


THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The Phroes of Gomposition !

H ALLCO, halle, hallo! Locked
in?* exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Bob rattled at the door-
handle of Study No. 1 in the
Remove.
“ Anybody at home?™ he roared.
Thera waz a sound of movement in the
gtudy, and a rustle as of paper; but there
came no reply.
“You there, Wharton?
Nugent "
1ll no answer. )
Bob shook the door-bandle vigorously.
H was elear that there must be somebody
m Study No. 1, or the door couldn’t have
been locked on the inside. And certainly
none but Wharton and N.“ﬁ““t‘* the
owners of the study, had a right to lock
themselves in No. 1.

YWou there,

“Well, my bat!" ejaculated Bob, in

astomrshment.

“":-"Hmt‘]s the r*:'rwﬂ’ asked Johnny Bull,
coming along the emove DAISRER.

“Somebody’s locked in here,” said Bob.
“(an’t be Wharton or Nugent, or they'd
answer.” _

** Bunter, after the grub; perhaps,” sug-
gested Johnny Bull :

“Hallo, hallo.halle! Open this door!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came along
and jeined hiz chums ontside Study Mo, 1.

s esteemed Bob, the uproarfulness
is terrific !’ he remarked.

“Well, why can’t they mnswer? de-
manded Bob warmly., * Wharton!
Nugent! Silly asses!  Are you coming
down to footer? Can't you spesk?”

“Hillo, are you trying to break our
door in, Bob?” .

Harry Wharton came along frem the
staircase with Nugent.

Bob spun round frem the door and
gtared at them,

“RBo you're not in the study!” he cx-
claimed. ]

“*Well, I think not!” said Frank
Nugent, laughing.

“Somebody is! And
lacked ™ _

“Tunter, after out cake!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent, laughing. ‘

A fat face and o pair of speetacles glim-
mered from the doorway of Study No. 7
op the passage.

“T'm not after vour cake, vou silly
agzes! I'm here! Dother your cake!”

“ Hallo, halle, hallo, there's Bunter!”
said Bob Cherry. *‘It's somebody else—
up to something, I sheuld say, or he
wouldn't have the door locked. Never
mind; as yvou fellows are here, we may
as well go dewn to footer,”

“Can't be done!” said Wharton.
“We've got lines to do. And we }ﬂ":'i'
well want to get into our study, too!”

Harry Wharton thomped on the door.
“Wﬁa’a in therei"
No answer,

the door's

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

By

“Bomebady’s writing,” said Nugent.
“I can hear a pen scratching.”

“Well, my hat!”’

The Famous Five of the Hemove were
astonished. It wos rather a new thing
for anybody to take possession of a study
and lock its owners out, Wharton rapped
again with his knuckles energetically. .

“Open thiz door, you cheeky worm!"

Then there came an answer at last, in
lond and wrathful tones:

“For goodness’ sake, cut off, you
fellows! You're interrupting me fright.
f“u:i-l! Be quiet!”

“ Hoskins ! yelled Bob. )

The Remaove fellows knew that votee;
it was the voice of Claude Hoskins of the
Shell. Hoekins, the amateur musician,
the vouthful composer who was destined
to outshine Beethoven and Brahms—
perhaps—was often known to loek himseli
in the music-room, and bid defance to
furtous students whose turn i was to
“thomp ' the plano. But why he should
lock himself in Study No. 1 was a deep
mystery. {Certainly there was no pilano
there, and no musical instruments at all—
unless Nugent's tin whistle was a musical
instrament.

“Lock here, Hosking!” shouted
Wharton, through the keyhole. **Let us
into our study, you ass! Open this door
at once "

“For goodness’ gake, clear off, and be
quiet 1" came Claude Hoskins' irritated
tones.

“Let us in ! shouted Nugent. * What
the thump do you mean by locking your-
self in our study?”

Pong !

The sudden sound of a music-fork came
from within Nea. 1.

“Good 1" Hgskinsg was heard to mur-
mur, “That's all right—A. It's dashed
worrying composing without a plano;
but that villain Secott won't give up the
music-room. I can manage, anywaiy.
Jolly lucky I've cultivated pitch. Now

His woice
urmur.

“He's composing ! said Dob Cherry,
with a grin. “ Another giddy march mn
F, I suppose, or a somata n X ¥ Z

became an  unmintelligible

Faney ba.g'g*lq?i‘. another chap's study to]

compose in! ['d decompose him!"

Thump, thump!

“Heogkins, you ass——

“Will you be quiet® shrieked Hoskins.
“How ean T hear this in my he with
that thundering row going an?”

“We want our study1”

¥ Bhut up ! )

“Will you let us in? We've got lines
to do for Loder ™ howled Nugent.

“QOh, my hat!"* Hosking cxclaimed, in
great exasperation. "I ceme here to be
guiet, as Hobson was making such a row
in my study ! Can't youn fﬂgs go and
plaF foothall, or marhles, or Eumﬁ-thing’?”

“Lines " ghouted Wharton. ™ We've
got lines to do!”
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“Go and play football instead !™

“You sillv ass! Can we tell Loder of
the Sixth that we've played footer instead
of doing lines?” )

"Emﬁer Loder of the Sixth!™

“Will you let us in?"" demanded Whar-
ton, shuking the door-handle, .

“MNo! 1'm sovry, Wharton, but it can’é
be done!” answered Hoskins decidedly.
“I've got to get ou with this; it's my
* Peace Mareh,” you know.  Hobson's
giwi.ng to Stowart in my study, and

cott's in the music-room, and old Prout
is wagping hiz chin in the library with
Quelchy—yeon_ see, a chap must work
somewhere. I'm sorry, but there it 1s!
Go and play football, er tip-cot, or soms-
ﬂlin%\! And, for merey’s suke, be guiet!"

“Well, my word '™ sand Wharton.

Pong !

The  music-fork  sounded  again.
Hoskine was evidently geiting his pitch
right once more after the interruption.

“You checky idiot!” shouted Nugent
through the keyhole. " [de wou think
you have a right to bag another chap's
ﬁtug:lf?"

*1 can't worry about silly details like
that, Nugent, when I've got work to do!

f you knew anything about artists, vou'd
know that they never respechk the rights
of property, or rot of that kind! Why,
old chap, I'd set your study on fire if
it would help me with theso minor
minths I

“Would you?" gasped Nuogent.

“Certainly!  Now go awav and be
quiet. T sha'n’t do any harm here; I'm
only using your impot paper, and tha
ink’s got upset over some of your books.
There's nothing damaged but the clock 1

“¥ou villun, what have you done to
the clock?”

“Only pushed the poker Intp it! T
can't compose with a clock ticking in my
citrs. I had to stop it. But I dare say
voeu can get it mended later. I hope so,
I'm sure!”

The Famons Five simply blinked,
Hoskins had some weird mannerz and
customs, az they knew.  Flosking wns
aware of it himself, and he put it down
to lnz being a musical penius. The giher
fetlows {;l:vut it down to his being 2 born
idiot. Opinions differed on the point.

A faint mumble was heard in the study.
Hozking was at work again, heedless of
the Removites gutside.

Bang !

“ Ara vou still there?” howled Hocking,
as the door shook., “Goaway! You yn-
musical rufians—go away {”

“Will you let ns in to do our lnes?”

“Do them somewheve else! Go and
eat coke! Travel! You eress  idioks,
you're mucking up my minor ninths!”
howled Hoskins.

“I'll minor ninths you, you harn
dummy !’  yelled Wharton. *Mind,
you're going to be jJoliy well ragged fur
this 1"

“&o away M
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Every Monday.

“We'll scalp voul"

“Go awey (™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“You chaps had belter go and do
rour linea in my atudy,” he remarked.
“Thers's no 5ltiftiup; Hosking when he's
started on his sharps and flats and things.
I'm going down to get some footer be-
fore 1t's dark.”

Harry Wharton bestowed a hAnal kick
on the door. reckleas of the result to
Hoszking' minor ninths, and went up the

assage with Nugent, The lines for

der were done in No. 13, while Bob
and Johony Bull and Hurree Singh were
making the most of what light was lefi
on Little Side.

In Study No. 1 Hozking pf the Shell
settled down to work in blissful peace.
Fellows who passed the study occasion-
ally heard pleased ejaculations withio.
which scemed to indicate that Claude
Hoskins was geiting on famously with
hiz minor ninths.

At tea-time, the lines having heen duly
handed in to Loder of the Sixth, Wharton
and Nugent applied at Study No. 1 again.
An irritated howl answered them.

“Go away! Go away! Be guiet!”

“We'll sealp vou!” yelled Nugent.

Flduiet!”

Kick! Thump! Bang!

The ownera of the stude retired de-
feated. They had tea in No. 14, with
Johnny Bull and Squiff and Fisher T.
Fish. After fea they borrowed a coupls
of ericket-stumps, and posted themselves
outaide Study MNe. 1—to wait for Hostkins
to emerge. There was to be an hour of
}?pkﬂning for the musical genius of Grey-
riars.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Happy Hoskins !

1 PLENDID ™
S That ejaculation, in tones of
supreme satisfaction, came from
within Study No. 1.

Evidently Hosking was pleased.

Harry Wharton and Nugent sxchanged
glances, and grasped their stumps a little
more tightly.

“The ailly ass has fnished!™ mur
mured Wharton. ]

“He won't think it so splendid in a
rainute or two !” remarked Mugent.

'Il':_lhere were footsteps audible from the
sty

Hoakins was pacing to and fro, to the
accompaniment of a low, melodious buzz
—apparently going through his latest
composition.

“Iotter!” he was beard to ejaenlate
sucddenly.

' Right  there, anvwar!” murmured
MNugent.

“Beastly! T simply must get o tobn
somehow!  Faney a school without z
tuba! Rotten!”

VU What on earth's a tuba?” whispered
Mugent.

* Bomething in the musical line, T sup-

g@, "

* That bit on the tuba will be ripping—
simply ripping! But I've gob to try it
over, somehow," went on Hosking'
mutter. “ I can borrow CGwynne's violon-
celle for the "celle part. He won’t lend
it to me, but I can manage it when he's
out. Angel's Aute will come in useful:
and I've got a clarinct. Dut I simply
raust hear that bit on the tuba, somchow !
T really want a double-bass, ton. What I
really want is & whole ser of orchestral
instruments handy. I could get & et
for about two hundred and fifty poundas,
No good asking the pater for a sum like
that—he would only stare.”

“My hat!” murmured Whartorn, T
nhﬂu'lc[“ think he wonld ™

And Nugent chuckled.

Ther conld picture the {ace of AIrn
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Haskins if Iris hopeaful son asked him for
two hundred and fifty pounds to purchaze
a seb of instruments. ;

“1 shall have to manage it for myself,”
went on IHoskins, unconscious of the
hearers outside, who were thus becom-
itl% acguainted with his inmost thoughts.
“They can scarcely effer me less than
two hundred end fifty for my * Peace
March.,! In fact, I won't take leas!”

L1 [‘}h} m}, h&t [u- .

“I must try this over on the piano,
somehow.  If Seott's still in the muse-
roomn I'll serag him [*

The study door was unlockad.

The moment the ey turned, Harry
Wharton grasped the door and drove it
open, and strode into the etudy, followed
by Nugent. .

Thers was a howl from Clande Hoskins,
His nose had had o narrow cscape from
tho suddenly opened door.

““You ass!” he exclaimed. ‘

Wharton closed the door. Hoskins
wasn't to leave Study No. 1 till the
ericket-stumps had deone their duoty.

“ Now, you chump!™ said Wharton,

“0Oh, yon can have your study now!"
remarked Hoskins eareleasly, “ Sorry to
have kept veu out of it! Conldi’t Le
helped, vou know 1"

“You'll be sorrier soon!™
the captain of the Remove.

“Much!" assented Nugent.

Hosking did not heed. ;

He turned to the table, upon which
wers sheets and sheets of musie, some af
them with the ink still wet. He began
to gather them up with great care.

As ho leanad over the table he was re-
markably well placed for punishment, and
Wharton considered it o good iden to
begin with the stump.

Whack! . )

_ "Yarcocooh!™ ronred Hoskins, jump-
ing.

He apun round. ;

“You silly ass, what are you up to?”
he roared. ““Don’t play yvour fag jokea
on me.  Youve made me smudge my
tubn part !

“That's only a beginning,” explained
Wharton, *You're going to have a dozon
like that.”

“ Look hera, don't be a silly ass! TI'ra
said I'm sorry to have kept vou out of
vour study. I'll pay for the clock to be
mended—when T get some money., 1
haver't any MIL resent; it's all qni:rtfni
IMUSic-Paper. usic-paper’s a frightfu
price nuﬁ“ snid Hoskins. * DProfiteer-
g, I sappoze. You'd think even a 2
fiteer would have a limit, wouldn't
vou? I can understand them putting up
pricea on grub and clothes and things:
but faney making a chap pay high pricea
for his muae-paper.”

“(3h, my hat! Onls fance!” gasped
MNugent.

“Why, T've had to do a lot »::u{F com-
posing on impot-paper!” zaid Hoskins
warmly. “D?f%-:uli, vou know; but
Ilnckily I got that for nothing. I believe
vou dabble in music, Nugent? If you've
w!:fs any music-paper, I'll borrow it, if you
like.”

*Look here, Hoskins——"

“TH tell sou what," saad Hoskins, 1t
was rather hard on ven fellows, being
shut out of your own study: thongh, of
course, it conldn't be helped in the -
cumstanced. ” T'll make it up to vou.
vou like, vou can come along to the
muzie-room and hear me try thigtover.”

Heosking' manner was quite magnani-
mous as he made that gonerous offer,

Wharton and Nueent blinked at ham.

Reallv, it waa a little difficult to know
what to say to Clande Hoskins.

“I don't mind telling vou about it.™
went on Hosking, as the chuins of the
Remove stood and stared. * This 13 my

romnarked

*Peace March,’ you know—ta celabrate

Three-halfpence. 3

peace. I'm practically throwing it away
for—""

“Beet thing vou could do with it!™
assented Whartow. .

“I mean, U'm going to sell it for two
hundred and  Gfty  pounds—practically
throwing it away!” cxplained Hoskins.

“Great pip! Whe's going to buy it?”
Lowled Nugend.

“Man in Courtheld.”

“Wha-a-a-at?” :

“Mun named limper,™ said Feskina.

“You—you—youw've had an offer for
it?" exclumed Wharton blankly. .

“Not exactly an offer. The man 1s
advertising for a ‘ Peace March, "
Ioaking explained. “I'm going to send
mine in. I shall ask twoe lundred and
fifty pounds fur it, becanee I require that
amount to get a set of instruments.
don't care about the rotten money iself,
of course. The composition will be
worth, say, ten thousan "pounda——’

“Ten thousand which?

“Pounds; that is to say, if the value
can be computed in money at all. It will
be & splendid bargain for Mr. Blimper.
But I don't care. What I want 18 to get
before the public.  Then commissions will
rell in.”

“OR!T . " .

Harry Wharton pitched his cricket-
stump into & corner of the study.
Nugent, grinning, followed lis example.

ﬂ'&n after Hosking' cool nerve In -
ging their study they felt that they could
not stamp him. What he really wanted,
in their opinion, woe 1ot a stumping, but

& atrait- {inclml*.

“ Plesides, though Blimper will bag the
ofits. 1 shall have the fame!™ added
nskins.

“0h, you'll have the fame!™ stuttered
Wharton. 1

“Yes, I fully expect this ‘ Peace
March ' to make my name resound in all
the cornera of the kingdom. TPeople talk
about Beethoven in hus later peried! In
future they will talk about Hoskina in his
earlier period!”

“(3h, crikey!"

“1 don't mind telling you,” went on
Hoskins, Leaming, ‘ that tlus march is
ahout the best march that ever was com-

sed, "

&L nh !'1‘

“The only drawback is, that T'm com-
posing for the full orchestra, and I'm
not fully acguainted with all the instru-
ments ' snid IToskins. * That's really a
handicap.™ -

# Lo supposo 1t 13’

“It seems iucredible that s set of
wnstruments ain't provided ot Grp}r.irrmru
—simply incredible. Dut they an't:
suppose ¥ou're not thinking of buwying
a tuba, Wharton ?"

H Not exactly.” o

“That's at pity; I could Lorrow it, it
you did," said Hoskins regretfully.
" Y ou're not thinking of buying a double-
bags, Nugent?”

“1la, ha! Neo.”

“There isn’t o chap in the school that's
gat a double-bass,” said  Hosking.
‘People are talking about the public
school svatern. 1 should jolly well think
so, when there's a public school without
n double-bazs within the four walls of it
What I want to know 18, how the Head
expects e to compoes¢ for a <donble-
bass when I don't hure o chance of touch-
ing the bleased instrument ¥

* Porhaps hie doesn’t expect rou tel"”
suggested Wharton, 3 -

“Put I can mannge,” said Hosking, ur-
heeding,  “I've got a wonderlul car, xou
kuow.™

“In size, do you mean?"”

“ No."” roaved Haoskins, *'1 don't mean
in size )"

‘The genius of the Shell bagan to gather
up the sheets again,
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He paased suddenly.

A rapt look eame over his face, and
hic f,i:rnh!.md a blank shect of paper and a
gl pen.,

; ".l’hlza_ri.un nnd MNugent stared at him as
Ire began to daly mnysterious-looking hiere-
elyphica on the paper.

“What are vou up to now " demanded
Jrank.

s Bhush 1

*What?" e

“Qj:xiet.! I've thought of a varabion
on the clarinet. Hush! I've got to
gel it down at once !

* How long will it take?"

