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No. 1 OF A GRAND NEW SERIES OF UNUSUAL SCHOOL YARNS—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm |

H lor' I” groaned Billy Bunter,
“Wish you hadn't come, ol

O

fat mani?” grinned Bob
Cherry,
“Ow! Yes! Beast! Yes! Owl®

The rain came down in torrents. Billy
Bunter was not the only fcllow who
wished that he badn’t come. There
were six other fellows present, and they
all wished they hadn't!

Harry Wharton & Co. wero trailing
by a wet, weary path on Courtfield
Common, November mist drifted over
the common, and through the mist came
the pelting rain. The Famous Five wern
wet. Peter Todd was wet. Billy Bunter
was wet! They were all wet—fearfully
wet! And they were still a mile and
n half from Greyiriars—and the rain,
mstead of ensing off as they had hoped,
was coming down harder and harder.
Bob Cherrv remarked that they wouli
have to swim for it soon, and Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh agreed that the
swimfulness would be terrifie. Johnny
Bull proposed taking Pater Todd by the
scruff of the neck and swamping him in
n puddle—there were plenty availahble.
It had been Peter's idea to picnic on the
river that day—and this was the result.

It had beem a fine afternoon,
amazingly fine for November. It had
been clear and sunny and really quite
warm. Also. it had been a half-holiday.
Toddy had suggested the pienic and the
Famous Five, rather against their better
judgment, had agreed. 2till. it had
been a very nice pienic. Bunter, any-
how, had no doubts, He did not give
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n thought to the vagaries of the weather,
his fat thoughts being concentrated on
the contents of the picnic basket. Fine
weather had held out till the pienic was
over and it was time to walk back to the
school across the common., Then quite
suddenly the flood had opened. And
seven  hapless juniors tramped and
squelched through mud and rain and the
mist that rolled up from the sea. And
they did not enjoy it a little bit,

“1 say, you fellows, why didn’t ene of

vou bring an umbrella I groaned Billy
Dunter.

“ Why didn't you, fatty?” asked Frank
Nugent.

* Beast 1"

“My hat! It's wet !” gaid Bob. “The

blessed rain's trickling down my neck!
Oooogh 1
“I'tn drenched | groaned Buntor.

“The drenchfulness of cur esteemed
solves  ia also  somewhat ~ terrifio 1™
remnrked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“ Boast I*

Harry Wharton came to a halt, peer-
ing through the mist and the pouring
rain. There was not ‘oven an overcoat
in the party—so fine and sunny had
that treacherous afterncon seemed when
Lthey startacd.

“Look here, we'd better get shelter 1™
sald the eaptain of the Remove. *This

is too jolly thick.”

“Hardly time to get in for ealling-
over, sald Johnny Bull,

“Oh, blow calling-over! ueleh
wouldn’t expect us to walk through this
putrid rain.”

“1 say, vou fellows,
poegmonia coming on '
Bunter.

I can {eel
an " groaned Billy
“I'm getting it in both legs.”

By Frank Richards

There was a chuckle from the
drenched juniors. The idea of Billy
Bunter getting pneumonia in his legs
soamed to afford s little comie relief n
the distressful situation.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” moaned the Owl of the Remove.
“I'm getting double pneumonia—treble,
I shouldn't wonder——"

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle!” howled Bunter.
“Look here, you beasts, you've got me
into this, and it’s up to you to find some
shelter, see? I'm not going to have
pneumonin  and plumbago to please
you."

. “Oh, como on!” said Bob.
i=n't any sheolter for a mile.”

“Hold on !"” said Harry. “There's that
old house—it's called the Willows—not
far from here. It's been empty for
donkeys' years, and the gate's always
open. We eould get in easily enough.”

“Good egiz!” said Peter Todd. " Any-
thing to get out of this dashed rain.
Lead on, Macdull "

“It's not far from this
Harry. "“We
miniytes or less

“l ean’'t keep on through this rain
for another ten minutes, you beast!”
howled Billy Bunter.

" Raght-ho, stay where vou are, then,"
sald the captain of the Remove, and
he turned from the path and led tho
way across the dripping graas,

“Beast 1" roared Bunter,

The other fellows followed Whartan,
and Billy Bunter followed the other
fellows, With a series of deep groans,
the fat Owl of the Remove rolled on
through the rain. In the rainy mist it
wns mnot easy to find the way, but
Wharton had often passed the Willows
on his bigyele, and he rememberad where
the old house lay, between the common
and the river. He kept on without a
pause and reached a lane on the eadge
of the common. Across the lane a high
brick wall loomed in the gloom.

“Here we aro!” exclaimed Harry.

They splashed across the lane and
followed the wall till they reached a
gateway. For donkeys' vears, &as
Wharton expressed it, the Willows had
been in the hands of the estate agents
to sell or to let, but neither a buyer nor
a tenant had been found—at least, the
old place had presented its customary
dismal and deserted aspeet the last time
Wharton had passed it, ecarly in the
term. The rather extonsive grounds
within the high brick wall had gone to
weerds; the old pgates were never
fastened, and the mischievous vouth of
the neighbourhood often trespassed
there, especially when there were npples

“Thero

path,” said
can get there in ten
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—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

in the old, neglected orchard. Wharton
groped at the gate.

“(h, my hat!" he ejaculnted,

“Buck up, old beun" said Nugent.
“I wo're gowmg to cut call-over, [or
pooduess’ sake wot's get out of the raw,
Is the gnte stuck?”

“It's locked 1M

“It's never locked,” said Peler Todid.
“(Give 1t a shove.”

“Fathead! It's locked now." .

“Rot!" said Peter. * How cbuld it
be locked when the lock's been broken
for dogs’ ages? I'll get 1t open.”

Peter Todd grasped the rusty metal
bars of the high gate and shoved with
all his strength. But he shoved in vain!
The gate was imumovable!

“0Oh!" sad Peter. _

“Well, aren't you gomng to get 1
opent” asked the captain of the Remove
saroastically.

“'Hem !"" Peter groped over the lock.
“ Jt—it—it's locked, attor all ! What silly
ars has come ulong and locked t? Must
e n new lock—the old one was in bits.”

“]1 say, vou fellows, il you're going to
keep me out in this rain—"

“0Oh, shut up, Bunter !”

“ Beast " )

Huarry Wharton glanced up at tho
Ligh gate. It had spikes at the top
and did not look easily negotiable,
Apparently, after long neglect, some-
body had had that gate put right at a
most unfortunate time for the rain-
sonked Greviriars fellows,

“ Bother !"" grunted the captain of the
Remove. “ Look hers, we can get over
the wall! No harm in getting in as the
place is ompty. Half the windows arc
broken and we can get into the houso
easily enough. Might get a fire going
and dry ourselves while we wait for the
rain to stop.”

“Go itt” said DBob.
bunk up?”

“1 say, yvou fellows——

““All hands on deck!” grinned Bob,
and the juniors grasped Billy Bunter
and heaved him up the six-foot wall.
There were six of them, and they were
all sturdy, but the
to heave the fat Owl up. There was a
lot of Bunter to lift. o

“1 say, vou fellows—ow—stop pinching
me, you beasts—wow ! Bunter elutched
at the  coping with his fat paws and
scrambled up. “Ow! Leggo my legs,
you beasts! I'm up!”

“Yaroooh!"” roared Johnny Bull, as
Bunter's boot, perhaps by m}rjant.
caught him on the nose. Possibly it was
not by accident. William George Bunter
was not in a good temper.

Johnny Bull reached up and smacked
at the trousers that werc disappearin
over the wall. There was a wild how
from Bunter as he went over the top.
It was followed by a sound of crashing
ghrubbery from the inner side of the
wall and another and louder howl,

“Ow! I'm killed! My neck’s broken !
Y arooooooooh 1"

“Come on!" chuckled Bob, and the
juniors clambered over the wall and
dropped among the dreuched shrub-
bories inside,

“Ow! 1 say, you fellows, I'm hurt!”
howled Bunter.

“Who wants a

“Good !” said the {fellows, all to-
gether,
“Beasts! My leg’s broken!”

“Then you can't move!” usked Bob
Cherry.

“Ow! No! Not a step! Ow!"”

“You'll have to stay where you are,
then, old fot besn! Good-bye!”

And the juniors tramped through the

needed all their beef

drippmg shrubbery, followed by » yell
fromn Biully Bunter.
“Yah! Deasts! Wait for me!”
And the fat Owl of the Remove
escrambled up, and esme Lolting aflter
thom, apparently not severely njured,
after all.

e ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A House of Mystery !

o ALLO. ballo, hallo!”
H
“"What's that®"”

The  dripping  Juniors,
pushing  through  the  shrubbery,
reached the drive that ran up from the

ates to tho old house, The drive was

ong and winding, through rows of
ancient beeches and oaks. It was
thoroughly negleeted—thick with
weeds, dotted with muddy puddles.

The leaves of autwimn covered it like a
carpet soaked with rnin., Among the
trecs grow weeds like o jungle. It was
said that the Willows had not beon
cccupied sines the War, and it looked
as if it had not been ocecupied or taken
care of since the Napoleonic wars,

Dark and dismal and gloomy the
place looked ; but the Greyfriars fellows
were not thinking much of its looks;
they were thinking of getting out of

THE GREYFRIARS STRONG
MAN !

It isn’t Horace Coker ; it
isn’t Bolsover major. It’s
Alonzo Theophilus Todd, the
freak of the Remove, who,
normally, hasn’t the strength
of a fag in the Second Form !
How does this amazing trans-
formation come about ?

=y

the rain. They tramped up the weedy,
muddy, puddly drive, and then sud-
denly Harry Wharton stopped, as there
was a rustle in a great, oak branch
that jutted overhead.

It was rainy and misty and shadowy,
but not quite dark wyet. In the dim-
ness the captain of the Remove stared
up st the swaying osk branch, and at
a figure that clung to it, clambering,
A startled ejaculalion came from all
the party, excopt Bunter, who saw
nothing but the ram. His big spee-
tacles were weot with the rasin, and lus
vision was blurred.

“What the thump?” gasped Nngent.

“1s it a—a—a monkey "

“Great pip!”

In sheer emazement the juniors
stared. ‘The figure was small, if 1t was
a man—hardly larger than one of the
schoolboys., But could 1t be & man.
clambering over the branches of trecs
in the rain? Ils movements were
wonderfully swift. It seemed to per-
eeive the juniors, and peered down at
them, and they were sure that they
caught the glimmer of a pair of spec-
tacles. They were sure, too, that the
igure was clothed, in which caso it
could hardly have been a monkey.
But it was only for a second that it
E-enred: then 4t whisked along the

rench at sn amnzing speed, and van-
izhed into the body nFHm troo.

Heedless of the rain for the moment,

Harry Wharton & Co. stood still stars
g up at the oak,

A rustling sound told that tho strange
croature was still in motion, though out
of sight. It was swinging from one
treo to enother, and as they were
spaced  well apart this showed an
agility and n recklessncss that scemed
searcely  human, But i it was &
monkey il wes o monkoy as largo as o
human being. And how in the name of
wonder had 1t got therc?

" What—what—what was it2"
Bab.,

“A monkey——

“But it had specs on! T'mosure T =aw

spees | Enslj-md Nugent,
|

gasped

B

“And 1t had » coat on,” breathed
Wharton. “ What the thump——"

“It had grey hair,” said Johnny
Bull, “I'm certain 1 spotied a mop
of grey hair. It was an old man”

“Well, it can hardly liave beon,”
faid Harry. “An old man couldn’s

climb trees like that, Blessed if I
think a boy could, either!”

“1 say, you fellows, come on!"”
squenked Billy Bunter. “ What are
vou hanging about for, and gabbling,
you dummies "

Unheeding Bunter, the juniors looked
and listened, with & vague feeling of
alarm in their breasts, That momoentary
glimpse of the strange, weird fgure in
the treo had utterly startled them.

Dut it was gone, and neo [urther
sound was heard from it. Their hearta
were boeating rather fast es  they

watched and listoned. DBut there was
no sign now of the strange creature.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“0Oh, come on!" said DBob. * What-
ever it was, it won't damage us. And
wo're getting frightfully wet.”

The juniors tramped on towards the
old house.

“What did you follows think youm
saw !" grunted Bunter,

“Romebody, or something, clamber-
ing in that oslk,” asnswered Harry
Wharton.

“What rot!”

“You fat duffer, we saw it—

“Rubbish ! said Bunler. “Just
like you fellows to be frightened by =»
shadow, Lot of funks, if vou gsk me!™

“Who's frightened ¥ roared Johany
Bull.

II:"&"nII,l !n

“HMallo, hallo, halla! There's a light
in the house!" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
as, following the last curve of the
avenue, they ecame in sight of the
building at last.

From the dim mist ahead, and the fol-
lowing November darknese, a lighs
twinkled out. 1t eame from some win-
dow in the black mass of the old
buildings=. .

“Bomebody's
Nugent.

“Home tramp camping,” said Peter
Todd, “That's all right; we can
handle him if he gives eny trouble.
Get on 1"

“1 suppose that's
slowlv., * But—"

“(0Oh, come on!"

The Willows was an old, bay-win-
dowed, double-fronted house. In the
centre was 8 large, stone porch, on
which the main door opened. Now
that they were close at hand the juniora
could see a glimmer of light from the
orch, as well as from one of the win-
ows. It was clear that someone was
in the house, which they had expected
to find utterly deserted. Many times
tramps had ecamped in the deserted old
place, and it was probable enough that

Tue Mac¥eT Tasnany.—No, 1,344,

eaid Frank

there [

it,"” said Harry

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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some wanderer had taken refuge thers
from the rsin. But a doubt was grow-
ing up in Harry Wharton's mind, It
was some weeks sinee he had seen the
place, and he had taken it for granted
that it was still vnoceupied, as it had
heen for years past, But it occurred to
him now that 1t might, after all, have
found a tenant, .

His doubt beecame rather a mrl:uu_:tﬁ
as o saw that the window from whic
the light glimmered was curtained.
There had been no eurtains at the win-
Jdows when he had last seen the old
house. And though he could not see
the light that was hurnin:i,r within, he
could guess that it was electric light,
in which case the current was no longer
sut off, as it had long been. He came
to an abrupt halt. AL

“My hat! Hold on!” he said. “The

lace has been taken, There's people
ri\rin here.”

“Phew |* murmured Bob Cherry.

“That's why a lock's been put on the

te,” said Harry. “I nover thought
that—— But it's pretty plain now. And
we're trespassing.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Dry up, Bunter!™

“ Well, dash it all, we can ask for
shelter from the rain!” said Johnny
Bull, “There's plenty of sheds, if they
don't want us in the house, If there's
somebody there, we'd better knock at
the door." _

“We'd bettor let them know wao're
here,” said Bob. “Might take us for
tramps or burglars. We'll knock.”

The juniors went under the high, stone

rch, It was windy and damp there,
ﬁ.-. they were out of the falling rain,
There was a great oak door in front of
them, with a huge, old-fashioned
knocker on it; but tEﬂF could see now
that the door was ajar. A ghmmer of
light escaped from the illumined hall
within,

Harry Wharton reached up to the
knocker. There was some shelter in
the porch without going in; but the
juniors could hardly crowd there with-
out apprising the house owner of their
presence. He knocked,

Knock, knock, knock!

The knocking rang and echoed
the old house.

But there was no sound of foolsteps
within. There came no reply to the
knocking, but the echo.

“Nobody at home,” said Bab,
“Looks as if tho house has been taken;
but thera's nobody in.”

“1 =ay, you fellows, I'm going in!"
enorted Billy Bunter, as a gust of wind
scattered raindrops in the poreh. And
the Ow] of the Remove pushed at the
great, heavy, oak door, and it swung
wide open, .

Bunter rolled in. The juniors, a
little dubious sbout Enterin%: without
permission, looked into the hall. It
was lighted by a single electric bulb
lunpianged from the ceiling, the light
glimmering on encient walls of
rnnaﬂed oak. Nobody was to be szeen,
ut along the walls and about the fAoor
were scattered a large number of boxes
and packing-cases—doubtless contain-
ing the property of the new and un-
kmown tenant of the Willows. There
could be no further doubt that the
houss was occupied.

Billy Dunter shock off a shower of
raindrops, and grunted. There was a
deep, old-fashioned fireplace in the hall,
but there was no fire in it. But the
atmosphere inside was warm, and
showed that there was heating somsa-
where.

“I eay, you fellows——"

Tas MaGreET LiBRARY.—No. 1,344,

in

T1 suppose we can step inside |” said
Wb doubtfully,

“Of course you can, you asal” said
Bunter peevishly. “‘There's nobody
here! I say, you fellows, let's get a fire
going. We can use some of these pack-
Ing-cases. ™

“ And suppose the owner comes along
and tlmﬁa on you !* asked Johnny Buli,

“Oh, blow him |” said Bunter. “I'm
wet ¥

“Thera's a fire somewhors, or the
place would be chilly,” said Bob. *“I
wonder if the man, whoever he is, would
mind us squatting round till he comes
back? He seems to have gone out.”

“I'm going too 1" |grmatisn:l Bunter,

Thers was a streak of light under a
door on the left; it came from the
lighted room. Billy Bunter blinked

round, rolled ncross to it, and took hold
of the door-handle

" Knock, vou fat chump!” snapped
Enrr};}. “There may be scmebody
ere |

“He would have heard you knocking,
fathead | growled Bunter. *There's
nobody at home 1"

However the fat junior tapped on the
door,

There was no sound from within, nd
Billy Bunter turned the handle ani
threw the door open. The other fellows
werg in the hall now, and they glance.l
wmto the room. It was a large, lofty
apartment, and seemed to be Gtted up
as a laboratory. They could see that
the fittings were new, in contrast to the
old, time-worn look of the house.

Glass retorts and flasks, and other
things of the same kind, were packed
on shelves, and there were several
partly unpacked cases, which npparent'y
contained similar things. But what
attracted the wet and cold echoolboys
chiefly was a bright fire that burned in
the grate across the room. A large
leather armchair that stood by it looked

Nery m*.‘il:iw.

Harry harton & Co. hesitated,
Obviously, there was nobody in the
house at the moment; but as the front
door had been left ajar, it looked as if
the owner might return at any momant.
lhe warm was tempting; but they
could hardly let a stranger discovar
them making free with his house to such
an extent. It was quite probable that
he might be annoyed by finding
strangers in the hall.
_But Billy Bunter had no such hesita-
tion. The glowing fire and the coay
armchair decided the matter for Bunter,
After a blink round the room through
his big spectacles, Billy Bunter rolled in
ut the doorway.

The next moment a fearful yell rang
out—echoed in a startled ery from ‘*he
juniors m the hall, as the fleor opened
under Billy Bunter's feet, and ie
vanished suddenly from their sight.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

I'rapped!
““ AROOQOOOH !
That yell left Bunter's lips
as he vanished,
He vanished in the twinkling
of an eye.

Harry Wharton & Co., rooted to the
floor in the hall, stared, with starting
eyes, into the room.

For a moment or two they eould
hardly believe in what had happened.

Bunter was gone !

The floor of the laboratory was intact,
The trapdoeor through which the fat Owl
had fallon had shot up instantly into

lace, The floor looked as it had looked

efore—solid oak, firm and solid to the
tread, Hvidently that trapdoor was
worked by some hidden mechanism.

THE MAGNET

Probably Bunter was still yelling; but,
if 80, the sound was cut off by the thick
oak that had closed above him. Not &
sound reached the ears of the juniors,

“Oh crumbs!” gasped DBaob Cherrry,
breaking the hurrigad silence,

* Bunter | gasped Nugent,

" He—he—he's gone !™ almost habbled
Peter Todd. Toddy's face was white, as
he stared at the spot where Billy Bunter
had disappeared,

Wharton drew a deep breath. The
thuufht was in his mind—in the minds
of all the juniors—that the trapdoor con-
cealed some deep and dangerous pit, and
that the Owl of the Remove might have
sustained serious injury in the fall. But
what did it all meant Who was the
mysterious tenant of the Willows, who
protected his property by this strange
means, instead of relying on locks and
Ihlgl?ta and bars? Who and what could he

“We—wa've got to help Bunter!”
said Harry at last, and he moved to the
doorway of the laboratory.

Nugent caught his arm.

Look out No good tumbling in
after Bunter.”

“I'll be careful !

Wharton dropped on his hands and
knees, and tosted the floor carefully with
his hands, as he advanced. The other
fellows watched him breathlessly.  Just
within the door a section of the oak
flooring stirred, under the pressure of
Wharton's hand. The trap had replaced
itsell, and could not be distinguished by
‘the eye from the surrounding oak: but
evidently it was ready to gmp under
another footstep,

But it was not a footstep on it now, it
was a hand, pressing, and the trap sank
a few inches under the pressure, while
Wharton knelt on the safe sido of it.
Now that there was an aperture, a voice
came from below—the voice of Billy
Bunter, on its top note.

“Yaroooh! Oh crikey!
fellows !

Help !
Uh lor’ | HaiF! Rescue |
It was a relief to hear Bunter’s voice
again. It was clear that the fall had not
much damaged the fat Owl.

“Are you hurt, Bunter?” called out
Wharton,

I say, vou
Gemme out of this!

X frightfully I came Bunter's
rompt reply. *“ Smashed to pieces!
¥ back’s broken in three places—"

'You fat idiot !

“Oh, really, Wharton! I mean, it's
nearly broken! I've dropped my specs.”
" Bother your specs, you fat duffer !”

* Beast |”

. Wharton pressed the trap harder, till
it sank almost vertically on its hidden,
well-olled hinges. Then he could see the
Owl of the Remove, and the other
fellows, gathering cloge to hum, could see
also. Billy Bunter blinked up at them
like an owl in the light,

Evidently he was not hurt, though, ss
the pit was a good ten feet deep, he
had had rather a fall. The floor of it
was covered with a large quilt, on which
Bunter had plumped. It was a huge
eiderdown quilt of immense thickness,
and Bunter’'s feet sank deep in it as he
stood up. The juniors could only stare at
it. Whoever had planned this trap to
catch intruders in the laboratory, had
desired only to catch them, not to hurt
them ! Plainly the owner of the Willows
was a kind-hearted man, weird as his
mannpers and customs seemed to be.

-1 say, you fellows, get me out of
this " yelled Bunter, “I'm [earfully
injured | 1 say, fanc; laying a nragitl:ka
this for a fellow! I'd jolly well like to
punch the beast's hea.é! 1 say, I've
dropped my specs——"

“There they are, just behind vyou,
fathead I

Bunter blinked round him, recovered
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hiz epocs, and jammed them on his fat
little nose,

“Now get me out!” he hooted, blink-
ing up at the faces looking down.

* How ' asked Bob Cherry.

"The howfulness is terrifie !"

“Beasts| You've got to get me oul !
roared Bunter mdignantly. “ Are you
thinking of leaving me hers, vou
rotters ¥ Reach down and lift me out.”

“We ean't reach you, vou ass!™

“The reachfulness is not the practical

roposition. my esteemed idiotic

unter,”

“Are you going to leave me here?”
yelled Bunter.

