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THRICE ARMED IS HE WHO GETS HIS BLOW IN FUST!

(A “striking " incident from this weel’s grand school story featuving Harvy Wharton & Co., of Greufriars,



THE OUTSIDER! They can’t stand the sight of Edgar Bright in the Greyfriars Remove, for he’s proved himself to be an out-and- out rotter. It’s not surprising, therefore, that Bright’s latest piece villainy brings upon him the scorn and contempt of the Form and the sentence of Coventry! 
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

The Winning Goal 

“SHOOT! Shoot!” 
A dozen Greyfriars fellows, on Little Side at Highcliffe roared together. 
“Shoot !” 
But Levison of the Remove did not shoot, though he was sorely tempted. 
It had been a hard and fast game. 
Harry Wharton & Co. had come over from Greyfriars expecting a hard game; but they had not quite expected to find Highcliffe in such great Form. 
In the first half Greyfriars had captured the first goal, taken by Ernest Levison. Just on half-time Highcliffe had succeeded in equalising. In the second half the tussle was hard and grim; both sides had had narrow escapes, and nothing had materialised; and now it was the finish. Any moment now the blast of the whistle was expected, which would leave the game a draw. 
Greyfriars were making the most of the last few moments. But the gruelling game had told on them, and that final attack lacked some of its usual vim. But it came through, and Levison had the ball at his feet, and, for the moment, nothing but the goalkeeper to beat. But the man in the chicken-run was watching him like a cat, all eyes and hands, and Levison felt, rather than knew, that Wharton, racing up, was prepared for a pass, and expected him to centre. 
The Greyfriars crowd who had followed the team to Highcliffe roared with one voice. It looked to them like the last chance, and a good chance. It was a matter of seconds now, with not a second to lose. The goalkeeper obviously expected the ball from Levison, and was ready for it. And Ernest Levison, heedless of the roar, did not shoot. 
He looked like shooting, and the goalkeeper fairly grinned in anticipation. He could feel his hands on the leather, and the leather whizzing away far from home. But his happy anticipations were a little premature. 
At the psychological moment Levison centred to Harry Wharton. 
Wharton was ready. 
The fellows round the ropes were still yelling to Levison to shoot, when Wharton shot. 
It was rather too swift for the Highcliffe goalie. He whirled at the ball a fraction of a second too late. 
“Oh, good man !” gasped Bob Cherry. who had just picked himself up in a breathless state, having been laid on his back by a Highcliffe half. 
“Goal!” 
The Greyfriars crowd roared. 
Pheep!
It was the whistle.. 
The Highcliffe goalie blinked at the ball safe in the net. Harry Wharton clapped Levison on the shoulder. 
“Good man!  Oh, good man!  Jolly glad you came back from St. Jim’s, old scout !” 
Levison smiled. 
It was his first game for Greyfriars since he had come back to his old school. Fellows who had rather doubted Wharton’s wisdom in putting him into the Remove eleven had to be convinced now. The junior from St. Jim’s had won the game for Greyfriars. 
The fellows who had been yelling “Shoot !” were yelling “Goal !” now at the top of their voices. 
‘Goal! Goal! Goal!” 
It was the winning goal. Almost on the stroke of time the hard-fought match had been won by the visitors. 
“Greyfriars wins !” chuckled Bob Cherry. Good old Levison l” 
“It was Wharton’a goal !” remarked Vernon-Smith. 
“Levison made him a present of it. Nine fellows in ten would have shot for goal, in Levison’s place, and ten to one it wouldn’t have come off. You’d have done it, Smithy.” 
“And brought it off,” said the Bounder. 
“Perhaps!  ” grinned Bob. 
“That St. Jim’s chap is a good man, anyhow,” said Vernon-Smith. 
“Terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“One of the best,’ said Johnny Bull. “I’m jolly glad he came back from St. Jim’s. We want his sort in the Remove.” 
Levison heard those remarks, and more of the same kind, as he walked off the field with the Greyfriars footballers. His face flushed with pleasure as heard them. 
He had known that he  would receive a warm welcome when he came back to the old school, which he had left long ago under a cloud. That cloud had passed away for ever. He had known what to expect from Harry Wharton & Co. But it was very pleasant to have it borne in upon his mind like this. He was as popular in the Greyfriars Remove as he had ever been in the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s. 
“You’ve got a good man there, Wharton.” Courtenay, the Highcliffe skipper, remarked. 
“A jolly good man,” agreed Wharton. “He helped to beat us when he was at St.  Jim,s but—” 
“But the esteemed boot is on the other leg now.” remarked Hurree Janset Ram Singh. 
“Exactly,” said Wharton, laughing. 
They went into the dressing-room. 
“That was really your goal, Levison.” the captain of the Remove remarked. 
“Yours,” smiled Levison. 
“You gave it to me.  You picked up a jolly good game while you were at St. Jim’s. Tom Merry can’t be pleased at losing you from his team. Still, we’re jolly pleased to bag you!  ” 
“So the pleasurefulness is equally terrific,” observed the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“And to think that Levison nearly missed the match !” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “A minute more, and we would have had to play without him.  Look here, aren’t we going to say anything about that cad Ponsonby and his friends nailing Levison just before the game? If he hadn’t got away---“
Wharton hesitated. 
“Well he did get away, and there was no harm done, as it turned out.” he said. “Courtenay’s crowd had nothing to do with it, of course; and it would e rotten unpleasant for them if we made a fuss. Let it drop--- that is, if you have no objection, as the injured party, Levison.” 
“None at all,” said Levison. “I’d much rather not make any fuss here.  Besides, I can’t help thinking that Pon and his gang were put up to it by a Greyfriars man, and it wouldn’t be pleasant for us if that came out.” 
“I’ll punch Pon’s nose next time and I see him!” growled Johnny Bull. 
“No objection to that,” said Levison, laughing. “ The harder you punch it the better!” 
“Least said soonest mended,” said Bob Cherry, with a nod. “But we’ll find out that Greyfriars man, and deal with him. I fancy I can guess who it is.  Skinner has been down on Levison ever since he back to Greyfriars; and he was here to-day, too— and he never follows the team as a rule. He sheered of  when Levison turned up.” 
“Skinner, of course,” said Nugent. 
“I suspect so; but we don’t want to be hasty.” said Levison. “The fact is, we might as well let the whole matter drop, Skinner and all.” 
“No fear?’ said Bob emphatically. 
“Not likely !”
“We’ll make sure,” said the captain of the Remove. “If it can’t he proved, of course, we must give Skinner the benefit of the doubt, But if we can settle it for certain——” 
“Then we’ll settle Skinner “ said Bob. And the Greyfriars footballers, as they rolled home in their brake, were thinking a good deal of Harold Skinner, upon whom, as a rule, they never wasted a thought at all. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

News for Bunter ! 