“(h, dry up! Ten minutes, porhaps—
prerhaps an hour! What does it matter 7
Quict! Go ocut of the study, will you?
Don't slam the door.”

“Well, my only hat!™ said Harry
Whartun. **This is where the chopper
coines down, I think, Franky!"

** 1 think so,” chuckled Nugent. :

laude Hoskins was decp i the vari-
ationa far the clarinet when two pairs
«f hands were Jaid on him.

He was jerked away from the table,
roaring.

The next moment he bumped on the
carpet.

Wharton pinned him there, stroggling
whila NMugent volled up the music and
jommed it down the back of Ilosking'
neck.

Than the penius of the Shell was lifted
out of the study, and rolled along the
paﬁmg'e, with a succession of terrifiz
yells,

‘The Removites left him on the landing,
and went back to their study, chuckling.
Hasking gasped and spluttered, in a state
of duzed breathlessness. Those varintions
on the darinet had to.bs postponed.
Fur some time Claude Hosking was doing
variations on his top notes, with a choice
of language that wes morc emphatio than
chegant,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mot Bunter |

id UNTER !"™
Gwynne of the Sizxth locked
in the junior Common-room

~ later that evening with wrath
an his countenguce,

Patrick Gwrnne was generally o very
pood-tempered fellow; but he eould be
wrathy on occasion, and this waa evi-
dently an occasion ! The prefect locked,
indeed, in a bowering rage.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Trouble for
fatty 1" murmured Bob Chorry.

11gbson of the 8hell, whe was there
talking to Wharton, glanced round with
a rather curions look at Gwynne, but he
Jid not speak. IHobson seemed to have
an idea of what was the matter.

* Bunter !” roared Gwynne.

Bunter of the Remove was sitting in
an armchair reading o letter from lis
cousin et St Jim’s,

He did not seem to hear.

Gwynne's shout was certainly  lound
enough ta be heard at a considerabls dis-
tance ; but the fat junior's thonghts were
busy.

Hia eyex were lingering on a line in
the letter he held in his fat hand.

“Unless you ean manage a pound 1
don’t see how I esan hkeep this up any
longer. I dan’t ltke St. Jim's as much as
I thought 1 should, and—"

* Banter 17

Still Wally Bunter did not heed.

For the letter he held in his hand was
from Billy Bunter, who had gona ta St
Jim's in his name, leaving him at Grey-
friavs. Neo ono suspected, so far, the ox-
rhange the two Dunters had made; un-
less gnnap of the Iemaove had 2 vague
sugpicion.  Teo all Grevfriars  Wally
Ihanter was Billy Bunter; but, to judge

¥re Manxer Ligpary. - No, 580,

by the letter he held in his hand, it
looked ag if Pilly DBunter, the genuine
Williami George, wasn't quite satisfied
with the result of the ecxchange of
wdentity.

THBUNTER!"

Squilt reached owt his foot and gave
the fat -Jumior a drive to caoll his
attentian,

“Ow-wow "
| Isunte&r of the Remove looked np at
sk,

Gwynne had sighted him pow, and was
striding towards him.

Wally Bunter jumped up.

E\'identl:{‘ Gwynne waz wrathy, amld he
was the object of the prefect's wrath,
though he counld not guess the reason,
He wondered whether some more of Billy
Dunter's gina had come to light, to be
laid to his charge.

“Hallo** he said. ]

“You fat rascal!”

i Eh. E!i

“Where's my ‘cello?"

“Your what?” ejacnloted Wally,

“ My violoncellg 17

“How on carth should I know 7" ex-
claimed Wally, in amazement. * 1 never
even knew von had 2 violoneello”

“Don't tell les!™

“Took here, Gwynoe—-"?

Y NIver even knew T had o "eella, when
I’ve thrashed vou for taking it out of the

rase sl mueking it op!? roared
Gwynne.

“Oh 1" gasped Wally.

“Lying again, DBnnter," said Peter

Todd warningly, * Why don't you give
it up? You've told a lot of truth lately,
and it hazn't hurt you. Why don't you
stick to it

Wally did not answer that.

Ho had told the truth—he wasn't awara
that Ciwynne possessed 2 ‘eello. Bally
Bunter had becn well aware of i, of
conrse; and the Owl of the Remore had
taken the liberty on one occasion of bor-
rowing it to try his luck on’it, with
disastrous results to the 'cello. Dunter
had broken a couple of strings and a
peg, tradden on the bow, and thrown
the owner of the instrument into a state
that was more than Hunnish.

S0 it wns no wonder that Gwynne of
the Bixih came in search of Bunter when
he missed the violoncella from hig study.

He grasped the fat junior by the
shoulder and shook him,

“Where's my "eello?” he roared.

“1 give 1t up,’ answered Wally.

“Tt's not in Yy study."

“ Not my faulg!™ ‘ _

“Have vou been playing it again?”

“No. Btop shaking me, you aszs!"
voared Wally.

Shake, shalie, shake!

“Bure, T want to know where that
vello 18" said Gwypne, I was vou
ihat had it last time.”

“Tt wasn't—I-—I mean——""

“¥ou lying porpotse!”  roaved
Gwyune, *'Didn't T cateh you with it
me study, and dido't you fall aver it
when yvou saw mal"”

“Na, T dido't That s to say——""

“Where is it now 2V

“T don’t know !"" howled Wally,  Leg-
go, or T'll kick wyour shins! Tother
your silly old 'cello, and you, too!l™

Shake, shake, shake!

“T'in going to have that 'eelle before
it's damaged,” said Gwynne, putting all
hiz vigour, which was conciderable, into
the shaking., Y Now, you fat spalpeen,
where——"

“Yarooh! Leggo!™

“Sare, 'l hick yo—="" .

“ITold on, Gwynne!” exclaimed:
Hobsen of the Shell. “I—I don't think
Bunter’s hkad your ’eello.”

Gwynne staved vound ot him.

“What do you know about it, Ilobson ¥
Flave you had it%"

“Nunne ! DBoi--="

“Well, then, 1t was Bunter! Dunfer
had it last time, and nearly ruined it
I'll lick the fat, cheeky fag tall-—"

“ Hulio, hallo, lLallo!” exclaimed DBob.
Cherry. “Hark !"

Gwynne ceased suddenly.

From the distance there came o sound

of inharmonious wailing, energetie,
though decidedly out of tune. Tt was the
souned of a violoncello, performed upon

by someone whose education as a “celloist
had been neglected.
“That zounds bike your gid
Gwynne,” grivned Vernon-Smith.
Faigh, and it does! Some villain iz
playing it out of tune!” exclahned
Gwynne.

He released Bunter ond 1ushed o the
deor.

“You silly asa ! howled Bunter, gasp-
ing for breatl and sotting his ccllar
straight.

Theve was a shout from Bob Cherry.

“flozkins, of rourse! It's Ttoskins!"

“Ila, ha, ha!"

“I--1 thought i1t was!” mumbled
Jdamez IIobson. “He said he was going
: COh, my hat, Gwynne will slaughter
liimm 1"

“Serve him right for kicking up that
awliul row with i1t !" said the Bounder.

“The rowfulnesa ia terrific |” remarked
Huwrree Jamset Ham  Singh. *“The
esteemed HHoskins is prodocing hovrid

digeards M

*eella,

“That may be the latest thing in
you're old-fashioned! He may be la
Eet'a
“Ila, ha, hal”
Apparently the juniors [ocked. on the

madern musie,” grinned Bob  Cherry.
“You have to preduce a horrid row, or
:?'-
g Debussy or Richard Steauss.
go and see Gwynne slaughter him I
There was a rush from the Commeon-
room on ihe track of Patrick Gwyime.
slanghter of Clande Hoskina in the light
of an entertainment,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Chanee of a Lifefime !

ANG | . :
Gwynne of the Bixth had
reached the door of the musie-

rogm, from which the wetrd
straina proceeded. Somcone inside that
apartment was sawing away at the 'eello
as if for & wager. .

Possibly the amateur "eelloist thought
that he was elicting something  ve-
sembling o tune, But he wasn't! The
‘cello was growling and howling with a
horrid  concatenation of discordant
sounds,

CGwynne had wrenched at the deor,
but it was locked inside.  Ioskins liad
a way of I'Dﬂkln§ the door when he was
being musical. It was safer.

““1z that my "ecello ?” voaved Gwynne,

“ Halle ™

“Open this dove 1

“Go awoy !

“Hoskins, you cheeky fag, you've got
my ‘cella!”

“I had to berrow it, Gwynne, es I
haven't one of my own. 1 expect to
have a whole zet of ovchestral instru-
meents shortly. At present I'm bound to
borrow your "cetlo.”

Y oMol — Y0

“It"s all right, Gwynne! When T get
my zet Ol lend them to you if you like -
il you're careful with them, of course,”

“Will you open this dure?”

“Wob at present.  I'm trying over the
tealla part in my * Peace March ¥

“T'H ¢ Peace March' vou!l” yellad
Gwynne.  ““I'll squash you! Tl pul-
verise vou! Pl spflicate you ™

“Go away

“What 1"

“You're putting me out!  Ti's all



Every Monday. |

right, Gwynne! I sha'n't hurt the
cello 1"

“Bure, I want it for me practice!”
shouted the Sixth-Former.

“I suppose you're not ass enough,
Gwynne, to set yonr practice on a par
with my composing *"

“Why, I H

Gwynne stuttered with wrath.

He was a prefect of the Sixth, and
Hoskins was a junior in the Shell. But
auch distinctions mattered nothing to the
amateur musician. Hoskins would have
borrowed the "cello if it had belonged to
the Head himself.

““Are you going to open this dure,
Hoskinsg 1" breathed Gwynne at fost.

“Certainly not till 'vo finished !

“I tell you I want my ‘cello to
practize ['*

“You're simply repeating yourself,

wynne. Yn-ul’.-.-a said that before [

“Do go away and be gniet! You
don't seem to have any consideration for
o fellow doing a diffienlt bit of music.”

““h, bowly mother av Moses ! gasped
Gwynne,

I‘EE bestowed u tremendouns kick on the
door, and retired. There was no getting
at Claude Hoskirs without breaking in
tha door of the music-room, and that was
niot to be thought of. But Gwynne of
the Bixth was promising all sorts of
things to Hoskins when they came to
close guarters,

Hobson of the Bhell fapped at the
door. He was rather alarmed for his
chum.

“Hogky, old man,” he said through
the kevhole,

“Hallo "

“Let me take the ’'cello back to
{}_n?'nne g study, old fellow. He's in an
awful wax [

““I've not finished with it, Hobbys."

*“But it's his, you know."”

“What rot! What difference does
that make?"

A A

“0h, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “I should -have thought it
made & little bit of difference, myself.”

“Not to a giddy musician like
Hosking I chuckled Johnny Bull

“I'm getting on_ fine!” went on
Hbekins cheerfully. “Listen to this bit,
Hobby! You can hear it out there

It's a bit of counterpoint I'm introducing
o the "callo.” )

A weird and wild wailing came from
within the music-room.

It might have been counterpoint, but
if 5o 1t was certainly in the style of the
very latest and most modern German
composers, It drove the jumiorz from
the door in a terrific burry. They
atc-?ﬂed thdir ears and fled,

“There!" exclaimed Hoskins at last.
“What do you think of that, Hobhby "

But answer vome thers none. James
Hobson was far away.

Harry Wharton & Co. escaped into the
Common-room and closed the door. The
hoarse wailing of the "cello was faint in
tho distance now.

“My only hat!"” murmured Nugent.
“What will life be like if Hosky ever
Eg,-tu hia full sot of instruments! Fuaney

im on the double-basa !’

' “;‘ik.ud the tuba!"
aughing.

“Oh, my hat!"

“Aund the cymbals
clarinet ' chuckled Boly Cherry.
the big drum "'

*I1a, ha, hat"

“What's Hoskins plaving this
for?”" asked Skinner. “He used to
thump out his rot on the piano. Now
he seems to be taking in the whole
menagerie,

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘“He soems to be composing a march
for full orchestra, to sell to o man in
Courtfield named  Blimper,”  he

said  Wharton,

and the gddy
v And

aue
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answered. “The man has advertised
for a Peace March, Hoskins says.
hardly think bLe's advertising for one
like Hosky's,”

“He will get more than he's adrer-

gsm:!ﬂ_ for if he gets that!" chuckled
uiff,
‘I don’t think Le'll get it. Hoskins

doesn't mean to let it
hundred and fifty pounds.

“Is, ha, ha !’

“Well, I dare say it's worth it,” said
Hobson of the Bhell loyally. “Hoskins
i3 awfully clever at musgies 1 don’t under-
stand much of what he aava myaelf, but
he can talk for hours, and use awfully

go under two

you know !

The juniors chuckled. James Hobson
admired his musical chum’ immensely ;
but hia admiration was chiefly founded
upen the fact that he didn't understand
what Hoskins was driving at.

Hobson often had an engagoment else.
whore when Hoskins wns playing the
clarinet in the studf they shared, but
that did not detract from his sdmaira-

jaw-cracking words. He's jolly clever, |

Three-halfpence. b

*Manuscripts to be submitted to
Blimpar & Co., Music Pubhshers, High
Btreet, Courtfield,”

“That'll start a lot of amateur Wag-
ners on the go!” remarked Vernon-
Smith, with a grin. “It"a the chance of
a lifetime for Hosking, I wonder whether
it's genuine, (f course, Hoskina
wouldn’t think of a little thing hke
that [

“Plegsed if I shonld, either,” sad
Harry Wharton, 1 suppecse it's genuine
anouglt. It looks DLike 1. What's the
matter with it, Smithy?™

The Bounder smiled.

“Well, there's lots of sdvertisementa
like that,” e answered., * Muasic
publishers who really want a grand
march aren't likely to advertise for one
in a country-town paper, I should think.
They'll be Booded with a lot of amateur
rubbish they couldn’t Ipoaaibly ude: ard
I don't suppose & real composer would
waste his time on a spec like that.”

* But they must want a march, if they

Hoskins sat on the music-stool, his head bent a liltle, his ariistic curl hanging

over his eyes, and he looked surprised af firsi, then wondering, and then

enrapiured, Evidently Clande Hoskins found someibing agreeable in the
dreadinl noises' Bunter was producing Irom the flute,

tion. He attributed it te s own want
of car.

Indeed, be would not have been at all
surprised if Hosking had received a
handsome cheque some day for some ol
his compositions. And he quite respected
Claude for his declared intention of
refusing the 0.B.E. when it was officred
to him. The date of the offer waa as
yet uncertain.

“Here's the
Wally Bunter.

Thore was a crowding al once rowuud

advertisement,”  said

Times.” i

The jupniors read the advertizement
with much curiesity. It was this that
had started Claude Hosking on his new
“atunt." It ran:

HT0O COMPOSERS!
“Yo are preparad to receive and con-
sider, and if suitable, publish on eguitabla
terma, a.Cérand March for full orcheakres,

to be entitled *‘The Victory Peace
March,'

the fat junior, who was the happy 108-
sessor of a copy of the “Courthield

adveriise for one,” said Hobson of the
Shell. ‘

“More likely they want a muog." an-
swered the Bounder.

“T don't see 1t ] You're rather an ags,
Smithy [

“Right-ho! I'm oan ass, if vou like"
agrecd the Dounder, “ Anvhow, I don't
want to dash Hosky's hopes. Let him

et oht with his moerry march and finish
it—if he doesu’t get assassinated before
the end!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

When Harry Wharton & Co. wers
5]19{311@:'&&:] off to the Remove dormitory
that night by Wingute, they heard sount
of uproar from the Shell dormitory, The
voice of Gwynme of the Sixth was heard
—and also the voire of Clande Hoskins,
ralsed in anguish.  And there was a
sound of an ashplant,

“Poor old Hosky " murmured Bol
Cherry, “There are o lot of difficulties
in the way of a musical genius!™

Cwynne was locking rather red and
broathless as ho came away from the

Tut Macxer LiprARY.—No. 580,
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Shell dormitory; bot he-had o eatisfied

look. Whether Claude Hoskins was
equally satisfied the Remove fellows did
not know:; but they thought it
improbable,
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry is Reguired |
wJp OB CHERRY !” _
B “Fallo, hallo, hallo!” eaid
Bob cheerily,

“I want you ito do me &
favour,™ eaid Floskine,

“Give 1t a name, old nut!™ answered
Bob, “Anything but listen to your
musie 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

It was the following day, and the
Remove had just been dismissed nfter
morning lemsona. The Shell were already
out, and Clpude Hoskins was waiting
the coiridor for the Bemove.

“ You could lick Angel of the Fourth,
I beliove?™ went on Hosking, unheeding
Bob's remark.

Baly stared.

“I dare say I could,” ke anawered.

* Bnoop hicked ham onee, 3o I suppose 1
sould,  Why " _ ‘
“Then, come onl!" said Hoskins,
taking Bob'a arm.

" T1old on, though—come on where !

ll-lru H"‘ﬁ ﬂ%&l.”

* What for?

“To lick him, of course!"™ anawered
Hosking impatiently, * Haven't I just
fold E:m " :

Bob Charry jerked his arm away. He
did not like Aubrey Ahrﬁel of the Fourth
liy any means, and a congderable
contempt for him, but he was not dis-
pused 40 commit aseanlt and battery upon
the dandy of the Fourth without just
CcatdS,

“ Suppose vou explain first what I'm to
livk lim for?®” he suggested. Do you
think I'm a blessed Guorman consenpty
that van be set on anybody like a dog ¥

*Lte's a sneaking worm ! 2

*Very likely: but I'm not out to lick
all the sneaking worms
world,” anewerved Tdob. ** Why don’t you
vk bhim yourself, if you want him
licked ¥ i ]

“I would, only ghting has a disturb-
ing vffect on me, and spails my form for
composition,” explained Hoskins, *“I've
got, to keep clear of BCraps till I've
faished wy * Peaco Jarch.’