“Looks like it,” answered Harry
Wharton. * Yoeu'll have to wait till the
sportsinan the house belongs to comes

in.
“Find a

“Beast " yelled Dunter.

The glowing fire and the cosy
rolled in at the doorway.

be jolly thankful that you're not
damaged 1"
“I'm fearfully damaged! I've got

pains all over "

“Your pains are all over #” asked Bob.

“Yes, you beast.”

“Well, if they're all over, whut are
you grousing about f”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly chump!” roared Buuter.
“1 don’t mean that they're all over, I
mean that they're all over 2

“The lucidity is terrific!"

“Well, you'll have to wait a bit, old
fat man.” said Harry. “We'll do the
best we can for you.'

Wharton jammed his wet cap into
the edge of the trap to keep it partly
open. It remained a few inches open—
space sufficient to allow passage to
Bunter’s voice, which went on and on

s

i
L
-

e

.'i’il'zj;? ﬂ:' I

lrl; / |

the fat junior vanished suddenly from sight !

rope! Vers likely there's a rope in the
house | Root all over the place, and find
one, or a ladder [

“Might be a ladder in one of the out-
Louses,” said Bob. “But how the
dickens could we tind it in the dark ™

" Look for it!” howled Bunter. *1
can't ztay here! Look here! You can
rot Into the room by juniping over the
Imﬁ;a Pitch some of the furnitare down
~—chairs and things—and 1 can make a
etack and elimb out.”

- "Oh, my hat! Do you think we can
pandle o man's property like that ¥"

“Berve him jolly well right! What
rizht bine he to =ct n trap like this for a
fellow!" yelled Bunter.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

¥ Must have been set for burglars,” he
gaid. “The jolly old sportsman didn't
know we were coming in here cut of the
rawn."”

"We'll try to get vou out eomchorw,
Bunter,” smid Hurry. “You'll have to
stick there till we find o way. You can

and on like the little brook  the poem.
But the juniors did pot hieed it furthor,
With the trap partly sunk, its extent
was visible to the eye, and the juniors
wero able to jump across it and land
safely in the room.

_ But once inside they were vory wary
in their movements, on the lookout for
other traps. Bome of the packing-cases
standing ‘about the roomn had been
corded as well as pailed; and a good
deal of the eord lay about. Hurry
Wharton began to gather it up.

“"That won't take Bunter's weight,”
snid Peter Todd.

“We know how to plait, and therc's
plenty of it,” said Harey. *‘I'hres
plaited together will bear Bunter, and
wi'll hook him out.”

"Good egg!” said Bob.

And the loose cords having been
gathered, the juniors propared to plat
LU it u straonpg roue | fiere was sl
no sound and no sign of the tenant of
the Willows returning—no sound or sign

5

of servanis about the house., The man
io whom the place belonged might come
in at any momeni—on tlie other hand,
he might not; and Bunter had to be
ot ont of his paiafu) predicamoent ns
soon as possibhle. Judging by his yells
und howls, Bunter wanted to be got out
sooncr than was possible,

“1 bag the armchair,” said DPetor
Tedd, and he sat down in the Llig
lcather chair by the fire. The Famons
Five looked round for boxes to sit on,
to get on with the ropemaking. DBut a
sudden startled how! frem Peter Todd
drew all their attention to him.

“*Yooop ! Whooop ! What the
thump-—gerronongh | Whooh-hoooop I**
velled Peter frantically as the padded
awrms of the armchair clesed in on him,
pinning him by either gide and holding
him a prisoner !

- O .

L
eI
gl Y Ed s

FEn . ARE SRR

N N
r -
=iy tr._'.." Ml Y

Eow WS
e ——
—

L S Rt

"}.‘J.l.._*_.,-
_,.l‘ Fiw

w. -h'-_"

= v, ok

I..-"'l'
-
|
=i -
Ll‘r_
*l

armchair attracted Bunter and, after a blink round the room through his big spectacles, he
“ Yarooh!"™ The next moment a fearful yell rang out as the fioor opened under Bunter’s feet and

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,.

Amazing ]
e H, my huat!" gasped PBob
@ Cherry.
The Famous Five ran
towards Peter. But thcoy

cotld not help him. He was gripped in
ihe thick leather arms of the chuir, a
helpless prisoner—his arms waving, his
legs kicking, but his body held fust.
Evidently the trep imto which DBilly
Bunter had fallen was not the only one

in_that straoge place. Peter yelled
wildly.
“Ohw!l What the thnmp—help me out

—drag the thing off ! Oh erikey ! What
blevsed lunotic has rigged this upt Oh
crurnbs 1"

The juniors grabbed at the arms of
the chaw—they dragged, and pulled,
and lugged and tugged. But it mado
o difference. Some spring had been
gt in motion, econcealed in the seat of
the chair, when Peter sat dowr—and it

Tae Maoser Liprary.—No. 1,344,
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had done s work | There was no

escape for Toddy!

“Nothing doing 1™ gasped Nugent.
“My hat! We're in a queer place, and
Eo mistake 1

“The queerfulness is terrific.”

“Who can the man be that's talen
this place—what ean he be!™ exclanned
Wharton. “Some scientific johnny,
wuppose—the lab looks hike it] Dot it's
all feartully odd.”

“Look hera, got hold of something
and smash up this dashed chair!"” roared
Peoter Todd.

“My dear man, we mustn’'t smash up
a man’s property in a man's house,”
=aid Bob. *“ He never asked you to sit
i his chair, whoover he 1. You'll have
to wait for him to roll home. Let's I:H:l:m
he'll be in before the milk in the
morning

Nothing could be dono [or Peter. e
had to wait—that was clear. He was
not hurt—only rather wvocomfortable.
Unromfortable or not, he had to stay
where he was.

“1 say, vou fellows,” came Bunter's
howl from the cellar. “How long are
you geing to be getting me out of this?”

“Wait and sece, old f[at bean”
answored Bob,

“Beast 1" roared Bunter.

“When the thump is the man coming
ini"” growled Johnny Bull, * We can’t
wlaar off. even if the rain stops, and
leava Bunter and Toddy here. And
we'ro late for call-over already. Quelch
will have his back up.”

“The front door was ajar—the
owner must be in tha grounds some-
where, 1 should think,” =said Harry.

“In this rain?" said Bob.

“Well, ba seems a queer sort of
custamer, anyhow! 1 wonder—"
Wharton was thinking of the strange
figure he had glimpsed clambering 1n
tha oak-tree,

But Lhe broke off! 1t scemed im-
possible to imagine, for one momsent,
that the master of the house was that
little strange figure thar had been
climbing trees like a monkey! Yet the
thought lingered in Wharton's mand.
He was sure, or almost sure, that the
climber in the osk had been a human
figure. But if so, was he some lunatic?
It was difficult to believe that an
elderly man, if in his right senses, could
have been clambering sbout trees like
a monkey, in a downpour of rain.

“ Lock here, what sbout ringing up
Queleh ¥ eaid  Bob. “There's &
telephone on the desk there—and good-
ness knows when we shali get away from
here. Wo can let Quelech know that
we're hung up, before he gets his hair
off, and makes up his mind to give us
gix each.”

“Good wheeze!” said Harry ot once,
[T Gu itf”

SBtanding in the big bay of the
window was a large, roll top desk. On
top of it stood the te'ephone.

Bob Cherry crossed to it. Obviously
it was a good idea to let their Form-
master at Greyfriars know that the

could not get back to the school
Bunter might be rescued from the
cellar, but there was po rescue for

Toddy from the grip of the mechanical
nrmr.l?nir; and they had to wait till the
owner of the place eame in. That, for
all they knew, might be hours! And
already the roll had been called in Big
Hall at Greyiriars School, and they
had been marked absent.

Bob Cherry stood at the desk and
lifted the receiver from the hooks, The
next moment he bounded from the floor,

yelling at the top of his voice,

" iﬂﬂﬂﬂp! Yoooop!  Yarococoh!
Urrrrrgg! Ooocoh !

“What the dickens——" gasped
Wharton. The juniors stared at Bob
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Cherry in hlank amazement. It seemed,
for the moment, as 1f he had taken
sudden leave of his senses. Holding tha
telephone receiver in his hand, he was
dancing and jumping and hoppug
[rantically.
E“l}i\?hnt'u the matter!™ bawled Johony
il
“My esteemed and idiotic Bob—"
gonsped the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Ow! Turn it off I* shricked Bob,
still dancing.

“Turn what off?” yelled Nugent.

“I'm electrified !"'

“Wha-a-at "
“"Ow! Wow! Wow!l Owl
Yaroooh !

offi! Oh erikey!

“Oh crumbs!™ wsped Wharton,
realising that Bob had inadveriently
fallen into another of the mysterious
traps in that mysterious apartment,
“There—therse must be & current of
electricity on——"

“¥Yaroocoh! Whooop ¥

“Let it go, you ess!” yelled Johnny
Bull. “Chuck it down.”

“I can't!™ howled Bob.

“0Oh crikey "
Wow! Wow! Wow!®

“ Y 000-hoop !

Bob Cherry jumped and danced.
Evidently that telephone-receiver was
a conductor of electricity; and from
some hidden source a current was
turned on by the action of h.Etmﬁ it.
The mysterious tenant of the Willows
had teken many and extraordinury
precautions against strangers meddling

Turn it

in his laboratory! Certainly y
who barged in once was likely to hnrg-a
in agmin, if he could help it. The

current was not strong enough to cause
injury, that was clear; but it was strong
enough to make Bob Cherry dance,
fecling as if millions of pins and needles
were passing through him, and to glue
his hand to the object he held.

“ W ho—who—who'd ever have thought
of electrifying a telephone?” gas
Nugent. “It must be some giddy
lunatic who lives here."

“ Yow-ow-ow-wow |"
“Smash the dashed thing! Get hold of
gomething and smash it to bits! Wow I”

“1 szay, vou fellows,” came Bunter's
howl. “How much longer aro you
going to keep me waiting here.”

“Shut up, you fat [reak!”™ roared
Johnny Bull,

“Yah!  Beast _

“Will you smash this rotten thing?”
raved Bob, © B&nq’ it to bils with &
chair or something.

“My dear man, you mustn't smash
up & man's property in a man's house "
grinned Peter Todd, parodying Bob's
remmark of a few minutes before. “He
never asked you to use his telephone.”

“You silly ass! I'll jolly well punch
vour silly head when 1 get loosel”
roared Bob,

“fallo!” exclaimed Wharton, aas
there was o sound n the hall, “That's
somebody eoming in "

‘I'here woas a foctstep in the hall with-
out. Jt came [rom the front door,
towards the open doorway of the
laburatory where the Greyiriars fellowa
stood. They turned their eyes on the
doorway breathlessly, to see the strango
owner of the Willows when a
appeared,

“My unly hat|” gasped Wharton, as
a figure came into view, moving with a
quick agidity thet was surprising in one
evidently of advanced years. But that
waa not all that surprised the captain
of the Remove. Ele had seen that
before—ho knew that he hadl

It was a little cold gentleman wlliﬂ
8

roared  DBob.

'I"
-

gure
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wae plainly of advanced age, for lus
thick locks of hair were silvery white,
his bushy eyebrows like snow. His eyes,
small and round and bright like a
parrot' e, glenmed through a large pair
of horu-runmed glasses. He was bare-
headed, and his silvery locks were wet—
rain dripped from hiwm, And Wharton
~knew, with an amazement beyond
words, that this was the Ggure he had
seen i the cak-tree. This silver-haired
Jdittle old gentleman, sixty-five at the
very least, was the figure that had
'elimbed and elambered with the agility
of a monkey !

The othor follows realised it, too, and
they guzed at the master of the Willows
dumbiounded.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Extraordinary !
- HAT are you doing hera?®™

w The little old gentleman

spoke in a clear, pleasant

) voice, in which there was no
mign of age.

Standing outside tha doorway, he
looked in on the juniors, with a faint
smile on his old face. IHis forehead
large and expansive, was a network of
tiny wrinkles, from his bushy white
brows to lis mop of silvery hair. But
the expression of his face was kindly,
He did not seem surprised to see
strungers in his laboratory; no doubt
he had heard Bob's frantic yelling as
he came into the house. His tone was
one of polite inquiry.

“Yarooch !” came from Bob. *“Will
you turn it off, blow yout"

“I say, you fellows—"' came from
Billy Bunter balow. '

“Please excuse us, sir!” stammered
Harry Wharton. “We were looking
for shelter from the rain, and—and——""

“Ah! You are the boys I saw on the
avenue {

“Oh! Yes!" gasped Harry. If he
had doubted before, he knew now that
the silver-haired gentleman was the
man in the oak. "“The—the door was
open, and—and we—we——"'

“Oh, quite!” said the little gentle-
man. “1 understand! Probably you
noticed me taking exercise on the
avenue—what "

“Yes,” gasped Wharton, “We—we
gaw you in the treem——" He hardls
knew what to say. The man seemed

sane enough; yet his proceedings un-
doubtedly seemed rather like those of
a lunatie,

“Will you let me go? bawled Bob
Cherry.

“Certainly, my boy,” answered the
master of the Willows. “1 will release
you at once. You should not have
entered my laboratory. have taken
certain precautions against intruders—
You seem to have discovered some of
:.]hem‘ However, there i3 no harm

one.”

He skipped into the room, over the
trap. It was a width of six feat—an easy
enough jump for the juniors, but they
would hardly have expected a man of
such an age to skip over it so actively.
But the lirtle old man did it without a
visible effort. He landed lightly on the
mmner side of the trap, and walked
across to the desk, the juniors watching
him breathlessly, wondering in a daged
sort of way who and what ﬂa could be.

He leaned over the desk, and touched
a8 hidden butten. The current was shut

offl at once, and Bob dropped the
receiver. He-rubbed his tingling hands
nnd  blinked at the silver-haired
ganrhlr;amun. *

“My turn npext, sir!” said Peter
Todd.

llQ“itrE'!"

The little old man bent over the arm-
chiair and touched it, and the leather
armis flew apart. Toddy rose 1o his feet,

"1 say, you [ellows " oRinoe B
equeak from the cellar.

“There's a fellow fallen through the
trap, sir " sald Harry., “Luckily, he's
not hurt, but—"*

“You beast[” came a ;El]‘. from below.
“I'm [rightfully hurt !

“Oh, shut up, Bunter "

“ Beast |

“I will release him [ gaid the master
of the Willows.

He stepped to the trap and pushed it
down. Apparently his touch discon-
nected the spring that caused it to rise
into its place, for it hung down from its
hinges,. He blinked down at Bunter
through his big horn-rimmed glasses,
Billy Bunter blinked up at him

wrathfully.
ere, you get me out ol this—

“Look h
eee?'’ roared Bunter,

“Certainly, my boy! You should not
have entered my laboratory, mnd you
would not have Fallen in!” said the old
Eentleman mildly. *“Reach wup your

and and give mo a hold.”

“Thi
Bunter.

“Do as I tall you!”

“We shall have to have a rope, or n

You can't pull me out!™ said
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ladder, &ir,” said Harry. *“Bunter's
nwfullt heayy——"
“I think I can manage, thanks!”

The {I.Lﬂ.il:ll"l! could only stare. [f that
little old gentlemsan, who looked as if
he did not weigh more than seven stone,
fancied that he could pull Billy
Eunter's terrific weight out of ths
cellar, he had a surpriso in store for
}ﬂm‘ So it seemed to the schoolboys, at
cast.

However, he was master in his own
house, and they had to let him get on
wuh} it. They gathered round him to
waloh,

The silver-haired old fellow lay down
on the floor, and reached down into the
cellar, to the full extent of his arm.
Billy Bunter, standing on tiptoe and
reaching up, wuas able to grasp his
hand.

That he could pull Bunter up Wwas
manifestly impossible. It was mpos
sible that, in such a position, he could
have pulled up a fellow half, or &
quarter, of Bunter's woight,

But it was the impossible
happened |

The thin old hand elosed firmly on
Bunter's fat fingers, in & grip that
brought a yell from the Owl of the
Remove. Then the little old pentlemun
rose on his knees, pulling Bunter up
with one hand,

that

7

* Oooogh ! FOn
crikey |

A mument more, and the old gentle-
man wuas on his feet, and Billy Bunter
was swung out of the celar, and landea
buside Lhe group of stariug juniors,

Lliiey could ouly stare !

It was dutheult to believe their cyes!
The strewgth that dwelt in that shght
Old Ljture wus nure than astooishiug,
more than amazing—it was unnerving !
Whoe wnd what was this  venerable
sportsman who climmbed wees with tha
n!LI.In.J of & moukey for exercise, anl
who swung Billy Bunter about hike a
feather-weight ¥

There was something “neanny i ¢,

“My only hat!" murmured Uob
Cherry. “I'm not believing this=1L s
a Jully old dream, and we shal, wase up
in the dorm !

Lukiug uo heed of the juniors' breath-
less astonishment, the little old geutlae
man closod the trap.

There was a click us it fastened, nd
they realised now that it” was recure,
and could be walked on safely. It 12
enly 1 his absence that the master of
the Willows left it in & state to  atch
unwary wtruders. :

Then he turned and gave them a
gmile.

“You are wet ! he said.
dry yourselves at m
before you leave. The rain will not last
much longer. You are welcomo to
remain till 1l 15 over, if you wish.”

“Thank you, sir!™ said Harry. “I
hope you will forgive us for Lutting in
as we did, but we thought the house
was empty when we came——""

“It's been empty for years,” said
Nugent.

“1 quite understand. I have been
here enly two or three weeks, and as
You see, we are not in order yet."" He
wndicated the packing-cases, with a
smile. “ My man is absent, in Courtfield,
at present, or you would not have found
the house unoccupied. I am Professor
Sparkinson.” he added. *“May I ask
who you are?"

"We're Greviriars fellows, sir!" an-
swered Harry, and the juniors gave
their names. hoping the prefessor did
not ntend to report them fo their head-
master for trespassing.

Considering they were strangers who
had barged into his house in his
absencoe, he was taking the intrusion
very good-temperedly and kindly.

Billy Bunter rolled to tho fire, and
plumped into the armchair. The

gasped DBunter,

“You may
fire, if hnu wish,

_mechanism seemed to be disconnected

now, for 1t received him in the usual
way of an armchair, and did not im-
prison the fat Owl as it had imprisoned
Toddy.

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered
round the fire, still in a state of rreat
astonishment and ?Erpltrx!i}'. but prate-
ful for the hospitality of the mysterious
master of tha Willowsa

They could not help locking at him,
wondering where in that slipht figure
he packed the enormous strength he
had so amazingly {IIEFIE&FH:L

“Yon have not, trust, maddled
with any of my apparatus.” said tho
professer, with a blink through his big
glasses at a bench stacked with retorte
Ansks, orucibles, Bunsen burners, l.r.u:i
all sorts of strange instruments and
implements,

“No, sir !” said Harry.

“Tt wanld searesly be safe to do so. "
said Professor Sparkinson. “Tt 15 not
enly to protect my property thet [
have fGtted up s0 many defences to my
lahoratare. but to protect anv thanght-
lese introdpr from harm Whan T am
tired with myv work T run out to take
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a liltle exercize in the grounds, and
loave things just as they are.”

The junmiors could not help thinking
that the old gentleman took his exercise
in a very remarkable way. Apparently,
however, it did him good, to judge by
the amazing Etrengtin he displayed.
There was something mysterious, un-
canny, superhuman, about that strength,
Old, and almost frail, as he looked, he
was o stronger man than they had
cver scen before—stronger then Larry
Liaseelles, the games master of Grey
friars, who was an champion athlete,
Lascelles eould never have joerked BI[E{’
Bunter out of the pit with one bhan
The juniors hnd never seen o man who
|:~.~u|:.u.1].j —until they saw Professor 8parkin-
S

Although they assured him that they
had pot touched the chemistry bench,
tho little, silver-haired gentleman
stepped to it and ran his eye over it
He picked up a small phial, which econ-
tained a crimson fluid, and examined
the stopper, and was evidently relieved
to find it intact. He gave the juniors
a quick, suspicious glanco over his
shoulder as he dropped the phial into
a drawer and locked it. Then he smiled
again and joned them at the fire and
held out his hands to the blaze.

Outside, the rain was still _
down. But it was falling less heavily
than before; the worst of it was over.
The juniors began to hope that it would
stop soon and give them a chance to
get back to school. Meanwhile, the
warmth of the fire was grntufuf and
comforting.  Billy Bunter leaned back
luaxuriously in the armechair and basked
in the heat. The other [allows stood.

“Jolly wet weather, sir " Bob Cherry
ramarked, chiefly for the sake of saying
something, ns the little old gentleman
warmed his hands at the blaze.

Professor Sparkinzson did not answer,
There was a deep and thoughtfal
wrinkle in his brow, a far-away look
in the parrot-like eyes behind the big.
horn-rimmed spectacles. Apparently he
was deep in thought and had forgotten
the presence of his uninvited guests.
Possibly some matter of deep scienufis
import was in his powerful brain, and
he was following some deep, deep train
of thought.

He left the fire abruptly, and sat
down at the desk. The juniors' eyes
followed him. He had taken a peonoil
and paper, which he was covering with
elgebraie  signs—algebra rather too
advanced for Remove fellows to make
head or tail of t. No doubt it meant
something to the old professor, for he
bent his eilvery head over it, his
attitude one of deep concentration.
obviously forgetful that he was pot alona
in the room,

The jumors stood in silence, unwilling
to interrupt his deep caleulations, what-
ever they were. The lashing and
¢p.lashing of the rain grew fawnter, and
Bob Cherry at last went into the hall
to look out. He came back with the
announcement that it was nearly over,
and that thoy could get a move on.

“1 eay, you fellows, what abous
phoning for a taxi!” asked Bunter

" Nothing doing.” said Bob Cherry.

The professor was still sitting at his
desk, immersed in nlgebra. The juniors
looked at him. Thoy were unwilling
to mrerript, but they felt. that they
could not go without saying a word.

" Good-night, sir!” said Harry.

No answer,

“Thanks
Nugent,

“The thankfulness is terrific, honoured
gahib 1" said the Nabob of Bhanipur

No reply—and no movement from

Tee Macxer laBrary.—No, 1,544,
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man at the desk ! Evidently he did not
even hear! The juniors exchanged
glances, and smiled, and trod quuetly
out of the room.

The rain had almost stopped. Under
a few lingering drops they tramped
down the drive, clambered over the
wall and toock their way across the
common to the schosl And as they
went they wondered, and could not help
wondering, about the strange old. fellow
at the Willows, little dreaming, or
guesting,  just then of the strango
results that were to follow the arrival
of Professor Sparkinson in the neigh-
bourhood of Greyfriars School |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Leiter lrom Alonzo !
“ NE for Toddy!” said Bob

O Cherry.

It was morning break at
= Greyfriars, and some of the
juniors had gathered round the letter-
rock—some of them, no doubt, keen on
letters from affectionate relatives at
home; some, perhaps, still kecner on
possible remittances from the same
quarier.