BlLLY BUNTER stopped. 
He stopped suddenly. 
There was alarm in the fat face of the Owl of the Remove. 
Bunter was taking a walk abroad that afternoon. Walks abroad were not much in Billy Bunter’s line; in the cold weather he preferred to spend a half-holiday frowsting over a study fire. Nevertheless, he was walking abroad, not because he wanted the exercise, though no doubt it was good for him, but because he wanted to keep out of the way of a Remove fellow. 
Bright, of the Remove, was looking for him. Bunter did not want to be found. 
A short time before there had been a cake ! Bright’s study cupboard. Now it was in Bunter. 
Bright had seemed quite excited about it. Finding Bunter in Study No. 1 in the Remove, Bright had paused only to clutch the poker before dealing with him. It had taken him only a few seconds to get hold of the poker; but those few seconds had been enough for William George Bunter. He seldom moved quickly, but he could accelerate when a man was after him with a poker. Bunter had negotiated the Remove staircase on his highest gear, so to speak, and without stopping to take breath, though he needed it badly, he had shaken the dust of Greyfriars fron his feet. 
That was how Bunter came to be taking a walk abroad that keen, cold afternoon.  He felt that it was only judicious to give Bright of the Remove time to cool down. But Bunter’s luck really was out, for as he rolled along the road towards Courtfield Common another enemy appeared in the offing. Half a dozen fellows were coming across the common, and Bunter knew the nuts of Highieiffc at once.  He stopped suddenly in alarm. Bright of the Remove was bad enough, especially with the study poker in his hand, but. Bunter would have preferred a dozen Brights to half a dozen Highcliffians. If Ponsonby & Co. came upon any Greyfriars man also was not a fighting-man, a raggitng was sure to result. Bunter had been there before, as it were. 
It was an afternoon of rapid decisions and rapid actions for Bunter. He-stopped, he stared for a second, and he dodged out of sight behind a fence by the road. Ponsonby & Co., sauntering along with etegant leisure, chatting as they came, had not observed him.  Bunter crouched low in the bushes behind the fence and waited for them to pass. He did not mean to break cover until they were out of sight. 
But it was Bunter’s unlucky afternoon. 
Ponsonby & Co. sauntered on till they reached the fence behind which the Owl of the Remove was palpitating. At the fence they stopped. To Bunter’s dismay they ranged themselves along the fence, some of them leaning on it, some of them sitting on it.  Cecil Ponsonby produced a cigarette-case,which passed along the nutty row. The Highcliffians lighted up and proceeded to smoke. 
Bunter suppressed a dismal groan. 
He felt that it was just his luck that these smoky outsiders had chosen that very spot for their dingy proceedings. Really, he began to wish that he had left Edgar Bright’s cake alone. It had been quito a good cake; but after the feast came the reckoning, and Bunter felt that the reckoning was out of proportion to the feast. How long the Highcliffians were going to keep him crouchiiig there he could not guess; but he could see that they had come to stay for a time, at least. 
They chatted cheerily as they smoked their cigarettes, their talk running chiefly on “gee-gees”, geegees being a topic of perennial interest to Pon and his sportive pals. Bunter heard enough to book the whole party for a flogging, had he been able to convey what he heard to the headmaster of Highcliffe. The nuts little dreamed of what fat ears were listening to all that they said. Not that Bunter wanted to listen. He only wanted to get away; but he could not venture to stir until the Highcliffians were gone. 
“Hallo! Here comes Skinner !” remarked Gadsby, “He hasn’t stayed to see the game at Highcliffe, after all.” 
“He doesn’t look very chippy.” remarked Ponsonby. 
Skinner of the Remove came along the road across the common. He saw the Highcliffians from a distance, and came up to them with a scowling brow. 
“Have a smoke?” said Vavasour politely, 
“Hang your smokes!” 
“Eh?” 
“You’re jolly polite !” sneered Ponsonby. 
“You fool !” retorted Skinner. 
“What on earth’s bitin’ you all of a sudden ?” demanded Ponsonby. 
‘ You idiot!” 
“Chuck it,” said Ponsonby quietly, but with a gleam in his eyes.  I don’t allow Greyfriars cads to call me fancy names.” 
Skinner gritted his teeth. 
“If you couldn’t handle that cad, Levison, why couldn’t you let him alone ?“ he snarled. 
“We did handle him.  ” said Monson, “We bagged him in the old courts, and left him tied up. He’s safe till after the natch.” 
He’s playing in the match !” snapped Skinner, 
“What?” 
“But he couldn’t get away !” exclaimed Ponsonby in amazement. “I did exactly what we arranged; and we left him tied safe, with his cheeky mouth stuffed up. I tell you he was safe as houses.” 
“Looks like it, doesn’t it ?” sneered Skinner. “They waited a quarter of an hour for him, and he turned up at the last minute. He was going on the field with the others when I cleared.” 
“How on earth did he get away then?” exclaimed Ponsonby blankly, 
“Nobody could have found him. Nobody ever goes into that corner of the old courts; and he couldn’t have got loose by himself.” 
“ Well, he did!” 
“Rotten!  ” said Vavasour. “It was no end of a jest baggin’ that cad and stickin’ him there.  One of your best wheezes, Skinner !” 
“And you fellows mucked it up !”” snarled Skinner. Now there will be a row. It meams trouble.” 
“We’re ready for all the trouble the Greyfriars cads can give itsp” said Ponsonby arrogantly. 
“Absolutety !”said Vavasour. 
“I’m not thinkin’ of you,” said Skinner savagely. “What about me? If  Levison had missed the match and you’d let him loose afterwards nothing could have been proved.  The fellows were already thinking that he had cut the footer to go off with you men on the razzle, in his old style. You could have kept it up that he had; and he’d never have been believed when he told a tale about, kidnapping. Now it’s all knocked on the head. He’s told his story, and proved it by turning up for the move game. You fellows belong to Highcliffe, and you can keep out of the way. What about me?” 
Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders. 
“I don’t see that they can prove that you put us up to it,” he said. 
“They’re not likely to wait for proof —they’ll guess, and that will be near enough as it’s turned out.” 
“Well, a man has to take some risks in playin’ a game like this,” said Gadsby. “Baggin’ a man belongin’ to your own school and keepin’ him out of a football match is rather thick. We did it to oblige you and to pull the leg of Wharton’s crew; and I can’t guess now how Levison got away. You can’t blame us.” 
“A set of bungling idiots !” growled Skinner, 
“If you can’t be civil, Skinner, you’d better travel—while you’re safe,” said Ponsonby. “I don’t see what you’ve got to be afraid of; they may suspect you, but they can’t prove anythin’. And you’re an old hand at tellin’ lies to get out of a scrape. Tell a few more—and make them good ones.” 
“Oh, go and eat coke !” snarled Skinner. 
-move backspace and And he tramped on across the common towards Greyfriars, evidently in a very disturbed and alarmed  Move move frame of mind. 
Behind the fence Billy Bunter was grinning. 
He had unexpectedly gained some rather interesting information as to what had been happening at Highcliffe this afternoon—information which was certain to interest the Remove footballers when they came home. 
Ponsonby & Co. discussed teehe matter for a few minutes, and then returned to the subject of “g-gees.” Evidently they were not much concerned about what might happen to Skumer. 
It was half an hour before the Highcliffians detached themmelves from the fence and strolled away, leaving the ground littered with cigarette ends. By that time Billy Bunter was growing cramped and cold, and his teeth were almost chattering.  He was deeply thankful when the Highcliffe nuts disappeared at last.
 “Beasts!” murmured Bunter, as he emerged at last from cover and shook a fat fist after the silk hats that were disappearing in the distance across the common. 
And William George Bunter rolled away in the opposite direction. 
THE THIRD CHAPTER.

