, dive between the cold sheets,

o vl rapidly seve 2l times i BUCCERIION.

A worm plow will

werv guickly snffus he entire body |

mmwmnm As ﬂmnﬂ

Coker destroyed & possible
2 Bl -
* oz over ond smmaing to

= on the floor two tut.glase
‘smoments a recep burplar

-~ zerprint eluas L

=i left behind him.
-k over tha trecs! ™

oker always was & llow Lo

Wﬁﬁno._._:.mﬁm|

After 6 recont  Amerean
“lLargain Tealo in Study No. 14,
Johnny Bull ¢compelled IMsher
T. Fish, tho orguniser, {o
divide up all the profits
between the custorners.

Wea're told thet Fishy has
had a * eplitting " headacho
over since !

Give 'em Gip, See?

Fiott, in protesti

. wmi_.EuHﬁﬂnﬂa.u
~ 1ne icgtheoming ontracea, anys *W
CIEtrer than o gipey.

reprosenting Greviriarg
at Hedwing iz nothing

Viell, it's the first —='vo heard of it, Stott, but if ib’s true, we

2l hope Ileddy wis

ibe schoal

thas

b

One = _:4== 3 ;nodest anejes iz

figie= = : To-gon man, astirade
A bemi—-

Homany Greyiriars skiffs to vietorsy !

The long-expeeted wvisit of
Profezsor  Korr-Nolle to
Highelifie (writes our m_wmmﬁ_n:m@
correspondent) took place this
weok, nnd Iad 1o riotous sceneg
m the gued.

As ia well-known, the pro.
fegsor is a somowhat eccontrio
gentleman, whose slupendous
sludiea have regnlied i hia
becoming detached from  tho

hubits and everyday customs fena S

reasonable  violoneo
Fourth in particular,
wns what happenedd,

s oyes when tho

gatchel  amd hurled

Hirheliffo
Projessor

ira m—,u__.:,.“._

when, finally,

nll
Highelills

mnartala,
wad nob particularly surprised,
thercfors, when the professor
bowled through the gnteway on

of Jesser

ECCENTRIC PROFESSOR
AT

HIGHCLIFFE

Arrival Causes Riot

exiromo and

Higheliffians in general and tho
But that

IMighelifto blinked when the
profossor started rocing roond
the quad, eesttering fellowa in
all directions. Higheliffo rubbed
professgr
took & ripe ifometo 1rom his

deanlly nim at Ponsonlyy’s tace.
when
" erowned '
Mobb, the Fourith mnster, with
nn opce of uncertain amo.
the profeesor
turncd his tour into a torrilic
Bombardmant, dircebed acsainst
wmers and  conzisting  of
o, tomatoes, friit, end soob
* bombs," Higheliffo yelleid with
fear amel rushed for cover,

Thers wers guite o Tarpo
number of casualtiea, but Lhe

NI+
araingt

they reached thoir quartors,
Their oxcitement was extri-
ordinary ;: many of the wonda
they used in deseribing thedr
nsenilant have mot o fur been
traced in any  English  dic-
tionary !

Whon Professor Kerr.
Nolloge had apparently  ex.
L heustod Bis stgek of offonsivo
[ ammunition he c¢alinly turncd
Lia huge fromt wherl towardsg

it with

tho rates again and podalled off.
tha | Nobody challenged lum—no-
Mr. | body to challengo him, ag

a matter of fnct !

Highehifie haan't got over the
ahiock yot. Pon, & Co. nroin s
fearful stew about it. 'The
lntest g that they'rn roing to
Dir. ﬂ”.wwmu, ta apk lvm to take
atepa have tho proiessor
put away &s o dangerous
maniag |

(Good old Pon.! Whot a
shock he and his pals wiil got

And

an anecient peany-farthing bi- | principal  sufferers, strongely | when they find out that their
eyelo with the largest front | enough, warn tho four hand.in- | eecontrio visitor was nono otlwr
wheel ever scen  outside afplove “pny doga™ of the| than Beb Cherry of the Groy-
eyeclist’s nightmare, Fourth—FPonzonby, Godaby, | (eiars Remowe ! Grayiriara ia

This was mere or less ez | Monson, and Vavasour. Ton, | ono up now, with n vengeance,
expocted.  What wns not ex- | Gnd, Mon, and Vav wore|and mony an old score has been
pected was that the professor’s | streaming with egg-volk, over. | repaid " Professor Merr-
e¢ceontricity  would toke the | ripe fruit, and soot by the time Nollogo " I—Ed.)

“This aﬁmw.m O.:E..”l ZﬂmmL

In the Box.room Beneh Divigion, Willinm Grorgo
Bunter was charged with shooting & Sixth Form prefect,
known na Carne, in o ficld adjoming the Cross Koeys,
Friardalo.

EBunter, who dofended himself, anid that ha had
thought ho would _.E.M.—n.ﬁa in order in shooling Cornoe,
aa thero was a printed notice ab the entrunce to the
field, atating : ™ Rubbish May Be Shot Here V|

Tho magetrates conferred, and having obtained
Bunter's odmission that he had discharged tho gun,
ordersd that Bunter should be discharged.
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Thongh Mr, Prout is practically
buld, Bé iz very ** tonchy ** abont
it, and oils abd brushes the Taw
remainisg wisps, wilh great care |

wdges and winning a silver cup |

'Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear Editor—It s to meo a sourco of
perenninl  lugubriousness and  occasional
racial ermubescence to fGnd my colleaguca
at thiv juvenile educationnt establishment
g0 pretermnturally  disposed to authora
wlhoss liternry frondescence takes tho form
of rstorica of piratical enterprise and
sangzuinary engounter. Might I recom-
mend  to such misguided adolescents o
perusal of the following volumes :

" The Btory of a Potato.™ i

" I'rousers aa the Emblem of Civilisation

“ From Tavern to Workhouse ' {In m_._u.__
Valumeah,

* Lives of Great Frutarians,”
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I am convineod that s stidy of H..“mn.m.w
worlis will prove interesting, recrealive,
instructiog, morally elevating, psyeho-
logrically gtimulating, and cminently sult-
able for juvemle applicstion.

Y onrs for amelicrted juvenestenco,

Aroxnzo Tono.

(Copics of the nbove.mentioned volumces
enu Bo borrowed frem “Lonzy at Study,
Na, ¥, Apply early and avoid the rush l=—
Fd.)