Billy Dunter blinked over the rack
through his big epectacles, and grunted.
There was no letter for Bunter! Onece
more his titled relations had overlooked
him: once more his celebrated tal
order, so long expected, had failed to
Brrive.

But there was a letter for Peter
Todd, and as Peter was Bunter's study-
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mate, along with Tom Dutton, in Study
No. 7, Bunter took a friendly interest
in that letter for Peter. [f there was,
by buppy chaunce, 8 remittance in that
letter, ?:'hmmr was prepared to carry
his friendliness to the extent of borrow-
ing some of it from Peter!

“1 say, hand that letter down, Bob,"”
gnid the Owl of the Remove. “I'll
take it to Toddy; he's not here.”

“I've seen that fist before,” remarked
Skinner, glancing aut the letter as Bob
took it down. *“That's from Toddy’'s
eousin, Alonzo, wha's been away so
long. Let's 'hope he's not’ coming
back ! .

"“What rot!" said Vernon-Smith, * T'd
he jollv glad to see Alonzo Todd back
at Grexfriars. Life ian't hali so funny
without him.*

“Something in that,” agreed Skinner.
“It's rather amusin’ to pull his leg.
Never was such a born idiot—"

“(h, rotten!” sard Bunter, as he took
the letter from Bob " We're three in
the study pnow; blessed 1tf 1 wanu that

ass, Alonso hurgmﬁ in again. There's
pc room in my study for four.”
“Must be,” said Dob Cherry. “You

count &s two, old fat man, if oot three."

“Yah!"

Bunter rolled out into the quad with
the letter in his hand. 1f that letter
was, as Skinner supposed, from Alonzo
Todd, it was not hhﬂiii that there v'as
a remittance o it L m:ght contain
only the news that Alonzo's expected
rerern to school was to materialise at
lnst. On the other hand, the letter,
though addressed jin Alonzo’s well-

known spidery hand, might not be from
him at all. For Alonzo was one of
those oblizing youths who will do any-
thing for anybody, and it was quite pro-
kable that he had addressed the
envelope {or some elder ralative. Whan
Alonzo was at Greviriars, Billy Bunter
lrequently got him to address envelopes
for him and to stick stampa on them,
too, if Alonzo had any stamps. Bo the
fat Owl of the Remove still hoped for
the best.

It was rather important for Dill?
Bunter to raise the wind that morn-
mng. Mrs, Munble had a new supply ol
jam tarts in the school shop. Bunter
was in his customary stony state. For
those two gona reasons the question of
cash was urgent, :

‘Bunter blinked round through hias
big spoctacles in quest of Peter. Peter
wiis not to be soen, but Tom Dutton
was in view, walking in the quad, with
liis hands in his pocketa. Bunter rolled
up to the deal Removite.

“Been Todd 1" he asked.

d‘:i!;lh?" asked Dutton. “Who's been
n X3

Tom’s affiction of deafness was not
only an affliction to himself, It had
rather an afflicting effect on fellows who
talked to him.

“Oh dear)
hooted Bunter.

“Whose body?"” i i

“Not body—Toddy!” shrieked
Bunter. “['m looking for Toddy "

“Don't be an wss,” said Dutton
crossly. * How ecan you be locking for
a body in the quad? Talk sente |”

“T'm looking for Tod -

“If you're looking for the quad, here
it is, under your nose. Even a blind
owl like you ran see it, 1 suppose,” saud
Dutton. “Do you think you can pull
Ely leg because I'm a little deaf, you
illy ass? Not that I'm really deaf, you
know. | can hear all right if you don't
mumble.”

“Oh erumbs !* gasped Bunter,

“Plums? What plums? T haven’s
sny plums. Look here, Bunter, what
do you mesn—if you mean anything!”

“Toddy I"” roared Bunter. *Where's
Tﬁddiﬂ"

“Oh, Toddy! I don’t know. If you
want Toddy why couldn't you say so,
instead of talking about a body, and

lums, and such roti" demanded

utton.

Without answering that question
Billy Bunter rolled on in search of
Peter Todd As Pater happened to
have gone up to his study the Owl of the
Remove was not hikely to §od him in
the quadrangle. _

Precious munutes were  passing.
Break lasted only a quarter of an hour,
and teo minutes out of che HBitesn had
already elapsed. Bunter conwe to a
halt under the e¢lms and snorted angrily,

There was not much time left. And
if there wasn't a remittance in that
letter, Bunter had no desire whatever
to spend his leisure moments hunting
for 'E'uddy! He turned the letter over
and over in hiws fat hands, wondering
whether it might come open by acvident,
if he rumpled and crumpled 1t long

Have you scen Toddy 1™

enough |
It did! Alonzo, who was a champion
duffer in most things, had left the {ap

only partly stuck—and it came partly
oper. Bilf,r Bunter inserted a fat fore-
finger into the orifice to enlarge it—no
doubt also by acaident. Bunter, of
course, would not have opened ancther
follow's letter. But if it came open by
accident in his hands, that was another
matter. And in Bunter's hands, such
accidents were very linble to happen.
Tha letter came open—unfortunately,

(Continued on page 10.)
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TKE GREYFRIARS STRONG MAN !

(Continucd prom page 8.)

with tha result that the flap was form
batarn 1t was quite opon.

“Oh dear! It's come open!” said
Buntar. * Faucy that! Well, no harm
in looking insude before 1 shut it up
agunin.  After all, old Toddy's a pal.”™

unter hooked out the l[ettar,

'To his deep disappointment, there was
no sign of a remittance. And the lotter
was written in the same spulery hand as
the supersoription. It was, alter all, a
lotter from Alonzo.

" Beast 1" murmured Bunter,

Porhops on the prineiple that a fellow
might as well be hung for a sheep as for
a f:unh. Bunter blinked at the letter,
now that 1t was open. Cr perbaps it
was by nnother aecident that he read b
from end toend! It ran:

“Dear Peter,—You will, I am eon-
vineed, be exeessively pleased to hear
thut nele Bengumn hus deculed that
I zhall return to Gregltriars without
further deluy Although I take rx-
ceciding plegaure tn the itmproving
society of my clderly relatives, T look
forward with eonsiderable satistaction
to resuming my sludies nt Greylriars,
and to beholding you once more, my
dear Péter, u pleasure which I am pure
you will fully share. 1 shall nat be
digplensed even to gzee Bunter apain,
little an he conformas to the high-
minded principles I hare learned from
Unele Benjamin T shall arrive, my
dear Peter, on Wednenday ofternoon,
by the three o'vlork train at Caurt-
field, and it would ke o great hoppi-
fiess to aee yow af the station, when we
could enjoy @ walk aceass the cammon,
and an aqgreralile—amd, T trual, sm-
proving—ean eerantion,
Your affecttonate rowurin,
Aroxzo Topn.”

Bunter suorted! That long-winded
epistle was very hike Alonzo, It was a
bore to read sueh stoflf : and Bunter had
gained absolutely nothimg by opening
the letter, at the risk of a severe kick-
ing from Peter.

“8Billy ass ! growled Bunter.

He shoved the letter back into the
rnvelope, and stuck down the fap.
Then he blinked at it rather dubiously.

The flap was torn and grubby finger-
marks coverad it It was abvious to the
mpst casunl glance that that letter had
heen opened.  Bonter had an uneasy
feeling that Peter might not believe
that i had enine open by accident. Such
aceidents had happened befora., and
generalle Poter had kicked him,

A bell clanged! Tt was the bell for
third sehool  Bunter thrust the letter
imto  his pocket, and rolled away to
wards the [House., He was gning. of
canrza, fta hand that letter tao Potor—it
belonged ta Peter. Rot if it hanpened
to get Inst, by soma unforeasen acoidont
it wonld save a lat of trouble with
Todds—and save Bunter from a kick.
ing. Bunter woas not aoing to lose that
letter intentionally - Pt he hoped thiat
it wonld get lost—and. in the cireim.
stanees, it was nrobable that that Lope
would prove well-faunded

—_— =

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Si* Down !
§h plul?[fﬂﬂ toctball, Peterl”

iw aFE"E -EII
“Uh. good 1" said Bunter.
Billy Bunter grinned Pater
Todd looked at him It was Wednesday
alternoon. and the Remove were play-
ITag Macxer Lisrary,.—No, 1,344,

ing o Forma malch win the Fourth,
Nuaturally, Petor was playine for his
Faru, but wiy Bunter wes imterested,
and why he grinsed that extensive grin,
Peter did not know.

Peter wus no: aware that a letter
frown hys Cousin Alonzo lhad arrived at
Greyirners a day or two ago, and had
been—by secident—lost |

For that letter had been last. It Lad
rewaimed i Bally Bunwer's pocket for
a considerable time. The ([t Owl,
whose powers of self deception wera
wonderful, had persuaded himself that
ha was going to hand it over 1o Taddy—
when he thought of it But he did not
think of it—and the letter happoned to
be used when Bunter was lighting the
study fire—entirely, of course, by an
oversight, And the missive having thus
vanished from existence, Bunter did not
so0 any reason for mentioning it to
Toddy at all,

Anyhow, he would know that Alenzo
was comung, when Alonzo came ! As [or
meeting Alongo at the station, Bunter
had his ewn idess about that. Alonzo,
returning to school after o long absence,
was fairly certnin to return with tips
from affecrionate relatives—especially
from Uncle Benjamin, He was not
likely to remain long in funds—Alonzo's
pocket-monev being at tho disposal of
any fellow who asked lim for a loan,
o long as it lasted. Bunter's idea was
to get in first and aveid the erush, as
it wera |

Hence the expansive grin on his fat
face, which extended his mouth, natur-
ally rather wide, almost from one fat
ear to the other! Poter, not knowing
that Alonzo was coming that dav. and
being oceupied with Soceer, would ha
snfe off the seene. While he was safe off
the seens. Runter was going to Jdrep iuto
Conrtfield Station be sheer chance, st
the time Alomzo's train came in. He
was not gome to walk across ths eom-
man with Alongo, and enjov an agree-
able and improving eonversaiion, Ha
was gomnmg o walk Alonzo ta the bun-
shop n the Hieh Strect: and his fat
jawa wers then goine ta be too husvy for
conversabion, imnroving or othoerwisa,

“"Well. what's the joke, fotty?" in-
auired Peler, staring at the grinning
face af the Owl of the Remove. “ What
are vou grinning at "

“Your features, old chap !" answered
Bonter pleasantle.  “They have thad
offect on a fellaw, von know He, he,
he! Yarononh ! added Punter, as
Peter took him hy the reek snd tapped
his head on an elin.  “ Whaooop 1

Peter strolled away, leaving Buntor
I'l..l]'\]'l.rl'LE' hos v,

“Beast 1" roared Danter.

Harry Wharton & Co., sauntering in
the quad, were dJdiscussing the after-
noon’s game. Much o the fadignation
of Temples, Dabuey & Co., of the Fourth
Form, the herces of the Hemoave ro-
garded thot mateh as mersly {ooter
practice, which did not require the firse-
clegs plavers of the FPorm,

The Bounder was cutting it, and going
out with Redwing. S8Bquiff, who kept
goal for the Remore in all important
imatehes, was wiving up tha chicken-run
to Huazeldene; and several of the lesser
Lights. were put into the eloven, the
greater men Kindly standing out. to
watch and cheer. Wibley, who faneid
he could plav footer, was given a chanco
to show what he could—or couldn’t—do,
and Kipps was in the hali-back line,
and Bolsover major was to play baock,
and Frank Nugent was with the for-
wards, Boh Cherry and Joahuny Boll and
Hurren Joamset Ram Bingh were stand-
ing out: and the chums of the Rewmova
were  discussing,  rather  seriouzly,
whether the fcam badn't been rather

THE MAGNET

dangerously weakened; for unimport-
ant as the match was, nobody wantad

Temple & Co. to pull it off. Leaving
Billy Bunter rubbing his head and yelp-
ing, Peter Todd bore down on tho

Famous Five, and barged into the dis
Cls8 0N,

*What about Dutton ?" he asked.

Harry Whartan smiled, and shook lLis
head.

“Lock here, I'm the only man from
Study No. 7 in the team,” said Petor
warmly, “and 1 think I remember toll-
g you, more than once, that Study
No. 7 18 top study in the Remove,"
~ "1 sort of remamber hearing you sa%
g0 " remarked Bob Cherry. * But what
about Study No. 13"
~ “Oh, don't be an ass! Dutton’s a
olly pood half,” said Peter. *Look
here, Wharton, put him in, and chance
it, see!"

“Well, he's a good man in his way,"
::.dmutmd the captain of the Rewove,
“but we’ve got a lot of duds playing
to-day, Peter——"

“Can't leave out any moro plavers to
make room for duds, old bean,” said
Johany Bull, “Tewmple would never let
us henr the end of 1t if we let him beat
the Hemove at Soccer.”

“Rot 1” said Peter. “You can shift
Kipps out of the halves—he can play
fﬂr'-;'&rd all right—and put Dutton in,
Boa

“But that means leavin
ward to make room for Dutton,” said
Harry, “and already—Nugent's in
Smithy’s place, and Wibley's in Inky's,
and——"

" Stand
Peter,

ll-Ethl

“1 could captain the team in your
place, and that would make room for
old Dutton 1" uplained Petor,

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“"What are you cackling at?" de.
manded Toddy.

“Your little joke, old man,” answered
the captain of the Remove. “ You're not
a bad forward, Toddy, but you couldn’s
skipper a team for toffee.”

“You silly, cheaky ass—"

“When's Alonzo coming back " asked
Bob Cherry,

“Eht T haven't heard yet! Never
mind Alonzo—I1'm not talking about
Alongo——"

“1 am, though!” said Bab. *Let's
talk about Alonzo instead of Soccer. Is
he still as like you as he used to be!”

“1 believe so! Look here——"'

“IPoor chap |” =sad DBob, with a =zad
shake of the hgad.

“ Ha, ha, hal"

“You ally chump!™ roarod Pater,
“Look here, Wharton, are you plaving
my KIEIJ Duttan or not?"

“Not!" answered the captain of the
Remove. _

“Then I can jolly well toll you you'ro
a cheeky ass, and 1 can tell yvou that I'm
ol gomng to stand——"'

“You're not going to stand?”

out a for-

cut

yourseli "  suggested

“Nol! I tell you I'm not going io
stand "

“8it down then!™ suggested Db
Cherry.

“I'm not aing  to—yarooooh !
Whasop " rnu.rﬂﬁ Peter, as the grin-

ning five suddenly prasped him an
him down in the quad.

He sat down quite hard and roared.
The Famous Five walked away smiling,
and left him to roar.

Sa.C

“Me, he, hel!” eame from Billy
Bunter, who had wateched that lhittly
scene with great entertanment. * lle,
he, he "

“Ow 1" gasped Peter, “Wow! Owl”

“He, he, he ¥

Poter Todd serambled up., Tha
Famous Five were gone—but DIillv
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Dunter was there, cachinnating! Poler wanted to whop

somebody—and there was Dunter, asking for it! 8o he
whopped Bunter,
_ bully Bunter ceased to cachinnate immediately | He roared
instead.
“"Ow! Beastl Leggo! Yah! Oh crikey! Whooop!"
Bunter fled.

Pater’s face was rather morose when he went to Little
Side with the Remove footballers. Peler's belief was that
Study No. 7 was—or, at least, ought to have been—the
top study in the Remove. Nobody else thought so—but Peter
thought so, and he had a very keen ambotion to get his
etudy the proper and just amount of limelight. He had
even made attempts to kick Bunter into being something
batter than a fat slacker and grub-hunter—but he had 1o
admit that he had had no luck in that direction.

The honour and glory of the study “cut no ice " with
William George Bunter—he would have traded all the
honour and glory for a couple of jam tarts any day. Peter
was rather Eandicnp ed in his ambitions—Dutton, though
a good fellow, was deaf; Bunter was a slacker and a fat
tick, and Alonzo, when Alonzo came back, was likely to be
regarded in the Remove ns rather a {reak, as [:rs had
always been. With such unpromising materials it was not
easy to make Study No. 7 top study 1in the Remove.

But a change was coming—if Peter had only known it!
It was going to be a strange, startling, and dramatic change !
But Peter did not know that, and still less did he dream
that it was going to have anything to do with the little
silver-haired old gentleman at the Willows—whose existence
he had almost forgotten |

So ho was morose as he went on the field with the
Remove footballers, and he responded to Bob Cherry's cheery
grin with a glare, and to Wharton's smile with a snort. But
8 few minutes later he took the ball away from Cecil
Reginald Temple and slammed it inte the Fourth Form
goal; and then Peter smiled ngainl

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Buniter !

6 HAT luck 1" said Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at
Hiicliﬂ'ﬂ.
“Roal luck " said Gadshy,
“Just wheo we were lookin' fur something to
do |” grinned Monson.

Pon & Co. made thoss remarks as they watched a fat
figure rolling along a path on Courtfield Common. Even if
they had not kmown that figure by its extensive circumfer-
ance, they would have known it by the big spectacles that
flashed back the rays of the sun. And the nuts of High-
cliffe looked gquite pleased to zee Billy Bunter,

The three slackers of Highclife were at a loose end that
afternoon. Football was going on at Higheliffe, but they
cared pothing for Soccer They cared a good deal for
billiards and banker at the Three Fishers, but they were in
a stony state—owing to an overdose of billiards and banker
So they were taking a walk that afternoon, looking for
mischief—which, according to the proverb, Satan finds for
iidle hands to do.

Pon had catapulted Coker, of the Greyfriars Fifth, from
behind a bush, and the young rascals had fed before Coker
could get near them, hey had chanced on Solly Lazarus
on the common, and stuffed his cap down his back. . Now
they were sauntering towards the Willows, the old house
between the common and the river, Not having heard that
it was now occupied, they were going to root over the place
and do what damage they could.

In such pleasant ways did Pon & Co. find amusement on
o ]‘ln”-hﬂ!i(ﬁ’ﬂf. when time hung heavily on their hands. But
at the sight of Billy Bunter they forgot other things, and
concentrated on Bunter, Ragging a Greyfriara man
pppealed to them more than anything else; il that Grey.
friars man could not put up much of a scrap. And Billy
Bunter couldn't !

So they stood under the trees by the footpath and watched
lltin;: approach, with grinning faces, and agreed that it was
uek.,

Bunter, too short-sighted to see them at a distance, rolled
on unsuspiciously. He was taking the short cut across the
common to the town to save the distance by the road. Ti
wos 8 fine, clear afterncon—just the day for a walk. But
the less walking Bunter did the better he liked it. And
his progress rather ressmbling that of a snail, left him
barely time to reach Courtfield S8tation before Alonze’s train
got in. But sometimes a short cot ia the longest way
round, and so Bunrer found it on this occasion.

Pon & Co. siepped out to greet him as he came abreast
And Billy Bunter halted, with a startled blink at them
through his big spectacles,

(Continued on mext page.)
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“0Oh crikey I'" he ejaculated in disinay.

“Here wo are again 1™ smiled Pon-
sanhy., “Jolly glad to see you, Bunter |
The right man at the right moment 3"

* Fancy meetin’ you, old podgy bean ™
satd Monson,

“1—1 say, you fellows, m-m-m-my
friends are just behind!" stammered

Buntor. “No larks, you know! Bob
{}'hgrry'ﬂ just coming, and Teddy,
E.II. S

Pon gave a swift glance across the
grassy, furzy commeon. Had Bob Cherry
and Petor Todd been in the offing, Pon
& Co. certainly would have abandoned
their idea of ragging a Greyfriars man
vn the spuot,

But there was no ane to be seen; and
it was evident that Billy Bunter was—
as usual—prevaricating. He was not
to escapo so easily as all that!

* Bunter, my young Iriend,” said Pon-
sonby s=olemnly, “I'm afraid you're a
little bit untruthfull I'm shocked to sce
1it, Bunter! Are you follows shocked at
Bunter's untruthfulness 1

“Awfully 1" satd Gadsby.

“ Frightfully 1" grinned Monson.

“Think we ought to give Bunter a
lezson on the uuijucl.?" went on Pon-
sonby thoughtlully,

*“Oh, really, you know—" groancd
Bunter.

“1 think so!" agreed Monson. * Mind
how you punch him, thmxgh. He might
burst all over the place!’

“You cheeky Higholiffe cad!” yelled
Bunter indignantly. en he te-
membered that he was at the merey of
the HHighelifiana. *“I1—I—1 mean—he,
he, hel [I—1 don’t mind a little joke!
I1e, he, hel”

*Ile doesn’t mind a little joke ! said
Pon, “Well, let's joke with him a
little, as he doesn’t mind a joke ¥

“Hear, hear!” grinned Gadsby.

“I—I aay, you fellows, I'm rather in
a hurry!” gasped Bunter. “I've got to
get to the station to meet a chap coming
back to school !™

“That's rather awkward 1" said Pon.
“I'm afraid you'll miss him, Bunter,
You see, you're so nico, that we can’t
part with you yet|”

“You're so entertainin’ ™
Monson.

“So amusin’ 1" said Gadsby.

“I—1 say, T've really got to get to
the station,” mumbled Bunter. *That
willy ass Alonzo will be waiting about
if be's not met—and very likely he'll
lose his way, and—and——"

gaid

“Alonzo 7" repeated Pon, *“Ta that
jolly old freak coming back? Haven't
you enough freaks at Groyfriars
already 1%

“1 expect Bunter's glad!” remarked
Gadsby. “When Alonzo Todd eomes
back, Bunter won't be the biggest idiot

at Greyfriars! Only the second biggest.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter feelily,
1T was willing to laugh at the High-
clifinng’ little jokes, or gu anvthing eﬁm.
to get clear of them and escape! But
there was no cseapa |

“Turn round, Bunter!®
“We'ra gomng to
Greyiriars |7

“But T—I'm going to Courtfield!”
groaned Bunter,

“1 think not I said Pon, shaking his
head. I think you're going straight
back, and that we're going to help you.
Feol too tired for a race?

“0Oh, vea! Yes, rather!®
Bunter. “1 say .

“That'a all right: we'll help,” said
Pon. “We haven't done our good turn
to-day yet, you men—so let's help
Bunter! Yon don't mind helping
Bunter ¥

“Naot at all 1" said Monson.

“ Plensed " said Gadsby.

Tee Maicxer lanrary.—No, 1,344,

said Pon.
race you back to

gespod

“You hear that, Bunler? Here's
three fellows ready to help you,” =aid
Pongonby. “We're goin' to help you
all the way, and T'm sure 1t will buck
you up. Turn round and start"

“1 say, you [ellows a

“Turn him round !” said Monson.

Ponsonhy, grinning, eaught Bunter by
the callar. There was a desperate light
in Bunter's little round eyes, behind his
big round spectacles. e knpw the
kind of help E-::u was going to get from
Pon & Co. As he was going to be
ragged, anyhow, the fat Owl of the
Remove took his courage in both hands,
as it were, and made an effort to escape.
Pon, never dreaming of resistance on
the part of the fay Owl, grabbed him by
the collar, and Bunter desperstely
smashed out with a fat fist.