On His Neck 
“UGH!” 
“Ooooooh !” 
The footballers were home from Highcliffe, and Harry 
Wharton and Frank Nugent had arrived at Study No. 1, with Levi-son.  The three juniors stopped in the doorway and coughed. 
The study was thick with smoke. Edgar Bright lay sprawling in the armchair, with his feet on another chair, and a cigarette in his mouth. 
His sallow face looked more sickly than usual; the natural result of frowsting in a study over a fire duing the afternoon, and smoking innumerable cigarettes. The window was tightly closed, and the door had been closed until Harry Wharton opened it. 
Bright seemed unconscious, or regardless, of the unpleasant state of the atmosphere. The juniors, fresh from football, were only too keenly conscious of it. 
Harry Wharton knitted his brows with anger. 
The chums of Study No. 1 had been glad enough to have Levison placed there, when he came back to his old school. They had been anything but glad to have Bright there. The “Toad” was unpopular all through the Remove, and most unpopular of all in his own study. His ways were not the ways of the Famous Five or their friends. Wharton, certainly, had no desire to interfere with another fellow; if that fellow chose to be a dingy outsider, it was not Wharton’s business to bring him up in the way he should go, or to preach to him. But when it came to having the study turned into a sort of tap-room, it undoubtedly was Wharton’s business. 
“Smoking again !” he snapped.
 Bright looked at him. 
“I suppose I can smoke if I like.” he answered. 
“No bizney of mine if you choose to make a frowsy fool of yourself.” said the captain of the Remove. “But you can’t smoke in this study, as I’ve told you before.” 
“It’s my study !”majority
“It happens to be mine, too!”
 “ And mine !”said Nugent. 
“And mine. !“ added Levison. “The majority is against you, Bright, and things have to go by the xnajonty in any study.” 
Bright sneered. 
“From what I’ve heard of you, Levison, you smoked more than I do, when you used to be at Greyfriars.” 
Levison coloured. 
“That’s neither here nor there,” said Harry Wharton. “You can’t use this study like a pub, Bright, and I’ve told you so. Stop it !” 
Wharton crossed the room and threw the window wide open. Nugent picked up a book and waved it to clear the atmosphere. 
Bright gave a sneering grin, and lighted a fresh cigarette. Wharton fixed his eyes upon him. 
“Chuck that away, Bright.” he said quietly. 
“1 won’t !” 
“You’re not satisfied with making the room reek like a tap-room while we’re out; you want to keep on while we’re here?” 
“I can do as I like in my own study.” 
“And you expect fellows to put up with an atmosphere like this?” asked Wharton. 
“If you don’t like it, you can get out.” 
“We’re not likely to get out of our own study, because you want to smoke here.” 
“Lump it, then.” 
Levison did not speak.  Bright’s reminder of his old ways at Greyfriars, which he wanted to forget, had silenced him. His feelings were the same as those of his friends, but he did not feel that he could speak to the dingy Toad as they did. 
But Wharton meant business. The Toad had had warnings enough, and he had not heeded them. Now he had to be warned again, more emphatically. 
“Put that cigarette in the fire, Toad!” said the captain of the Remove quietly. 
“Rats!” 
“ I don’t want to handle you.” said Harry. “You’re not a nice fellow for any decent man to touch. I’ll give you a plain warning; Mr. Quelch put you into this study, and we’ve got so itand you. But we’ve not got to stand your dirty tricks, and we won’t. You’ll stop smoking now, and if you ever smoke in this study again,you’ll go out of it, neck and crop, and you won’t be allowed to come back. Got tlhat?’ 
“Monarch of all you survey, and all that, what ?” sneered Bright. “I know now why Skinner calls you the Great Panjandrum. But the Great Panjandrum bizney won’t wash with me. Go and eat coke.” 
‘Wharton compressed his lips. 
“You’ll throw that cigarette into the fire, and give me your word not to smoke in the study again,” he said. 
Bright laughed. 
“Yes or no?” 
“Rats !“ answered Bright. 
“That does it.” said the captain of the Remove. “You’re going “ 
He grasped the back of the armchair and tilted it forward. Edgar Bright shot out in a heap on the hearthrug. 
He landed there wlth a yell. 
“Yaroooogh ! Groooogh !” 
The cigarette had dropped from his mouth, and found a lodgment on his neck, as he sprawled. One end of the cigarette Bright, apparently, liked, in his mouth. Evidently he did not like the other end on nis neck. He gave a fiendish howl as the hot end of the cigarette established contact. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent. 
Bright leaped to his feet 
He made a spring at the captain of the Remove, and Wharton’s hands went up at once to meet the attack. 
But the Toad suddenly stopped. 
It was his way to irritate a. fellow into drastic measures, and then to back out from the consequences. Wharton’s clenched fists, with his eyes gleaming over them, daunted the Toad at once. He backed off with almost ludicrous haste. 
“Well?” snapped Wharton contemptuously. 
“You—you rotter !” panted Bright. 
“Are you coming on?” 
‘Hang you!  ” 
Wharton pointed to the door. 
“Get out !” ho said. 
Bright gave him an almost wolfish look. 
“Do you think you can turn me out of my own study?” he exclaimed savagely. “Don’t be a fool !”
“I warned you,” said Wharton quietly. “We’ve been fed up with you a long time. Now you’re going !“ 
“Skinner will take you in.” saM Nugent laughing. “You’re birds of a feather, you know.” 
“I’m not going,” hissed Bright. “And if you shove me out, Mr. Quelch will have something to say about it, I can tell you.” 
“You can go to to Quelch and tell him you’re turned out, and tell him the reason, if you like.” said Harry “If Mr. Quelch knew you half as well as we do, he would ask the Head to turn you out of Greyfriars. Anyhow, you’re not staying here.  Are you going on your feet or on your neck?” 
“ I’m not going !” 
“You are !”
Wharton advanced grimly on the Toad. 
Study No. 1 had borne with that unpleasant occupant for a long time, but it was the finish now. 
Bright backed away, snarling. 
“Hands off!” he said, between his teeth. “I’m not going to fight you, you rotter; but I’ll brain you if you lay a finger on me.” 
He grabbed up a chair and swung it over his head. His eyes blazed at the captain of the Remove. 
Wharton did not stop. 
“I mean it !” yelled Bright, as he came on. 
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The captain of the Remove did not heed. He came straight at the Toad, and Bright struck at him desperately with the chair. Wharton caught it and turned the blow aside, and the chair went to the floor with a crash. The next moment the weedy Toad was crumpling up in Wharton’s grasp. 
With arms and legs wildly flying in the air, Bright was swept to the study doorway. He went through the doorway whizzing. 
The persistent ill luck that had dogged Billy Bunter’s footsteps that afternoon had not deserted him yet. It was at that precise moment that William George Bunter came along the passage from the Remove staircase.  He arrived outside Study No. 1, just as Bright flew from inside. 
There was a terrific collision in the Remove passage. 
“Whoop !” roared Bunter. 
“Yaroooh !” yelled Bright. 
And the Toad and the Owl of the Remove were strewn in the passage together. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter on the War-Path! 