“Why not ask your pal Hobson,
then 7" inguived Herry Wharton,
“I'vo  asked him," sud Hoskins

warmly, “and he's refused! He says
that Angel has a right to refuse to play
lLita flute for me, if he choosea!”

“Wha-n-a-at 7"

“ And hasn't he?” reared Bob Cherry.

“Ceortainly not! T've been composing
niuite a difficult part for the fAute,” ex-
plained Floskins p-atnanﬂiy. “I'va ssked
Angel to play it over—I shonld want it
piayed over dozens of time, of course.
Angel plays the flute fairly well—uot
ey well as I want, but well enough when

¥ oran't tget an.{ltdhiug better. I've ex-
plained that to him. * I should want him
most of the eveming, and some other

E'-.'i':lli‘:'l.%’ﬂ. He's refused far some reason
tp—'

“Ha, ha, hat®

*Sheer selfishnezs. T suppese,™ said
Hoskine. “He made seme insnlting
vemarks about mmy musie, too. But, of
course, he's gob to do it.  What's the
imnq of my writing & fAute-part without
wearing it tried over on the instrument?
Of conrse, T ean do it in my head; but
it's ever so murh better to have it
i]iﬂjl‘ aver. Angel ought to  feel
wanred.  Instead of that, he has
rofused. as woll as saying rude and ill-
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in the wide|

bred things about my compesing. A
jolly good licking will bring him to his
senses !

Bob Cheriy stared at the Shell fcllow
blunkly. .

This seeined rather extroordinary, even
in Claude Hoskins.

“So Aungel's ta be licked till he con-
sents to play vour stulf over on his
flute?" he ejaculated,

“That'a it 17

“Ob crumbs! And you've selected me
for the job?"’

“Juet sal T ashed Hobson first, but
he wounlda't. It wasn't chummy; but
there Juu are, he wouldn’t! 8o 1 had
to ﬁ,g some prize-fighter sort of chap

“Wha-a-at?"

“Friae-ﬁght&r gort of chap to do if.
Come on !’

Biob Cherry pasped.

“80 I'm a prive-fighter sort of chap,
am I he breathed.

*That's it! Come on!”

*“Ha, ha, ha ' yelled Harry Wharton.
# Now, you know what you are, Bob "

“My—my hat! Tl spifflicate him !"
gasped Bob Cherry.,  “1°ll prize-fighter
sork of chap lim! Hoskins, you Enwl-
mg diot——"'

“You're wasting time,"” sald IHoskins
impatiently. " Do come on! T want you
to thrash Angel before dinner. Then
he'll play the fluta for me before after-

noon classes. If he wont, you can thrash
him after dinner. Bec?”

“Iia, bha, ha!”

“"No, 1 don't quite mes!™ answered
Bob, in great wra “I'm not going to
thrash Angel, Hosking—"

e G

ut I'm goin r

s Wha-at?ﬁ' & P

“ And that's for a beginning "

(13 ?I.I‘Gﬂﬂﬂ-h !Ii

;Hi,+hn, ha 1" : ; _—

oexing, apparently greatly astonished,
as well as annoyed, ed away as Bob
Cherry advanced on him, giving him a
gertes of taps on his features.

& Eh:?pal-! ! gasped Hoaluns, *F Wharrer
vou at? What's the matter? I wasn't
asking you to hght me, vou idigt! I
waas asking you to fight Angel of the
Fourth—— Yarooch !

Thump !

A rather heavy tap on the ochest
landed Claude Hoskins in o siting pos-
ture on the foor.

He sab theve and gasped,

“Want any more?” demanded Beb
wrathfully, “I'm a prize-Aghter sort of
chap, you know, so I can give you all
vou want "™

“Yow-ow-ow! ¥ou ailly azs, you don’t
understand. ¥ want you to lick Angel--
not me ! gasped Hoskina,

“ Ha, ha, ha '

Harey Wharton & Co. strolled out into
the quadraalﬁim leaving the unfortunate
composer still gasping on the floor. Bob
Cherry was looking rather rufied, Cer-
tainty, the genius of the Shell had been
rather lacking in tact,

Wally Dunter kindly came along to
give the haplesa musiian a hand-up.
Huskins stazgered to his feet, gasping.

“The silly chump!” he stuitered.
“Fancy completely misnnderstanding o
fellow like that! I was asking him to
thrash Angel. and he pitched into me
instead ! id you cver hear of such o
silly idiot 1

Wally Bunter chaekled.

“It's not & lavghing matter ! snopped
Hoskins, ' I'd go after him and mop- up
the quad with him, only 1t would put me
off my form for comporing. It's neces.
sary to keep perfectly calin and equable
to turn out good work., Dy the way,
Bunter—"*

* Anything I can do?" grinned Wally,

“Yes,” smid Hoskius, gquite cordially.
“You're a silly fat duffer, of course—"

L1} Eh?:‘-!

“Nobody would think you were a
fighting-man, to sce you—fat, and
clumsy, and in blinkers,’” continued
Hosking, * Dut remember now you
licked Angel of the Fourth once. YWell,
if wou did it once you could do it again,

| Wil you?®

“No, you silly ass!"™ answered Wally.
“1 won't!™

“Why not 1"

“Ha, ha! Because I won't,” said
Wally chuckling. “But I'll tell you
what I will de, 1f you like. I'Nl play the
flute for you.”

Hosking snorted.

“Don't be an ass!” he answered.
“"¥ou can't play the flute !

“But T can, old nut, f}ret{‘:,r well, TE
you've got a Aute, T play i for you—
not all the evening, though.”

Hosking regarded him very doubtfully.
Bynter of the Hemove was supposed to
be & duffer at all things; but Hoskins ve-
membered that of lute Bunter had not
been living up to that character. Ie
had shown himself a good swimmer and
a good  footballer, a3 well as a
ﬁthmg-man, much to the astonishment
of all the Remove, It was barely pos-
sible that he had musical giftd ag well,

“Well, Tl give you a trial,” said
Hoskins, after consideration, * Come to
the music-room after dioner. fGot a
Rute ¥

“No; I dide't bring it to Greyfyiars.™

“You're ench a bragging ass!' said
Hosking doubtfully, I don’t suppose
you really know one end of a Sute from
the other 1"

* Look here—"

“IF you're spoofing me, I'll scalp you "t

“Why, youn—"

“Anvhow, come to the music-room
after dinner, and we'll see. I'll have 2
fiute ready for you, and if vou can't play
it, I'll jolly well bump you till you
burst 1" ;

Wally Bunter glared at lum over BEilly
Bunter's glasses. This way of acceptin
his kind offer was apparently not at all
to his taste,

“You slly as2!"” he exclaimed, 1
won't come to the music-room, and yon
can go and eat eoke 1™

And the fat junior rolled out into the
quadrangle, leaving aude Hosking
staring.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Something Like 3 March !

FTER dinner Harry Wharton &

Co. were in the quadrangle,

wien Hosking of the Shell bore

down upon them.  Five volces
addressed Clande Hoskins in unison,

Y Nag, thanks!™

Hoaoskina staved at them.

“No what ' he asked.
mean

“Weren't you going to ask us to hear
vour march?" inquired Jobnny Bull,

“¥You duffer, ne!” 5nappeg Moskine.
“T haven't finished it yet. T was going
tﬂn ask you if any of you can play the

ute.

“I can play the scale on it," said
Wharton, laughing.

“YWhat's the good of that?™ granted
Hoskins. “Don’t you play the flute,
Nugent? You dabble m musw. You
ought to learn the flute.”

“Should I master it in time to help you
out with your march?"’ asked Nugent,
with a grin. " If not, what's the ugei®

“YWhat do you

“Wee, that's very true” assented
Hoskins. ““But the trouble is, T want a
flautist. T simply must have o Aautist,

I'm introducing a very considerable flute
part in my * Victory Peace March.” And I
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don't play the dashed thing myselt, you
krow, I play the ’cello all right!”

“My hat! Do you?"

“And the clarinet a treat!"

“A treat for deaf men!” murmured
Lob Cherry. *“Dut they'd have to be
very deaf to enjoy it thoroughly.”

“And I'm a master of the piane," con-
tinued the modest musician. 1 may say
that nobedy at Greviriaes plays the plano

£y qun:-," : 5%
“Quite right!" azsente dugeent.
“True, O king' e ¥

_ " But the esteemed Gosling approaches
}St*" hremm:k-ed Hurree Jamset KRam
ingh.

“ Croaling 1" repeated Clavde Hoskina.
*“The porter? He doesn't play the
piano, does he 7" ;

“ Perhapafully not; but when he is
bregking coke it 13 wery like the
esteemed pano-playing of the ludicrous
Hoskina,” : : :

“Oh, you're a eilly chump!” smd
Hoskins, regarding the Nabob of
Bhanipur with much disfavour. * I sup-
pose in your country they play tom-toms
snd things, You don't know anythin
about music. But, as I was saying,
Plaﬁ' the piano, and the clarinet, and the
cello quite well, but I haven't had much
practice with the fute. I want a
flautist.™

“(zet somebody to lick Angel,” mug-
gested Nugent, with a grin.

“I've asked several follows, and they
all refuse. It's dashed hard lines on a
chaep who's frying to moake his school
famous,” said Hoskins, mora in sorrow
than in anger. "In futore dayas Grey-
friara will be known as the place where 1
was trainod-—""

“Ye gods!"

“It will reflect no end of credit on the
gchool, and yet I'm stopped by these
paliry difficulties at the very beginnin
of my career. DBut it's always so wit
musical geniuses!™ said Hoskina bitterly.
“Look at Mozart—ha never even had
enough to eat! Not that Mozart's music
is on & level with mine, of course—I1 don'g
mean that. Poor old Mezart would look
pretiy green if he could hear my march,”

“ 8o wounld anybedy, I should think—
and blue and crimson, too!”™ said Beb
Cherry.

“ Fathead! Do any of you chaps know
a chap who's got a tuba?”

Y Certainly.” enid Bob,

Haskina brightencd H;h

“ Near Groyfriars?" he asked eagerir,

“"Yes, in the village.”

“Who is it 1"

“ Jones, the

reengrocer,™
“My only

k! I never knew the
greengrocer  was musical ! cxclaimed
Hoskinag, ' Are you sure, Cherry 7"

“1 don't know about his being musieal,
but I know he's got lots of tubers,” said
Bob. " He's got every kind of potato, I
beliave.™

M You silly ass 1™ shrieked Hoskins. “1
didn’t say a tuber; T said & tubs ™

“Well, that's lueid, at all events.
VWhat's the difference ?"'

Claude Hoskins did not undertake to
explain to Bob the difference between a
fuba and a fuber. He snorted.

“Yeou're supposed to get music here, if
Ton pay extra for it."™ he said. * And
—would anybody belteve it ?—there’s not
a tuba in the school I

“The tuba's that thing in the orchestra
that prunts like o rhinoceros, isn't it?™
agked Jolmny Bull.

“1 dare say that's how vou'd describe
it," answered Hosking, with & eniff.
" Fine effects can be produced on the
tuba. Wagner uses it a good deal, I've
got quite a new idea about using the
tuba. The whole plan of mvy ' Victory
Peace March ' is & corker, T don't mind
Bnﬂng go plain, T know what I can do,
and there’s no false modesty about me,"
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“"There isn't!" agreed the Famous
Five cordially. **Not g bit—not even s
little bat 1™

“You see,” went on Hoskins, “my
march isn’t going to be merely a row—
like Wagner's march in ° Tannhauser,’

for &xamﬂlé. Nor mere thumping and
bumping like the Burgher’s March in the
* Meistersinger.’ ™

" Bomething a bit liveliar?" suggested
Bob Cherry. ** Something lilke Souss—"

Hosking shricked.

“Eht Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
the matter now?" exclaimed Bob, in
astomishment.

* You silly chump ! shricked Hoskins.
“What do you mean by talking about
Eaua'ja when I'm talking about musie?”

+4 h 1?!

“My composition,” resumed Hoskins
motre calmly, “ will e-‘:qi»msa s good dn:-af
more than a mere march of triumph, Of
courss, there'll be that in it—trinmph
over the Huns. And o beautiful little
pastoral bit ¢n the piccolo—expressive of
peace and serenity. DBut I'm working mm
more than that. Thera'll be the Pepce
Conference——"'

“My only hat!" ejaculated Wharton.
“{an you put the Peace Conference into
music "

“And the strikes and riota!” said
Hoskins,

“Great pip! In music?”

“Certainly, Anpything can be ex-
pressed in music. A sort of incessant
running chitping on the piccole, o in-
dicate the chattering of the politicians at
the Conference—see? And a deep, roll-
jiug swell from the tuba and the double-
bass, picturing the riots and the strikes,

and discontent, and all that. You catch
the idea? Like a emnary bird chirping
while a house is on fire. at's the effect

I want to catch.”™

“My word!” murmured Bob, *The
metrty old politicians would feel no end
Aattered at being compared fo canaries
chirping while & house is on fire. But
irhlfm they won't lear your march,

oaky."

* Tho porhapsfulness is torrifie {

“And I'vo written o eplendid bit [or
tha flute,” continued Hoskina. "I don't
want to brag—-""

“*¥ou don't?” cjaculated Bob.

“ Mo, roarcd Hosking, I don't! But
I raust soy thal my bit for the fute is a
corker—a rogular corker, 1 might re-
mind you a bit of the obbligato in
fLucia.! DBut-it's better—no ¢comparison,
in fact. I'vo introduced some rather
dl'nring cffects. Dut T must have a flavtist
to play them over for e, That's cszen-
tial. I eould hire one, of coursc, but it
would cost pounds. 1 ﬁuilpﬂm iﬂm chaps
can't lend me ton pounds? 1 lat you
have ik back out of what I pet for the
march.”

“ Tenpencoe do?"

“ No, you asa!” .

“Then I'm afraid we can't oblige. ”

“1 shall have to iry Bunter, then.”

“ Bunter!” yelled thoe Feamous Five

L Dunter & Aauntist ™

“Well, ha told me he could play the
Aute. But he's pot offended about some-
thing—perhaps becouse I ealled him o
braging ass—"" i .

“Well, a very sensitive chap might bo
offended at that, perhaps!” said Bob
Chorry gravely.

“Ha, ho, ha!™ . N

“Well, I'm going to try him. Will
you chapa find him and bring him to the
music-rooin ™ asked Hogkina, “I've pot
to bapg that piano before that beast Scolt
rets hold of ik, You know what 3cott ia.
He plays torrifio rnt; and never leavos
off onco he's started.”

“Hure you'ro speaking of Scott?" nalced
Wharton laughing, *“There's & chap in
ﬂ_m ﬁ!:zeil who answers to that descrip-

on !

Three-halipence. T

“Eh? I don't know whom you moan,
then 1" said Heskins, ‘' But never mindl
Will wou find Dunter and bring him
along! Drag him, if he wen't come! I
can't be bauiked because he mayn’t want

to play. Tell him I've got Angel's flute.
It's a roally pood one.”

" Daes Angel know?” grinned Bob.

“Bother Angel! Will you bring
Buntor "

“Oh, wyes, rather! If Bunker’s o
flautist, we'll hear him Oact!”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

And the Famowns Five obligingly went
in search of Bunter, while Hoskins hur-
ried oaway te secure the music-room
!l:vpium Seott of the Fourth could forestall
1m.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hoskins is Plaased !

L URTY !
B “ My fal tulip!”

“ Falstaff, you're wanted!™
Wally ﬁuntcr looked 112:?.
Wally had hed & very good dinner. Ho
enjoyed a good dinner almost as much
as hiz cousin Billy did, and he was taking
hiz enac on & bench under the frees in
the quad when the Famous Fiva
spotted him and bore down on him.
"What's wanted!"” ho rawned
“You are!” answere b Cherry.
“We hear that you're & great musician,
among your meny gifts' .
"ﬁ’:‘:llllmhl I play the Hute & little,” said
.
“Tho littleness is probably great
remarked tho nabob.
“You've never let on before that sou

L]
a

layed tho Hute, Dilly,” said Harry
rharton, eyeing the fat  junior
curiously, “ You scem to have saved

up all your wonderful gifts to surprise us
with them all at once."

Wally grinned.

Ha wondered whether the cumulative
effect, 80 to speak, of all those surprises
would somo day make the juniors suspect
that it was not Billy Bunter they had to
deal with at all,

“Well, Hoskins is waiting for you in
the musie-room,” said Nugent. * He's
bagred the piane from Seott, and a flute
from Aubrey Angel, and he's ready to
berin making doy hidecus. So  coma
ont"

“Hosking 13 a gilly chump!™ grunted
Bunter,

“Passed unanimousiy,” said Dob.
“But ho's authorised us to carry your if
you won'k coma! He hasn't lent us a
steam crane, though, so we sha'n't do
1t !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, rot!" aaid I:'hmter. riaing, "I
com; don't mind, I den't Lknow
whether can  play oskins'  stulf,
though. T dan't believe he can write for

the flube. "

The fat junior trotted away with the
Famous Five, who all accompanied him
to the music-room,

Az o rule, wild horaes would not have
dragred them to the musicroom when
Clande [osking waa there: but they were
curious to aos Bunytor as g flavtist, If was
vory aid, if Bunter could :tir the Auts,
that they had never heard of 1t before
Billy Bunter was much given to bragging
about the things he couldn’t do; cor-
tainly not to keeping dark the things ho
conld deo.