That fat fist took Ceril Ponsonby by
surprise. It landed on his nose, draw-
ing & spurt of red therefrom.

“Whoooop ! yelled Ponsonby, sitting
down suddenly on Courtfield Common
and clasping his anguished nose with
both hands.

Bunter tore off towards Courtfield as
fast ax hiz fat little logs could carry
him. He eluded Gadsby and Monson
and balted.

“Ow! Ow! Wow!” spluttered Pon-
sonby. “ After him ! Collar him, you
fools! Owl!l My nose! Wow! Get
hold of him, you fatheada! Wow !*

Gadsby and Monson rushed in pursuit.
Pon picked himsalf up and, dabbing his
nose with his handkerchief, followed
more slowly.

Bunter rushed on at a terrific burst of
speed,  But his chance was slim because
Bunter wasn't! He had too much
weight to carry for a foot race. Rapid
feet overhauled him. Gadshy and
Monson passed him on eithor side, snd
swung round facing him.

“Oh lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

He barged off the path and ran, the
two IHigheliffians jumping after him.
They headed him off from Courtfield,
and he ran back the way he had come,
dodging Ponsonby nnj making for
distant Greyfriars. He was not think-
ing of meeting Alonzo at the station
now, and leading that gentle and
simple youth to the bunshep He was
thinking only of escape from the High-
cliffe raggers. And he fairly flow,
hoping every moment to sight Grey-
friars caps: once near the school he was
likely enough to fall in with help,

After him rushed Pon & Co.

They had =aid that the
Bunter, and they hnlpori{ him. The
dribbled him hke a fat fooiball,
[}urinhf and Monson kicked in turn,
plaxfully. Ponsonby kicked in savage
earnest, owing te the damaged state
of his nose. How many kicks Billy
Bunter collected during that wild raco
he could never have counted. Tt seemed
to him like millions, if not billions or
trillions.

“Ow, ow, ow! ﬂrmulph I"* gpluttered
Bunter, as he raced. " Beasts! Yow-
ow! T say, you fellows—— Yaroooh!
Oh erikey! Wlhooo hoop 1”

“Ha. ha, ha!"

Bunter was putting on full speed. But
the Higheliffe trio did not need to exert
themselves to keep pace. They trotted
behind Bunter. kicking him in turn,
greatly enjoying the rag—which Billy
Bunter did not enjoy in the very least!

Greviriars was in sight at last, and
never had Bunter been =o glad to ses
the grev old rower rising over the
trees  Panting and gasping, he barged
lirearhleszly nnwm's. Pon & o,
still dribbline him. And a big. burly,
beefy Fifth Form man., wha was sitting
an a fence. beheld the scene and slipped
off the. fence, very glad to see Pon &
Co. Without even seeing Coker of the

would help

THE MAGNET

I'ifth, Bunter tore an, gurgling, and
vanished up the road; but Pon & Co.
stopped very suddenly at the sight of
Coker. Horace Coker grinned as he
bore down on them.

“Catapulting a man and bolting |
said Coker. T rather hoped I'd 20
you ngain, and now——"

It was right-about-face for Pon & Co,,
and they right-about-faced and rap for
their lives. After them charged Coker,

Thud, thud, thud! Coker had hiﬁ
and heavy feet. They felt bigger an
heavier than they really were as they
landed in turn on Ponsonby, Gadsby,
and Monson. The three Higheliffians
yelled and howled as they were dribbled
in their turn  As thev had done unto
Bunter, so it was done unto them, but
the enjoyment of the proceedings was
quite gone,

Not till he was out of breath did
Coker of the Fifth cease the pursuit and
walk away. gringing.

Billy Bunter, in a winded state,
staggered in at the gates of Greyfriars,
gurgling. But Pon & Co, when Coker
of the Tifth had finished with them,
were feeling even worse than DBunter.
It was quite an unpleasant ending to a
merry ragl

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Duffer of Greyfriars !

LONZO TODD stu]:lipmi from the
train in Courtfield Station,
He picked up an umbrella
that belonged to one passenger
and a bag that belonged to another, and
stepped_out with them.

This proceeding was watched with
astonishment by the two passengers
concernad.

Alonzo, it 13 true, had left his eawn
bag and umbrella: and exchange waa
no robhery. But this did not seem to
satisfy the two passengers whose pro-
Eertp the Dulfer of Greyfriars had lifted
¥

mistake.
“Hi!"” said an excited voice from the
CATTiage.
"Here!” barked another excited
Yoo,

Alonzo glanced round with the kind
and eentle smile that dinf.inEuiahad hin.

“Tid you address mei” he asked
politely.

“What are you doing with that bag ™
livoted a red-faced man, warmly.

“What are vou doing with that
umbrella i demanded a fat man, with
a ginger moustache,

Alonzo gazed at them innocently,

"1 am taking them to Greyfriars with
me.” he opnswered, “ My school, jou
know." .

“You'ra taking my bag to your
schiool " hooted the red-fased man,

“You're taking my umbrella to your
school " roared the man with the
ginger moustache,

Alonzo started,

“Dear me! Have I made a mistake ™
he inquired. “T1 am exceedingly sorry
if that is the case, Ves. 1 now perceive
thar the bag 1= not mine: the initinls are
not mine. And my umbrella is quite a
good one, and thix is a very shablby old
thing——"

“You voung idior 1" said the red-faced
man. “Give me my bag!”

“Prav take n!1” said Alonzo. ]
regret the mistake In the hurry of the
momant e

“Give ma my umbrella I hooted the
owner of the gingor moustacho.

“Certainly, my dear sir! [ trust you
do not imagine far one moment that I
had anv dishonest intention in inadvert-
ently ta' yng your umbrella," said Alonzo
in distress, *“Its value can only be
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“ What are you boys doing here ? ** asked the master of the Willows, sianding in the doorway of the laboratory and looking

at the Greyfriars juniors.
about frantically.

very slight, as it is so very, very old
and shabby =

“You impudent young rascal, give it
to me at onca!”

Alonzo heaved the bag
carriage, eliciting a roar from the
owner, on whose foot it landed. Then
he thrust the umbrella m, unfortu-
nately catching the ginger gentleman
under the chin with it. Little acoidents
like this econstantly happened to tha
Duffer of Greyfriars. Nature had
riven him a kind and gentle heart, but
ﬁu.d been rather mean in the matter of
brains. Two loud roars ascknowledged
the restoration of the property to its
owWInors.

“Stand back
porter. ) )

“Will you have the exceeding kind-
ness to hand out my bag and umbrella I
asked Alonze, addressing the two
yvassengoers, one of whom was nursing
]:u'.u foot and the other his chin.

The ginger gentleman picked up
Alonzo's umbrella and handed it to him
—acrass his hat! The rod-facod man
pickeod up his bag and horled it forth,
and it smote Alenzo on the chest,
ecausing him to =it down suddenly on the
platform in a state of great astonish-
ment. A grinning porter slammed the
carringe door and the train went on its
WaY

“Oh dear " said Alonzo breathlessly.

He picked himself up, and then picked
up the bag and the vmbrella and set his
rather damaged hat straight on his
head. He had an impression thatr tha
two passenpers in the carriage had been
vary, very bad-temper-d. thorgh he
did not know why. They had been
pood-tempered enough during the ruil-
way journoy, and why they had sud-

into the

there !" called out a

denly broken out into bad temper was
guile & mystery to Alonzo.

However, puzzhing as it was, he dis-
missed the matter from his mind and
looked up and down the platform for
his Cousin Peter. As Peter was playing
football on Little Bide at Greyfriars,
Alonzo was not likely to find him on
the platform at Courtfield Station, and
he didn't: Having rooted up and down
the platform from end to end, without
finding Peter Todd, Alonzo slowly, but
‘suresly, realised that Peter was not thero

"“Good gracious | said Alonzo to him-
solf. * Peter cannot have come to meot
my train. That 15 rather thoughtless, as
1 told him the time of the train in my
letter, and 1 fear that Uncle Benjamin
would strongly disapprove of such
thoughtlessness, But perhaps Peter has
been detained, or something. 1 truly
hope so, for 1 should not like Peter to
act in such a manner as Uncle Benjamin
would regard with disapproval,”

And Alonzo, at last, lefl the station
and walked out into Ceurtfield High
Street,  Then he stopped, bug 1n ore
hand and umbrella 1o the eiher, gazing
up and down with his innocent eyes,
geeking a sign of Peter. It occurred to
him that Peter might be late, and
might be coming up the street. But
there was no sign of Peter Todd. and
Alonzo started to waolk, A eshman
calied to him as he started:

dn Cﬂb, !EJ:I'?"

Alonzo glaneced round.

“Thank you, no,” he answered, “ It
is very kind—and, indeed, thoughtful—
of you to suggest it; but I fear that
it would be somewhat extravagant to
itnke a cab to the school. Moreover, on
thie wvery fline afternoon I prefer to
wilk., Thank you all the same, my
good man.”

*‘ Yaroooh ! ** yelled Bob Cherry, holding on to the electrified telephone-receive and hopping
““Wow |’ wailed Peter Todd, struggling helplessly in the armchair,

The eabman blinked at him.

“My eyo!" he ejuculated,
E:-'E TI!

“Your eye!"” said Alonzo. *ls there
anything wrong with your eye, my
wor fellow? 1 am exceedingly sorry !

erhaps something has got into it—a
fly, or a speck of dust."

“My eye!” repeated the cabman. *I
Eny,ﬁ does your mother know you're
out "’

“Yes, indeed,” said Alonzo: “and so
does miy dear father and my Uncle
Denjamin] They are all guite aware
that 1 am returning to school this
efiernoon—and, indeed, saw me off as
the station.™

The cabman blinked st him again!
He seemed quite surprised by Alonzo
Todd, But (hat was nothing new—
Alonzo often surprised people.

“1l was expecting to i;ua met at the

i Dh' m!

gtation, my goo man,” went on
Alonzo. “ DBut my couzin does not geem
to be here! P'erhaps vou may have scen
Liiin 1

“What's he like?"” asked the cabman.

“He 18 very like me—indead, wory,
very like me,” said Alonzo. “We have
been mistaken for one another.”

"My eye!™” said the oeabman.
“8houldo’t have thought there was two
of you! One's more'n enough.*

And he turned back to his eab,
apparently having had enough of.
Alonzo. Alonzo gazed at his back for &
moment, and then resuined his way
down the High Street with his eyes
open for Peter. Nothing, however, was
to be seen of Peter: and he reached
the end of the town and eame out oun
the open common.

(Continued on page 106.)
Tag Macrer Laprary.—No. 1,344.
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Who pimmched the Porpoise ?
All Greyfriars has been asking
the question—and it seems
likely that all Gre will
nek the question for a long,
lﬂl’]? time before a satisfectory
re is forthcoming.
amazing affair happened
in broad daylight. Bunter went
for o walk to Friardale, hoping
that a long absence from Uncle
Clegg's would have softened the
old tuck-shop proprietor's heart
sufficiently to enable him to
obtain some jam-tarta on
L 11 t.i_l]l-[.“
. The next thing we knew was
that . Bunter had been kid.
napped |

A small boy from the village
hrought the dread tidings. It
was in the shape of a letter
addressed to Mr. Quelch. The
lettor, which our Specinl In-
vestigantor was privileged to see,
by ring over his shoulder,
was in a serawly hand curiously
reminiscent of Bunter's own
calligraphy.

But ?t. }‘;l"ﬂ-ﬂﬂ't- from Bunter.
That was obvious from the
mignature at the bottom—
“SLIM ALF"™! The contents
made it even clearer.

* Deer Bir,”’ ran the letter.
“I am a desprit carricter,
making a living out of kid-
napping welthy skoolboys., 1
have just kidnap your
pewpil Bunter, and unless [
receeve Ten Bob cash within
Une Hour, I shall put this poor

WHO PINCHED THE
PORPOISE?

Kidnapped Removite’s Return

innosent youth to feondish
torcher compared with which
the worst efforta of Chinese
torcherers will be & meer piknik.
If you fail me, his blud will be
upon your hands |

Villanously yours,
SLIM ALF.

“P.8.—Leeve the Ten Bob
in the hollow onk at the en-
trance to Friardale Woods, and
remember not to wait or inform
the perlice. Otherwise, I shall
gﬂl:f"ﬂ terribul vengonze !—

It was thoe kind of letter
ocaloulated to make the stoutest
heart guail, and wo must say
that Mr. Quelch’'s face seemed
to turn white as he read it—
though, judging by the way his
lips set, it wasn't [rom fear |

Mr. Quelech dismissed the
village boy, denned his hat, and
want out, ing a stout eane
with him—though what pos.
gsible use that could be in an
envounter with a desperate
kidnapper - nobody could
imagine.

Followed at are-

R e - =

'Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear Editor,—In impelling my pedal
extremities to quadrangular peregrination
this aflterncon, I was shocked, nay, disgusted,
irom the indisputable evidence of my aural
anppendages, to learn that there exists an
) ' the aflirmations of

impression, supported b
juveniles 'whuua inl‘.ulli’:;u
previously had reason to
that at the last assemblage of

neo

Dwebating Society 1 * took the biscuit,”
this allegation malkes

To what bisouit

with dubiety,

= —

spectful distanes
by a crowd of
juniors, the
Remove beak
stalked down
to the beginning
of Friardale
Woods, where
stands a well-
known landmark
—a hollow oak-
Troo,

Naturally, you
think, he placed

I have not

the Remove

reference I must confess my inability to
determine with any degree of tertitude, DBut
I take the earliost opportunity of effectuating
the most positive asseveration that no edihle
compound belonging to the category desig-
nated nor, indeed, any other article of an
esculent nature, introduced itself to my
visus organs on the ocoasion heretofore
mentioned, and that, in the circumstanoces, it
38 inconceivable that 1 should have ineurred
the responsibility of the illicit econveyance
of the biscuit in guestion.

I trust, dear Editor, that this repudiation
will eventuate the annibilation of the in.
defeasible, upauthorised, and entirsly un-
warranted rumour.

Blamelesaly yours,

ALONZO TODD.

(In brief : "Lonzy, hearing that fellows aro
paying he " topk the biscuit ™ at the last
debate, says: ' WHAT BISCUIT1#Z Oh
dear !—Ed.) "

a ten-chilling note
in the hollow of
the treo and re-

turned to Greyfriars with all
gpoed,

We must tell you the truth.
He did nothing of thes sort.
What he did do was to rummage
about in the bushes with his
cane, as though he expected to
find something. And find some-
thing he duly did |
+ That * something "
Bunter | .

The kidnapped junior had
returned |

Strangely emough, Mr. Quelch
displayed no relief or pleasure
at perceiving that Bunter waa

WS

unharmed. e simply grabbed
Bunter by the ear, and roared *
*“ BUNTER ! How dare you I"
We hesitate to eriticise Form-
masters as a rule, but we must
say that, as a form of greeting
to & junior who had just
escaped the eclutches ni‘l a
desperate kidnapper, it might
have been improved on |
You'd imagine he'd at least
have asked Bunter a few
questions about his escape, and
rkaps have sent somebody
or the police, with a view to
pursuing the miscreant.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

But he did neither. He
simply marched Bunter back
to L}I,ra;,-f iars, and marched him
to the Head's study and re-

uested the Head to deal with
the matter, placing the kid-
napper’'s lettor on the Head's
desk as he spoke,

The Head waasted no wordas,
either, For reasons which
Bunter says he's still unable to
fathom, he produced a birch,
and ordersd DBunter to adopt
& bending position. And fop the
next five minutea the four
wills of the School House schoed
with the yelling that .
ceeded from the Head's study |

Interviewed on the following
day, whoen he had partly re-
covered from the effecta of his
interview with Dr. Locke,
Bunter said that Quelchy was
s beast and, if anything, the
Head was a bigger ati ||
Though it seemed incredible
that such icious - beasts
ghould be about, he felt almost
sure that they doubted whother
he had been kidnapped at al' |

Asked whether there was any

ossibility that he himself had
Ea-sn mistaken, Bunter said there
jolly well wasn't. Pressed for a
description of his kidnapper,
Bunter said that Blim Alf was
a tall man with green, blood.
ahot eyes, hideous yellow fangs
perpetually bared in a fiendi
grin, and long talons like those
of & hawk,

These, by o s eoinoi-
dence, are the precwse words
used to describe the villain of a

* ghocker " which Bunter had
been reading just before he went
to Friardale. Amazing that a
fiotitious character should have
eome to life in such a fashion,
isn't it ?

NOTHING NEW!

After hearing a lecturea on
“ Indigestion.” Temple, Dabney
& Co. have decided to give up
eating baked chestnuts.

It would be quite a mistake,
however, to assumo that l.hus
have only recently gomea o©
their nuta |
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Frank Nugent is devoted to his
Harry Wharton,
was largely owing o his staunch
comradeship that Wharton over-
cimé his early onpopularity and
won his way to the capiaincy of
the Form |

chu i,

Singh,
and it

takirs—but he

the Mabob
anderstands
mysterias ol some of the Hindo
's too wise Lo spealc
about them. oeven to his
“ foky " prefers football while at
Greyfriars !
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SNOOP’S SHOOTING SPRINGS J

~ The invention of the agé ! ,
ing Springs, fitted in the toecaps of your |
fhm::li.hall boots, make tha ball travel Lke a |
ullet 1

ou
oalie’s still

hooting Spri
RIGHT A\BA I

your springs
t. a;llj'h.u.a. %:»aﬂ tore through the net and the

Work Soccer Wonders | ‘
Booop's Shoot-

" Left-Wing " writea: * Wearing

I took & pot shot from 30 yards
in hospital | " Wear Snoop’s |
become a footer star |

FASHION
NOTES

jur  whion Expert writes :
ftemaoping arcund in the

d & couple of days my
eiowd opinion is that it‘lhﬂ.
3 of ¥ gay, tf you want to be
3 ol tglu w?rnt,ur!
tesim s0me of the innovations
sv piy skittish. I noticed
He& for instance, wearing o
e=mth & little paper Union
ﬂ sk in the crown, and
Qe with a carelessly worn
f 1 from his shoulders,
ringie words * KICK ME."
etiweither of the gentlemen
Een was actually awnare
= bright little adjuncts
the dlobber doesn’'t matter
ray They can't be without

r Meat on the season's

lio: . san they ?

T originality in dress
sepayed, by the way, by

gt and Russell, af{-ﬂr a

o =90 behind the chapel last
k. Salstrode came away
rizy ¥s jacket inside out, and
g’ with his collar fastened
e @de only, the other bei
wel %0 hang round the bac
iz sk, Fascinating, what 1
"hes reminds me of the in.
uiry sew style of hairdressing
yve mat seen displayed in the
ly @ a Bhell man who boasts
piruslways de rigueur. There
o uinﬁﬁan the top of the
i, " hair being brushed
ights down over the forehead
= To make up for this,
eve,, the hair is parted at
¥ of the neck and ar
od @ two quiffs, ome over
) O

f ~mrge, it's difficult to do
this By yourseli at first, but
tismakes perfect, and, if you
y 2y hard, it’s surprisin
t ym ecan do with the bkao
ol neck.

e Jmpla can even talk
ol

J'.:-; “.}""r I :

et o sl

hoany Bull, the Remove
i the
ball
{g enemy goalmouath.
with B

EEER F I

[:i..l‘

I

bim, he scored |

2 g
baci, pousesses the beftlest kick
\ tean:. and oftea ** punts ™

trom bis own ball into
Onoe,

following wind to bhelp

Next Week's

Amusements

The Sixth are having extra
toot in Greek at 4.30 on Monday.
You can get a good view through
their Form.room windows ii you
climb on another chap'a back
outside. Their expressions should
be excruciatingly funny.

Mr. Haoker accepted an
invitation to hear Hoskins play
the piano on Wednesday evening.
Line up ougside the Music Room

early, if ydu want to see Haoker

8 ar out. .
Friday, Fisher T. Fish will

address the holders of the

Anglo-American Hot Dog Cor-
poration in the Rag, and explain
what has happened to their
mongy. Arrive early or you
won't squesze in

To wind up the week's amuse-.
ments, you will be able to seo
Coker play his own inl variety
of football en the playing-ficlds at
2.30. A doctor will be in
attendance to deal with all cases
of hysteria.

Dicky Nugent’s
Weekly Wisdom

SBammy Bunter Iindiggmantly
denies the rumer that he never
has a bath, and I'm ineclined to
think myself that it must be

alitely eggsaggerated.

After all, you can't help ad-
mitting that he's a regular
ik ﬂpﬂﬂgﬂr L] ] I

]

DON'T FORGET !

Next week's all-star number of
the MAGNET will contain
another set of superb pictures,
That's a tip from HARRY
WHARTON.

Pocket Prefect
Resigns

Round Robin
Rendered Redundant

Liks a ‘bolt from the blue
comes the announcement that
Coker minor, of the Sixth, is
no longer a prefect.

The movement for deposing
the * Pooket" Prefect oul-
minated in & mass meeting in the

last night, when it waa
decided to draw up a * round
robin,” requesting Coker minor’s
expulsion from Eha list of pre-

MY WORST AND
BEST EXPERIENCE

By Cecl.l Reginald Temple

It was st a party at Dabney's place last
Christmas. Dab had introduced me to a
lady, and laeft me with her while he weleomed
other guests. 1 didn't fesl a bit grateful to
him, for she was of uncertain age and had
thin lips, untidy hair, big speotacles, and
highbrow ideas. As & man of the world,
however, 1 pride myself on my ability to
entartain all sorts and conditions, so I started
a genial conversation about the prospects
of skating or some other engrossing topic.
The lady didn't seem at all in in this

i subject, however, and started disoussing
E::: od ":f;““:]s'i““‘h;t Tﬁg politics. Needless to say, a chappie of my
P mtelligence has plenty of views about thoss

meeting, obligingly wrote out
the petition anﬁ there was o
rush to =ign it.

Headed by a comb-and-paper
band, the crowd then marched
en masso to present the round
robin to Wingate, and requesat
him to hand it on to the Head.

Wingata looked grim as he
recoived the petition.

Then, when he rmead the
round robin, he smiled—much
to the growd’s surprise.

" Borry, kids,” be said. " I'm
afraid 1 shan't be able to
resent that petition to the

ead 1 "

There was a menacing growl
from the crowd, and several
fehows wyelled : “ Why not t "

Wingate’s answer took the
wind out of everyone's sails,

* Beecause there's no need to
resent it, Coker minor has
Eocm to the Head this evenin
and resigned voluntarily ; an
the Head has accepted his
resignation ! "

And that was how it all
finished ! Buch is the fickle
nature of a crowd that the
fellows who had been booiny
the name of Coker minor only
five minutes before, mirched
straight to his study and gave
him three rousing cheers |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

auction sale of

To raise the wind Bunter held an
odd mants. He
raised ten and slevenpence—buil
thae owners of the * oddments "

sy i I;nlli Eﬂ:’dfmi his

—_ < g

Ooe ol Skinner & Co.'s Isvourite
rotreats Tor o ltlle * smoke ' is

the tool shed. When old Mimbie,
the Head's gardense, caught them
he made them help him with some
boeing—on promiss of silence!

things: but | hadn't got them exactly
sorted out ready to reel off st 8 moment’s
notice. Thus, & sort of barrier sprang u
between us. The conversation languished, if
you follow I:l:mz.i

Just to get it goin agrﬂm' » 1 remarked :

“ By the way, 1 djdn't quite cateh your
name, when Dab performed the inuro.”