“OH, my hat !” gasped Nugent. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Levison. 
Crash!  Bump!
Wild yells rang along the Remove passage. Fellows stared out of their study doorways. 
“Hello! What’s this game?” shouted Peter Todd. 
“Yaroooh !” 
“ Yow-ow-ow !” 
“The garnefulness seems to be terrific.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Billy Bunter sat up dizzily. Bright lay sprawling breathlessly on the floor. 
Bunter had been tiptoeing past Study No. 1, fearful of being spotted by Bright. He did not want that little matter of the cake to be raked up again. But for his exceeding caution, Wharton would have heard him coming, and the collision would have been avoided.  Bunter had not succeeded in avoiding Bright! 
“Ow ! Yow, wow! Yaroooh ! Where’s my specs? Who was that? I say, you fellows, the ceiling’s falling in !” yelled Bunter. 
“ Ha, ha, ha !”
“Sorry, old fat man !“ gasped Wharton. “I didn’t hear you coming ! What on earth were you creeping along like a ghost for!” 
“Yow-ow-ow! That beast Bright is after me!” gasped Bunter. “Besides, I wasn’t creeping. I’m not afraid of Bright. Wow-ow-ow! I say, sométhing fell on me! Wasn’t it the ceiling?” 
“ Ha, ha, ha !” 
“It was Bright!” chuckled Wharton. “I’ve just chucked him out of the study. Can’t you see him, you owl ?” 
“How can I see anything when I’ve dropped my specs?” howled Bnnter. “Look here, I’m hurt! I’m not going to be knocked about like this! Yow-ow-ow !” 
Bunter blinked round him. 
Without his spectacles the visibility was not good; but he made out Edgar Bright sprawling breathlessly at his elbow. He glared at him. 
Bunter had been seeking all the afternoon to dodge trouble with Bright. But he was enraged now.  He was hurt; and Bright, sprawling and spluttering for breath, did not look a very dangerous adversary. Billy Bunter rolled over towards him and punched. 
Thump, thump, thump ! 
“Take that, you rotter !” roared Bunter. “Take that—and that—and that!  I’ll give you knocking a fellow down when he ain’t looking! Take that!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites. 
“Go it, Bunter !” shrieked Peter Todd.
 “Ha, ha, ha! Roll up, you fellows! Bunter’s on the war-path !” 
The Remove were swarming in the passage now. There were yells of encouragement to Billy Bunter. Nobody was likely to sympathise  with the unpopular Toad—and Bunter on the warpath was entertaining. Greatly encouraged by the yells of the Removites, and still more encouraged by the circumstance that Bright, instead of resisting, was seeking only to escape. William George Bunter pressed his attack for all he was worth. 
Thump, thump, thump, thump! 
Thumps with Bunter’s extensive weight behind them were not negligible. The fat junior was putting all his beef into it. Certainly Bright, weedy slacker as he was, was more than a match for Bunter in combat had he cared to stand up to it. But obviously he did not care to stand up to it. He wriggled and squirmed and yelled, and tore himself away from Buuter at last, and scrambled to his feet. 
“Stop him !” yelled Bunter, full of fight now. A fleeing adversary was all that Bunter needed to make him as bravp as a lion. “Stop him!  Don’t let him get away ! I’m going to lick the cad!” 
“Keep off, you fat idiot!  ” panted Bright. 
“Yah! Funk !” 
Bunter rushed valorously on his enemy. 
Bright backed away and fairly ran up the passage. 
“Stop him !” yelled Bunter. “I’ll give him taking a poker to a chap! I’ll give him making a fuss about a cake! I never had the cake ! Measly cake it was, too! Stop him I” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
“What’s the hurry, Toad ?“ grinned Vernon-Smith, catching Bright by the collar as he fled past. “You’re wanted !” 
“Let go—let go! I—I——” 
“Here he is, Bunter !”
The Bounder slung Bright back towards the Owl of the Remove.  Bunter was rolling in pursuit, and Bright pitched fairly into his arms. 
“Keep off !” shrieked Bright. 
“Yah ! Take that !” 
Crash! 
All Bunter’s weight was behind the drive he landed on Bright’s nose. The Toad went over as if a cannon-ball had struck him. 
“Man down !” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Bunter danced triumphantly round his fallen enemy. He brandished his fat fists in the air and yelled to Bright to get up and come on. It was a new experience for William George Bunter to triumph in a fistical encounter, and he was enjoying himself now. 
“Yah! Funk I You’re not half licked yet !“ he roared. “Got up! Funk! Come on! I’m going to smash you ! Come on, you Toad! ” 
Bright lay gasping. He was quite dazed by that terrific drive, and what little courage he had was gone. His eyes gleamed up at Bunter like a rat’s, but he made no motion to rise. 
“Licked !” grinned the Bounder. 
“Licked—by Bunter !“ said Tom Redwing, laughing. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Come on !“ roared Bunter. 
“ I—I—I’m done!  ” gasped Bright. 
“Yah! Funk!  You own up you’re licked ?” demanded Bunter triumphantly. 
“Ow! Yes!” 
“Bravo, Bunter chortled Peter Todd. 
“Some fighting man, what?” grinned Johnny Bull. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Blessed If I see anything to cackle at !” said Bunter, blinking round. “Don’t you fellows cackle at me! I’ve licked that cad, and I could lick any man in this passage, and chance it!  ” 
Bunter’s victory, like wine, had mounted to his head. He blinked round at the yelling Removites in a very warlike way. 
“Sparp me !“ gasped Peter Todd; and the juniors yelled again. 
“Mercy I” stuttered Bob Cherry. 
Bright was limping away with his handkerchief to his nose. He was thoroughly licked, at all events. Billy Bunter bestowed a disdainful blink on him, and another on the hilarious juniors, and rolled back to Study No. 1. His spectacles were strewn about somewhere. 
“Here’s your blinkers, old bean,” said Levison, laughing. He picked them up and handed them to the Owl of the Remove. Bunter jammed the glasses on his fat little nose. 
“Look here, Wharton—” 
“Looking!” answered the captain of the Remove. 
“You chucked that cad Bright out of the study and bowled me over!” snorted Bunter. 
“Guilty, my lord.” 
“Well, I’ve a jolly good mind to lick you, as I’ve licked him, that’s all said Bunter. “I could do it with one hand !” 
“Oh, my hat! I rather think you’d need both, old fat bean—and somebody else to lend you a hand, too !” 
“No cheek !” snorted Bunter. “If you want me to come into that study and mop it up with you, you’ve only got to say so!” 
“So!” said Wharton cheerily. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Bunter blinked at him. His victory had mounted to his head, and he was bursting with belligerence. But his belligerence faded a little now. 
 “Well, if it was an accident, and you’re sorry—” he amended. 
“But I’m not sorry.” 
“Not sorry ?” 
“If you want a licking, Wharton—” 
“Yearning for it,” said the captain of the Remove. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Well, I won’t lick you,” said Bunter, on further reflection. 
“Oh, do” implored Wharton. 
“I won’t, old chap—not after you’ve just been playing football. You must be tired, and—and—” 
“Not at all.” 
“I’ll let you off,” said Bunter generously. “Not a word, old fellow. I’m letting you off. I’ll tell you what I’ll do, I’ll come in and have supper with you, just to show there’s no ill-feeling.” 
Ha, ha, ha !“ 
And Bunter did. And over supper he entertained Study No. 1 with a graphic account of a conversation he had overheard on Courtfield Common that afternoon. 
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Facing the Music! 