* Hallo, halls, hallo! Is that an air-
raid delaved in transit? exclaimed Bob
Cherry, a3 they approached Hosking”
stronghold.

Tt really sounded a great deal like one.

Claudo Hoskina was able to produce,
from a grand piono, sounds of such horrid
diseord that a modern German composer

Tre Macwer Lirany.—No. 580.
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would have turned green with envy if
he had heard them.

The uprear ccaecd as the Famous
Fi]-.l'efcamﬁ in with Bunter, much to ther
relief,

“(bh, hera you are!™ said Hoskina.
“There's Angel's flate, Bunter, Let's
foe what vou can do before we begin, '

Boly Cherry grinned. He hadn’t the
least faith in Bunfer's powers as a Bawtist,
andd hig want of faith was shared by the
others, Dunter blinked at them over his
Elassed.

“You don't think I can play?™ he
zeked.

" Ahem !

Banter sniffed.

“You think it's just swank—what?"
Lo asked,

“Well, von see, you're such an awful
swanker, Billy,” said Wharton. * But
wo're prepared to be convinced. There's
the merry Aute. Pile in!™

“*Keep the door open!” murmured
Bob.

“What de you want the door opon
for®* asked Hosking.

“ Mizht bo necessary to bolt!"

“T'm iﬂlmeH ing to lick Bunter if
he can't play!” declared Hoskins, 1
«an't be fooled about. Now, then,

Buouter, try it on1?

‘Bunter toock up Angel's flute, which
was & very handsome and expensivo one,
ko most of Aubrey Angel’s belongings,
iTia round exyes HIimmurad gver  his
wlasses as he examined it. It looked as
if he knew 2 good instrument when he
s one, and ho certainly seomed pleased
with this.

“*¥ou have to make & gueer mouth to
bewrin,? said Bob Cherry encouragingly.
“dort of tie your face up in a satlor's
knot !

* Bosh!" gaid Wally,

Anid he began.

A shrill shrick came from the flute, and
ilie juniors jumped. It was followed by
anather and ancther.

The shrieks were in all tenes excopt
arrocabla enes, and the juniora turned
almnst pale as they listened.

Eunt Hosking didn't!

Heoskine sat on the musiestool, his head
bent a little, his artistic curl hanging
over s eyes, and he looked surprised at

first, then wondering, and then enrap- |

tured. Evidently Claude Hoskins found

something  agrecable in the dreadful

Egiygs Bunter was producing from the
akby,

“Great 1'.-5(]:! I can’'t stand thia!"
gasped Bob Cherry, * Come onl”

He rushed for the door, with his chums
et his heels,

Wild shrieks from the Sute followed the
Famons Five as they fled.  They
stopped their ears and raced along the
rortidor.

Their hurried fcoteleps died away in
tho distance. )

Then Wally took the flute from his
mouth and prinned at IHoskina,

*Alado "em wrigple o bit—what?” he
rematked.  “That was for not belioving
that T could Ela:.r the Qute”

Heasking did not even hear him, 1Ile
Leamaed raptureusly on the fat junior.

“Splendid ! he exclaimed.

*Wha-a-at?"”’

“Gorseous ™

Wally blinked at him.

“Goog-goos-gorgecus !” ho repeated,

“Amazing " said Hoskins breathlessly,

“Oh, nmiy only aunt!” stuttered Wallr.

He stared blankly at Hoskins, He had
been producing discordant shrieks on the
flute as a punishment for thoe Famous
Five's doubt in hia powers. 1o had
driven them away in horror. Certainly
he had not cxpected this cnthusiastic
praise from Hosking for the horrid
sounds hie had been praoducing.

Tre Magwer Lisuary,—No. L8O

“What pieco wag thal®” continued
Haosking, **Is it Debussy ¥

“Ha, ha! HNo™

“No, it’s too advanced for Debussy,”
agreed  Hoskins, “Ta it Richard
Strauss??

“Ha, ha, ha!™ shricked Wally. * No,
it's not Richard Strauss.” .

“ Whaose waa it, then ?” asked Hoskins,
“I thought I was pretty well np in
moadern composers; but thet's new to me,
It's not Wagner, I think.”

“Ha, ha! Not Wagner!”

WaIII.}u . ]
“Nob Elgar!"” exclaimed Hoskins.
“Elgar coulda’t do 16 1™

“Y don't think he could, Hoskyr I
hope he couldn't, anywav.™

“Then whosze work waa i£7" exclaimed
Hoakins, forgetting even his * Vietory
Peace March ™ in his eagernesa to know.

Wally nearly doubled up.

“I don’t gee anything to chortle at!”
anid Hosking, cyeing him in surprise. I
sinply asked you who was the composer
of that fantasia you played.”

“Ha, ha, be! I wasn't playing a fan-
tasia, or anything olsa!™ yelled Wally.
“T1t waen't Wagner, or Debussy, or
Richard Stranse. I was only making the
unhaliest row it was possible to make on
a flute, to make those fellows sit up.™

“h, don’t be an ass!" said Hoskins
impaticotly. "I tell you it was ripping !
I the very latest style, too !

“11m, ha, hat"

“Now, tell me, who wps the com-
poger

“Ha, ha! I was!”

apreed
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“Gammon ' sajd IToskine. “1 don't
see why you' can't tell me.  It's not unlike
some of the cffects I've Introduced intlo
my ' Peace March.” Blessed if I knew
yvou were such a flautiet, Bunter; playing
a difficult composition like that frem
memory 17

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You'll do,” said Hosking *“Now
chuck your eye over this."
He turned to the There

: ':J:rimm again.
was a stack of seribbled music-paper an

the desk. Tt looked as if mnumerabloe
flies, after swimming in ink, had walked
gver the paper several times. Bul appar-
ently the mysterious signs conveyed some
meaning tﬂifnskina’ musical mind,

* Now, hera's vour part,” said IToskine,
“I've got to thump out the rest on tho
gmn-}. It's & erying shame that ¥ can't

ave o full orchestra at my orders; but I
haven't, I'll do the best I can on the
piano, while you put in the flute. Seel”

“1 see!” prinned Wally.

And they started.

What seemed like & ferocious air-raid
was soon in progress.  Wally Bunter's
round eveg grew rounder as he played the
flute part. The eonnds he produced were
a good deal like the shricks he had routed
the Famous Five with. But he played as
it was writben, and Hoskins was satished.
Claude’s fare was gimply beaming when
ho ecased thumping at lest,

“Splendid ! he zaid. "“You ¢an play
the fiute, and no mistake! Naow, I ask
vou, Bunter, did you ever hear anything
like that??

“Never 1" said Wally truthfully.

“Have you ever come across a flute
part written like that i

" Never [

“And look at this—this is where tho
oboes come in,” said Hoskina.  * Just
listen once more,”

The air-raid recommenced.

“There!” gasped Hoskins, when he
had finished, * What do you think of
that ?"

But there was no reply.

Wally Bunter had vanished. As a
statesman once remarked, there was a
limit to human endurance. And Wally
had reached it, '

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Qreat Expestations |

b ALLQ, hallo, halle 1™
The Famous Five halted as
they met Claude Hoskina near
_ the gates on the [ollowing day,

Hoskine had 4 pareel under his arm—a
good-sized parcel, wrapped carefully in
brown paper, tied up, and sealed with
big blobs of red aea]inrivwar. It was ad-
dressed, and it was labelled, and cvidently
mtended for the post.

Hoskins smiled genially at the chums of
the Remove,

“ Finizhed at Tast!™ he said.

“And that's the ¢ Vietary Poeace
March " #'" asked Wharton, looking at the
bulky pareel, and supprossing a grin.

“Thot's it."”

“ Congratulations 1™
Choerey.

“It's heen hard work,” sail THoskine,
“ Even now I'm not wholly satisiied with
tho part I'vo written for the cor Anglais,
Still, it’s original. Blimper will sce that
1t's oviginal.”

H Mot the slightest Jdoubt about that,”™
said Johnny Dull. *I'd bet anything it's
ariginal encugh "

“Tha originality i3 probuble tovrific ™
rematked the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“1 don’t know ithia man Blimper,”
wenk on Haosking  “DBut as he's A mueio
nublisher T suppose he knows music when
he seesit. If he does, I'm all right. I'm
pretiy certain nobody else 13 sending him
a march like this”

grinned  Bob
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7 think that's a cert!” agreed HBob
Cherey, "I don't Euﬁm there's any-
body else who could do it, Hosky.”

"%it& right! I don't want to brag,
but the actual fact is, that there are very
few muosicians like me,” said Hosking.
“Tn fact, in composing this very march
I've doveloped powers that surprised
myself, Look at the oboe part, for in-
stance,  I've used the oboes as they've
never been used before. I ecan tell you,
it would make old Wagner stare [

“I'm sure it would [

“Malke him turn in his grave, I dare
sy, muormuored Nugent.

“I sha'n't let it go under two hundred
and fifty pounds,” continued Hoekinas.
“ That's practically giving it away., Of
course, I may be offered & thousand., If
&0, X1 shall accept ib"

“1—1 should !” gasped Wharton.

“1 dara say it will seem rather gueer
to you kids to see the name of Greyiriars
in all tha papers,™ said Hosking, amiling,
“"The poor old school heasn’t produced
much so far—county cricketers, and somo
International footballers, and an author,
and a poet or two, and & few painters.
But this time, I feel convineced, Greyfriars
iz going to become really famous. You
fellows, in later life, will be able to say

to peopla that you were at school with
e,

“Oh, my hat ! Shall we 1" g s

““That will be rather a distinction,”
said Wharton, as gravely as he could,

“That's it. A distinction ! assented
Hoskins. *Like having been at achool
'l.\'l:[i'b {im’nor or Bhakespeare, you know.”

. i ]

“Y shall probably be offered medals
and thinga, Most likely they'll want to
give me a title,” remarked Hoskins. **1
thall refuse the O.B.E. I've decided on
that already.”

“Nnothing like moking up your mind in
time, " said Bob. ]

“If it’s & question of being knighted, T
don't know,” asaid Hosking thoughtfully.
“{Of course, knightheods are rot nowa-
days—you buy them, Btill, a knighthood
cenferred for a thing like tf]ia stands on a
.'r&ti'_ii}-l' different footing. Don’t you think
&0 !

“Oh! Ah! ¥Yes! Of—of course,”

“The fact i3, I haven't gquito decided
whether 1 shall refuse the knighthcod, if
offered.”

“Ii 1" murmured Bob.

“People laugh at titles now, because
any bounder can get onc,” said Hoskins.
“But they always put a few decent names
in the Honours List, to make it look as
respectablo  as ible. That's what
they'll want to do with mine, of course.
The guestion iz, sholl I let them ™

And_ Tosking looked at the Famous
Five with owl-like gravity, The chuma of
tlmmﬂﬂmu‘va lovked as grave as they
Ll e

“Don't accept anything under a duke-
dom,” suggested Bob Cherry. “I've
hesrd that the dukeries are still reserved
for really distinguished people.”

H‘%?:‘killﬂ- nodded,

“Thot's a good suggestion,” he replied.
“Y shall turn that cE.'er in my r?‘iinﬂ.
Well, T must be getting along, to cateh
the post before achool, Ta-ta 1™

And Hoeking trotted away cheerfully
towards Frinrdale with his big bundle,

Hprry Wharton & Co, looked at one
another.

With heroie efforts they did not laugh
titl Claude Hoskina was out of hearing,

Then th:‘!-f roarcd.

“*Dear old Hosky ! murmured Bob
Cherry, " He believes in muntin% his
chickens early enough, doesn’t he? It
will he rather a ecateh having a duke in
the Bhell at Greyiriars, should cer-

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Clande Hoskine was rather late [for
afternoon clases, and Mr, Hacker of the
Shell pave him fifty lines,

Hosking smiled in a supervior way.

He was amused. . L

IHere was Me, Hacker giving him lines
Qﬂt ag if he were a common or garden

hell fellow, totally oblivious of the fact
that Fame was about to burst in dazzling
glory on Hosky's head, and on Greyiriars,
because he belonged to it

Even Mr. Hacker himself would come
in for a share of reflected glory, from
having been Hosking' Form-master.

Hosking could imagine Mr. Hacker re-
marking—Ilater

“Yes, tho boy was in my Form—my
brightest pupil. Bless me, didn't you
know that Hoskina — the celebrated
Clande Hosking, T mean — was in my
Form in his school daye? Oh, cortainiy 1"

And Mr, Hacker would be a peraon of
consequence, because of that, and would
Eu gnuht pat himself considerably on the

ack |

[hrea-halfpence. 9

son, “I'm sure it takeg the cake, Hosky.
Still, hadn't you better de your prep I'7

“The fact 33, when I'm a recogmased
composer, 1 sha’n't do much school work.
[t's really o waste of time for a fellow
like me. In fact, I think I ghall Jeavs
Groyfriara and go to a music college.”

“Oh, T sayi” .

“1 shall be sorry to part with yom, old
chap,” seid Hoskma * But, of course,
I sha'™n't forget old friends when I'my
famous. I shall remember how you en-
couraged me in my carly days, ITobby.
You're really the only chap at Greyiriara
who likes te listen to my music. The
athora are all Philistines,”

Hobson looked rather guilty. He had
a fecling that, if Hosky had known the
actual facts, he would have classed Hobby
aleo among the Philistines,

“I may get a letter from them fo-
morrow,” said Hoskine, rising and walk-
ing about tho study. *“They can’t {ail
to be struck, as soon as they see the stuff,
Even the opening bars are striking.
get an effect on tho oboeg—-"

Mr. Hacker didn*t know (hat Hosking was expeciing a new instrument ; and he

didn*t know what that meant to an enthusiasiic muslician. Mr, Hacker used

hig cane iwice that morning, a::l 'ﬁ ﬂﬁ oceasion Claude Hosking had the
enefit of it,

e

With sach reflactions in_ las  mind,
Hoskins could afford to smile when he
received [ifty lines from the still uncon.
cions Mr. Macker. 3 !

After lossons that day Hosking might
have been spen—and, in fact, was seen—
walking on air, _

He ;ﬁzld his head ver:ghhigh, and 5m:_lﬂd
tolevantly at fellows who epcke to him,
and answored absent-mindedly. i

It was rather difficult for ham to bring
his mind down to mundanc matters. He
toyed with his prep in the study that

| evening.

“ Potter pile in, old chap!” Jamee
Hobson ventured to suggest. " You know
what old Hacker iz in the morning.”

“The fact is I can’t put my mind into
it,” said Hosking **Blimper's have my
music by this time, Haobby.™

“1 hope they'll print it, old fellow.”

‘' Not much doubt about that, I think,’
said Hesking, with a emile. “I1 lmn}iy
think they'll be offered anything elsa like

tai fuse the O.B.E,.—*
e,

1&.” -
“I'm sare not,” said the loyal Hob-

“What about prep, old chap ™

“Qly, bother prep!” .

And Hosky's prep was sacrificed;
Hobson doing his aa well as he conld
while Hoskins told him about the wonder-
ful cffects he had got on the obocs, Hab-
son did not even know what an oboe was,
but he did not venture to say se.

In the morning Mr. Hacker was very
sharp with Hoskina—but Ilosky bore it
patiently. He felt that ho could afford
to be patient—in the circumstances. Even
when he was detained for an hour alter
lessons, hie ouly smiled tolerantly.

Harry Wharton asked tha
uestion a8 he came on Hoe.
midday for brightness.
Tre Macser Lisrary.—No. 580.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Glorlous News 1
N
;ins in the pasea witl
letter in his ll;pnd. Be BN

EWS, old scout?®™
Hoskins' faco was like unto the sun at
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He glanced at the captain of the
Bemove, and smiled, .

% Yen: just a line from my publisher,”
heo answered, with studied c:l;rule:iﬁnaﬁs.

“From your—your whati’

“My music publigher.”

i ﬂ'h, my hat 17 :

“Read it, my boy !" said Hoskine, and
he tossed the letter to Wharton.

Harry read it, with very considerable
intereat,

Certainly nobody at Greyfriars, unless
it was James Hobson, believed that there
Was an:i'thm%lm Hoskins' famons ** Victory
Peaca March,” or that it would producs
him anything more than a polite refusal.

But & letter of refusal would assuredly
not have brought that beam into the
countenance of %Inuda Hoskins,

Tha letter was headed: * Blimper
& Co, Music Publishers, Courtfield.”
And it ran:

“ Dear Sir,—~We are in receipt of your
composition, entitled *The Victory
Peaco March.! We have ploced this in
the bhands of our muaical editor for ex-
amination, You will be apprised of his
decision at any early date.

*We may, however, inform you that,
at the first gtlnnea. we are favourably im-
pressed with your work,

*Your truly,
“Brixrer & Co.”

Harry Wharton opened his eyes wide.

Hoskma smiled at him.

“ Rather agreeable—what 1" he asked.

“Yeon, rather!" gasped Harry.

" ““¥ou seem surprised ?”

*Ahem! I—-I—"

o dear fellow, I had no doubts”
gaid ﬁuﬁkim. “Jt all depended upon
whether the Blimper deeuplq had any
knowledge of what good music really ie
If they had & liopelesa dud for musical
aditor, my work might have come ba{:k}
¢ Declined with thanks.! Not otherwise,’

ik Dh Ell

*Thoy spera to have a good man,” re.
marked Hoskins. “If the man under-
ptands his business, there's no doubt in
¢he matter. I wonder what it is, though,

that's favourably-impressed them at the
first glance? g‘erhapa the way I've
handle%l the ohoes.”