“ Muriel Midgley,” the lady said.

Now, 1 happen to know an awfully nice

| mamed Daphne Midgley and almost
mitinﬂt.ivairv I blurted out:
* Then,

know your dnu%lﬁar Daphne 1 "
IT TURNED OUT AT DAPHNE
WAS HER ELDER SISTER !

Having regard to the sensitiveness of most
irla on the subject of age, I think I can
onestly say that that was the most om.
barrassing ience I have ever had |
As to my best experience, to & man of the

world, like myself, who has ienced so
much (Help |—Ed.) it is a difficult matter
to  make the choice. But among recent
experiences, the most plessant to me was the
necasion when T led the Fourth to victory
against the Remove at footer., The Remove
are & cheeky lot of youngsters, and they'd
bheen asking for it for a long time. They
duly got it ] The way we played was
marvellous, and my own game, in partioular,
was superb. Goal after Jmal I registered
against our dismayed and demoralised rivals,
till the game had become a farce. 1 forget
what the final soore was, and nobody e

seoms to remember, either—in fact, funnily
enough, the chaps don’t seem to remember tho
matoh at all —but whatever it waa, it wes
something unigue in Sooccer. Anyway, it
was my recent experienoe, even though
paris of it are hazy in my mind, and I can’s
remember guite when it happened !

fLet ws enlighten wyou, old bean; ¢
happened three nights ago in gour dorm |
We heard abow! il from a couple of
prefects who rushed up, fearing a riol—
only to find thal il was pou, playing

i tooter round the dorm in your sleep!—Ed.)

HE WAS SIMPLY “FLOORED"!

“ Is Mauly sweet on the instructrees at the
Lantham Ice Rink 7" asks a correspondent.

Well, we must admit that the last time we
were there he seemed to be “ falling," right
engugh | :
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(Continued
from page 13.)

There hie punused. It was two or three
miles to the school by the road, but
hardly half that distance by short outs
sver tho common. If Peter was comin
late—would he come by the road? lgf
30,  Alonzo would miss him by takin
the short cuts. On the otper han A
Peter was most likely to come by the
short cuts, if he came, and Alonzo
would therefore miss him if he teok the
road! It was quite a problem for
Alonzo to think out; and he stood in
the middle of the road thinking it out
for somo minutes. He might have
stood there longer, etill thinking it out,
but he was interrupted by something
soft butting him in the middlo of the
back; and he turned, with a start, to
find a horse just behind him.

“Oh!” ejaculated Alonzo.

He skipped to the roadside in quite
;_ hurry. The carter glared down at

im.
“Trying to get yourself run over?”
he bawled.

“Not at all, my good fellow!”
Alonzo. “1I should have a very serious
objection to being run over, 1 assure
youl! I was quite unaware that youn
were approachung behind me, or 1
should certainly not have romained in
the middle of the highway. Yaroooh |”
added Alonzo, suddenly and involun-
tarily, as the carter, passing on, gavoe
him a lick with his long whip, round
his rather bony legs; perhaps as a hint
to keep out of the way of traflic.

The carter. gritmm:ﬁ' and drove on.
Alonzo Llinked after him.

“What a very, very cross and brutal
man !" murmured Alonro. “How very
shocked Uncle Benjamin would havo
been if he could have witnessed that
cruel and inconsiderate action! I am
very, very glad that my dear Uncle
Bu;.ujnmm was not present,”

oneo finished his meditations by
the roadside, out of the way of the
traflic !

He decided on the short cuts, and
started across the common. He walked
on very cheerfully, for Alonzo was a
cheerful fellow. Also, he had pleasant
subjects for thought. In his bag was
a brand-new copy of his favourite
work, “The Story of a Potato: from
the Beed to the Saucepan.” Alonzo
had derived much useful information
from that work, and he could not help
thinking that 1t was very, very kind
of his Uncle Benjamin to present him
with & new copy when he was goin
back to school. The last copy ha
been used to light the fre in Btudy
No. T

Thinking of his dear Uncle Benjamin,
whom he had lately left, and his dear
Cousin Peter, whom he was soon to see,
Alonzo did not think very muech about
the way he was going—which was very
like Alonzo! He woke up, as it were,
at the sight of the River Bark gleaming
in the distance ahead of him, and gave
quile a start.

“Doar me! This iz not the right
way 1" said Alonzo, “I1 ought to have
turned to the left at the oross-paths,
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gaspod

a hittle heavy,

and I must have kept straight on!
This is very, very disconcerting.”

Alonzo was feeling rather tired, after
a mile and a half. Ei—Iii.-. bag was feeling
Physically, Alonzo was
not strong. He resembled his cousin
Peter in ?ﬂ-ﬂkﬂ to a remarkable extent,
but he had none of Peter's wiriness or
muscular power, Almost any fag at
Greyfriars could have knocked out
Alonzo in & scrap. Not that Alonzo
over scrapped, if he could help it, for
he was quite, quite sure that his Uncle
Benjamin could never have approved of
such a thung.

He turned back, and started by the
path that led by the Willows—the path
that Cousin Peter and Bunter and the
Famous Five had followed that rainy
evening, a few days ago. It was not
rainy now; it was very fino and quite
sunny, and 1t was quite an enjoyabla
walk, if Alonzo had not been feeling
tired, But he was—and presently he
laid his bag and his umbrella down on
n grassy bank, and sat down on the
bag to rest. He did not sit on the

rass, beeause it was November, and

nele Benjamin had warned him never
to sit on damp grass. But Lo sat on
the bag, and rested, and gozed across
the common with s gentle, meditative
eye,

A little old gentleman ecames in sight,
walking up the lane by the edge of tho
common. He came from the direction
of the Willows. He was a little and
rather - frail-locking gentleman, with
silvery hair under his silk hat—quite
venerable in his aspect. He seemed to
be very deep in thought, for he walked
with lus hands clasped behind him, his
oyes bent on the ground through a
large pair of horn-rimmed glasses,
Alonzo, glancing at him, thought what
# nice old gentleman he looked—and
he was quite surprised when mddenlf.
without warning, the silvery-haired old
gentleman wuttered a fearful, ear-
splitting yell, and leaped into the air!

Alonzo started up in amazement !
Then, from the hedge, within a fow foct
of him, he heard a chuckle,

“CGot him ™

“Ha, ha, ha!®

And Alonzo, blinking round, spotted
three Highcliffe fellows peering through
the hedge, one of them {aking aim
again with a catapult.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Plucky Alonzo !

ONSONBY chuckled.
P Gadsby and Monson grinned.
Pon & Co. were still huntin
mischicf; and they had foun
somo |
Afiter escaping from Coker the three
had forgotten mischief for & time,
having a good many aches and pains to
ccoupy heir thoughts, But now they
wera on the warpath again, Tha)vl had
come acrosa the common to the hedge
bordering the lane, intending to cross
to the Willows and trespass in the
grounds of the old house. But the sight
of the little old gentleman was too
much for Pon! MHe was tempted, and

he fell!
Professor Bparkinson did not look
dangerous! He did not look as if he

could run after a fellow who catapulted
him, or as if he could do any damage if
he caught a fellow! Any fellow but
Ponsonby might have hesitated to make
an unprovoked attack on a man old
enough to be his grandfather. But the
dandy of Higheliffe was s prety
thorough blackguard ; and it wasthe fact
that Professor Bparkinson looked old
enough to be anybody's grandfather
that encouraged him to go ahead,
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young and active man would have been
guite safe from Pon and his catapult,

Pon told Gaddy and Monson that he
was goiug to make the old beggar
jump; and he proceeded 8o to do.
Quits unaware that Alonzo Todd had
gat down to rest by the hedge, on the
other side, the three nghcliﬂiam
crouched in & gap and watched the
little old gentleman till he was within
easy range. Then the merry Pon let
fly. Pon was a good shot with a cata-
pult—he had had a lot of practice—in
safo places, where the official eye of a
policernan could not fall on him! Ho
got home with that shot, landing his
pebble on the check of the unsuspeeting
old gentleman, and causing Professor
Sparkinson to come suddenly out of his
deep reflections and bound into the air
ke a kangaroo, with a terrific yell.

< Good shot!” grinned Monson.

Keeping in cover, Ponsonby took aim
again, encouraged by success, Professor
Sparkinson stood with his hand to his
stung cheek, blinking round him in
astonishment through his lglnmm. evi-
dently not knowing, for the moment,
what had hit bhim, His look was so
amazed, and so queerly owl-like, as he
blinked round through the horn-rimmed
aﬁmtmﬂﬁa. that Pon & Co, {fairly
chortlad.

But Alonzo did not chortle.

Alonzo's ueually kind and ban‘lfnant
eyes gleamed with anger and indigna-
tion. The sight of & ,Yuung' rascal cata-
pulting a venerable old gentleman was
enough to make any decont fellow
wrathy, and Alonzo was wrathy. It was
not like the gentle Alonzo to get
wrathy, but circumstances alter cases,
and now he was very wrathy indeed!
He jumped at the gap in the hedge
and, taking Pon quite by surprise,
knocked the ecatapult aside as Pon was
letting it go.

It twanged, and the pebble whizzed—
not in the direction of the old gentle-
man! But it is said that every bullet
has its billet, and a Gendish yell from
Monson announced where that missile
had gone! It had landed in Monson’s
neck, and Monson’s voice woke the
echoes as he yelled.

“What e thump——"
Ponsonby.,

“You rotter!"” panted Alonzo,
it! Stop it at once |”

“Todd, you meddlin' rotter—*

For the moment Ponsonby took Alonzo
for Peter, whom he closely resembled.
He gave him an angry shove back, and
Alonzo sat down under the hedge,

“Oh!" gasped Alonzo.

Pon stared at him. Peter Todd,
certainly, would never have gone down
under that shove, And though Alonzo
was very like Poter, his expression was
much milder in every way. And Pon
noted the bag and the umbrella and
remembered what Bunter had said. He
realised that this was not the fighting
mun  Petor, but his peaceful cousin
Alonzo, a fellow of whom even Pon need
have no fear! 8o he followed up his
shove with a kick which rolled Alonzo
Gver,

" MNow mind your own bizney, you pie-
[aced Ereak ! snarled Ponsonby. " Squat
on that Greyfriars cad, you men, while I
get the old gander again.”

And Pon took aim once more with
the catapult at the silver-haired gentle-
man. Alonzo struggled to his feet.

Before Gadsby and Monson eould
squat on him he grasped Ponsonby and,
with a wrench, dragged him out of tho
hedge into the lane. Alonzo was no
fghting-man, it was true, but wrath
snd indignation lent him unaccustomed
energy.

gasped
“Btop

A  Thump, thump, thump! Three helty
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thumps landed on Pon as he rollad over
in the lane with Alonzo, and he roared:

“Ow! Here, 1 say help me, you fools]
Drag him off [

Gadsby and Monson rushed
rescua.

‘“Oh, good gracious!” gasped Alonzo.
“Fair play—three to one is not fair
play ! . Yarocooh 1” : ;

Bang, bang bang! The Higheliffians
were not bothering about fair play.
They were only bothering about giving
Alonzo beans !

Alonzo put up a fight. But though the
spirit was willing, the flash was weak,
Alonzo really was no fighting-man. Ha
had plenty of pluck, but he had no beef
or brawn. Blows rained on him from
the three, and he struggled frantically
as they rained on him.

The little old gentleman hlinked at
the scene. He seemed too surprised
to act for some moments. But e saw
tha catapult fly from Pon’s hand in the
struggle, and he saw that three fellows
were pitching into one, Pon & Co. did
not heed him—in faect. they had for-
gotten him, giving all their attention to
handing Alonzo beans! They were re
minded of his existence in quite a start-

lin wn.fv!

15113 ittla professor made a bound
towards the spot—and had the High-
clifians been looking at him they would
have been astonished by the swiltness
and agility of his bound ! But they were
not looking at him, and they did not
sae him till ho reached them. Then a
hand fastened on Pon's collar and
another hand on Monson's, and they

to the

were dragged off the struggling, gasp-
ing Alonzo.

“*Wha-a-at—" gaspod Paon,
astounded to find himself lifted as if
he had weighed no mora than a few
Qunces.

He swung in the air in omo hand of
the professor, Monson swung in the
other. Then they were tossed through

the gap in the hedge and went sprawiing '

on the grass of the common. Guadsby,
staring round, saw that amazing sight
with starting, unbeneving eyes he
littla old fellow, wuno looked too frail
to handle an infant, had tossed Pon and
Monson away like skittles, and aa
Gadsby blinked at him dumbfounded,
he reached at Gaddy, grasped him. and
tossed. him aflter his friends. Gaddy
bumped on Pon and Monson, fattening
them in the grass.

Taking no further heed of them, the
little old gentleman turned to Alonzo
Todd.

_Alonzo was in rather a sad state.

Physically, he was not a match for
any one of the Highelifians—and he had
tackled all three at oncel n

Alonzo, punched and thumped into a
breathless and dizzv state, Ilny on his
back gurgling, quite unaware whether
he was on his hoad or his heels,

Professar Sparkinson bent over him,

“Are vou hurt, my dear boy?” he
exclaimed.

Really, the question was superfluous!
It was quite plain that Alonzo was hurt
—vory much hurt—{rightfully damaged,
in fact! He tried to answer, but only a
gurgle came.
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The old gentlaman blinked at him,
and then picked him up. Alonzo was
not by any means a heavyweight, but
even in his breathless and \‘..]i?.'n!.}' state he
was astonished to find himseli hited so

easily by the little old gentleman.
Carrving Alonzo on one arm with
perfect ease, Prolessor Bparkinson

walked awav towards the Willows, bag
and umbrella 1n his other hand,

Pon & Co. sat up.

They blinked after the
through the gap in the hedge,
could hardly believe their eyes,

“Oh crumhbs!” gasped Pon.

And the three young rascals limped to
their feer and limped away towards
Highelife—quite tired of mischief for
that afternoon,

professor

They

E—— ———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
One Good Turn Deserves Another!

LONZO TODD blinked dizzilw,
A He was hardly more than
half-conscious as the hittle pro-
fessor carriod him up the avenue
to the Willows. The hammering from
the Higheliffians and the exhbaustion
caused by his own efforts had quite
overcome poor Alonzo. He had to
realisa—as he had often had to realise
before—that he wns no arhlete.

Rearcely conscious of his surroundings,
he was conscious enough to be amaxed
by the ease with which the little pro-
fezsor carried a fellow 'l.'{el‘[:' nearE,- ns
big as himself. The strength that dwelt

(Continued on next page.)
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in that frail-looking form was astound-
m% It seemed like magic,

rofessor 8parkinson, without an
effort, walked swiftly on and reached
the porch of the old house. The door
opened as he arrived, and a broad-
shouldered black man, as black as the
ace of spades, looked out.

“Golly, massa!” said the Dblack
servant, staring at Alonzo. \
“This lad is hurt,” said the professor.

“"Open the door of the laboratory,
Julius.”

“Yes, massa,”

Julius preceded the professor and
opened the door of the room in which
Harry Wharton & Co. had had such
strange adventures, Professor Sparkin-
son bore Alonzo in and laid him on a
sellee,

Alonzo lay there and gasped.

Julius Cmsar—that being the full name
of the professor's man—retired and shut
the door. The professor sat down on
u chair boside the settee, walchin
Alonzo. His look was very kind an
sympathetic,

Slowly Alonzo recovered, He erased
to gurgle and gasp, and breathed a little
more regularly. He made a movement
to sit up, and the kind old fellow slid
4 cushion behind his head,

“Feel better?” barked the professor.

“Ohl Yes! Muchl!” gasped Alonzo.
“Oh dear! I—I feel a—a little queer!
I—I am not very strong.”

“Apparently not! Yel vou tackled
three fellows. every one of them stronger
than vourself, in defence of an old
man!” said Professor Sparkinson.

“That was very plucky.”

Do you think so?” said Alonzo, *I
think that I acted without thinking.
But I am very glad that I stopped him
from catapulting you again, sir.
Catapulting is very dangerous, as my
Uncle Benjamin has often told me.
Should a missile strike the optie, blind-
ness may ensue. That would be wvery,
Very serious.”

. The professor blinked at him.

“You are not the boy who was here
the other evening with some others—I
fancied so for n moment—but you are
not the same? he asked. Like Pon, the
professor had been deceived momentarily
by Alonzo's resemblanco to his Cousin
Poter,

“0Oh,.no 1" said Alonzo. “T have only
returned to school to-day after a long
absence, which was due to impairea
health. If you have seen anyone like
me, probably it was my Cousin Peter.”

The profezsor nodded.

“My name is Alonzo Todd,” added
the Duffer of Greyfriars. "h.'fj" Cousin
Poter's name is Peter.”

“Eh? Oh, yes!” Professor Sparkin-
son blinked at Alonzo. “And you are
not strong—what " .

“I regret to say no,” confessed Alonzo.
“1l am not, 1 trust, a coward. but I am
not of much use in a personal combat.”

“Far from a coward, I should think.”
said the professor. “Even a strong lad
might have hesitated to tackle three
reckless voung rnscalh at once. You
would liko to be strong 1" .

“Indeed, I should ! said Alonzo, with
a smile. “1 should like to have some-
thing like your strength, sir, You do not
look strong, but your strength is very
surprising,

“¥You aro not the first that it has sur-
prised,” chuckled the professor. * But
what you wish may be ible, my hﬂi-"

“1I fear not,” said Alonzo, afuuking is
head. “I do exercises, but they seem
;:_i-n make me tired, instead of making mo
| o

"%ﬂﬁpum I could change all that?”

Wi ] LT
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“Buppose I could make you twice as
strong, three times as strong, as any
ather boy of your age?”

“Surely that is not possible, sir

“Science has many secrets,” said
Professor Sparkinson. “I have dis-
covered gome of the secrets of science.

have put my finger "—the professor
brandished a long, slim forefinger—* on
the secret of strength,”

“Dear me 1" said Alonzo,

“You have heard of the monkey-gland
theory #” barked the professor. * Old
Inen  turned into young men by the
transference of a certain gland taken
from a monkey—what 1"

“I have heard of it,” answered
Alonzo. “But I have heard my Uncle
Benjamin say that it is all rubbish.”

“Your Uncle Benjamin,” said the
professor, “evidently does not know
everything. For years, my boy, I have
studied this, Am:fthen I made my dis-
covery—a discovery 1 have kept a secret,
and intend tc keep u secret. Why do 1
tell you this? Because you have matle
a friend of me by your brave conduct—
brave and generous conduct. You Bup-
posed that was a frail old man,
incapable of self-defence, and vou de-
fended me. Why should I not, in return,
make your body as strong as your
spirit?

Alonzo blinked,

Certainly, if the old professor could
have done anything of the kind, Alonzo
would have been very pleased and very
grateful. DBut it sounded to him like
nonsense, though he was too polite to
BAY 8O.

“Julius I'" barked the professor.

The black servant entered the labora-
tory.

“Yes, massa?” said Julius.

“ Lift that armchair !” The professor
pointed to the big leather armchair by
the fireside.

“Yes, massn * said Julius obediently.

The negro was strong and brawny, a
mass of thick-set sinew and muscle. But
he had to strain every musele to lift the
great, heavy armchair of solid leather,
He lifted it, however.

“"You see that, boy!” barked Pro-
fessor Sparkinson,

“Indeed 1 dol!" gaid Alonzo. *Tho
coloured gentleman must be vary strong
to raise that enormous chair from the
floor.”

“Put it down, Julius.”

The huge armchair crashed on the
floor, and Julius wiped his black brow.

“Now look !" said Professor Sparkin-
801,

He took the armchair by the back, and
lifted it from the floor with one hand.
Alonzo gazed at him. The heavy weight
that had tested the brawny musecles of
the powerful black man was nothing to
the litile old professor. He swung the
great armchair round him in a cirele
without an effort, and then replaced it
on the floor, Julius, grinning, and
showing a magnificent sct of white teeth,
backed out of the room.

“Did you see that?” barked Professor

Sparkinsor.
“Dear me, yes!” gasped the amazed
Alonze. "“Really, it is only with ex-

ceeding difficulty that 1 can ercdit the
evidence of my eyesight, my dear sir.
I am quite astounded !

“No doubt Do you believe now that
I have mastered one of the secrots of
Nature—the secret of strength #

“Certainly | In any case, sir, I ghould
hardly be so disrespect{ul as to doubst
the word of an elderly gentleman,' said
Alonro. * Any such disirvst would seem
shocking to my Uncle Benjamin.”

“Woula you like me to bestow on vou
the game strength " ‘

Alonzo eat silent, thinking it out.
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“Well " barked the professor,

“ Undoubtedly,” auicf Alonzo, "it
would be very agrecable, and excessively
enjoyable, to possess such unusual
slrength. Yet a fellow so amazin v
strong might bo temptéd to use his
strength 10 an inconsiderate way—liko
Bolsover major, of my Form at Croy-
friars. He i very big and strang, and
he is very much dreaded by amu!Fhu:,'s,
whom he bullies Once, indecd, ho
struck me a very hard blow, which made
ma quite ill. 1i am not sure whether
I should, or consideration, care to have
power pimed m my hunds which might
cause mo to become overbearing and
tyrannical,”

" You have an excellent heart—"

“Thank you so much—>

“ Whatever may be said for your
bead. ™

TI'DII I"

“You shall think this over," said the

professor  “Ler me see ¥ou again.
Come to tea with mo next week. Io the
meanume, you are in an exhausted
Etate, +a.nci I will give you a nip. Bui
keep it u secret. Not a word to any-
one |"

“A nip " repeated Alonzo, in alarm,
He had heard mtoxicating  drinks

referred to as “nips.”

“A nip—a tiny nip—of the
Elixir,” said the professor.
carry you on for a time.
that it is & secrel. ™

" Dear me 1" said Alonzo Todd.

The professor opened a drawer in
roll-top desk, and took out a
containing a thick, ermmson liguid.
was the phial he had locked
fully when Harry Wharton
there.

He removed ths glass stop
dropped a single tiny drop of t
fluid on & lump of sugar held
of silver tongs.

“Take that 1"

“ Certainly, if you wish,” said Alonzo ;
and be opened his mouth, and the lump
of sugar was placed therein.

He smiled as the sugar melted in his
mouth. He was feeling utterly exhausted
and weak, and wondering rather dis.
mally how on earth he was going to
{.l;g:t to Greyfriars. It did not seem to
um probable that that erimson drop
would make much difference.