“SKINNER!” 
“Sorry.  I’m rather busy,”  answered Skinner politely 
Skinner was quite self -possessed, amid he showed no trace of alarm when the captain of the Remove looked into the study. 
Skinner had reflected considerably since his angry outburst to Ponsonby & Co., and the result of his reflections was that he had little to fear so long as he did not give himself away. The fellows were certain to suspect him, especially Levison, who was as keen as steel. But they could prove nothing-—how could they prove anything? Only the Highcliffe fellows knew for a fact that he had put them up to collaring Levison just before the match, and leaving him tied up in the old courts at Highcliffe. 
How Levison had got loose was still a mystery to Skinner, and he had been greatly alarmed by the miscarriage of his scheme, lint reflection showed him that a cool denial of any knowledge of the matter nust see him through. Whatever the Remove footballers suspected, they could not condemn a. man on mere suspicion. 
So the cad of the Remove was quite himself when Wharton looked in Study No. 2. He was extremely off-hand. 
Snoop and Stott were there, and they only looked mildly surprised at Wharton coming to the study at all. Wharton could guess that Skimmer had told his chums nothing of his scheme. It was not a matter that he cared to confide even to his friends. Stott certainly would have “kicked “ at it, and Snoop would have been scared at the idea. 
Bright was in the study, and he gave Wharton a scowl. Whether he was there as a visitor or as a permanent inmate Wharton did not know, and cared little. What he knew was that Edgar Bright was not coming back to Study No. 1 unless he changed his manners and customs very extensively 
“Look in another time, old bean,” added Skinner. “Always at your service when I’m not busy.’ 
“You’ve finished prep, I think.” said Harry. 
“Oh, yes! But I’m reading some tracts to my friends. We do this sort of improvin’ thing of an evenin’ in this study. Other studies should note and copy.” 
Snoop and Stott grinned, and Bright gave a sour smile. Skinner was evidently in a humorous vein. 
“It’s very uplifting,” went on Skinner gravely. “Shut the door after you, Wharton; you’re interruptin’.” 
“You’re wanted, Skinner.” 
“I’ve said I’m busy. If you want to consult me about the football--another time.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Stott, greatly tickled at the idea of the captain of the Remove consulting Skinner about football. 
“I’ll give you some tips with pleasure, when I’ve got time,” said Skinner airily. “I came over to see yon play to-day, you know. But I couldn’t stand your sort of Soccer and I cleared. Too fumblin’. Not worth a man’s time to watch.” 
“Will you come down to the Rag?” 
“Thanks, no—not at present.” 
“You won’t walk down?” asked Harry. 
“I’ve said I won’t.” 
“You’d rather be carried?” 
“Oh, don’t be funny!  ” urged Skinner. “I’ve told you I’m busy. You’re interruptin’ the discourse, and preventin’ me trom improvin’ these fellows’ minds. Go away quietly.” 
Wharton glanced back into the passage. 
“Skinner prefers to be carried,” he said. “Any volunteers?” 
“Yes, rather!” 
The doorway of Study No. 2 was crowded with volunteers at once. Harold Skinner rose to his feet. 
“Don’t trouble, my dear men,” he drawled. ‘If you really want me so much, I’ll amble along with you. I’m glad to see my company so much desired by my dear schoolfellows. It’s gratifyin’.” 
Some of the juniors grinned. 
“Come on, then,” said Bob Cherry. I suppose you know what you’re wanted for ?” 
“Of course. It’s a testimonial from the Form, I suppose,” said Skinner. “I’m deeply gratified. It’s my due, of course. Still, a man doesn’t always get his due.” 
“Ass! You’re accused of fixing it up with the Highcliffe cads to bag Levison and keep him off the football match.” 
“Oh, come off!” urged Skinner. “Who’s been pulling your leg to that extent ?”  
“You deny it?” asked Wharton. 
“Naturally.” 
“Well, you can deny it to the whole Form; and if you’re not guilty, you’ll be glad to have your character cleared.” 
“Certainly, old bean. I’m rather particular about my character, hitherto spotless, I shouldn’t like to see any stain put on it.” said Skinner blandly. 
“Oh, get a move on!” 
“I’m followin’ you, old scout. Come on, Snoopey and Stott—come and see my character cleared.” 
And Skinner lounged out of the study after Wharton, and his friends followed him. His manner was quite confident and airy; but, as a matter of fact, Skinner was not feeling so easy as he looked. But he told himself over and over again that there was no proof whatever the fellows might suspect. 
He marchod into the Rag with a crowd of tho Removitee. Ernest Levison was there, his face rather somber. The junior from St. Jim’s would have preferred to let the whole matter drop, since the scheme had failed, and no harm had been done, after all. But the matter was rather too serious for the Remove footballers to let it drop without investigation. 
Skinner gave Ernest Levison a nod. 
“Had a good game, old bean ?” he asked. 
“Ripping, thanks !“ 
“Glad you decided to play, after all?” smiled Skinner. “When I saw you walk off with Ponsonby just before the match I thought you were goin’ on the razzle with your old friends. Changed your mind—what!” 
Levison did not answer that, except with a look of contempt. 
“Go it, Wharton,” said Squiff. “We’re all here.” 
“Yes, go it,” said Skinner. “I seem to be the only fellow present who hasn’t heard the funny story.” 