“Poprhaps{” murmured Wharton,

“QOr the fute Furt-—-tha flute part 1is
pimply stunning, though I say it mysell.”

“J should have thought the whole lot
wad rather stunning.” _

He b 13" answered IToskine, ob-
livious of the meaning Wharton was at.
t.anhh;f to the word. * Simply stunning.
I shouldn’t like anybody to think me con-
ceited, but I really consider that my
*Victory Peaco March® is the biggest
thing that's been done sinco Beethoven.
In fact, I doubt if Beethoven could guite
have done b, [ must show this letter to
Habby." _ _
.Emf Claude Hosking trotted off in
gearch of Hobson of the Shell, to tell him
the good news; whieh naturally de-
lighted IHobson's honest henrt.

Harry Wharton rubbed his nose, hard,

Was it possible that Clande IHeskins
was o mmusical geniug after all, and that
all Greyfriars had done him injustice?

people would be willing to listen, witheut
compulsion, to the horrid nproar Hoskins
Whg H.E'E-'Li.!-tﬂm'!?d to -I'!.'IIEI-EE mn ﬂ.t‘E‘ INASIC-
room? -

If nob, what did this letter mean?

Blimper & Co. certainly wouldn't spend
their money on the publication of Hoa-
kins' warks unless they saw a certamn
roturn of the cash with a profit attached.
Music publishers were not wont to cast
their bread on the waters, unless they
beolieved it would come back, after many
days, butterad.
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Tt was really perplexing.

Harry Wharton conveyed the news to
his chums; and their astonmishment was
not exactly flattering to Hoskine.

“Thaey can't be pulling his leg, 1 sup-
pode," rernarked Bob Cherry.

“Why should they?"”

“Well, I can't sea why they should,”
confessed Bob.  * But—but—but they
can't be going to print Hoskiny' awiul
tot. Blessed if I shwouldn't expect 1t to
bust the printing-press!”

“It 13 awful rot!” paid Wharton de-
cidedly. “I'm mnot a musician, but I've
got an ear, and I know jolly well that
Hosking' stuff i3 a horrid -row, and
nothing else. Put fashions change, and
people may like a horrid row instead of
mugic. Same as Cubism in painting, you
know—and Vorticism, and sll that rot.
People who can't paint go in for that
silly stuff, and call it advanced art. 2r-
haps Hosky's music iz advanced arti”

“Well, it they pay him for it, it must
be worth something, from a cash point of
view at least,” said Bob. *I hope he'll
see the colour of their money, anyway."”

That day, Claude Hoekins was the
CYnosure uly all eycs in the Lower School
at Greyiriars.

The letter from Blimper & Co. had
passed from lhand to hand, and had been
read by all the juniors, and some of the
S2n1ora,

It caused gencral amazement.

What Blimper & Co. could see in Hoa-
kins' rot was a mystery to the Greyfriars
follows; but the more modest ones were
willing fo believe it poasible that Hos-
king' “art"” was Dbeyond their under-
standing, instead of beneath it, as they
had always su i

As for Hoskins, he was like unto the
gentleman of ancient times who came
near to striking the stars with his sub-
lime head.

He hardly seemed tc be walking on the
common earth in these happy hours.

Meany timea that day he referred care-
leasly to Blimper & Co. as “my pub-
lishers,” and was not grinned at.

James Hobson felt that it was an
honour to lum to take Hesky's arm in the
quad, and he looked it.

Hosky was very gracious to his old
chumnt. ;

He assaured Inm that he didn't forget,
and never would forget, how Hobby ﬁ&
stood by him, through thick and thin,
when he most needed encouragement,

“It was your pleasure in listening to
my musio, old chap, that helped me to
atick to it and pull throngh,"” said
Hosking, “I ghall never forget that!”

And Ilobson almoat believed that he
had found pleasure in listening to old
Hosky's music. At least, he tried hard
to believe ik,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
looks in hich feather.”™
Claude Hoaking came in at

Diirt Cheap !
"H
the achool pates so lastily

ALLD, hallo, hallo! Hosky
that he nearly ran into the Famous

F Five.
Wae it possible that mvsically-trained §

Haosking' face was beaming.

et 7Y asked Harry Wharkon.

“No; bub it's at the shop,” answered
Hoskina. ]

“My hat! Then it's really genuine?”
exclaimed Wharton,

“Genuine ' tepeated Hoskins, 0
course, I suppose I know a cor Anglaia
when I see one!”

“RhET

“It's o real corker,” said Hosking en-
thusiastically.

“What are you talking about® m-
guired Wharton.

“Bh? A cor Anglais, of course ¥

Harry Wharton laughed. He had con-
cluded, from Hoeking' beaming face aa
he came back from Courtheld, that
Hosky had interviewed Blimper & Co.
with satisfactory resalts.

That was not the ecase apparently.
Hoskins' satisfaction had sume othor
- CALEE,

“¥ou haven't seen DBlimpers, then?
asked Bob Cherry.

“ Blimper's? D{n G

*1I thought by your logks you had been
collecting vour chegue from them,"” snd
Harry,

Hoskina shook his head.

“0h, no! It's only three days sineo 1
had their note. I may hear from them
again by any peost; but, of course, the
mugical editor johnny must be given
some time. I dare say he's pot a lot of
Peace Marches to go through, though
I'm pretty certain he won't find another
one to equal mine. But, I say, I've
just seen a cor Anglais at old Lazarus’
second-hand shop.”

“"What 13 a cor Anglais?™ asked
Johnny Bull innocently.

Hosking gave him a pitying look.

“It's & cor Anpglais,” he answered,

“Go hon ! murmured Bob,

“What beats me,” said Hosking, “is
this, that yon fellows are satisfied to go,
day after day, thinking about such
things as cricket and footer and rowing,
and g0 on, without takine any interest
in the things that really matter. A cor
Anglais is something like an obog—"

I‘:IE&What's an oboe?™

“[Dh, my hat! It's a wind instroment.
I've just seen a cor Anglais cheap at
Lazarus’. I'm going to bag it. I've
wanted a cor Anglais for donkey's
vears,” sand Hosking “It's cheap.
Thev're almost giving it away.”

“Five bob¥"”

“Five bob!"” paid Hasking, in a tone
of pifving contempt, “No. Not five
bob! Bixteen pounds!"

“Oh, crumbs!”

#Sixteen pounds!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “You're going to give sixtecen
pounds for a giddy instrument?”

“Dirt cheap at the price, too !

“PBut where are you going to get the
sixtean pounds?” asked Bob Cherry,
with a grin.

That was really a rather important

point.  Shell fallows at Greyfriars did
not, as a rule, know where to lay their
hands on such a sum at ehort notice—or
long notice, for that matter,

“That'a o minor point,” answered
Hoskina. “You see, the prices of thess
things have advanced. Chaps who used
to make them have besn killing Huna
inatead. I don’t say that wasn't necee-
gary; but it zeemns a pity, doesn’t it?
However, I shall bag this one. Think
how old Hobby will be pleased when I
play it in the studyt”

“Oht! Will he?”

O courss he will—overjoyed, in fact.
Old Hobby s a splendid chap,” saud
Hoskins, “He gives me the study to
myself when I'm practising the elarinet.
1 often tell him he needn’t clear off. In
fact, I'd like him to remain; but he's
determined not to risk h::-theﬂngrmn
when I'm at work., Considerate, 1:n't
et

1] AWEHHF !rr i ‘

““PThe awinlness of the consideration 1a
terrific 1" .

Hoskins rubbed bis hands.

“T've had no end of difficuliies titmuﬁh
not having a set of instrumenta,” he
paid. “When 1 get my cheque from
Blimper & Co. I'm going the whole
giddy unicorn—complete set_from tha
trinnplea to the double-bass. Won't that
ba rippingt I'm %em_ng this cor
! Anglais as a start. Only sixteen pounds.
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I'm poing to pay for it out of wmy
cheque {rom Blimper's,”

*1—1 say, hadn't you better get the
cheque first? murmured YWharton.

“*Yaou see, T want te bag the insiru-
menl while I've ot 1he chanee. There's
no doubt about the chegue, of courge.”’

“But—hbut i anything should gzo
wrong, vouw'd be landed with & bill you
couldn’t possibly pew '™ hinted Wharton,

“What rot1”

" Alem 1V

“The trouble is, old Lazarus will
¢xnoct his bill to be paid,” seid Hoskina,
“['ve ordered the instrument to be de-
iivered. I suppose you fellowe couldn’
Iend me sixteen pounds

“Great pip! Not quite.”

“1"] let you hear me play 1, smd
Hoslkins. *“Ii's a topping mstrument.
Tt's the cor Anglais that comes In in
" Biegivied,! you know.”

" What's that?”

“Oh erikey! One of Wagner's aperas
af  course.  AMusic<dvamas, he calle
them, being rather an ass!  Yon know
whera fhe wood-hird comes in, and
Bieglried 1mitates im on a reed he's cob
for himself—"

*“Dlessed 1f T do!™

Haosking snorted.

“*Wall, vou know now, Well, Wagner
makes Siegfried tootle on that little reed,
about a foot long.  Dut the sound is
roally produced in the orchestra on the
vor Anglais, That shows what an asa
Warner really was!™

“1r.d-does 1£3*

“0Of eourse it does. He makes Sieg-
fried tootle on a thing a foot or so long,
sind produce notes that can only be pro-
duced on an instrument three feet long.
Thai. ehows that Wagner was a German-

headed ass, thounsh he's pot his good
points. ™ said Hoshina, “T'Il explain
iurther—~"

Y“Alv dear chap, we'll take your word
frr it,” satd Wharton hastily.

“As for his theory of the unending
melody—-" resumed Hoskins, “I say,
where are yvou fellows going

The Famous Five dJdid not exzplain
where they were going.

They went.

Hosking looked surprised.

The Co. had lost an opportunity of
hearing all about Hosking' views om
Warner’s theory of unending melody,
which was really reckless an their partk.

Perhaps it was because Hoskins, like
the melody in question, was nnending.

Clande Hoskins gave a eniff of disdain,
snd hurried on to the School House, Tlia
new Instriment was to be delivered after
Vesgons that Jay, and the il was to
come with ik,

Huoskins' Ruancial resources amounted
fo  threepence just then, which was
enply useless as part-payment of a bill
«f sisteen pounds.

He hastened to find Hobson, and con-
enlt with him.

To s surprise, James Hobson did nol
share his joy at that discovery of a cor
Anglais tl!.a.t. could be secured for the
pabtry sum of sixteen ?-Dunds.

His jaw drop when Heoskins fold
Iime of the forthcoming delivery of ihe
sstrument, i

“But—but vou can’t pay for 1t, old
chap ! he pasped,

“Nao; that's a difficalty,” admitbed
Hoszwins,  "“0Old Lazarns 13 simply a
business man—in fact, a Philistine, He
will want to be paid.”

“People generally want to be paid for
the thinga they sell, den't they?" mur-
mired Hobson.

Hoeking sniffed.

“It’'a rather soulless,” he gaid, ' But
they do. The question is, how are we
going to do it, Hobby ?”

“I'va ot ten bob,” aaid the loral
Hobby.
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*That only feaves fiftecn pounds ion 1™

" D“!E o mrinured Hobson.,

“I maght a:k Hockev— "

“ed-don't, old chap! Old Hacker ia n
bit soulless, too, I'm alraid.”

Hosking nodded thoughifully. Tike
many great aviisrs, he felt how painful
it was ta be hedeed in, as 1t were, by
such a piifal consideration as want of
money. Bob there it was!

"I know ! he exclaimed suddenly.

“Well?"”? snid ITobson, not very hope-
fully.

“T'll be out when the man comes,™ said
Hoskins, “Yonu'll tell the man I'm out,
Hobby, and tell him I'll send on the
money., Ue'll leave the goods right
enough : Lazarus knows his money is safe
at Greyfriars, Desides, he won’t want
to lug the fhing back to Courtfeld. You
can give lim a txp—gﬂ'a him five bob.

“ But—but—-~"1 .

“It's all right " said Hosking confi-
dently.  “1Ie’il leave it; I know that.
The money can be sent on™

“Wewew.when I
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H%hen T get my cheque frem DBlim-
per's, of course

James Hobson Jdvew a deep breath,
His belief in his cham was great ; i fact,
almost touching. DBut—tlicxe was a
' ]LJUL” .

“I—I sav, Hosky, suppose-—just sup-
pose—that Blimper's Jdow't accept your
' Peace March ' alter ail ¥

“Oh, that's all right!”

* But suppose——-~"r~ ] .

“You're supposing that their musical
editor is a silly chump without suy taste
in musie, Hobsott. Why should you sup-
pose that?"’

u{}h Iﬂ' _

Y1t will be ell eight,”™ said Iloskins,
“You leave it fc me. And I'll tell you
what, Hobly ; I'll play it to you this even-
g m the study, instead of deing any
prep. We'll chance 1t with ITaeker 1 the
morning.”

Still [Tobson id not look joyiul.

“Come up to the study now," zaud
Hoskins; 1 want you to listen to a hittle
E]IinF I've written for the clarinet. Come
on ™

For some reason, never explained,
James Hobson walked rapidly in the op-
posite direchion,

Three-halfpence. 11

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Friend in Need I
i ROT in, old infant!”
Harpy Wharton & Co. had
gatherod to tea in Study No. 1
when James Hobson of the
Shell looked . ) ] ]

The Co. greeted him quite cordially.

They rather liked Hobson of the Shell;
iz faith in Cleude Hoskins, and his loyal
devotion to that geniue, moved their ad-
miration for bis heart, if not for his head.

Hobson wore a worried look.

He “frotted 7 in, but shook his head
E:h-en Bbb Cherry pulled out 2 box for

bhy i 1 !

“Thanks! T haven't come to tea,” lie
said. " You fellow go on, don't mind
me. I was thinking of asking your
opthion.”

“Go abead!' eaid Ilarry Wharlon
vheerily. **{Good advice on tap in this
study 1

“It's about old Hoskins ™ said the Shell
fellow. * He's ordered a cor something
or other—-—="

“A cor Anglais," said Harry, lapgu-
ing.  “Only sixteen pounds! Dirt chedp
2t the price!”

“Oh, you know all about it!" said
Hobgon, “Well, it's going to be de-
liveved this evening, and Hoskins is
Fu:iu to leave the bill over till he gots
v echegque from Blimper's. @ course,
old Lazarus won't mind walting a few
days.  DBut—Dbut-—buat——""

* The hutluliess is terrific !" murmured
Flurree Jamset Ram Singh.

** 1lozking iz an awlully clever chap, but
vou can't call him business-like,” resumed
1lubson. “If anything happens, and he
docsn't get a cheque from Blimper's, he
will be 1 an awlul hole. Ilia people will
never pay sixteen pounds for & cor—
what-d"-y'e-call-it, ond, of course, old
Hosky can’t pay it.  You've got some
sepse, Wharton. Do you think he's hikely
to wot a lot of money from the music
pegple B :

Wharton hesitated. .

“Tell me what you think,"” said IIob-

“1 want to prevent Claude from

ST

being landed in an awful scrape!”
“Well,"” said Wharton frankly, 1

don’t think Lioshins will get a lot of

money from DBlimper’s. Smithy thinks
that advertisement for a * Victory Peace
Mureh " i3 some kind of catchpenny spoof.
and Smithy's very keen.  And—and

cun't veally Lelieve ihat Hoskins' music
is worth a let of money.”™

“Bame here!” murmured Nugent.

“The samefulness is ferrific!”

“Well, I really think it's worth a Iot
of money,” said Hobson. * But the ques-
tipn is, will Hosky got wiat it's worth?
Teesn't 1t seem rather too geood to be
true "

“TIt doea, rather.” :

“Most hikely the cheoue will come
along, pﬂ'rhﬂ]‘]E} but if it doesn’t—and it
nighin't—"" said IHobson,

“Tt mightn't, certainly " said Johnny
Bull, with a grn.

“Then Hﬂﬁﬁins will he lauded. What
da vou think o pul of hiz ought to do in
the cires?” asked Hobson.

“Well, the poods onchin't to be de-
fivered tall Hq&iins has the money Lo pay
for them,” said Harry. *Can't youo per-
suacde him to leave it over till he's heand
again from Blimper's?”

“I've tried. Nothing doing.’

¥ Cancel the order for him,"
Johnny Bull, . ;

“That's 2 good wden,” suid Harer.
‘“Telephone to Lazarus, and rzk him not
ta deliver the instrumeond wll further
notice,”'

“Hosking would feel awlully disap-
pointed if it didn't come.”

“Not so bad as if it did come and the

Tre Mucxrer Liersgy.-No. 580,
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cheque dide't, and he couldn’t pay for
it,"”’

“That's s0."” .

“ And, while you're on the job, 'phone
to Blimper’s and ask them when they're
oing to let Hoskins know,” said Frank

vugent. * Hosking i3 an ass-—-—"

T g

“J—I mean he's not business-like, and
it"a up to his pal to see that he doesn’t
wander into trouble. See that the cor
Anglais don't come home before the
cheque from Blimper's.™ .

obson nodded, evidently relieved by
this sage advice. . i

“T'll go and 'phone now,"” he said.
“]kaar'n gone out, so I can use his telo-

one."”

P “Let's know the news," said Harry.

"“Yes, rather; I'll come back,”

James Hobson left the study, and the
Famous Five went on with their tea, with
smiling faces, They sympathized with
Hobson, who had good couse fo feel
alarmed for his chum. Hosking was
counting his chickens before they were
hatched, and that was his own business;
but when he begon spending Blimper's
i:Jh ue lléel'nre:*it arrived it was time for

is iriends to step in. i

Once the goods had been deliversd at
Greyfriara Mr. Lazarus was not likely
to take them back; and the prospect of
being dunned for & debt of sixteen pounds

might have terrified any fellow but
Clande Hoskins.
James Hobson came back te  the

Remove study in about twenty miautes.
Ha was looking less worried now.