Professor Sparkinson looked

Now
“It will
But remember

the
hial

It
np so care-
& Co. were

, and
he sticky
in a puir

at his

watch. Ho allowed three minutes to
elapae,
“ Now,” he said, “jump.”

“Goodness gracious ! gasped Alonzo.

It was amazing! If was miraculous |
Fatigue and weakness were gone as if
by magiec Alonzo wondered dizsil
whether, indeed, 1t was mugiﬂ-—hluc‘]‘::
magic, At the professor's word he
jumped from the settee. He rose hightly
as & bird. Colour Aushed into his pale
cheeks, s bright gleam into his eyes, He
felt a new Alonzo |

Thoe professor grinned,

“The effect of that nip,” he said, “ wil
last some hours. Come again next
week. Good-byo "

He turned to his chemistry bench, and
scemod to forget Alonzo’s existence.
Alonzo walked, or rather, scemed to
float, out of the laboratory. Julius
Cwmsar, grinning, let him out of the front
door. Alonzo walked down the drive.
He tound himself skipping and dancing
in  the sheer exuberance of energy.
Passing under an overhanging branch,
he leaped up and caught it, swung him-
self aver it, and dropped lightly on the
other suda  Anv Groevfriars [ellow whn
had seen him would have been unahble
to believe what he saw, Alonzo was
whistling che=riiy ns he went out at the
gate ard walked across the common. 1t
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“ Pray take these things,'’ said Alonzo Todd.

young rascal—ow [ "’

was quite a new Alonzo—a very sur-
prising Alonzo! And he was [eeling
good—very good indeed !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Arrives!

R. QUELCH, the master of the
M Remnve, looking f[rom s
study window, fixed his eyes
rather curiouslv on a jumor
comng up from the gates. He was
rxpecting Alonzo Todd back that after
noon, after a long nhsence from schonl.
It was for reasons of health that
Alonzo's anxious and affectionate rola
tives had taken him awav for a time.
Mr. Queleh waas of opinion that he might
wisely have stuyed away. Alonzo, he
considered, wns allogether too delicate,
bath in body and mind, for the rough-
and-tumble of a Publie school.

As he looked at Alonao, crossing the
nuad. he realised that there was a change
i him since he had soen bhim lest, His
cheeks were red, his eves brnght, his
step firm and elastiec. He carried a well-
packed bag as if it weighed nothing ai
all In his ather band he twirled mn
umbrella, as if in sheer lighiness of
spirits.  Mr. Queleh, watching him. was
both surprised and interested. It scemed
as if Alonzo’s long holiday bad done him
a lot of good.

The Remove master smiled faintly as
Alonzo’s twirling umbrella knocked the
hat off a Fifth Form man as he pnased
him. Btronger and healthier he looked,
but spparently he had lost none of his
clumsiness, The Fifth Form maon was
Horace Coker—and as his hat went off,
Coker spun round at the junior with a
Enort.

“What's this game ?"" roaded Coker, in
wrath. “Knocking a Fifth Form man'’s
hat off, what?” '

YDear me! 1 am excessively sorry,

““ I regret the mistake.

Coker " said Alanzo, in distress. “1
assuro vou that the action was abzclutely
unintentional on my part! 1 failed to
observe that you were in such close
prosimity,”

(Coker stared at him,

“Have you eaten o dictionary this
afternoon, voung Todd ¥ he inquired,

“Indeed, no!” said Alonzo, in sur-
prise. It was one of Alonzo's charmns
thot he always took everything with the
greatest  sceriousupess, 1 have had
nothing to eat since my dear relatives
saw me off in the train, and 1 am quite,
gquite hungry. Bur if | were ever so
hkungry, Coker, 1 shonld never dream ol
masticating o dictionary, Far from
bewng edible, i—"

“Oh! You're the other Todd!” said
Coker, l'ﬂuli:-inF that this could not be
Peter. * Waan't there a home for idiots
thoy could stick you n'" Horace
roached out at him. * Well, vou're nom
going to kuock off Fifth Form men's
hars! I'll joily well tap your head on a
tree 4s 4 warning, e’ fﬁupijnhn you'd
fall down dead f I hit vou.™

“My dear Coker, pleasa do not he so
rough,” said Alonze. 1 strongly object
to a collision between my head and the
trunk of a tree! Please let go my
collur.™

“1 don'v think !"" sai1d Coker, grinning.

With a powerful grip on Alonzo s
collar, he jarked him to the necarest of
the old Grevirnars elms.

Then the unexpected happenad !

Alonzo Todd dropped his bag and
nmbrella, and laid his hands on Coker!
Hitherto, Aloneo's hands laid on Toker
would have had about as much elfcct ns
a fly crawling on his sleeve. Bui thers
was a diftercoce wow! Coker, to his
vast amazement, ftelt hunself sitting
down on the ground, placed there by a
force he could not resist,

Bump !

Coker zat ]

In the hurry of the moment——""
Alonzo heaved the bag into the carriage, eliciting a roar from the owner, on whose [oot it landed.
Then he thrust the umbrella in, unfortunately catching the ginger gentleman under the chin with it

“ You impudent
“* Qoooch | "

Heo just sat and blinked! This was
altogether too surprismg for Horace
C'oker to assimilate 1t all at onee,

“My dear Coker,” said Alonzo gentlr,
“1 regret exceedingly to cause you per-
sonal and bodily inconvenience——"

“Oh gum 1 gasped the dazed Coker,

“1 will refremn from tapping your
head on the tree, Coker, thcugh you
really deserve it for your inconsideratle
and obstreperous eonduct,” said Alonzo,
“and I uiH certainly pick up vour hat,
as I was so unfortunate as to displace it
by accudent.”

Alonzo picked up Coker's hat, and
jammed it on his dizzy head. Then he
picked up his bag and umbrella, and
marched on towards the Houso-—Uoker
gazing after hun with an expression that
was almost 1diotie in its bewilderment.,

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr.
Quelch. From his study window he liad
watched that strange sconm, a4
astonished as Horace Coker. No man in
the RHemove, not even Bob Uherry, or
Bolsover major, could -have handled
Coker of the Fifth! The Dulter of
Groyfrianrs had sat him down like a
baby ! This was really extraordinary !

.-"hirmzn entered the House, aud camo
at ouce to his Form-inaster's study (o
repart his arrival,

“Come in!" gasped Mr. Quelch,
there was o tap on E‘ia study door,

Alonzo came in. He came i with o
light and springy step. He knocked
against w chair on which lay a pile of
papers waiting to be marked. Uhe chaie
rocked, and the papers scattered over
the flaor,

“Oh! 1 am so vary,
ejnculated Alonzo, 1

“You may pick up the papersl|” said
Alr. Quelch grimly

Alonzo plunged after the papers. Ha
knochked over a chair and bumped into
the table, and dropped several thmgs
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from his pockets. His face was erim=on
by the time he had finished gathering
the scattered papers. Clumsiness was
Alonzo's chief ‘characteristic; he really
geemed to have reduced 1t to a fine art !
Ha laid the stack of papers on the table,
and Mr. Queleh elutched away his ink-
ot just in time to save it from being
nocked over,

Then he looked st Alonzo. Much
better as Alonzo looked, there wera mgn!
on hia face of recent punching that
caused Mr. Quelch o frown.

“"Have you been fighting, Todd, on
vour way to school I he demanded.

“1 regret exceedingly—"

“ Answer me " ueleh had no time
for Alonzo's long-winded orations.

“Certainly, sir! 1 was about to do
ol I trust, sir, that you will not sup-
pose that 1 entered willingly into an
encounter of a fistical nature,” said
Alonzo earnestly., “Such proceedings
run very much counter to my personal
inclinations, not to mention that my
Unecle Benjamin has always impressed
upon me most seriously——"

Q "aiHlmm you been fighting 7* livoted Mr,
ueleh,

“1 have undoubtedly been involved in
s struggle, sir; but I am sure that you
will regard my conduct as far from re-
prehensible when I explain that 1 inter-
vened to prevent a venerable gentleman
from being assaulted with a catapult.”

" Very well, we will say no more about
it,” said Mr. Quelch. “If the matter
WAS a3 inu say, it is very creditable to
vou, and, of course, 1 accept your word,
I am glad to see you looking so much
better for your holiday, Todd."

“Do you think so, sir 1" asked Alonzo.
“I am vgr_T. very pleased to hear you
R4y 80, sir I could scarcely fail to
benefit under the very kind and benefi-
cent care of my dear Uncle Benjamin.”

“Pleaso do not knock that vase -of
flowers over, Todd [* hooted Mr. Quelch
suddenly.

Crash !

“Oh dear! I was totally unawaro
thiat my elbow was in such very closo
Bﬂi:ﬂpu&itiﬂn to the vasel” gasped the

uffer of Greyfriars,

Mr. Quelch guzed at the broken vase,
the spilt water, the secattercd fOowers,
and elutched at his 2ane,

“You alsurdly eclumsy boy! Dend
over that chair [

“1 assure you, sir, that the act was
absolutely unintentional, and in the cir-
cumstances, I think—— Whoooooop !”

A lick of the cane interrupted Alonzo,
He roared.

“You may leave my study !"” said Mr.
Quelch, breathing hard.

Alonzo left it quite gladly,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Astonishing the Natives!
s BEAST 1" roared Billy Bunter.

Bolsover major tramped up
assage, with a
seowl on his faco. He kicked
Billy Bunter as he passed liin simply
because Bunter was there |
The Form mateh was over, and
Bolsover major, who had played back,
had not distinguished himmlf therein.
The other footballers were still in the
changing-room ; but Bolsover major had
left as soon as he could, because he was
tired of hearing the other fellows men-
tion what they thought of the way he
had played back!
The bully of the Remove was in a bad
e wae eeldom in & very good
one, if it came to that. He had hoped
thet, after showing row he could play
back in that game. the eaptain of the
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temper.

Remove would pick *him to play against
Higheliffe, or Rookwood, or 8t. Jim's.
Instead of which, the captain of the
Remove had noted the fact that Bolsovar
was no use even against Temple, Dabney
& Co., and had made no secret of his
discovery,

The Fourth had been beaten; but all

the Remove E]ageru agreed  that
Bolsover major had done a lot to help
them escape their doom! Percy

Bolsover would have liked to kick the
captain of the Form! He couldn't do
:-Il_l?tl—hUI he could kick Bunter! And he

1

Which elicited a loud, indignant yell
from the Owl of the Remove. Bunter's
yell awocke the echoes of the Remove
passage, and reached all the fellows who
were in the studiss—except Tem Dutton,
who was in Study No. T with Alonzo,
who was happily deaf to Dunter’s un-
melodious vocal efforts.
. “Take that I grunted Bolsover. “ And
if you kick up a row like that, you
squeaking tond, I'l jolly well kick you

again, see T
"Yaohl

“Beast | howled DBunter.

- HURRBAH!
There will be another
Set of Handsome
Coloured Pictures

FREE with next
week's
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LDotter! 'Tain't m

play football, is it 1"
_That was injudicious! It was pre-
cisely because he couldn’t play football
that Bolsover major had kicked Bunter.
Having that fact pointed out to him
did not soften his temper. Rather it
woemed to intensify it. He turned on
Bunter, grasped him by the collar, and
banged his head on the passage wall

“Yarooch !" roared Bunter. * Beast!

fault that you can't

Leggo! 1 say, you fellows, help! Oh,
m %mtl Oh, my head! Ohb erikey !
V hooop 1"

Alonzo Todd looked out of Study
No. 7. Ho was waiting there for Peter
to come up to tep  Iis kind face wore a
frown as he looked at the bully of the
Hemove, and the hapless Owl
wriggling in his powerful grasp.

“My dear Bolsover!" he exclaimed.
“Please do not handle Bunter o that
very, very brutal nmnner ™

“Eh, what? Boisover glared round
nt him. “Which wdiotic Todd 15 that?
It looks like Peter, but it sounds like

al

Alonzo! Which are you, you long-
nosed, mop-headed., gio—fumrd freak?”
“Yow-ow ow | ake him leggo,

Toddy 1" yelled Bumer
“I'd like to gee hum do it !”™ chuckled
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Bolsover major. As lie had left Peter
in the ehanging-recom, ho knew that this
must be Alonzo. “1 heard you were
coming back, freak; and | think they
might have kept you at home. image,
il thero wasn't a lunarie asylom hand
to shove you into, balmy! Berter stic
where you are, or I'll give you 2ome as
well as Bunter.”

Alonzo was coming out of the study!

“My deur Bolsover,” he said mildly.
“Please release Bunter! 1 am vers,
very sorry to observe that you are the
same disagreeable, overbearing bully as
you always wer o5

“ What |"" gasped Bolsover.

*“1t s very painful to me to see that
you hnve not reflected upon your erring
conduct, and improved, wmy dear
fellow,” said Alonzo “1 wish wou
could have a talk with my Unecle
Benjamin! It would be of very great
benefit to an unpleasant, aggressive,
brutal feliow like you, Bolsover.

Bolsover major stared at him. For
a fellow who was no fighting man,
Alonzo took a lot of riski¥

*“ You—you—you gabbling, babbling
nincompoop !” gasped Bolsover. * Wait
till I've banged Bunter's head agam,
and I'll jolly well bang yours.”

Z “ Yaroch | roared Bunter in anticipa-
ion.

Alonzo strode forward.

“I shall not allow you to ban
Bunter’s head, Bolsover,” he sai
calmly. “Please take your hands off
him at once.”

“Obh cerikey!™ gasped Bunter in
amazement,

Bolsover major glared at Alonzo, who
laid & gentle hand on his arm He
roleased Bunter, then, and knocked
Alonzo's hand off.

“You've asked for it,” said Bolsover
grimly. “Now you're going to get it,
you pio-faced freak."

“My dear fellow—— Yooop!" roared
Alonzo rs Bolsover major grasped him.,

I'hen the surprising thing happened.

Bolsover swung Alonzo to the wall, to
bang his head thereon. Alonzo stiffened
unexpectedly in his grasp, returned grip
for grip, swept the bully of the Remove
off his feet, and pitched bim over on
his bnck. Bolsover landed on the floor
of the Remove passage with a terrific
concussion.

Alonzo gazed down at him gently.

“1 regret exceedingly, my dear
Bolsover, that yon have driven me to
use rough measures,” he remarked. *I
trust that you are not hure.”

“Oh erumbs ™ iudped the astounded
Bunter. He blinked at Alonzo Todd
with his eyes almost popping through his
spectacles.

Other fellows, drawn to their study
doors by the shindy, etared also in
amazement. Bolsover major. feeling
like & fellow in & dream, stared up at
the gentle Alonzo! Alonzn Todd was

pularly supposed, in the Remove, to
have no chance against a white rabbit
in a scrap! But Beb Cherry ecould
not have put the bully of the Remove
on his back as Alonzo had done!

“Oh, my hat!" velled Micky
Desmond, from Study Neo. 6. " Howly
mother av Moses ! nt's come over
ye ontirely, Alonzo?"'

“1T guess this 18 the bee's knee!™
E}j]atuhied Fisher T. Fish *“Tl say
thix 12 the rhinoceros’ knmickerbockers!

“ Alonzo 1" stutternd Monty Newland,
“Alonzro! 1Is it Alonzo?

“Yes. myv dear Newiland,” esaid
Alonzo, and he smiled—in in.rt, he
grinned | FHe was feeling the benefit of
thet “mnip '" of Professor Sparkinson’s
elixir; there was no doubt aboutr that.
He was astonishing the patives, so to

speak |
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Bolsover major staggered to his feet.
He was amazed, but he was still more
enraged. He doubled his big fists and
came towards Alonzo, with a deadly
gleam in his eyes.

“You freak!” he gasped, his voice
husky with rage. “You umitation of an
organ-grinder’'s monkey ! I'ut up your
hands 1™

“Chuek it, Bolsover!” exclaimed
Monty Newland. ™ You're not iumg to
pitch into Alonzo his first doy back.”

“Sure we'll scrag ye if you dol”
exclaimed Micky Desmond.

Alonzo did not put up his hands. Ilo
was too mindful of the instructions of
his excollent Uncle Benjamin to enter

mto a serap if he could belp 1t o
waved Bolsover major off.

“My dear friend—1 hope 1 may call
you my friend I he urged. “Pleasze do

not foree me to use further violence!l
1 a=sure you that it was with the very,
very greatest reluctance that 1 pitched
ou over, and only on account of your
rutal and  bullying conduct
Yarooooh!”

Alonzo broke off as Bolsover major's
fist reached his nose. Bolsover was about
to follow it up with a drive that would
have sent Alonzo spinning along the
Remove passage, when the unexpected
Lhappened again. Alonzo’s left camo yr]:.
knocking the burly Bolsover's fist aside
—his right shot out, and landed on
Bolsover's jaw.

It was like the kick of a mule!
¥ellows who saw it gaped! Where the
weedy Alonzo got the muscle from was
a wmystery ! t%ut it was there! The
bully of tﬂa Remove was fairly lifted off
his feet—and he went spinming back-
wards, to crash once more on his back.

There was a roar of amazement 1D
the Remove passage. DBilly Bunter
fairly squeaked with astonishment!
Coker of the Fifth could hardly bhave
put n a drive like that!

“We're dreaming this|"
Micky Desmond.

Bolsover major sat
his hand to his jaw.
whether it was still there.
if it wasn't |

“QOooooocch ! moaned Belsover.

“] am very, very sorry, my dear
fellow !* murmured Alonzo gently.

“Oh erikey|” gasped Bunter,

gasped

up dazedly, with
?:]a was feuling
It felt as

“Qooogh!” came [rom Bolsover,
nursing his jaw. “ Moooocooh!” In hia
anguish the bully of the Remove mooed
like a cow |

“] trust you are not severely
burt—"

“oogh! Mooooch! Wooooch!”

“Me he, he!” cackled Bunter. "1
say, you fellows, Alonzo's been develop-
ing his muscles! He can lick Bolsover!
He, he, he! | zay, the beast kicked me,
and I'm jolly well going to kick hum!l
He, he. hel

Bolsover major was hors de combat |
Ie could not have tackled even Bunter
just then—he could ot have tackled a

econd Form fag! He was utterly
down and out' Billy Bunter grinned
and rolled down on him to kick. The
bully of the Bemove could not have
resisted.

“Bunter! | am shocked at you!l"” ex-
claymed Alonzo. “You must not kick
a fellow when he 15 down! Bunter—"

“Yah!” retorted Bunter. " Yon
mind yvour own busmness! He jolly well

kicked me, didn't het”
h“Thnt is true, my dear DBunter,
It_____u

“Well, I'm jolly well gommg to kick
him, see!" And Bunter drew back his
boot to suit the action to the word.

“] think not,” said Alonzo geatly.
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vour pomt of view, Bunter, but 1 am
gure that my Unecle Benjamin would
not approve.”

“Blow yvour Uncle Benjamin!" said
Junter, ‘“‘Here, 1 say—Ileggo, you
beast. or ['ll hack wvour shins!'”

Alonzo took the Owl of the Remove by
the collar. To the utter amazement of
all beholders, he swung Buuter along to
the doorway of Study No 7 with a singla
swing of the arm! i’}u.nter tumbled into
the study, spluttering.

“Ow! Ow! Crooogh! Wow !” splut-
tered Bunter, " Why, you beast, you're
gs strong as that little beast of a pro-
fessor! Leggo! Keep off [

He dodged hurriedly round the study
tablo. Thia new and surprising Alonzo
was rather terrifying.

Skinner came alon and helped
Bolsover major to his Elﬂl:. The bully
of the Remove tottered away, his hand
to his Ln.w. still in a state of bewildered
astonishment.

“You'll jolly well lick that freak to-
morrow, old chap!" said Skinner.

Bolsover wajor made no reply to that.
He was not thinking of licking that
astomishing Alonzo ! e would as soon
have thought of licking Carneral

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Painfw tor Peier !
“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!™ roared

H Bob ‘Cherry.

Bob's cgnerjr and tudd{

fance looked into Biudy No. T,

Alonzo Todd, who was unpacking books,

glanced round at him with a welcoming
smile.

“Mg dear Cherry—" he said.

“1 heard you'd blown in, old bean,”™
gaid Bob, “Jolly glad to see you again,
Give us vour fist

Alonzo, with a bright and [riendly
smile, shook hands with Bob Cherry.
Bob, who had a grip rather like that
of a vice, turned on steam, as 1t were,
to make Alonzo jump! Alonzo gave
him grip f[or Eri;;-. and Bob uttered a
sudden yell as he fely his fingers crushed.

“Yooop! Leggo! ©Oh, my hatl
What the thump—"

“Dear me,"" said Alonzo. “I1 quite
forgot, my dear Cherryl 1 am noob
accustomed to being so very, very
strong! 1 trust that I have not hurb

your fngers.” _ ;
Bob gazed at him, sucking lis ﬁnieru
with nnﬁlish, His friends, wha had
Tne MacNEr LiBRARY.—No0. 1,344,
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followed him up, pazed on the scena
with wide eyes. Alouxo was astonishing
Afle Datives agawn!

My only hut ' gasped Bob. * Whero
did you get shat grip, Alonzo? 1 was
going to make you jump, but— Wow |
Wow ! He ribbed his numbed hand.

“The gripfulnuss of the esteemed
Alonzo appears to be terrifie,"" remarked
Hurree Jamset Rum Singh in wonder,

“ Been doing a lot ot physical jerks
while you've been away, Alonzo 1" asked
Harry Wharton.

“1 have taken a considerable amount
of exercise, my dear Wharton. In the
summer | Xinyad a good deal of croquet
with my Aunt Belinda and my Cousin
Solina,” said Alonzo simply.

“Croquet! Oh! Did eroguet brin
up your muscles like that 1" g d Bo
Cherry. “"We'd better chu footer
Lere, you men, and take up croquet.”

i | fmvn also played a good deal of
table tennis,’' said Alonzo; “and 1
think I can say without exaggeration
that 1 have acquired considerable skill
with a yo-yo.”

“Must have exerted yourself fright-
fully,"” remarked Johnny Bull., *“ Look
here, let's see if you can double me u
like you did Bob. 1 fanc_? I can stan
any grip you can give me. '

“Certainly, my dear fellow,” eaid
Alonzo, extending his hand, which
Johnny Bull grasped with a good, firm
grasp.

Juﬁnnr Bull had a firm grip, and he
exerted all his strength to give Alonzo
& hard one. But he jumped almost
clear of the floor as Alonzo's fingers
closed like a vice. The strength in
those fingers was amazing—unheard-of—

uncanny. Johnny Bull yelled.

“Leggo! Ow, my fingers! Leggo!"

“Have you finished already, my dear
Bull " asked Alonzo, still keeping his
boa-constrictor grip on Johnny's hap-
less fingers. “1f you would like to con-
tinue the experiment "

“Yarooooh !"

“A little longer——"

“ Whooop |"

“1 have no objection in the world.
I am entirely ac your service, my dear
friend."”” said Alonzo. beaming.