“Ponsonby got Levison away with a yarn that something had happened to his young brother, Levison minor of the Third,” said Harry. “Pon’s gang were waiting in the old courts, and they collared Levison and tied him up. He would have missed the snatch, only a fellow happened to butt in and release him. We all think that Pon and his gang were put up to doing it. Some of us thought from the start that you put them up to it, Skinner.” 
Skinner laughed. 
Are you accusin’ a man of playing a dirty trick on that sort of evidence?” he asked. “You’re joking, I suppose.” 
“Not in the least. You were at Highcliffe, and you never follow the team. You had your own reasons to-day.” 
“I was rather curious to see Levison play. I wondered whether smokin’ spoiled a fellow’s form for footer, as you’ve often told me it does.” 
Wharton fixed his eyes on Skinner. 
“You deny it?” 
“Oh, yes !” said Skinner carelessly. 
You deny meeting Ponsonby and his friends on Courtfield Common afterwards, and slanging them for mucking up the scheme ?“ 
Skinner fairly jumped. 
“Wha-a-t ?” he stuttered. 
“He, he, he !” came from Billy Bunter. 
“That seems to sort of touch a chord in Skinner’s memory,” grinned the Bounder. “Remember anythin’ of the sort, Skinner?” 
Skinner tried to recover himself, though the unexpected question had quite confounded him. 
“Well?” said Wharton scornfully. 
“Nothin’ of the kind, of course,” said Skinner, in a. gasping voice. “I—I haven’t seen Ponsonby to-day that I know of.” 
“You didn’t call him a fool?” 
“Nunno,” 
“And an idiot?” 
“N-n-no ?” stammerea Skinner. H8 understood now that his talk with the Highcliffe nuts had been not only seen, but heard. 
“Bunter 1” rapped out Wharton. 
“Yes, old chap,” grinned the Owl of the Remove. 
Tell the fellows what you told us in the study at supper.” 
“Yes, rather, old bean 1” 
Bunter fairly purred. All eyes were fixed on him; for once the Owl of the Remove was getting the limelight that he loved. Skinner stared at him in angry surprise. 
“What does that fat idiot know about it?” he snapped. 
“Lots “ grinned Bunter. 
“Cough it up, fatty,” said Tom Brown. 
Bunter proceeded to cough it up. 
‘I went for a walk this afternoon. I wasn’t dodging Bright. You fellows know that I ain’t afraid of that cad. I licked him in the Remove passage.” 
“Ha, ha, hat” 
“Keep to the point, fathead !” said Harry. 
“I came on those Highcliffe cads on the Common.” resumed Bunter. “First of all I thought I’d wade in and wallop the lot of them.” 
“But second thoughts were best ?” asked the Bounder. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Oh, really, Smithy———” 
“Keep to the point, you fat duffer!” exclaimed the captain of the Remove impatiently. 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“Get on with it !” roared Bob CHerry. 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Buck up, you blithering dummy !” exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“Kick him, somebody.” 
“Keep off, you beasts! I’m getting on with it as fast as I can, but how’s a fellow to get on with it when you keep on interrupting him?. I decided not to lick those Highcliffe cads. You see, there were six of them, and four is all I could tackle at once.” 
“Oh, my hat !“ 
“Six might have been too many for me,” explained Bunter. “I don’t feel sure of thai, but they might.” 
“The mightfulncss is terrific.” 
“Besides, the Head’s told us not to rag with Highcliffe.” went on Bunter. “And, besides, you fellows were playinj football there to-day. And, besides—” 
“We don’t want to know all the reasons why you were in a blue funk!” hooted Bob. 
“Oh really, Cherry! I decided to hide behind the fence till the beasts were gone, and that was how I happened to hear Skinner talking to them. He was in a rage at Levison getting back to the football match, and he slanged the Highcliffe fellows right and left. He called Pon a fool and an idiot, and all sorts of things. They said they’d done their best to do what Skinner wanted them to do, and—” 
“That’s enough,” said Harry. 
 “There’s lots more——” 
“ Keep the rest.” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—’” 
‘You’vc heard that, Skinner. What have you got to say?” 
Skinner shrugged his shoulders. 
“You all know Bunter,” he said. “He’s made this yarn up, of course. It’s just in his style.” 
“Oh, really, Skinner—” 
“We all know Bunter,” agreed Wharton. “but he hasn’t made this yarn up. Nobody had said a word to him about what happened to Levison at Highcliffe when he told us this story in the study. You!re bowled out, Skinner. There was precious little doubt, anyhow, and there’s none now. You put Ponsonby and his crew up to nobbling a Greyfriars man just before a 
“1—I deny—” stammered Skinner. 
“You prefer the matter to go before the head of the games?” asked Harry Wharton quietly. 
“What?” panted Skinner. 
“Wingate of the Sixth is the man to deal with an affair of this kind,” said Wharton grimly. “If you want him to deal with it, say so. If not, tell the truth while you’ve got a chance.” 
Skinner panted for breath. 
Not for any consideration whatever would he have allowed the matter to go befor8 the head of the games for inquiry. The captain of the school was the last man in the world that Skinner wished to inquire into his proceedings. 
“We all know th8 truth now,” said the captain of the Remove contemptuously. “But you have a right to appeal to the head of the games if you choose.  What do you say ?” 
Skinner gave him a look of concentrated bitterness. There was only one thing for him to say now, and be said it. 
“I —I own up,” he muttered sullenly. ‘It was more a lark than anything else. Now do as you like about it, and hang you!”
THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