“All gerens!” he said, !
Blimper's first, and they said Hoskins
W{}u]geu'ﬂt their letter to-morrow.”

“Q0h, good!” ]

# And I've told Lazarus not to deliver
the cor thingummy till to-morrow even-
ing,” said Hobson. *Don’t you fellows
tell Hosky. He would never forgive

tH’

“Not a ayllable!” said the Famous
Fiva solemnly. 4

‘They chuckled when Tlobson was gont.

Hoskinas, bhssfully unconscious of the
fack that he had been saved from a scra
by his Joyal chum, was expecting the
arrival of the cor Anglaia that evening.
When the Famous Five came down after
tes, they found the musical junior haunt-
ing the d-:mn;g;r. evidently in a state of

at expectation.
grf:la waa prepared to Gl up the time by
telling the Famous Five all about a won-
derful thing he was composing for his
new instrument; but the¥ 1ad o pressing
engagement, and escaped.

aude Hoskins was like unto an un-
quiet ghost that evening.

Hobson urged him to do his prep; but
Hoskins shook his head. He couldn’t put
his mind into prep.

As bed-time drew near, and the cor
snglais had not arrived, Hoskins grew

very bitter.

c‘ﬂm remarks he made about Mr.
Lazarus would have made that old gen-
tlemen's buir stand on end if Lie could
bave heard them.

“1—1 wonder 1f T could Luazr down fo
Courtfield on my bike before dorm?™
Hoskins remarked at nine o'clock.

“You'd want a pasz out,” murmured

abaon.

“Well. T shiould think Wingate wonld
give me o pass when I fold lum wlat it
was for.”

“He wouldn't, old chan,
Lazarus will be shut up.”

"I could wake him ap.”" sakd IHoskins.
“Dash it all!  Faney keeping o chap
waiting like this for the cwr Anglais!
It's simply brutal !™

*Horrid 1" said Hobson, with a very
guilty feeling.

“Just me if he wasn't sure of his
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Bosides,

Y tried|

moniey, the old hunks!” said Hosking
indignantly.

ik Dh!n b

“I'Il tulk to him preity plainly to-
morrew,” said Hoskine, “I'll buzz off,
and see him immediately after morning
lessons,”’

“I=-I shouldn’t, old chap."

¥1 certainly shall,” said Hoskins de-
cidedly. *Now I sha'n’t be able to play
it to you in the study this evemng,

Hobby."”

“That's & shame!"” murmured Hob-
son. ' l—I—I was looking forward to
it, too. But—but as it hasu't come, sup- |
pose i{-u do rour prep.”

h, 1 can't be bothered about prep
new,

I‘G

“But Hacker—"
“Hang Hacker!”
Hobson goave it up.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.,
Not a Cheque !

ARRY WHARTON & COQ, wers
down early the next morn-
ing; but they found Hoskins
of the Shell was down earlier,

He was wandering quietly in the quad
when they came out.

Porhaps he had s hope that the cor
Anglais had arrived overnight, or would
turn up first thing in the morning,

It hadn't, and it didu’t.

Haskins looked very wrathy at break-
fust. In the =hell Form-room that
morning he taxcd the patience of MMr.
Hacker to the uttermost. Mr. Hacker
didn't know that Hoskins was expecting
a new instrument, and he didn't know
what that meant to an enthusiastio
musician, Mr. Hacker nsed his cane
twice that morming, and on each oeoa-
:;:au Claude Hoskina hoad the benefit of
it.

After morning lesions, when the
Remove came onk, Hobson came up to
Purrr Wharton & Co. with a dismayed

acs,

“ Letter come from Blimper's yeti"
nsked Wharton.

“No; and azll the fat's in the fire,”
said Hobson glumly. “He's gone for
his bike. ¢'s going down to see
Lazarus about the cor thingumy.”

“He mustn't,” saad. Harrs,

“But ha's going. "

“Gentlemen, chaps, and [ellows,"”
said the captain of the Remove, "this is
where we sacrifice curselves for the good
of the cause. Let's go ond see Hoskins,
and start him on Wagner.”

““Ha, ha, ha!l"”

With that generous resolve the
Famous Five hurried down to the bike-
shed, where they found Hosking wleel-
ing out his machine.

“Hoskins, old fellow—" Dbegan
Wharton.

“{an't stop.”

“You were going to tell us abtout the
unbeginning melody—"

“The unending melodr, vou meai,”
said Hoskins, stopping.

“Yes, I—I meant the uncnding
melody. Do you really know mme
about that, Heskina?" asked Wharton
tnnocently.

“Do I answered Hosking disdain-
fully. “T've been into the thing from
gtart to finish. Listen to me!”

The juniors listened,

They did not wnderstand 1 the least
what the cheery Hoskins was talking
abour, and they wondered a little
whether Hosking himself underatocd.
But they listened.

Hosking was stll golng strong when
the dinnzr-bell rang.

“ My hat! I shall have to ses Laznrus
after dinner now,” remarked Hoskina.
And they went in to dinner,

After dinner, as Claude Hoskins was
making for the bike-shed, Harry
Wharton joined him, snd asked him
whather he would let him hear that Lttla
thing on the clarinet.

Hosking let him hear it willingly.

It lasted till afterncon classes,

. Wharton had an expression of suffer-
ing on hiz face when he left Hoskins'
gtudy, but-he had the satisfaction of
having done a painful duty well.

Hoskins was safe for the afterncon
ILOW.

After school the genius of the Shell
intended to run down and see Mr.
Lazarus before tea. It was, as he told
Hobson, inexplicable that the cor Anglais
hadn't been delivered. Hobson agreed
that it was incxplicable, but suggested
that Hoskins should wait till tﬁe post
came in, There might be & cheque fiom
Blimper & Co, for the * Victory Pence
March,” which he might take down with
him and get Mr. Lazarus {o cash,

Hoskins agreed to wsait for the post,
and quite 2 number of fellows waited
with him, It had been learned, some-
how, that a n;ih' from Blimper & Co.
was expected that day. Fellows were
anxtous to see the cheque; and Skinner,
and asome fellows ke Skinner, had their
sweetest smiles all ready to turn on for
Hoskina if there really was a cheque.

The excitement was great when the
poet came in,  And it intensified when 1%
was found that there sras a letter for
Hoskina, And it became simply white-
hot when the news spread that the stxle
and title of HlimFar & Co. were printed
on the outside of the envelope.

It was the letter from
last !

Hoaking stood in the centre of a little

limper'a et

crowd with the letter in his hand, He
seemed in no burry to open it. He en-
: jn}red that moment.

‘Let's see it, Hoske ! oxclaimed
Hobson.

“Let's sra the cheque, old chap!™

murmured Skinner,

“Yes, I specially want to see the
cheque,” remarked Vernon-Smith, with o
gric. ' Buck up, Hesking!"

“You are keeping us on the tender
hooks, my esteemad and nidiculous Ilos-
kina ! murmured Hurree Singh.

Claude Hoskins opened the envelope.

All syea were upon him as he drew
out the enclosurs, unfolded it, and read
it.

No cheque was visible.

Skinner's sweet smile faded away, and
waa replaced by a sneering grin,

“Well1" said Harry Wharton, as a
puzzled look came over Hoskins' face.

" Lews, hopel” murfoured
Hobson. :

“ Blessed if I quite understand ther,”
said Hosking, perplexed. “If I wanted
to pay for the publication of my musie
myaelf I shouldn't bother to send it Lo
them, should I* Besides, I haver't the
money."

“Whatt" .

“ Read the letter.”

Quite a crowd read the letter at cnce,
eraning over one another's shoulders
The letter var:

“Depr Sir,—0Our musical editor has
roported favourably wpon your wolk,
the * Victory Peace March." We are
repared to publish this upon specially
?m-uumh'lu terrna. The cost of produc-
ing o fairly large edition will be, ap-
proximately, £50. If you are prepared
to furnizh this sum, to cover the cost of
production, we shall be pleased to put
the publication of the *® Victory Peace
March ' in hand forthwith, .
Awaiting your reply, we remain,
% Yours faithfully,
“Briueee & Co”



Every Monday,

“My only Aunt Sempronial!®
Bab Cherry, with a desp breath., “The
rottenn  spoofers! It was a catchpenny
trick, as Smithy sard. They only want
roor ol Hosky's money.”

“Lucky for him hae hasnt any ™ mur-
mured Vernon-Smith.

Clawde Hoskinag' face was a sindy.

Hobson put his arm through his
ehoam’s and led him away.,  Aund  the
iuuwiors, with really genevous considera-
tion for poor old Hosky’'s feelings, dlic
Lok chartle till he was out of hearng,

That evening ITaskina of the Hhell
wrote to Messts, Blimper & Co. and told
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them wha! he thousht of them. The
next day ihe *Vietory Peace JMarch ™
came home by post. Hobson obligingly
hikerd down to Mr, Lazarus’ {o cancel
the order for the cor Anglais for his
clium. Fven Hoskins realized how jolly
hieky it was that that instrument hadu’t
been delivered, Jdivt cheap as i6 was at
siztecn pounds,

Harry Whavton & Co. could not help
chortling over the result of the chanvce
of a lifetime whivh had come Hosking
way. Buot they were sympathetic. And
nhen Hoskins eame  along to borrow
stamipe, to semd that great work off to a
Londen publizher, ther went through

Three-halfpence. 13

their porketz, vl laneded Hoshy all the
stamips they conld find,  And when i€
cama back again there was another col
leetion of stamps to send it on ite travels
once wore. After that Hoskins was ve
quested to nrovide his own stainps, with
the vesnlt that the * Vietory Peace
AMarch ™ faund quict and well-earned re-
pose i dvawer i bas stads.
THE END.

- (DON'T MISS “GIANTS AT
GRIPS " — next Monday’s grand

complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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SYNOPSIS.

Four muew boya—Gopgs, DBlount, Trickett,
aill Walers—come to fylcombe Grammar
sehool Ifroan Franklingham, which has been
hurnt down, Goggs, the real leader of the
four, ventriloquist, ju-jitsw expert, and al.
vound  sportsman, looks particularly simple,
and intends, with the help of hiz chumsz, to
Lotwink the Rylcombe fellows into thinking
him simple. Goggs & Co. fall foul of Larking,
Carpenter, and Hnipe, three of the “smars
W17 at ERyleombe, and Goggs usés his ven.
Iritoguism iu mystify them.

The Franklingham four share Study No. 3,
and are assigned to Dormitory No. 20, which
they share with Tadpole, whe fancies ‘hijmself
an arli=t, Woeird, who talks in rhyme, and
Larking & Co. Therc is a ﬁ%ilt. between Lark-
ing and Frank Monk, in which Larking fouls,
bul ia hopelezsty bexten,

Goges apaln wzes hiz ventriloguizm, and
Larking & Co. suspect that a ventrilognist is
at work, though they suspect Blownt or
Trickett, thinking Geggs too simple.

{XNow read o}

Very Litile Change Going.
T ALLOY What's this mean?” msked
Bags, as g dozen or more of the
Fourth, headed by Gordom Qay
and Frank Monk, trooped into
Mormitory Xo, 20,

The light of a single candle, held by Harry
Weantton, Huminated the procession,

"Lonk here, i1 you bounders have come to
Ty o1 any zort of fool games with me,” zaid
Larking, “I'll——"

“Hick us all in the tom-tumsz, I suppoze!"
said Jack Wootton, with the ring of conlempt
e Lis vojee, " DBut weé're pot after you, as it
happena.” .

“ Larking waos alraid he was going to he tried
ey the Form for his beastly foul,” Carboy
sippeated,

“Yon're a lar?" snarled Larking.

“Get out of bed and asay that again!™
rilapped Carboy.

COh, leave the fellow alone!™ sald Gordon
Gay., "You must allow him a week or Lwo
1or repaira hefore he takes on o warrlor part
peainm,. It's not you we're after, Larkine, nor
1ub, Carpenter.  We don't even want Soipe,
¥adpole can stay between the sheets, and
Waelird has uo weltd to dree this night. DBet
vhto cach of the new hounders I say—' Cohie
forth!™ ™

“Pardon me, Joy, my dear fellow—"

“Gay!" smapped the owner of that wame.
“Rurely it’s casy enough lo remember™

“Very well indeed, hy the method
fveociation of ideas,

of
wiivh I enmmonly

-

practize. Bat it is ust that which leads me
astray. 1 think of JoyTul, and that naturally
sugpests—"' .

i, rhoese it! Coll me what you like as
long ag it's not uncivil, but do cheese it! Yon
were poing Lo aay something else. Say it and
shin out! Cut it shord, too; we don’t propose
to apomd the whole night listening to your
chinwng.™

"You're stich a silent ehap yourself, aren’t

vow, Gay, old hird?* said Tricks, with =2
chuekle,

“I've a right to falk.” )

"We  hwven't, I eupposc?’ euid Bags
meekly,

Mol New chaps should be seen and not
feeard, In some cases I'm not sure that they
ghould  even he reen; but nope of yon
bounders f2 quite ap had aa that. A fellow

can look st you wilhout petting paing ingide.”

*Thanks! %orry we can't return the com-
pliment.” soid Waptail.

“You'll be pefting paing onteide if you're
not joly careful, Waters! Now then, Goggs!
You were ahout to remark that—"

“That you are requiring of uws a sheer
impogaibility, my dene  Joyfal,” said  Goops
mildly. '

“"How's that?”

“¥You 2ay that cach of us is to come fonrth.
Now, how can that he done? For that any
one among us should come fourth neceasitates
that the other three ahould he firat, secand,
ande=—— Gureerreh !

Wontton minor’s hand had heen  elapped
over Goges’ mouth, to stop the fow af aprech
that isswed therefrom as jssues the water
from o fonntain in Hrst-class working nrder.

But, In his haste Lo stop that Aow, Wootton
minor bad rootten thet he still beld thoe
cridle, The congequences of Lis action were
that the dormitory was plunged into dark-
mega pud ibat Goggs zgob & mwonthiul of bod
wax.

“You Juck
Wootton.

“Gurrrregh!
nice,” said Goggs,
hungry.”

Somebody struck a mateh. Goggs, sitting
up in bed, gouded way from the cornera of his
tneg b, Lt cven in 5o doing he iE}rt liia
temper. and, in some queer way, his dignity,
too. The Fourrth were not particadar aboind
dignity. and possibly they did not think of
it in that way; but that waz what it
amounted to.

Everyone except the thred who knew him go
well thought of Goges as & batd.

But he never was that, Tt was casy fo
sicer b Lig poduntie specech and hie plain
face aamd his supposcd inahility to do moet
af the things & bovy cares ahogt doing. But

eifly asz, Harry!” snapped

That Jid not taske at all
“Moreover, I was not

it was not £0 caesy to geore over him, thouosh

By Fﬁchard Randolph

a3 yet the diffeulty of # had not becn

reafized : and it sevmed imposzible to distorh

seriously hig serene temper. -
“Light the candle, chum?!” said CGay im-

rakivntiy. _
“Can't! Gosps hag  eaten it,"  roplicd
YWontton minor. But he Jdid.
“I um wery sorcy Indeed H that fe ihe

ense,” sald Goggs. “Hut T assure you that if
it ia so, my friend Hottentot—beg pardon—
Wooden—1 shall think of your head in
Foture, and so wvold theze ally misfakes—
I'm alwave making them! LEr—where was 17
Oh, yest My frviend =--"

“A bhit lvzga of=—.=" hegon Woollon minor.

A very queer wame imlecd ; sounds gquite
Baolabpevik,” struck in Gopea, with his blandest
amile.  “8till, vou shonld know host. My
fricnd  Abbitlesendt  was ot Towlt for s
clomsiness. not 1 for a greediness which [a,
[ bope and tewst, forcizn to my nature, 1
tpderatand  that in the Far North the
Eskiipg==-"

i, pag the chwmmp, or we shall never
gt unylhing done!™ groaned Lane.

Ceme out o of i, you chupsl”
Ay,

“SWhattor?™ mrowled Waters,

But he eould guess what for, and Bags
urif Tricka were already out of hed.  They
Itast heen throozh this sort of thing hefore,
atead tleey kmew fthat it hod no terrors lor the
fellow who eould talke it lizlitly, .

Googs waa not out yet. He had taken lLis
spgpetacleas from hia woksicost-pocket, and
wig carefully putting thom on.

"Herr, yonn dou’t meed those things,” :aid
Frank Monk.

As hoe spoke i sbruck Lim that the crves
af (Gegge, seen withont the glasses, were nob
ab all what one woutld have expected. They
were viery hlge, aml there was in them a
humnrens gieam ; moreaver, they did not look
i the Yeast short-sizhted.

Nut it war only o elimpse he got of them.
Then the planses went o,

“I rpeally feel s very harefaced without
them. my dear Mowkey,” said Uoggs con-
Adetitially,

Ho got out, and Walers follawed, a little
inchined o sromble, Wastall was by far
the most. touchy of the quartet from Frank-
lingham.

“Take a hlanket-—take a Goggles; pat the
Gogeles in the blapket, then heave-ho!™ sai
MUY, Brinning. .