“Will you let go?" shrieked Johnny

Bull, daneing with anguish. “You
blithering idiot, you dangerous maniac,
]Bt F_u ]'IJ

“Oh, ocerrainly, my dear Bulll"”

Alonzo let go: and Johnny, like Bob,
started sucking his fingers. only rather
more frantically.

“Wow, wow, wow
Bull.

“Well, this takes the eake!™ gaid
Frank Nugent blankly. * Alonzo used
to be o jolly weedy specimen. He's
changed a lot.”

“The lotfulness is terrific.”

Peter Todd blinked in at his surpris-
ing cousin. Peter wns more surprised
than any other follow.

“Dear me!” said Peter ™1 heard
s fellow say, that Alonzo had knecked

lsover major over. I theught it was
gammon. But now—"

“It was with the greatest reluotance
that I knocked Bolsover down, myv dear
FPeter, The eircumstances, however,
wera such that T hardle think that

¥ said Johnny

his train on Wednesday |

Unele Bonjamin would disapprove of my
course of action—"

“Long-winded as ever!" said Peter,
“Well, I'm jolly glad to see you, Lonzy,
but 1 won't uhﬁu: hands with you,
thanks."

“1 say, you fellows, what about tea "’
asked Bunter. “1 think we ought to
have rather a spread now Alonzo's come.
In fact, 1 was going 1o staud a spread

mysell, but I've been disappointed
about a postal ordor—-'
“Bhut up, Bunter! Look here,

Alonzo, why didn't you let me know you
were coming 1" demanded Peter. 1
heard downstairs that you'd come——"'

“Dut 1 did let you know, my dear
Poter,” said Alonzo in surprise. * You
must have had mv letter, in which I
requested you to meet me at Courtfield
Station this afternoon—="

“Fathead ! You wmust have forgotten
to post it!"" grunted Peter. “1 never
had it, anvhow."

“Thers wns a
Meonday
Cherry.
yout' :

“Bunter! You fat villain, did you
hag my letter 7" _

“Eh? No!"” exclaimed Bunter in
alarm, “There wasn’t any letter for
}\:Ju on Monday, Toddy, and Bob never

anded it down from the rack—I never
asked him to! All these fellows know ;
they -were present when it happened 1"

“You kept my letter I"* roared Peter.

“Nunno! 1 never had it! Besides,
there was nothing in it,"” said Bunter.
“1 suppose you don't think I'd have
kept & remittance, Toddy."”

“You opened my letter 1"

“Of course not !"" roared Bunter. “ 1t
may have .come open by acecident!
Accidents will happen. Not that 1 ever
touched it, you know. If Bob thinks he
handed it to me he's making a mistake,
He must have handed it to some other
fellow—S8mithy, perbaps. Bmithy might
open another fellow's letter! I'm not
that sort, 1 hope |

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

" Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” said Bunter warmly. “Prett
thick, I eall it, accusing a chap of read-
ing a letter! As if I should be inter-
ested in Alonzo telling you the time of
_ Besides, 1 was
gomg to meet him at the station myself,
only those Highcliffe cads got after me,
and I came back. 1It's all Pon's fault
that I never met Alonzo at the station.
As for your letter, I've seen nothing of
it, and I don’t believe Alonzo wrote at

) lotter for you on
in Alonzo's fst,” said Bob
“Didn't Bunter give it to

alll If he did, he forgol to post the
letter. You know what a silly idiot he
i!!Il

“My dear Bunter,” said Alonzo dis-
tressfully, “1 am very, very sorry to see
that you have all your old disregard for
veracity,'’

“0Oh, really, Alonzo——"*

“Where's my letter!"" roared Peter,
catching up a fives bat from the book-
shelf. "N!;w, you fat viHain, where's
my letter 1™

“1 tell you there wasn't o remittanco
in it!"” yelled Bunter. *“8o it wasn't

good, was it? T mav have used it,
by sheer accident, to light the study fire
last night. If so, T didn't notice it at
< the time, and don't

-._—_-—-—l———-—-
SAVE YOUR POGKET MORLCY

remember it, Not
that 1 had it, vou
know !"*

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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shouldn't judge other chaps by your.
scli, Toddy—it's not right! Look here,
what about tea?"

Whack !
" Whoooop !"” roared Bunter, as tha
fives bat got into action, * Wharrer you

up o, you beast?

Whack, whacek |

“Owl Wow ! Help! Fire! Muyrder!”
roared Bunter. 1 say, stop him,
Alonzo |  Whoeooooop 1™

“ My dear Peter——"

Whack, whack, whack |

" Please do not castigate Bunter, my
dear Peter. Probably a serious talk
would have a more beneficial eflect on
him,"" urged Alonzo,

Whack, whack |

Appurently Peter believed
efficacy of the fves bat. Anyhow, he
laid it hard on Bunter's fat trousers.
The Owl of the Rewmove jumped like a
kangaroo.

Alonzo laid a restraining band on his
cousin’s arm.

“ My dear Peter, I cannot permit——""

“Bhut up, ass)"

“But, my dear, dear Peter, pleasa
allow me to take the bat. I am sure
Bunter hos had enough, Have you not,
my dear Bunter?"

“Yaroooh |"

Alonzo took hold of the fives bat.
Peter grasped the handle hard, but, to
his surprise, it was whisked away with

the preatest easo. Alonzo tossed it on
the bookshelf,

“Give me that bat!” roared Peter.
Peter liked his Cousin Alonzo, but it
was in a rather lofty and patronising
way; Poter had always been the pro-
tector. The startling change that limd
come over Alonzo did not—for the
moment, at least—please Petor. He had
tried his hardest to hold the fives bat,
and Alonzo had whisked it away with-
out an effort. This sort of thing was a
menace to Peter's leadeiship of Study
No. T. Feter was not standing for
this |

Alonzo shook his head gently.

“Please leave the bat where it is,
Peter. Calm yourselt, my dear, desr
cousin, This excitement g

“(Give me that bat "

“Is not good for you, snd it deterior.
ptes your manners—""
_ "If you don't hand that bat over this
instant I'll_bang vour silly head on the
table !" bawled %ﬂter.

“Order I"" grinned Bob Cherry.

“The orderfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed Toddy.”

Unheeding, Peter Todd laid his grasp
on Alonzo to tﬂlf his head on the table,
Alonzo sighed. It went very, very much
Bgainst the grain to exert his newly
acquired strongth on his dear, dear
cousin, 8till, he did not want his head
tapped on the table. The table was
hard, and the head was a little soft, and
it would have been very, very
unpleasant.

S0 he grasped Poter's wrists and held

Yarocooop |"

in the

them fast. He drew them together and
held themn with one hand, eter, won-
dering whother he was dreaming,

wrenched frantically at his hands. Buy
they might as well have been hand-
culfed, for all the use his efforts were to
free them. With a single hand Alonzo
held beth Peter's, and Peter could not
get them loose. Alonzo smiled gently
at Peter as hoe held him a helpless
prisoner,

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry
blankly.  “This takes the jolly old
cake! Where did you get all that beef
from, Lonzy1t"”

“Let go!" yellea Peter Frantically.

He gave o terrific wrench—and Alonzo
obligingly let go at the same moment,



EVERY SAIUKDAY

N

“ Yes, 1'd like to see that weedy freak chuck me out ! ** grinned Cokar. “ Oh, my hat ! What—how—who—yarooooh ! "

The Fiith-Former roared with rage as

Alonzo Todd picked him up and held him high above his head. With arms and legs

wiidly whirling, Coker of the Fifth was carried to the door.

The result was that Peter swung back-
wards and crashed into the Famous
Five.

They staggered right and left under
the impact. Peter sat down with 8
bump. He sat and gasped, and stared,
and almost gibberey, aut his amazing
cousin Alonzo.

“My dear, dear Peter!” murmured
Alonzo. “ Pray de not let your angry
fiﬂ.!ﬁiml.! rise] Let doge dElEEhh to
yark and bite, my dear Peter, bhecause

¥

it is their nature to, but
“ Oooogh 1" gasped Peter,

“ Lot me assist you to rise, my dear,
dear Peter!” Alonzo took Peter Todd
by the shoulder and lifted him to his
feet ns if he weighed rather less than

a feather. * Pleasr ao nor be oroszs, my
dear Peter! Uneclo Benjaoun would be
grieved '

“I'm dreaming this!” said Teloer
Todd, with conviction.

And, really. i. scemed like a dream
to the other fellows! That new and
astonishing Alonz, took their breath
away. lhat evenmg—much to the
detriment ot prep—there was only one
topic in the Remove studies—ihe topio
of the astonishing Alonzol

e — —

9
THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Strong Alonzo !
ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE
q chuckled.

“ Here's the silly ass,™ he
remarked.

Prep wos ever, and Temple

& (o, of the TIourth were the

first in the Ragz. Alonzo Todd was
{here—Alonzo being excused prep on his

first evening. He was seated in an arm-
chair by the fire, perusing, with deep
interest, that entrancing work, * The
Story of a Potato "

And Temple, Dabney, and Fry
exchanged grmninE glances. They had
heard that the Duffer of Greyfriars was
back again; and, naturally, they had
looked forward to extracting a little fun
from Alonzo. And here he was—all on
his own, for the moment, without any
obnoxious Removites in the offing.

“Get a box-rope, Dab,” murmured
Cecil Reginald. “We're going to have
a little jape with the dear fellow, and
make the Eallnws chortle when they come
in—what 1”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

Temple strolled over to Aloneo, fol-
lowed by the grinning Fry.

“Jolly to sce you here
bean.” said Temple affably.

Alonzo looked up [rom his book, with
a kind smile,

“It is very, very kind of you to say
so, Temple,” he answered. “I am
indeed pleased to re-visit these scholastio
precinots, ™

“ Greviriars isn't half so funny wilh-
out vou!” explained Temple. “It's like
& monkey-house with the monkey gone.”

“Aly dear Temple—"

Dabney came in with the box-rope,
which he held behind him. Temple had

ggain, old

i "gnnfljr » bhall in his hand, which he
djmppa . It rolled under Alonzo's
onaeir

“Bother it!” said Temple, with a

wink at his friends. “Did wou seo
where that ball rolled, Alonzo 1"
“7 think it went under my chair,

Temple,” answered Alonzo innocently.
“Hook it out for me, there's a good
chap.”

Any other Remove fellow would pro-
bably have told Templo to hook it out
for himself, and to go and eat coke In
addition! But not the gentle Alonzo!
From his Unc¢le Benjamin, Alonzo had
learned to be kind and cbliging on all
ocensions,

He laid down his book, rose from the
chair, and went down on his hands and
knees to grope after the ball

It was rather a large chair. Alonzo,
Fmping after the ball, had to put hias
jead under it to reach the ball. It
did not occur to Alonzo that that was
what the plavful Temple wanted.

Alonzo was far from suspicious.
Temple made a sign to his friends. A
sudden push from behind, and Alonzo
sprawled under the chair. Fry and
Dabney stood on his legs to kecep him
there, while Temple handled the box-
ropa,

“"QDoooghl”
Alonzo.

gasped the stpriled
“My dear fellows—oooooogh
—please let m e—ocogh—gerrup!
Qoooogh 1"

“Ha, ha, hal®

Temple was swilt. The surprised
Alonzo did not even realise what he was
up to. [t came as quite a surprise to
Alonzo to find that a cord bad been
rapidly passed round his arms and
knotted to the lege of the chair.
Alonzo was a prisoner |

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Temple.

He sat in the chair, Fry and Dabney,
chortling, =at on the arms of it
Alopnzo, face down under the chair,

gasped in surprise, only his rather long
and rather slim legs in view.

“Dear mel” gasped Alonzo. “My
dear Temple, pray release mel This is
most uncomfortable I

Tuz Macxer LiBrary.—NoO. 1,344,
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“You don't say so!" choriled Temple.

“1 do. indeed !" asserted Alonze “1
eh:ould bo very, very much obliged, my
dear Tum]]mh:: if you wouwld release me
immediately.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The door of the Rag was flung open,
and a crowd of [ellows came in.

They stared at ta  sight of Alonzo's
logs protruding from under tho arm-

chair.
“Hsallo, hallo hallo!™ roared Bob
Cherry. **What's the game*"

“My dear fellows-!" came s stifled
voice from under ths chair  “ Pray
release me from thie position! It i1s un-
comfortable, and indesd ridiculous!”

“Hga, ha, hal"

“8Sit tight !” grinned Temple.

Alonzo's legs thrushed wildly The
sight was utterly absura, and 1t caused
a yell of laughter vo eclio through the
Rag. What [ollowed however, caused
6 gasp of astomshmen.. Alonzo heaved
under the chair, and it rocked again.
But this time it did nm merely rock.

It rose from the fHon: as Alonzo rose
under it.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!" gussped Bob
Cherry. * Look 1”

“Great pip ™

“ Oh, great Christepher Columbus !”

The junmiors guzed spellbound. The
Removites had already beern astonished
by the amazing ulrenﬁh displayed by
the weedy Alonzo, ow they were
astounded. Bu: they were not
g0 astounded a: Temple & Co. Up
went the ehair, s+ Alonzo rose under it,
and oup with the chair went Temple,
Dabney, ana Iry

Temple was sitting in the chair, lean-
ing beck. Fry aud Dabney were sit-
ting on the two padded arms. and as
the chair lurched they [ed inwards on
Temple. The three of them were
bunched togethe: as the chair rose from
tha floor. Three peir- of legs wildly
thrashed the air. as Temple & Co.
bunched togethes

“Oh erikey!”
“What—what—what's happenin'?
it an earthnuake, or what?!”

“Owl Helpl"” gasped Fry.

“Yaroooh I” roarsa Daboey, *What
tie dickens—— Whoop!” '

Alonzo was on his fect now He was
bending forward the bug armehair’s seat
resting on his shoulders. He dud not
ecem to [ae. the weight. The swarm of
Lireifrinu fellows gured. almost i awe.
If this was nov magic, what was it?

“Is—is—is this & vision, or what?”
gasped Bob Cherry.

“(h erumbs "

""The crumbfulness is terrific !”

“Ow | us down!” velled Fry.
“Oh, my hat! What's happening?
What's the matte wuh this ehpir?”

“My dear fellows."” come Alonzoe's
voice from under the chair, “1 am very,
;m;y sorry to cause you inconvenience,

1 d

" Yarooooh IV

LE “’hﬂﬂ.ﬂ!’j Ill

“"Help !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removites,
_Alonzo walked across to the deor of
the Rag, the yelling juniors making
way for him to pass, }n the donrway
he tilted the armchair suddenly, and
Temple & Co. shet out of it. and rolled
out of the Rag. They landed in the
pessage, roarin

“Oh, my
Viarton,

HHH.‘, hﬂ.. h-ﬂ- III

Alonzo turned baclk,

“My dear [ellows.” ha said mildly,
“T am tied to this chrir. and T should
oe very, very much obligod if somebody

Tur Macxer Liepant.—No. 1,344
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would cut the cord, It is exceedingly
inconveutent to be fied in such a
position, and 1t 1s ecausiug me a con-
gidorable amount of discomfort.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Peter Todd cut the cord with his pen-
knife with a dazed look on his fuce.
Was this the weedy Alonze he had
known, whose protector he had been?
It really seemed that it couldn't be.
But it was—plus a “nip” from the
wonderful elixir of Professor Sparkin-
gson. Uhe armchair crashed to the floor.
Alonzo smoothed his ruffled hair. The
Removites gazed at Lum,

“He—he—he's as strong as n Liorse !
nlmost balibled Bob Cherry. “He's as
girong as u dozen horszes! How did
you do it, Alonzof”

Alonzo smiled gently. The professor
had told him to keep it a secret, and,
of couree, Alonzo was going to keep it
n secrel as requested,

“Where do gnu pack the muscle,

Wh

Alonzo 1™ T“ a&rton,

“Hallo mlﬁj, hallo! Hero's Coker !
exclammed Bob Cherry. " What do you
want, Coker "

Coker of the Fifth Jooked into the
Rag, with a fives bat in his hand. He
was looking for Alonzo Todd.

“Oh, here you are you cheeky young
scoundrol 1" exelaimed Coker. “I'va
bren looking for you gince you barged
mao over in the quad. Now 4

“My dear Coker i

“Look out, Coker!”™ chortled Bob
Cherry. “Alonzo's  dangerous—jolly
dangerous !

“"I'he dangerfulness 13 terrific, my
esteemed and idiotic Coker,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

Coker did not heed, He was afrer
vengeance. He gripped Alonsgo with
his left band, amF Hluurishﬂd the fives
bat with his right.

“Chuek him out, Alonzo!” yelled the
Removites,

“Yes, I'd like to see that weedy
freak chuck me out,” grinned Coker.
"“Oh, my hat! What—how—who—
yaropoh ™

Coker of the Fifth rosrcd with rage
and amazement as he was picked off
his feet. He had said that Le would
like to see Alonzo chuck him out. Now
he saw it. 8till he did not =scem
pleased.

With arms and legs wildly whirling,
Coker of the Fifth was carried to the
door, He went whizzing through the
doorway.

Bump |

“ Yarooop !

“I am very, very sorry, my dear
Coker,” said Alonzo, gezing after him
?1,{1{1]?. “But in the circumstances,

“Urrrggh ¥ gurgled Coker.

An amazed aund bewildered Cokoer
staggered away, followed by s ronr of
loughter fron the Rag.

—_————

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Alonzo !

LONZO TODD was the cino-
A sure of nil eves wt Greyfrinrs
the next day.

s fame had spresd.

Alonzo, the duffer, Alonzo, the weodr,
Alonzo, the feable, was well known:
bt Btrong Alonzo was a  eurprise.
packet,

wow ho did it was o mrsiery,

But he did it

Cousin  Peter was not perhaps guiie
leased st first, Once the sturdy pro-
ector, bhe was now a child in the hands
of the astonishing Alonze., But it
occurred to Péter that this was ®one

up " for Study No. 7. No other study
tn the Remove, or in all Greyfriars,
could boast a strong man like Alonz.
He was umiquo. And it was borne in
upon Peter's mind that with euch ar
ally as Btrong Alonzn, he would be alile
to realise his old ambition of making
Study No, 7 top in the Remove. 8o,
on second thoughts, Peter was pleased.

The amazing news had spread from
the Second to the Sixth, Even the pre-
fecte were intorested, and Sixth Form
men looked curiousiv at Alonzo in the
quad that morning Some of the
fellows did not quite believe it. There
were plenty of eye-wiltnesses to the
amunu;f]ﬂrungth displayed by the oncn
weedy Duffer of Greyfriars; but realls
It was too steep to bo easily believed by
other fellows. If it was true. there was
g junior in the Lower Fourth who could
handle any Sixth Form man like o
l:gahi'—~nud no Sixth Form man was
_l:kﬂ ¥ to believe that if ho could helo
i

Crowds of fellows gathered round
Alonzo in break that morning.

Alonzo was pleased,

Modest and wunassuming ns Alorzo
was, perhaps he rather liEml the lime-
light, which had nover shone on him
before, but of which he had row the
full glare,

Certainly it was rather a fine thing
to be in posscssion of remarkable
strenglh—a novel thing for Alonzo, and
very agrecable,

Alonzo could not help feelivg pleased
and satisfied,

[n his pleased satisfaction, he rather
overlooksd what Professor Sparkinson
had told himi—that the effect of that
“nip * of the wonderful elixir would
last o few hours. It had lasted a few
hours.  Alonzo had gone to bed the
strong mun of Greyfriars But in the
morning, though ho did not realise it,
he had rizen the ald Alonzo. The effect
of that “nip” of elixir had worn off
during the night, and Alonzo's new-
found powors had departed—the glory,
e0 to speak, was gone from the House
of Isrsel. But Alonzo wss not yeo
aware of that,

Nobody else was aware of it, eitheor,

so far. Alonzo wns utiIl‘ in the genora!
exe, Strong Alonzo, Temple, Dabne;
& Co. eyed him sourly in the quad, still

sore from the unexpected outcome of
their jape on the Duffer of Greyfriars.
Bolsover major scowled at him sav-
agely; there was still an wohe in Dols.
over s jaw., Coker of the Fifth re.
arded bim with eyes of angry wrath.
dut nobody thought of laying a finger
en Strong Alonzo, Alonzo walkod the
auad, monarch of all he surveyed, as
it were, and therc was uo doubt thag
lie enjoyed it.

It was a mere fog—an inconsidorablo
fag—Nugent minor of the Second Form
who burst the bubble, so to speak.

“It's pammon [ said Dicky Nugent
to his friends in the Second, after
diner, “Just gnmmon ! And T'l tell
J’HH what—=I"ll jolly well knock his lint
cft |

And Niugent minor, greatly daring,
ktocked Alonzo’s hat off in the quad i
And as the mild Alonzo stooped to pick
it up Dicky Nugent put oul u foor and
sent Alonzo sprawling over his hat !

“Ow!” roared Alonzo.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Dicly Nugent.

And as Alonzo sprawled over the har
the cheeky fag sat on him and pinned
him down.

“You young nss
Nugent, “Stop that!”

“8hift, vou little idiot!" exclaimad
Bab Cherry.

(Continued on page 28.)

[‘ll‘

ghouted T[rank



THE APE ARMY IN ACTION ! GRAND OPENING CHAPTERS OF A NON-STOP THRILLER.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Lord of the Wilds !

sgp T'8 jolly hot!l” said Gerry Lam-
H bert, his eyves fixed ahead, and
then travelling downward to the
tangle of green and dun that was
sweesping under the speedy aeroplane.
“ It will be hotter yet, old son,” replied
Billy Murchie, also peering around and
below. **There's thunder not far off.”

Africa lay below the two young air-
men, the great forests stretching for
miles fore and aft, and now and then the
evening sun flashed on a mighty river
threading its way to the distant sea.,

Neither time nor space seemed to move
ta the two lads in the plane, They were
on what they hoped to be a record-
breaking fAight from England to the
Cape, a flight they believed would break
the record by at least a day. Already
thoy were nine hours ahead of time,

It was the very latest thing in planes
they were flying, a pocket edition of the
Golden Clipper type, but with every
improvement that was possible. Behind
the cockpit, which was of specially
strong glass, was a cabin worthy of a
ﬁrﬁb(ﬁﬂ.ﬁ! ocean liner, containing two
bunks and space for stores and batteries,
Mounted in front of the windscreen was
a searchlight, which projected & power-
ful ray during night flying.

There had been no stop sinco this
marvel of the skies had left England, for
her great engines had s capacity of
driving her f[or eight thousand miles
without = stop. ut there was one
element which even thizs wonder plane
could not quite master. That element
was the wind.

A gale had caused the young pilots to
swing farther inland than they had in-
tended, and now, instead of following
the coastline, they were steering by com-

nss over the vast, unknown tract that
Er:s partly in the Belgian Congo, partly
in Angola.

Isclated from the world below, Gerry
and Billy felt perfectly safe in their air-
chariot, slung between [rm, unmoviog

wings, the blue struts of which were as
steady as temple pillars against the
clouds on either side. There was no sen-
sation of speed although they were
travelling at something approaching two
hundred miles per hour.