Skinner’s Sentence! 

“Guilty!” said the captain of the Remove. 
“The rotter !” growled Bob Cherry. 
“The rank outsider I” 
“ The terrific scoundrel !” 
“Rag him!” roared Johnny Bull. 
Snoop and Bright had already edged away  from Skinner. One of them, at least, was as bad as he, and the other not much better; but neither was the fellow to stand by a friend in distress. 
It was because Skinner was down, not because he was a rascal, that they sidled away from bun and disappeared behind the crowd of Removites. Frederick Stott was still with Skinner, however, and h8 turned a stare on him as he owned up to what he had done. 
“You own up, Skinner!” he demanded. 
“Yes.” muttered Skinner.  “What’s the good of denyin’ it any further, you fool ?”
“ No good, if it’s true. It was a dirty trick,” said Stott. “If I’d known what you were going over to Highcliffe for I’d jolly well have stopped you. Of all the rank outsiders, you take the cake!” And Stott strode away in disgust. 
“Rag the cad !” exclaimed Squiff. 
“Lynch him!” growled the Bounder. 
“Et tu, Brute “ quoted Skinner, with bitter mockery. “You played just stuch a trick on that fellow Dallas who was here last term, Smithy; it was from you I got the wheeze, in fact.” 
The Bounder flushed crimson, and made a stride towards Skinner with his fists clenched. Torn Redwing caught his arm and pulled him back. 
“The rotter has owned up, you fellows,” said the captain of the Remove “We’ve got to make him understand that he can’t carry his pñvate quarrels into football. We might have lost the match—“ 
“I never cared a rap about the match,” growled Skinner. “I was out to dish that cad Levison, and I’m only sorry it didn’t come off” 
Levison compressed his lips. 
“What have I done to you, Skinner ” he asked. 
“You’ve done lots of things.” answered Skinner, with a look of hatred.  “You have put on airs with fellows who were your friends when you were here before, to keep in with Wharton and his smug crew. You’ve pulled the leg of the whole Form, and taken in nearly everybody excepting me. l’m about the only chap who knows you for the humbug you are. I’d like to see you kicked out of the school again, as you were once before.” 
“Oh, cheese it !” said Nugent in disgust. 
“I think you’ve said enough, Skinner,” said the captain of the Remove. “You’re such a rotter that a fellow hardly knows what to do with you. I think we’d better leave you to Levison, as he was the chap injured by your dirty trick.” 
“Hear, hear !” said Bob Cherry. “Levison’s judge! Trot out the sentence on the prisoner at the bar, your worship.” 
“And make the esteemed punishment fit the excellent crime” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Go it, Levison !” 
All eyes turned on the junior from St. Jim’s. Skinner’s eyes turned with the rest with great apprehension. 
He did not expect any mercy from the fellow he had plotted against. Ever since Levison’s return to his od school he had been the object of petty persecution, of incessant sneers and insinuations from Skinner for no better reason than that he was a decent fellow and accepted as a decent fellow by all the Remove. 
Levison was silent. 
Skinner fairly twitched with anxiety.  He knew that the punishment of his treachery would be severe, and he expected it to be all the more severe when it was left to Levison to give sentence. There was no doubt that the sentence, howsoever severe it might be, would be carried out faithfully. 
“Go it, Levison !“ said Squiff. 
“Sentence I” 
“You fellows really want to leave it to me ?“ asked Levison, after a long pause. 
“Yes; it’s up to you.” answered the captain of the Remove. 
“Pile it on 1” said Skinner bitterly. “Now’s your chance, Levison. Make the most of it.” 
Levison did not heed him. 
“Well,” he said, “I think we may take it that Skinner, just as he said. was not thinking about losing us tho match. He was only getting at me personally in doing what he did. There were reserves on the ground to take my place if I hadn’t turned up in time. I think that makes a difference in Skinner’s favour.” 
“Oh !” exclaimed the juniors. 
“He really was not thinking of mucking up the match, and, as it turned out, no harm was done,” went on Levison. “If you fellows really leave it to me to give sentence, I say——” 
“What?” 
“Let him off with a caution!” said Levison. 
“Why, you ass— 
“Fathead !” 
“Of all the chumps—” 
Skinner stared at the junior from St. .Jim’, hardly able to believe his ears. He had counted upon a severe ragging as a certainty, probably to be followed by a sentence of Coventry for the rest of the term. He stared at Levison like a fellow in a dream. 
Wharton’s expression was very peculiar for some moments. 
“You mean that, Levison ?” he asked. 
“Yes; I think that will meet the case.” 
“Rot !” roared Bolsover major. “Rag the cad !” 
“It was left to me to give sentence,” answered Levison quietly, “I’ve given it. it’s for the fellows to decide whether they will stand by it or not.” 
“Of course, we shall stand by it,” said the captain of the Remove. “But —but—well, you’re getting off cheaply, Skinner.” 
“I say, you fellows, I thought he was going to run the gauntlet.” exclaimed Billy Bunter. “I brought a slipper specially.”
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 “Ha, ha, ha!” 
“You’re let off with a caution, Skinner,” said the captain of the Remove. “If anything of the kind happens again you’ll be ragged bald-headed, Now you can get out !  Press”
Skinner fairly gasped. He seemed unable to believe in his own good luck. 
“Cut, you rotter !” growled Bob Cherry. “I’ve a jolly good mind to boot you out of the Rag, and blow the judge.” 
“Same here !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“The samefulness is terrific.” 
Harold Skinner turned slowly to the door. Even yet he seemed unable to realise that he was to be allowed to depart untouched. But not a hand was raised as he went to the door. 
Some of the fellows hissed, but that was all. The door of the Rag opened and closed behind Skinner. 
Skinner went back to his study. Snoop and Stott did not rejoin him, but Bright came in a little later. 
Skinner was sitting in the armchair, with his hands in his pockets and a moody, thoughtful expression on his face. Bright eyed him for some moments, but Skinner did not speak. He seemed to be plunged in deep reflection. 
“Well, you got off,” said Bright at last. 
Skinner nodded, 
“I thought you were for it,” said Bright. 
“So did I.” 
“It was a mug’s game keeping the fellow out of a football match,” went on Bright. “What was the good of that? I’d rather see tho rotter kicked out of tm school. Some sense in that. And it could be worked.” 
Skinner looked at him without answering. 
“From what I’ve heard he used to have a pretty juicy character when he was here before,” said Bright., “It stands to reason that the beaks haven’t forgotten it. It would be easy enough to fix something on him and got shot of the cad for good.” 
“Think so?” 
“I’m sure of it “ said Bright eagerly. “Something to make out that he’s just what he used to be, only worse. We could manage it together. I’ll help you all I can, with all my heart.” 
Skinner was silent. 
“Well, what do you say ?” asked Bright. 
“What I say is this,” answered Skinner deliberately. “Chuck it! I’ve been down on that chap, and he had it in his hands, if he’d chosen, to make life not worth living for me in the Remove. He’d only to say the word and the fellows would have ragged me right and left, and sent me to Coventry. I’ve been in Coventry before, and I know what it’s like. Levison let me off. Goodness knows why. I don’t claim to be a model character, but I’ve got my limits, Bright. I’m letting Levison alone after this.” 
The Toad’s eyes gleamed. 
“You turning soft?” he sneered. “My hat !” 
“Soft or not, I mean what I say. I’m doing nothing against Levison after this, and, more than that,” went on Skinner, “you’re doing nothing, either, Bright. I don’t know what you’ve got against the chap, or why you want him shifted out of Greyfriars, and I don’t care. But I tell you this, you’re not going to play any tricks on him. I shall jolly soon chip in if you do, see?” 
Bright compressed his thin lips with rage. 
“You can dig in this study if you like,” said Skinner. “We get on all right together, so far as that goes. But let Levison, alone.” 
“I’ll do as I choose about that!” hissed Bright. 
“Do. But anything happens to get the fellow into trouble with the beaks, leave it to me to put them wise about it.” said Skinner. “Mind, I mean that, and you’d better think twice.” 
And with that Skinner left the study, leaving the Toad gritting his teeth and realising that he had lost the ally he had counted upon. On the way to the Remove dormitory that night Skinner touched Ernest Levison on the arm. Levison glanced at him. 
“Just a word,” muttered Skinner. “I wouldn’t say it before the fellows, but—but I’m sorry.” 
“All serene,” said Levison, with a Smile. 
“I’ve got a tip for von,” added Skinner. “There’s a fellow in the Remove you want to keep an eye open for. I believe now that you are playing a straight game, Levison; but if you ever play the goat. again you can depend on it that the fellow I’ve mentioned will make use of it against you. That’s all.” 
“Thanks!” said Levison. 
Skinner nodded and left him, Levison looking after him rather curiously. He realised that his trouble with Skinner was over. They were not likely to be friends, but they were no longer enemies. And there was satisfaction in that knowledge to Levison of the Remove. 
                                              — — 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER, 