*0Oh, how nice!"-cricd Goggs, clasping his
hands In raptore. “Ever =0 much betier
than ridc-a-cock-horse, which 1 loved in my
ehildish days, or the awing-bonts at the
fair! I did not pucszs that you had such
charming prmea hwere. 1 thought you anly -
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played ericket and marbles and rough sports
of that kind.” )

Frank Monk looked sharply at him. Jome-
how that spcech seemed out of keeping with

thode keen blue cyes of which he bad eaught
mgllmpat. TR :
ut dogps in hiz pingsea and  prjamas

looked absurd enough for anything.

“I'm hanged If I'm going to be tossed In
a blanket ! said W-":;‘;t-rﬁ? crossly. “I've heen
through all that hefore, and 1 don't see
gﬁ:g through it again. We're nol raw
k IIl

“You're new chaps beps,” said Goay. “And
fit's nlways done.” )

“And you're wrong.” added Wootton major.
“You won't be hanged {I you're tozsed in
a blanket, but you'll he licked if you're not,
and you'l be tossed after  you've Dbecn
licked."

“Don't be a fathead,
pered Bags.

“Oh, come an!?

Wagtail!"  whis-
Do eome an ™ eried Goggs,
clappinz hiz hands and deing a jiz in his
fretemluéd excitemant. “"Mu_ Brst, please.
t will be ke being a bird. How very kind
it ia- of you fellowa ta give your mew school-
mates such o deliclous treat!™

“We'll be after makin® the spalpeen fetch
some of the plaster off the eeilling,” muc-
mured Nieky 0'Donnall in the ear of Danald.

pon. “Bure, it's no suel  trate  he'll he
thinkin' it 1lhen!™
“I'm no' thoat sure” saildl the Bcof.

“Nicky, my son, there's more in yon whey-
faced loon than meckz the eye!™

A hlanket was taken from Gorgs® bed.
He seemed all impaticnee to be In it; oand in
hia haste he grabbed O'Donnell round the
neek, and brought that youthh to the foor
with a bump. CGoges also bumped, but as
he bumped vpon Nicky he was less hurt than
the Irish junior.

“0h, bedad, I'lL "

" ek up, ass! WNow, thep, Goggleal”

This time Goggs was pot Into the blanket
without miskap—unlicss hiz jabhing the rather
prominent nose of Carboy with his foof wis
u mishap—and Bags & Co. had their doubts
a3 -to whether it was an accident, anyway.

"Whooooop ! ryelled Goggs, as lie shot
bpwprds. :

“Btop that row, yvou frahious idiot, or we
shall Liave a prefect upl”

“0Oh, stop, do stop: My dear Jayful——-
Dooooh i .

Gogge went up again--aimost to the cciling
Lhir time,

*I did not know that this mame—
Goooooch !” he splutterad.

Up he wenb oncg more.

"Was upauthorized or  improper. I
magined that—— Ooooooooh ™

Again he shot upwards. But aa he touelcd
the blanket again he continued his plaintive
objections. ;

“I must beg of you to deaist! I do not
Hike to break——— Ooooooooh ™ .

“Ome more for the spalpedn, and make it
& good one!™ eried O'Donnell.

“Hend the allly rotfer up through the
celling!™ sporled Larking,

Perbapa Latking wonld bhave dene bBetter
to avoedd that swggestion.

It may have heen purely an accident that
Goggs left the Llanket that time in guite a
different fashign—and did not come back
te it ab all!

It mary have been purely an aceident that
lin deserlled n kind of parahola in the air,
hls thin, pyjama-clad legs fluttering wildly.

And it may have been purely an aceident
that his wild Right ended npon Larking's
bod, and upon Larking's hody.

But Bags and Tricks and Waters {ancicd
that it wus not.
" Doogncoch |
purgled Larking.
_ Qoggs eat uwp—on that portlon of Lark-
ing's anatomy immediately helow hiz cheaf—
and calmily readinsted hia glasses, .
“I trust ihat I have nad ot all incem-
moded you, my dear  fellow?” he  said

anxioualy.

“Qerrof!  Incommoded—oh, wou silly,
pnttr. raving lunalie!  levwled Larking,
';ﬂmt are you fatheaded imbecilez cackling
K

Grerrrgh! You mad fooll™

“Ha, ha, ba! roared tho rest,

“Do it again, Ooggs, me darlint ! urged
Nicky O'Doanell.

Goges shiook his hend, zeating imsel! more
firmly upon the body of Larking as lhe did
o,

“I regret that I cannot ohlige you, my

= ahor S
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dear fellow,” he said. "I mi;;ht falt next
time uwpon somepne who really mattered,
Or I might even descend upon the flogr, and
hurt myeelf.”

“Qerroft! Someone who matters--hang you,
don't I matter?’ stormed Larking.

“Not to any extent worth mentioning,”
replied Gopgs. “As a concession to polite-
ness I have apologised to you, but——"

His speech wans cut short by o mighty
heave on Larking's part. That hcave scat
Gogrs off the bed, But he landed on his
feet, and it struck Fronk Monk that his
doing 30 was not exactly accidental. Dags
& Co., well aware that their chum was as
active as a cab, Enew that it was not.

“"Come along, Blount!” said Gay.

“Right-ho!" answered Bnags cheerily.

Bubt he was only tossed twice.

There really 13 not much to be got out
of tossing & fellow in_ o blanket when the
fellow takes it as coolly as though he were
in the habit of going <through it nightly.
And Tricks, like Bags, took it that way.

Out of Wagtall the invaders of Neo. 20
managed to get a lttle more fun. He did
not resist, but he wag sulky, and muttered
things about silly rot.

&6 they gave him half o dozen vigorous
togzes, It wonld have beepn better for two
or three of them if they bad kept the
mimber down to flve, for Wagtail made a
wild clotch at the neck of Carboy as he
came down for the last time; and Carboy,
Aoundering, drageed down Donaldson, and
Donaldson barged into Gordon Gay, and sent
him erashing against a bedpost.

U Clumsy idiot ! roared Doneldson.

“Yow! You put your beastly elbow
my eye!" howled Carbay.

“Look at my nose! Oh, crumbs!" gasped
Gordon Gay. (ay's nose was quite a nicely-
shaped one, bub contact with the hed-
post hiad not improved it. )

“Herve you right, asses!™ growled Wag-
tail.

" “0h, slay the cheeky rotter!™ hooted Car-
oy,

“If you dom't stop that row In there 1
shall come along with my ashplant!” spoke
B voice, apparently from the corrider.

It rownded like Delamere’s eoice, and the
invaders made an Instant scuttle for shelter
under the bods.

“Tut out that condle, fathead!"

“Ow! That's my napper!™

“Where are you barging to, chump?"”

Stifled protesta and adjurations came from
under nearly every hbed.

Beneath that of Goggs three junlors were
wedged in—-Lane, Gay., and Morgan., There
waa really not room for three, and they
wers aquirming frantically. Ir Delamere had
come it at that moment he must have spotted
thuem, But as he was two floors helow, and
guite ignornnt of the fact that anything
specinl ways going on in No. 29, it was nob
likely Le would come i

Upon the stretched pylamas of the trio o
ltand full—hard!

in

flap, slap, slap!

“Who's that? Stop 82 hissed {say.
Slap, slap, 51:4.?!

"['ﬁ jolly well spiflicate someone fer thia!™
apltttered Lanc.

“Dashed if T believe that was Delamere
ab atl™ exid Frank Mouk. "It's not like
him to coll ont from the corridor and let
It go at that.”

A genern! eeramble from wunder the heda
enaued. Wootton minor, still elinging to the
cundle-end, which was very much the woTse
for wear by this time, managed to relight it.

Oopdon Uay slared at Gozgs,

*"Was that you?™ he demanded sternly.

“YWas which-——— Wenlly, I fear that T
not take your meaning, Joyful!
which 1"

“Some chesky ags spanked ws a3 we were
shinping wnder the bed )™ said Lanc hotly.

“Hut surely vou do not Imagine that it
rould have been I asked Goggs, ]mkIn%
quite shocked. “Apart frotn the fact tha
*ailly ngs " iz really not n description that
I can recognise as applving to myaelf, you
surely cunnnot think that I ceould he coilty
of an audacions a lberty

“Indeed, whatever, amd I wouldn't frist
vouu not to,” said Morgan.

“You pain me extremely,” roplied (Gopga.
“I should regard anvthing of the szort yom
shizeegt as aimost improper,  In faet, I am
not sure that the parb in which you have
pppeared bere i3 anite  adeguate  ofe—er—
décorous.”

do
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®0h, you imaze?! I say, we'd hetier cliar,
you fellows!™ said Gav.

They clenred.

“We dido't get a lot of change out of
that," remarked Wootton major, ns they i=ft
No, 29,

“That chap GOZEIw—""

Frank Monk hroke of.

“Well, what about him?" askad Gay.
I{':Ej‘.lh, pothing ! I'm pnly wondering,
all.

"Wondering whot. old top?”
“Whether he teally is the cutside edge in
ﬂ‘!l:i paszes, or whetler-— But he can't by
Jiat.”

"Can't be what, Monkey?" azked Weolion
minor.

"The deepeat, craftiest bounder who eser

blew in here!™ answered Monk.

S Then the voice of Larking broke if.
“Any of you chaps awaker” asked

Larking.

Mo one replied. Qoags heard; hut he did
not  congider that it was any aftair of
Larking's whether e was awake or aslecp.

“EBnipey "

"Aw-raw-aw " mumbled Snipe drowsily.

“Wake up, you bhosoder! L want to talk
to you."”

“1I'm awake."”

“Come over lere, thep™

“Why can't you come over here? I don't
ge¢ getting out of bed for the sake of yarn-
ing with you."

“h, come here, you idiof!”

¥ Oh, ofl right !>
LET got out of hed and crossed over to

nrking.

Goges was about to couph digercetly. He
had no wish to listen to the conversation of
these two. .

But then he heard sométhing that inddeed
him to keep silence.

What he heard was lis own name.

Now, when the enemy are talking about
you, it iz really not off the ruils fa listen.
S0 Gogga thought, at least; and lis atandard
of honour was a high one.

“If waa that chap GQoggs!" said Snipe.

“What was QoggsT”*

“The volce that sounded like Delameres.”

“Oh, rats! There's nothing at all to prove
that it woen't Delamiere’s”

"I'm absolutely certain it wasn't."

“Then it waz one of the other thires!”
growled Larking.

"Well, yes, it may have been; but I don't
think 0. The Goggs beast is the chap I've
ot my eye on now. Me's not so solt ns he
looks, Lark!™

“He's & dashed long way off Leing soft at
all when he tembles on top of & chap!™
growled Latking.

wges emiled in the darkness,

“That wasn't any accident,” Snipe said.

“Think not? 1 was inclined to think the
aame; buf—m==”

“1 don't think-—-I'm jolly sure."”

“All right! Let him look out for himsclf
—that's all! 1°Il make the rotter st up!”

And Larking's tone was very venpeful
iriiced.

But again Goggs smiled,

"We'll leave Goggs for a bit—he'll keep”
said Smipée. “I'm as kKeen asz vou are for o
el at him—I hate the whole blesged erowil
of them! Dut it's Monk we've to think
abpot now."”

*Yes, it's Monk!” hizzed Larking. And he
added n lurid curse.

This time Gopgs did not smile. But he
wag neither eurpriscd nor shocked. He lngd
already realized that Larking and Snips were
not the kind of fellows to take a licking or
a sef-back nicely,

“I've o dodge,” Enipe said enmerlv,

“Out with it, then!™

“Let's rag their study——

“0h, that's old and stale—otd a3 the hitls
and stale as last week's hread!™

“And put the dark deed on to Gomes agel
that gang,” added Fnipe, with a low, jeerinyg
laugh.

Corps waz all attention now, But 4e
would have heen even without -Snipes suu.
gestion for inculpating bim and his chums.

He liked Frank Monk and Gordon Gay ol
the Woottons and the rest of their set. la
conld foresee a time when he and hiz chuins
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would e the best of [richds with them, But
Gogers & Co) woukd never be chummy with
Larking and Snipe.

“That's betler! said Larking.

“1 thonght vou woold sy that!” chockled

H“i”c&. “Rillinz dwo birds with one stome—
whag "

“Buat we've got to flod a way to de i,
Shibpey.”

“You leave that to me, 171 find a way
to do it all serene, you bet! Bui you'll have
to take vour share of the doing.”

“Yes, I fancy 1 shall have to take more
than my share. Tlat's generally the way of
it 1" ncered Larking.

“Well, 1 have to do mose than ray share
of the giddy thinking, and you Kpow very
well bhat rough amd tumbler aren’t in oy
lime, There ousht ot to be anytbhing of that
gort in this, though.”

iy, yes, there onght, old gon!™

" What, if w2 put It on to that crowdi”

“Yes. There onght to be a dashed raugh
hewse Tor them.”

“That's ditffcrent. I agree to that all
righto. I do hate that cbap Gopgs, and the
rest of them aren't much betier™

Goggs wondered what he hod sone to incur
Enipe’s venomous hatred, There had cer
tainly been nothing for which he would have
thought ©of hating enyone had B beoen done
10 him.

And yet he found himself very close indeed
to  hating  Snipe. He decided thet their
naturez must be antipathetic——an explanation
which Woaptail would have wanted explained.

“You haven't thoupht of a dodpe yet, 1
suppose?” said Larking.

“I've half a notion, but T'm not going to
Sﬂi..ﬂllfthiw until 've  really thought it
o

“What about Carpenter?™

“0h, we'd better have him in jt1" said
Friipe. “Make it more respectable, you
know. The Form doesn’t turn up ifs nose at
Carp quite ag it does at you and me."”

“1 should hope it doesn't ¢lass me with
youl™ gaid Larking roughly.

" “0On the whole, I should hope not 1™ replied
=nipee.

Hut it did not seem that be meant exactly
the same ag Larking did.

“I'm not sore abouwt Carp,” Larking aaid.

"No, He did make a silly fuss about your
Kicking Menkey in the tummy, dido't he?”

“Dey up!  Youw've done o leap worse
things than that!"

“Can't remember thom,” said Snipe. * No,
don't trouble to remind me of the ghastly
details. I'M bet they'll all be forgotten long
hefore that foul of yours was! Kicking
chaps in the tummy is a0 sill;r. becavee it's
g0 giddy unpopular, dear boy?

And with that parting shot Snipe returned
to his bed.

Goges heard Larking turn over restiessly
and give a stitted groan. _

Fe felt almost sorry for the fellow. His
remorze hardly went deep, it was to be
feared; bub to have to endure the sneers of a
creature like Soipe was in itself no light
punishment.

[ = ¥ Ty

The Arrival of Goggs® Grandmother,

T HAVE the greatest pleasure in informs-
ing you, oy dear achoolmates, that
my beloved and revercd prandmother
proposges to arrive here some  time

to-day,” announeed Goges to a erowd of the

Fourth in-the guad next morning.

“Why, ¥ou only wrote to her yesterday!™
anid Wootton minor, staring at him.

H’I he wrote to her at all,” Frank Monk
auid.

“But why should you doubt that I wrote

te her, Monkey ! asked Gogps, as i in
BUTPrige.
“"Must Be in a  jolly hurery fo sec you

again!"” growled Carbojy.

“I am her only grandson,” replied Goges
poathebically.

“Lucky for her!™ said Wootton major,
“Two like you—oh, my only sainted sunt!”

“Was your aunt canonised. Wooden?” in-
qtllll'El'l Gopes cagerly., Do tell me all about
it, and whether she was ot all like you! I
shouwld imagine not, on the whole. Buob I did
oot know that they canonised oanyone pow-
adaya."”

“Brereerr 'Y growled Wootfon maior.

“Breerrerrr ! came a growl from  behind
him, and he whipped round in some alarm.
It eounded exactly like a dog at close
quarters, and by no mcans a good-lempered
dig, either,

But no dog was there.

“Sure, you couldn't have heen after hearin’

(Continued on page 16.)
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For Next Monday :
“GIANTS AT GRIPS [ ™

By Frank Richards,

When Mr. Frank Richards goave us “ School
and Sport ¥ be estoblished a Lype of story
which gained immedigte and world-wide popu-
larity. Our next lomg complete story of Grey-
friars Sthool belongs to this type, though, of
course, its plot is materially ditferent.

George Wingate, the popular caplain of
Greylriars, considers it iz high time that the
semiors proved $Meir worth on the playing-
fields Ly challenging ant putting to rout their
rivals of 8t. Jim's in & %Eeat dportz Tourna-
ment. Wingube's big tosk is not leseened by
the arrival in the Greyfriars Sixth of a blac
sheep named Wilding, who sets out to deprive
Wingate of the capiuincr, To thiz end he
and Loder join forces, and many exciting inci-
tdents oceur before, during, and alter the
sporte—incidents whlch ma’ke the story o
breathless one from start to finish.

Those readers who apprecinte an ocensional
yarn with the szeniores in the limelight will
vote next week's story & winner all the way !

BACK IN HARNESS !

Your Editor and His Staff Come Marching
Home.

Tha Gontroller of the Companion Papers and
hiz stafl—with one exception—hbave mnow
resumed the duties arrested by the advent of

War.

The exception is Mr, F. J. Coombes, who
baz made the supreme sacrifiee. S0 far as
the rest of ws are congerned, I am thankful to
record that, although active service has left
its mark on some of us, we are sulliciently
sound and strong to carry on the task we
bave =0 dearly at heavt, namely, that of pro-
viding for our readers the finest stories and
features it iz possihle to procure.

From the infantry, from the Horal Alr
Force, from the death-derling Taoks and the
thunderous artillery, we are returning—
roitghened and toughened, perhaps, by the
storm and stress of modern warfare—but ns
keen and determined ns ever that our loyal
army of readerz zhall mizs none of the feasta
of fiction which the future holds in store.