A thousand or so foet below, the
forests lay thick and deep. The air was
heady as wine, and Gerry lifted his hand
and slid back the glass window beside

o W

ETTFJRT MARTIN, who wriles (his
amazing #ory Jor MAGSET, has lived an ad-

venlirous (e, Hers are ap only o
fmwe of the unigue experiences i have befallen
this brilliant author, hunter, {raveller, and all-

round sportsman ;

He has scarched for pirafer’ treasure in most
af the wonderful islandr of the Wesl I'ndies—
Sabua, Tortuge, Barbados, ete. Sqiled round
the Horn in a brig that was walerlogped and
given wp for lost ; half the erew frost-bitten, and
rrrpes dced up o badly that they had (o be chopped
clear. Clavma to be the only Gentile who was
ever inside the Holy Temple of the Mormons in
Sall Lake City. Lived among the Mormons of
Utah. Hoboed across U.S.A. m  Chieago
to Californiac on the old trail of tha pioneers.
Was held ufﬂtwim in Chicago by gangsters, and
later had the privilege gf secing one of I:MI}'A
being electrocuted in Sing Sing for wmurder,

Served with the Carnadions in the War, the
Uiggest adventure of all, Weni up the Orinoco
after gold and gol fever ; nursed back to health

by Indians who made him chow chinchona bark,
and later took him to Trinddad (o econvnleses.
Has now a forty-footer eruiser and hopes of
voing off on a world cruise.

him, so that he might glimpse below.
Peering down through the rush of air,
ha saw, here and there, where the forest
thinned, groups of wild creatures—
elephants, deer, and in the great river
dark blobs told of hippopotami,

He closed the window as he heard
Billy's voice shouting :

“Look! WWhat is that 7™

Straight ahead something had come up
out of the forest, something that seemed
to be thrown into the air as a stone is
Aung wpward. It was something

stranger than anything the voung pilots
had ever seen. Whatever it was, is
ceasad to rise suddenly, and hung steady
in the sky in front of them, & mile
distant perhaps.

Gerry lifted a pair of bincculars and
gazed for an instant. His face had a
curious expression a5 he handed the
glasses to Billy.

“What do you make of it " he asked.
“Beems rather queer to me.”

Billy’as eyes were riveted on the strange
object that had come within view.  And
as he gazed, another similar object shot
skyward, swayed a moment, and then
remained stationary,

No wonder Billy dropped the glasses
and stared at his chum. What the
glasses had shown was a huge net
stretched right across their track, hang-
ing in the air ready to catch them. DBut,
more surprising still, were the holders of
the net.

At the upper ends two figures like
human beings were hovering in the air,
and above (heir heads foated small
balloons,

Then upward swept a third object
that grnduallg disentangled itself and
spread across the sky, higher than the
previous two, higher than the
Hying. And after the thir
fourth, a fifth, and a sixth !

Stretched across the heavens at
various heights the nets hung, weighted
go that their lower ends remained prac-
tically steady: and above them, at the
outer corners, hung two sirange forms
Il éVery case,

Thore was no time for conversation,
for the plane was almost upon the first
obstruction. Up went the nose of the
clipper, zooming steeply to clear these
strange nets, The forest slipped from
under them. The clipper steadied high

lane was
Chmea &

above, and then rushed on. As they
passed the first net both ]l:rrll.‘rtﬂ gazed
with astonishment at the holders. They

wore not men, they were gorillas !
The clipper still zoomed, staggered, so
that the pilots had to strain their feet
Tuap Macyver Linpmary.—No, 1,344,
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against the foot-rests and then fashed
rast. As they passed the second net
wth pilote saw, clearly in the setting
sunlight, the fuces of the gorillas up-
trirned  towards them, testh showing,
ninuths opened in grins, and hairy arms
waving,

Not a sound from the [orest below.
No warning had come befora these
slrange urpnritiﬂna bad suddenly been
tossed ligh to intercept the plane. And
every net had been thrown, with its
Liolders, higher than the previous one.
Over the third went the clipper, elearing
it by several hundred feet, past the
fourth owing to fine steering, then
taking the fifth like a racchorse goung
over a hurdle, :

How they passed the sixth neither
Gerry nor Billy knew, for at that
moment the sun dropped behind the
horizon, and darkness was upon them,

The hoadlight was switched on, pierc-
ing the night with its tremendous ray.
To and fro it swung slowly, a white
finger in the blackness; and then both
pilots elutched their {D&'ﬁtitkﬁ, and the
plane pitched and rolled like a :htE_ in
& hurricane. Earth, sky, everything
was wiped out, the windows became
storm-darkened, the wind whistled about
the struts and body of the clﬂ:pur; tho
lights of the gyroscope winked nt them,
green as they swung to starboard, red as
they went to port,

Watching those lights and the pres-
eure gauges, listening always, the two
voung mlots strove hard to steer the
lane  through the storm that had

roken upon them as night fell. The
clipper corkscrewed, pitched, and rolled,
vhile the sﬂnmhi:'fht stabbed the night.

“Gerry ! yelled Billy suddenly.

i Bi]lf !.l.l-

The gnze of both was glued in front of
them, for up through the white ﬂ;em
of the searchlight another net had been
thrown, and then another, and a third.
The nets hung menacingly right in line
with their course,

Round came the plane, in obedienceo
to the dual piloting, making a turn that
would have been dangerous in ordinary
circumstances, But as the eearchlight
flung its beams in the new direction,
another ery escaped the lips of the two
pilots,

More nets hung in front of . them,
swinging heavily like the others, with
gesticulating gorillas treading the air
at the corners.

Aﬁ:in the: plane edged and flew in
another direction—back along the trail
ity had c¢ome, heading nporthward.
Again the searchlight picked out net-
ting,

With set teeth, Gerry and Billy
moved their joysticks, and the plane
Lieaded east.

Out of the night ecame other nets as
mvsterious and as terrible as the others,

Making a turp that nearly tipped the
plane upside down, they flashed west-
ward. But still more nets appeared.

From the [orest theso obstacles had
been shot up with suet rapidity and
ncouracy, that at every turn the plane
was in danger of dashing into them;
and had one of the nets mes the pro-
T.uelllara it would have been death to the
pilots,

The circling movement that the
clipper had exeocuted showed the two
voung airmen that the danger was
greater than they had at first thought.
Yor the moment they bad no time to
think of the origin of the menace;
their thoughts were centred on evadin
it, but as they circled again the fu
horror of the situatior. broke upon them.

The nets had closed i on thetn at the
rear |

To zoom above the obstruotions was
impossible; the wiwnd had forced the
plane down somewhat, and there was no
room to rise, and as they eircled once
more within that ever-narrowing bar-
rage a crash caused the plane to tilt
dangerously. A missile hoad torn
through one of the wings, earryin
strute with it, and leaving a jagge
hole where 1t had passed close to the
cockntt.

Rocking and swaying. the plane lost
gtill more height he damage to the
wing was not fatal bur it was enough to
disploce the equilibrium of the clipper.
She dipped, rolling in distress, in the
fashion of a ship tnat has been dis-
masted.

The ﬁeurnhlhqh!., Aashing in jerky
motion, showed the strangest and mo:st
terrible sight—on every side the heavens
scemrd to be peopled with apes hangin
to the netting corners, apes of a
sizes, and all of them gaping, red-
lipped and fanged, at the clipper as it
fAashed past.

“Gerry 1" yelled Billy quickly.
“Lot's try a dive. Maybe we can get
under them |”

Down came the plane like an arrow
—down, down, until it seemwed as if it
must hit the tops of the swaying trees
of the forest, then straight forward it
shot. But just in time 1t banked and
glid round sideways, for there in front
ng:in were more apes hanging in space
above the trees.

Another missile whizzed past the cock-
pit, a black thing like a cannon-ball
that broke its way through the already
damaged wing.

“That puts the lid en it!" eried
Gerry. “Weo've got to lard some-
where,™

The clipper, indeed, was almost out
of control, The damage to the winﬁ
had made it necessary to land to avoi
n crash, and the searchlight sireamed
downward. picking out the land as the
plane fAuttered lower and lower.

It eame down in a weak spiral,
skirted the tops of some mighty trees,
staggered onward a few more yards,
and finally landed in tho ecentre of some
bushes on the edge of a small clearing.

Craclk, orack, went more struts!
SBmash went the other wing against the
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branches of trecs! And botl pilots
were thrown [rom iue plape os it came
to rest.

There was no explosion, for tha
cngine had been swit{-.[mci off. but both
pﬂlztn jumped to their feet, bruised and
shaken. The searchlight
across the clearing, and lit
forest with a weird light.

“Our guns! Look out!”

CGerry and Bill dashed to the plune
and grabbed twe revolvers, They were
only just in time, for, coming towards
them out of the shadow of the forest,
were what seemed to be an army of
apes, uttering wild eories, l':mn.:li-j\in
clubs, throwing pwces of rock which
they picked up as they advaneced.
hiding belind trees at times, then
crawling forward on all-fours,

Btanding back to back, the two air-
men levelled their guns, taking aim at
the foremost of their attackers,

Two shots rang out simulianeousls,
gnd two apes lau.é:ued inte the air and
then dropped dead. .

Two more shots followed, breaking
the tenseness, and two more gorillas
went down,

A tumult of angry cries broke out,
howls of rage, and the booming of
deep-throate Emeing, ng  great,
clenched paws beat on chests. But
suddenly silence fell as quickly as tho
storm had risen. A voice, louder than
that combined roaring, had flled the
forest,

It was no ordinary voice, but a
bellow that seemed to strike the ear-
drums and reverberared under the
canopy of fﬂ!.i&P'e like tounder. In-
human it was, Irightful in itz stagger-
ing savagery, but sharp and clear.

The apes were carved into stone ab
that roar. Some fell to the ground
and lay there, some stood rigid, hairy
statues, some crouched on the branches
of trees. But all were still.

Not a sound. save the moaning of the
wind above. Not a light, save the
gleam of the search-beacon from the
wrecked plane. The jungle was silent.
The lord of the wilds had spoken.

A second or so passed. Gerry and
Billy, too, remamed  motionless,
thrilled, their nerves at breaking point.

Then a suddeu gasp went up from
both boys, as into the white light of the
plane's beacon stepped a figure thai
was monstrous, Japossible, bevond
belief.

Was it a man or animal?

Imagination reeled before that sight.

Twenty-five feet bhigh if it was an

up the

inch, this monste. was. From the
waist up he wa o tawny, _whl.ush
colour, with the fuce of a Chinaman,

the narrow eves. the high cheekbones
of a Mongolian. His hair was matted
and g’et. slack, and hung in stifl,
straight wisps down his brows to his
shoulders, From the waist down he
was a gorilla, with the skin of an ape,
tha brown, hairy legs, slightly bowed,
eimilar in every a:pect to the other
apes, except in size,

In his hand he ecarried a club that
was & young tree. His testh were not
fangs, but strong white teeth; his eves
were not bloodshot, like those of am
ape, but clear and piercing, steady and
gleaming. About his loins was o girdle
of coarse matting.

The weird monster towered above
everything liring there. His presence
dwarfed even the trees around him.
He thrust aside branches that were ua
thick as an ordinary man's body, and
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stood still, facing the wrecked plane
and its defenders.

Was there a smule on his Mongol
face? It was difficult to say, but there
was o curl of the upper lip that might
have been a smile or a sneer. Motion-
less, a perfect giant from the waist
upwards, a perfect gorilla from the
waist to the huge paw-like feet, he sur-

veyed the scene, the bright beacon
flashing full upon him.
He held out an enormous hand

towards the boys Ile seemed to be
nsking for their weapons, which they
had no intention of giving up.

Instinectively, both %illy and Gerry
raised their guns,

The shots were never fired, hewever,
for with the swifiness of iightning the
huge ape-man flung up his hand, enught
the large limb of a tree, and swept it
down upon them. as one mught swat a

The weight of the folinge and minor
branches struck them, smothering them
i a tangle that blotted out everything;
and as they lay breathless under the
mass of foliage they heard a sharp
volley of jargon thunder out.

A dozen apes pounced on the immense
broom, groping with their paws, and
next moment Billy and Gerry were
seized by hairy hands and dragged to
the top, to be finally hurled, hke two
bundles, from ape to ape, until they
were whirled inlo the darkness of the

woods.

—

Are

The Cavern of Apes!
e HERE aroe we, Billy?

EE Gerry was arousing out

of unconsciousness (o the

“Am I awake?" came Billy's reply,
a8 he bent over Gerry. “'1've en
chap. A crack on the liead knocked you
out properly. You've got a lump over
It's good to hear you speak again.”

“What hit me?" exrlaimed Gerry,
looking around him in wonder, while his
hand went up to feel his hurt tenderly.
were being tossed from hand te hand.”
And then, seeing the amazement on
have & look round. It's got me guess-
\ng every time."
caused him to forget his injury. The
two pilota were lying in a wide cave,
of n peculinrly streaky blue colour. In
front of them at the entrance to the
busily eating bananas and other food.

Two dirty earthenware bowls had
filled with some vegetable mush.

The cave was merely an aleave of an
shape, lit by great torches of resinous
wood, that Hared and sparkled in stone
centre of this cavern was a large pool of
water, from which steam was rising in
pathway ran, and here and there
tunnels led inte the face of the rock. A

you awake?”

noise of strange sounds arcund him,
wondering that for some hours, old
your right eve ns big as a pigeon’s egg.
struggling to a sitting position and

“A tree hit you, old chap, when you
Gerry's face, continued: “That's right,

The sight that met Gerry's gaze
the walls of which were rough and
cave several enormous apes erouched
heen placed within the boys' reach,
immense cavern, roughly ecireular in
basins hollowed out of the rock. 1In the
thin wisps. Around the pool a hroad
strange rumbling filled the chamber,

and from the side opposite the cave
came a pecubiar hissing sound in con
stant accompaniment.

“How did we get here? Are we

underground ?” whispered Gerry,

The apes on ?unrd turned their heads
pt the sound of his voice, but took no
[urther notice,
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the full horror of the situation brok
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for the heavens were peopled with apes ol all sizes holding up a net which suddenly
closed in on the plane !

“We came down a lift, Gerry, and it
was the most primitive lift I ever saw.
1 was pretty dizay with the handling I
received, and you were unconscious, but
I tried to take note of things. Yes, it
was a funny lift. And we are under-
ground all right.”

“ What sort of lift?"

“Bits of timber tied together with
lianas: and the lowering was done b
apes below paying out the ropes whicg
were slung over two fallen trees lying
nlongside a hole in the ground, It was
primitive, | tell you. There's o regular
population here. Have a look at this
rock. Can you tell what it is 7"

Gerry shook his head,

“All right,” said Billy, “1 haven’t
been taught bits of geology for nothing.
I've been thinking things out when you
ware asleep. That rock is cleveite, or
I'm a Dutehman !

“What's cleveite 1"

“It's a rare mineral found in
Norway, from which helium can be
extracted. Helium is one of the lightest
gasos known *

“Much good
rupted Gerry.
grub for us?"

“It was left about an hour ago by a

it will do us!" inter-
“Who left that filthy

rjy——
"A E_irlnrrl
“I'm not joking. Possibly a white
irl, tanned by the sunshine of Africa.
he either can't or won't spenk, and
ran  away when I began to ask
questions. But here sho comes, Cerry.
You ean try your lingo on her.”

A figure had emerged from one of the
dark passages, and was gliding swiftly
round the edge of the pool towards the
two pilots. A moment later she stood
before them.

She may, as Billy had said, have been
white, but her skin was as dark as a
half-breed’s. Her hair, which was fair
and luxuriant, fell like a halo around
her head and over her shoulders. Her
dress seemed to be made of large leaves
sewn patchily together. She was about
the same age as the two pilots, and the
ruddy glare of the torches threw her

supple figure into sharp relicf against
the background.

The girl looked from one to the other
-with a slight frown on her pretty face,
then, secing that the bowls of food had
not been touched, she picked them up
and ran out of the cave.

In a minute or so she was back
again, and this time she carried two
more bowls of clay, containing a hot
kind of soup, coarse and disagreesable

to look at, but with an appetising
odoar.
She presented a bowl to each of the

two pilots, and squatted down at their
feot, Ir.mlgiuf eagerly up into their faces
and gesticulaung to encourage them to
eat.

Billy lifted his bowl and tasted the
concoction,
_ “lIt's not bad, Gerry. Puts new life
imto you., Taste it [

“What's your name?"” asked Gerry,
addressing the girl,

The latter merely shook her head.

"Can you speak?” queried QGerry,
“Understand what I'm saying ¥

Ha tried conversing in broken
French, and at last the girl opened her
lips, pronouncing two words;

“Dig Ling."
“ What’s Bit,r Ling " demanded Gerry.
“Big Linﬁ, ' she repeated; and then,

with a quick movement, lifted the two

bowls, which were now nmilur. and

Ellﬂad irom the cave as quickly as she
nd come,

“If she's the cook she’s all right,”
murmured Billy, licking his lips; “ but
what we've got to 5El’l’.ﬁ? ia how to get
out of this mess. There are some things
I'd like to find out. What about having
a look round the cavern #*

“1f thesé apes don't stop us I'm
game, but they =mell warse than the
monkey-house at the Zoo [

(Here's an intriguing start to one of
the most thrilling adventure yarns ever
written, Mind you read next week's
semsational chapters. Meanwhile, intro.
duce Gerry Lambert and Billy Murehic
toe your pale—they'll just love to read
about their exeittsng adventures.)
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THE CREYFRIARS STRONG MAN!

(Continued from page 24.)

“Let him shift me, if he's g0 jolly
strong!" grinned Dicky Nugent. "I
don't believe a word of it myself. Get
up, Alonzo!™

“Oh  dear!” gasped Aloneo,
sijunshed face down on the guad, with
the fog sitting on his shoulders, ** Please
get off | This is most uncomfortable.”

“Chuck the checky little tick off, you
nss ! snorted Peter Todd.

A erowd of fellows gathoered round,
staring, expecting to see Dicky Nugent
tossed aside like a toy. Alonzo heaved.
But ho heaved in vain. It came with
e rush into his mind that the effect
of the elixir had worn off, and that he
was once mors weedy Alonzo—paoor old
Alonzo !—unable to hold his vwn, even
ngainst a cheeky fag of the Becond
Form )

“(h dear!" gasped Alonzo,

He made up hisa mind on the spot to
pay that visit to the Willows next week
and accept the offer of Professor
Sparkmson ! Another, and longer,
“nip™ of the wonderful elixir would
eet matters ri]ght. But that was in the
future. For the present Alonzo was the
aold Alonzo, pinned face down in the
guad, with a cheeky fag sitting on his
shoulders, and keoping him there |

“Well, why don't you get
Lonzy "' cliortled Nugent minor,

“I=I—1 can’t! Please, get off I”
gazpod Alonzo, “You are causing mo
considerable discomfort, and also my
elothes are sufforing from contact with
the muddy ground.”

up,

“Ha bha, ha!"
“My only hat!" ejaculated DBob
Cherry. "Look here, Alonzo, are you

gammoning, or what "

“Owl!l (Gerroff I'" gasped Alonzo.
“My dear fellows, pray pull him off |
This is very, very unromfortable.™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, this beats Banagher!" said
Bab,

Ho took hold of Nugent minor’s ear
and hooked him off Alonzo. The Duffer
of Greyfriars eat op, gasping for

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

breath, I'eter, in wonder, gave him n
hand to gst on his feat, and Alonzo
stood leaning on him, still gasping.

What 1t all mepnt, nobody knew!
But it was clear, at least, that Alonzo's
wonderful strength like Samson's of
old, had deserted him. Like Samson
shorn of his hair was Alonzo, now that
the effect of the elixir had worn off.

“Borry, old bean " said Dicky, good

naturedly. “I Lknew it wus all
gammeon ™

“Ooooogh 1 gasped Alonzo.

“But what does it all mean?” de-

manded Bob Cherry.

“Dooogh "

“Last might you were as slrong as n
horse, vou fathead! And now o

“Urrrggh 1"

“You'd better
again; old bean,’
“You'll need it!"

Alonzo soon discovered that that was
frue. In class that afternoon he had n
very thoughiful face. Professor Spark-
inson had invited him to tea next week,
when he was wilhing to make good his
promise to endow him with tremendous
strength by means of that mysterious
seientific discovery, the New Elixir!

In the meantime there werc breakers
ahead. After class thot day Temple,
Dabnev & Co. waited to see Alonzo.

" You made rather fools of us |ast
night, old bean,” said Temple agree-
ably. *“1 don't know how vou did 1t,
but you did. Bome stort of stunt you
can't repeat—what? Bee that puddle?”

“Eh? Yes"™ said Aloneo.

“ Likae to sit in it¥"

“Not at all, my dear Temple! 1
should ohject very, very much.”

“T'm sarry for that,” smiled Temple,
“for that's just where you're going to
git, Collar him "

Splash !

Alonzo sat in the puddle. Warming
to the work, as it were, Temple & Co.
rolled him over in'it. Alonzo's feeble
resistance gave them no trouble, They
walked away, luu{f:hipg, leaving Alonzo
in & parlous’ eondition.

““Utfrregh 1™ gurgled Alonzo dismally
ns he trailed to the House,

et vour musele up
chuckled Nugent.

Coker of the Fifth met him on t‘hp
way., Coker had a fives bhat under his
cont, which he produeced with a Aourish.

“T've been looking for youl"™ he

remarked genially,

“My dear Coker——  Yaoroooh!'
roared Alonzo as Coker's lelt gripped
his ecollar nnd Coker's right applied the
fives bat.

“"Ow! Wow! Stoppit]
onooh—{Coker—wow [V

Whack! Whaek! Whaek!

“"Yow-ow-ow |" roarcd Alonzo,

“Torhaps you won't check the Fifth
again in a hurry,” remarked Coker, and
he tucked the fives bat under his cont
sgain and walked away chortling.

“Oh dear ! gasped Alonzo _

He limped into the House and up into
the Remove passage. Bolsover major
was waiting for him there. Dolsover
grinned.

“Yeou knocked me down yecterday,™
taid Bolsover major.

"My dear Whoooop !
Alonzo, as he went spinning.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bolsover. " Gut
up and have anotlier.”

But Alonzo couldn't,
he was, gasping
major, grinning,
pulled his naose.

“Wurrrrggh " gurgled Alonzo.

Harry Wharton & Co. cama along,
kicked Bolsover major along the pas-
zage, and helped Alonzo into his study.
Theéy left him there, gasping and gurg-
ling, in the armechair.

Oh dear!” groaned Alonzo.

It was unpleasant. It was, indeed,
very unpleasant! Buot there was n
chunge coming. A startling change was
coming ! Greviriars had not seén Jthe
last of Strong Alonzol

THE EXD.
(“"ALONZO THE GREAT!"
title of the second grand yarn
tn  this magnificent new  gerics
gtarring the chums of Greyfriars,
It will appear in next Satfurday's
bumper number, which will also
cantain another set of COLOURED
PICTURES to put in your album.
Don't misz it, whatever you do, chunis.)
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