THE MEN WHO CARRIED ON.

And how, yvou will ask, have the Companion
Papers been wepk going during the war? In
reply to this conpndrum, let me state that
they hove been kept alive by & mere handful
of men—men whe, although ineligible for
military service, have spared no effort to keep
the Ang Axing until sueh time as the original
staff came back. Of these men let the record
atand in these pages, as the highest praise it
is possible to give, that they eacrificed every
comfort, and I_PM' plegsure ab arm’s length, for
the benefit of otherz. Had they swerved for
one moment from the task, the Companion
Papers might have sharcd the fate of some
g! their unfortunate contemporaries and closed

W,
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GREAT THINGS IN STORE!

Well, here w2 are again! And ns we have
played our part in frustrating the koavish
tricks of the Hums, =0 =hall we play our part
in the fatore by seeing that our Ioyal readers
are given the best—and nothing hut the best
—of everything. I shall huve somebhing more
to say on this subject next week., Meanwhile,
will my readers, one and all, accept my heart-
telt thanks for their staunch support of the
Companion Papers during the eritical times
through which we have passed?

It iz my dearest wish that the bond of

Irlendship which has always exfsted between
my readers and myself may be still furtber
strengthened,

In conclusion, let me add that when you
are in doubt or difftculty on any subject,

WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOQUT IT!

He -will understand. He iz pour friend, amnd
h!!:i will stand your friend through thick apd
thin!

NOTICES.
Football,

RowpireH SwiFrs—I13-lé—Home and away;
i.] mélea.—{}e:u. LK. Elapnd, T, Bedford Street,
erby.

CAsTiETON ToespaY.—Players wanted—I4.15,
~—(iep, Entwistle, 1122, Manchester HRoad,
Castletan, Lancs.

Crloket,
DULwicH ArHiETIC gnd Dprwicd  INvIcTs

CRICKET CLues—Home and away—0eo. E.
Wells, 14, Theodore Road, Hither {reem, 8.E

Correspondence, eto.

Launcelot Willis; Box 143, Chaplesu, Ont.,
Canada—with readers in British I1sles, 13-14.

Huyrey Cleminson, 495, Stretford Road, Old
'I:iralqi_fnrﬂ, Manchester—with readers abroad,
1a:-17.

Jas, Burke, 537, Queen Mary Street, Middles.
brough, Yorks—with readers, 16-17, oversena.

Miss b, Preston, 121, Bedford Street, Cardiff,
Glam, South Wales—with girl readers, 16, pre-
ferably in the Colonies.

J. Rice, Jun., 14, Gueen's How, Walworth,
2.E. 17, wants members for the C.P.C.C.

T, Fry, 1, Nihlett's Hill, 5t George, Bristol
—with resder Interested in rocks and fossil
remains.

Mizzs Mary Maseoll, Clyde Cettage, Welling-
ton RHoad, Bitterne Park, Southamptom, would
like to hear from her sunt, MMre. Macmillan,
lest heard of at the Tob Roy Hotel, Sydney,

Australia, Mrs. Macmillan's daughter, bra.
Efgnbem. iz a professional pianist, and her
other daughter, 15 Miss Dorothy Maocriilan.

Miss P. Meek, 4, Beaeonsfeld 3Streef,
Leamington Spa, Warwickshire—with readers
a.ngwhere to exchange posfeards.

. geratcher, §5, Swinebank Cottages, Daw.
don, Seaham Harboutr, co. Durham—with
readers in England, Scofland, and Canada.

Raymond Halkyard, 50, Denton Lane, Chad-
derton, (Mdbam, Lancs, wants to hear from
readers interested In his amateur wmagazine,
2id., post free.

'C. Walker, P.O. Box B11, Port Elizabeth,
Bouth Africa—with readers in the United
Kingdom, 14-18,

Harold Shepley, 556, (ddham Road, Dards.
ley, Ashton-under-L¥ne, wants correspondents
for the Wide World Correspondence Cluob;
magazine, 2id., post [ree; 1z, 3d. six months.

H. Grilin, 10, Marriott's Court, HBrown
Street, Manchester—with readers anywhere.

HN. Kennedy, P.). Rox 41, Port Elizaheth,
South Africa—with readers in Cannda, 17-18,

Laurence Huddlestone, 63, George Street,
Romford, Essex, wants members for bis corre.
spondence alub.

Mizs Gladys DBeeney, 17, Langton Park,
Southville, PEristol—with readers, 22 and
upwards.

CLEARING THE AIR!

One of my Repton chums, whose poetical
outhursts bave frequently appeared on Lhis
page in the good old davs, lilts op his voice,
apain next week. He haz something to say,
gnd he says ik in hiz usual breesy, onbspoken
manner. He ralses severa]l important points
which directly concermn all my rteaders, so
make & special point of reading next week's
Chat, which will ctear the air with regard to
many outstanding gqueries concerning  the
Companion Papérs,

H. A. H. (YOUR EDITOR.)
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from the d:ar old lady yet., Gogglea," said
Nicky O Donnell.

Uoggs fourished a pink Aimsy—rather the
worse for wear, had anyone coxamined ik
llluael].r. But no one bad the chance fo do
that,

“Have vou people In Ireland oot yeb heard
ufk 1::]!1& eleetrie  telegraph, O Donngll?” he
anEad.

“Sure, an' how were ye after knowin® that
I am Irizh?' demanded Nicky.

“*Ha, ba, hal”

Evervone but Goggs joined in the laugh
that greeted that query, ;

Kicky 'had never becn -more wholly Irish
than when he asked it

Goges regarded him gravely and erifically.

“Perhaps it was rather clever of me to
discover that,” e said. “Buot I am very
bright at tides. T am not guite sure how
I discovered it; but, on the whele, I think
that it was by the shape of your nose.”

“Bedad, an” what's the matter with mF
nose ab wll, at all?” hooted KNicky. :

“T am not prepared fo say exactly what
i3 the matter with it. In fact, I showld hesi-
tate to say that there was anything in par-
ticutar the matter with it, my dear fellow.
Ag pozes go, and having resard to the fact
that there are not enough really first-clazs
oneéa to go round "—Crogps looked around
him as e spoke, and a dozen hands went up
to the noses of their owners, snd felb them
thoughtfully—="1 shounld say that you have
no reason to be acutely dissatisfied with it.”

“It's the cheek of Ould Scrateh ye have,
ﬁ spalpeen ™ reared Nicky, looking war-
ike.

“Pardon me! T do not know the gentle-
marr with the curious name, my dear
O'Flannigan, bot I think 1 can say wlith
safety that I have nothing whatever of his™

The crowd roared again. The Ryleombe
Fourth bad already got into the way of

agcordin {fogge” long speeches an atten-
%Lm: that Tadpole's had never received from
ETi.

Goggs amused the Fourth. Me scemed so
very innocent and simple, and veét he usually
cpme put of any. argument, wverbal or
physical, right end up. :

Already therc were a few fellows in the
Fourth, however, -who suspected him of not
being quite so gimple and isnocent ag he
geemed—hesides his three chume from Frank-
lingham, who knew that he was not.

Nicky O 'Donnell, who was really a very
gooil-tempered fellow, did not push the dis-
pute as-far as a resort to Asticuffe—which
wap a8 well for Hiﬂ:z. whom Coggs could
have licked with one hand tied bhehind him.
It was also ae well for (oggs, whose plans

id not include Erlcombe's discovery just

¢t that he was a boxer of uncommon
catlibre. )
“When's the dear obld  lady  coming?”

asked Qordon Gay.

“Some time to-day,” replicd Goges. b |
really am not gquite ¢lear when. FPerbaps
some af you can help meé with information
about the traina.”

“&hatl we all go with vou to meet her?™
asked Carboy, winking at his chums,

“1t is really very kind of you to anggest
that course, my dear Carbuncle, but—"

*Carboy, fathead!™

uMy dear Coarboy fathead—but T am fin
doubt whether she would reslly care for
that. Besides, we might meet with some of
thoza very rude and mﬂ(&]x 8t. James' bays
on the retorn journey. They do not know
me as an enemy, and 8o I and my dear
grandmother would pass unmolested, whereas
the presence of any of you——"

*A3s'™ snapped Wootton major. " You
don’t aupipose ithe 8t. Jim's chaps would
meddle with an eold lady even if we were
all with her, do you?"

C"Wounld they not? 1 am rTeally very

leased to hear that they are not such utter

tooligans—-" 5

*They're not hooligans at  all,
burbling maniac:" said Gordon Gay.

“They're as decent chaps apz vou'd find
anywhere,” added Lane,

“You surprise me! Why, then, do
fight with them?™

“Hecause we lke it, T suppose!™ growled
Carboy. :

“How very eavage nnd unrefined! I do zin-
rerely trost that tle stay of my  grand.
mother in our midst will have an ameliorat-
ing effect upon the tone of thiz schood."”

* Lt MTE so ! angwered Gerdon Gay,
erinning. "I dare say we shall all bhe knit-
ting antimacassars of deing crochet when
ghe’s heen here a weck of bwol” :

“But she won't stay a week or two.” said
Wootton minor, “The Head won't let her.
"Taiu't sense!l™

o

rou
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“T tenst that you are wrong, Wooden., 1
think that you undercate the kindness of
the Hend's beart."

“Pon't you think you overcate the soft-
neg of the Head's head?? asked Wooiton
major. :

“I am going to consult a time-tahle,” eaid
Gopes, fgnoting that query. "I beg that
rou wil not cerry out your idea of going
to the ‘station to cscort my pgramdmother
hither., I feel sure that she would not catg
about that. Anything in the way of a
triumphal arch at the gates and 2 double

-file of the sehool across the quad to greet

her in respectiul silence would be more ¢oh-
sonant with her wishes, and more proper as
a welcome to o lady of somewhat advanced
gge, I consider.”

“Think she'd like a band?" saild Carboy.

(oggs seized hiz band.

“My desr—pr-——Boil—"

“Carboy, yvou silly chump!™

“My dear Carboy, you silly chump, I
thank you with all m¥ heart! A band
would indeed Le an cxecllent ootion. Do
you play the bip drum in the band, mF
dear—er—Wart, you ahsolute as=—2  Oh,
bep pardon-——my silly mistake: I'm alwayvs
making them?®™

“Legeo my hand, you idiet!™ yelled Carboy,
brying in vain to cxtricate his fingers from
a prip such as he co0ld never have helieved
Gogos was capable of giving.

"Hut do you play the big drum, my dear
Boil? I think you must he the big
drummer; the role seems so eminentiy suited
to your style. FPlease play the big drum
when the baod meets my dear grandmother,
Carbuncle

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Carboy wrenched his hand free at last,
He was very near to foaming at the mouth.

“I'l give you big drom!” he hooted. "I
you were up 1o my weight I'd jolly well
see it I could improve the shape of your
nose! Nothing anvone could do to it would
make it worese. And if you call mc out of
my name again I'P—"

“Heally, my dear Wart, you should re-
member how yery difficult the allocation of
cotrect names to so many faces of no special
distinction must bé to so lorgetinl an indi-
vidual as myself. T fear that you have
not a truly pacific temper, Carbuncle!™

And Goggs turned away agnin, appareatly
noblivioua of the -faet that Carboy wns on
the verge of going for him. z

*You're overdoing it. old top!” 2aid Blount,
turning away with him. “8Some of the chaps
are getting on to you, I'm sure.  There's
Monk, for one. He didn't say a blessed
word all the time you were gassing, but he
was watching you lEc a cat watching a
mousehole. Sooner we get this grandmnther
wheeze worked off the better; it will be too
Iate for it in a day or two."

“Well, a E}Ia.pe can’t last for ever, Bags™
said CGoggs, dropping for onee inko the specch
of the average schoolboy, which was 2 thing
he seldomt did, even when alone with his
choms, "HBHut I fancy we can earry this on
for a hit yet—unless they find ont that
grappy's me, whichh I shall take care they
don’t."”

“There's a danger in that,” Bags returned.
“It will seem wqueer that you and granoy
sbhouldn’t be zeen together.”

"DBut that can’t be helped, a3 mone of yau
Eihree Iz willlpg 1o take on the part,” replied

OEEs.

“I'm jolly well not, T can tell wou! T1
I'm going to be mobbed, I'H he mobhbed
without a piddy skirt and bomnet on! And
Tricke is dead off it, too. Wagtail might be
wilting, but he couldn'{.” 7

“There are two fellows at Bt Jim's who
conld take on the part, and woenldn't mind
doing it, either,” Goggs szaid, “But their
pamiatance i3 ond of the guestion.
would have to break boands——"

“Rats! They'd chance that all sercme. il
they're as good sporis &% you make them
out to bLen

“Yea, they'd chance that, T'm sure. Butb
to ask them weould e to give away to St.
Jim's the Tact thet I am here; and it has
cocurred to me that after we have Boished
inping the homo crowid we gkt met some-
tling out of japing the 5 Jim's follows—if
aily they can be brought o bolieve that I
am 3 ¢compléte stranger to them,™

"My hat! That's o morgecus idex.  Waorak
of it iz, thouzh., fhat =ewe of the rotters
frere wonld moo giving iF wway directly.”

=1 think not. As far as 1 have gathered,
the Fewd is o matter which concerns zuch
fellows ws LBarking and Snipe and Carker snd
Lacy wery little. It iz ¢uite a healthy and
sporting Temd, ond they maturally take wvery
alight iotervst i i, When thiewy are ine-

They

volved In it. aceident is the cause. T think
that something might be done hefore they
got on to the wheese and gave it away.”

“And, of course, they don't know you have
ever visited 8t Jim's; there's o lot in that,”
said Hags thoughtfully.

"By the way, my dear Bagshaw, I should
be oblized if you could Keep am oye on tha
sweelk Spipe and the lamblike Larking, They
are plotting something.”

" Against ws?”

“Indirectly—well, it's hardly that,
though we come in,
Monk and his crowd.”

“Can't you tell me.a Dit more thon that?
'm jolly sure you know more!™

“I bhave no secrets from  you, my dear
Bagshaw. The plot is to reg the study of
Mook & Co,, and thereafter to make it
appear that it wog we who did the deed.”

“ Diirty wheeze!™

“I agree with you. It needs defeating,
and we must defeat it. But to-day I shall
be a0 busy playing grandmother thoat I can
not give the matter-my undivided attention.
I would suggest tlint you hand over at 1cast
some parck of the walching fo our ingepuots
Waters."

“Waptail would muck it up.”

“He might. But if you alto are on the
fiti vive I do not imagine he can—er—muck
it up fnally, econclusively, and compre-
hensively. And it will be good exercise for
his brains. Oar dear Wagtail iz so well
antisfied with the quality of his braing that
he considers the uwse of them rather supbr-
flupus.™

“I've noticed that,” admitted Bags. "I'Nl
put him on te if. I say, how aré you moins
to wangle the granny bizney "

“1 have already deposited in a safe place, a
quarter of a mile or 50 away, 4 bag contain-
ing the needfal--er=feminine apparel.
shall fade out as soon  after  classes  os
practicable, When my dear grandmother
comed along withowt me it will be aszemed
that my simplicity of nature has led me to
g to the wrong place to meet her—posaibly
the police-station instead of the railway-
atation.”

“I =ay, thongh, Goggles, I den't helieve
most of them think you are half such &
i gp—""

" As they take me to he? They are right.
Bagshaw; [ atm not.  But 1 do not think
they will grieve for the simple Jobany when
onee Johony's revered prandmother appears
upon the scone, She will provide them with
encugh to  keep their  youtbful minds

interested.”
Gorrs' face wasz fag solemin

But
it ia chiefly azninat

Baps prinned,
az though he were discussing a sermomn.

Thera were wo clasees that afterpnoon, 5&
it waz n half-boliday, After dinner Goges
“faded out,” az he hod put it. No one who
mattered zaw him go; no one thought
rarticularly about him.

Bags amd Tricks went to footer practice,
Gordon Gay inquired nfter the other two, but
geemed quite satisfed when told that they
did not feel like Iooter thol afternoon.

1 suppose Gozeles doesn’t often feel like
footer?” he sajd. " He doesn’t look much
like it, anywav."

“You may have n anrprise when you ace
him play,” replicd Bags.,

“Ha, ha! Does e Kick the hall with both
feet at once? Now the other chap—Waters--
does look n bit more like it. ut we Ccan
goe what his form'a like another doy.”

Bags and Tricks winked at one another.
Waptail was ghite vaeiul at fooler: but he
waz not up to their standard, and compared

-with Gopps he wak, in the words of the poet,

“as moonlight wnte aunlight, a3 water unto
wine, "
It wnz az well Gogos shionld nof show up

on the Hylcombe footerdield wvet. Once he
hegan to play he could not help giving awar
the fact that he was no doffer & was ton

keen for that. And if the Fourth saw him
at hiz best in the forward lne, streaking
down the field with the speed of a hare,
dndeing like a fox, swerving like a swallow
in flizht, shooting like A I‘ﬁﬂhpﬂhlt-ﬂ{ﬂrvy T}
—well, it would he very hard for the Fourth
to helieve any lopger  in hdis  pretended
pnaeptitnade.

Woarkail wpz o op bhe  watele He had
grombled st being onk ont of foofer far the
day : hut when Hags diplomatically told him
that Goges had wanted him to do the wateh-
g hiz sowmbling bad cepsed ot onee,

Carpenter was playing. Larking ond Snipe
wire not. Other absentees woere Carker, the
aristoeratic Atgernon Lacy, e French jentor,
Gustave Blane, commeonly known as Mont
Blane, Tiedpale, 2l Jasper Weird.

(T be continued next week.)
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