Bunter Is Shocked !

“I SAY, you fellows—” 
“Scat!” 
“But, I say——” 
“Rats !” 
“Look here—” roared Billy Bunter. But the Famous Five of the Remove did not “look there,” 
They were busy. It was a week since the Highcliffe match, and during that week Study No. 1 had been a much more pleasant place of abode than heretofore. Bright of the Remove had taken his exclusion from the celebrated study without resistance, no doubt. because he had no choice in the matter. He belonged to study No. 11 now, Skinner & Co. having made him welcome there—his tastes were much in common with those of the black sheep of the Remove, And without the obnoxious presence of the Toad, Study No. 1 was the happy abode of yore. 
On the present occasion the Famous Five were all gathered there. It was a half-holiday, and it was very unusual for the Famous Five to spend a half-holiday in the study. But outside, the rain was coming down in torrents; football and most other things were off; and the chums of the Remove were putting in an afternoon at “The  Greyfriars Herald.” That famous journal was supposed to be a weekly paper; but it appeared at rather irregular intervals. Indeed, Skinner had remarked that it was so weekly that it had died. But it always revived again, sooner or later, especially when the weather was bad; in fact, its youthful editors seemed to save it Up for a rainy day. 
With the rain dashing against the study windows, and the wind howling among the leafless trees in the drenched quad, and the boom of a troubled sea echoing from the rocky shore, the staff of the “Herald” settled down to editorial duties. The “Herald” had many editors and sub—editors—almost as many as it had readers. Many hands made light work, and so a whole number could be produced on a rainy half- holiday; though Skinner, judging,, as he said by results, declared that too many cooks spoiled the broth. But nobody cared for Skinner’s opinion, least of aft the editor-in-chief and his numerous staff. 
The Famous Five were all busy, and smithy was in the study, the Bounder being sports editor. Levison had been offered a sub-editorship, which he had smilingly accepted; but he was not present now, apparently having business elsewhere. Six distinct glares were turned on Billy Bunter, as he appeared in the doorway of the editorial office. 
“I say—” repealed the Owl of the Remove. 
“Hook it!” 
“Oh, really, Cherry——” 
“Buzz off, Bunter !” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “We’re busy! Roll away and tell some other study that you’re expecting a postal-order.” 
“Oh, really, Wharton---“
“My esteemed chums, I have now completed the beautiful and ridiculous poem,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The lendfulness of the. ear is the proper caper, and I will read it out aloudfully.” 
“Hem!” 
“I say, you fellows, that fellow Levison—” 
“Shut up, Bunter !” 
“But that fellow—” 
“Shut up !” roared all the editorial staff together. 
“My esteemed poem deals with our voyage to the South Seas in the vacation, my esteemed chums,” explained the Nabob of Bhanipur. “I regard it as both excellent and preposterous.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Go it, Inky “ said Bob Cherry. “Cut it short, old man.” 
The nabob proceeded to read out his beautiful verses. He coughed modestly and started: 
‘On a worthy ship, 
We made trip, 
As bold as venerable Hannibals, 
As gay as lark’s
In spite of sharks, 
And fierce preposterous cannibals.’ 
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the whole staff, interrupting the poet. Hurree Jarmset Ram Singh regarded them in mild surprise. 
“ My worthy chums, this is not a comic poem.” he explained. “It is an excellent versification of ridiculous solemnity.” 
“Our mistake,” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Get on with it.” 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Shut up, Bunter!” 
“The second verse extends itself thusfully,” said the nabob, and he resumed:, 
‘Midst wild alarms, 
Which did no harms, 
We sailed the huge Pacific, 
The thunder roared, 
While Bunter snored, 
The uproar was terrific.” 

“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Evidently the serious solemnity of that poem was lost on the editorial staff of the “Greyfriars Herald.” Like the thunder described by Harree Jamset Ram Singh, they roared. Heedless, the poet went on. 

“ ‘After a while, 
We found the isle, 
And searched about and roundfully,
 With terrific pleasure, 
We found the treasure, 
And brought it homewardbound-fully.’ “

The staff of the “Greyfriars Herald” almost sobbed. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh seemed a littlo perplexed. Bob Cherry wiped his eyes. 
“Some poem !” he said. “That moonshee in Bhanipur who taught you English, old man, must have been a regular coughdrop.” 
“I say, you fellows—“ 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are you still there, Bunter?” 
“Yes, you beast !”
“Don’t go for a moment. Hand me that cushion, Nugent ! Now, where will you have it, Bunter ?” 
“Look here, you beasts !” said Bunter warmly. “l’ve come up to tell you that that fellow Levison is playing Pright’s tricks,” 
“Eh ?” 
“What?” 
“You know we’ve found that cad Bright rooting about in Quelchy’s study ?“ said Bunter, while the chums of the Remove stared at him blankly. “You know you went down one night and found him there, and another time you—” 
“We know all about that,” raid Johnny Bull. “Blow Bright and his spying tricks! What do you wean about Levison ?” 
“He’s up to the same game,” said Bunter. 
“Don’t be a silly ass!” said the Bounder. 
“He’s in Quelchy’s study now,” said Bunter. “You know Mr. Quelch has gone out for the afternoon. He’s gone to play chess with the vicar, and he won’t be back till tea. Levison knows that, of course. He’s rooting about in Quelcby’s study now.” 
“Rats !” 
‘‘Chuck it!” 
“Well, he is,” said Bunter. “I saw him. I wondered what he was 
into Masters’ passage for, and I—” 
“No business of yours, you fat bounder.” -
“Well, I don’t approve of this sort of thing!” said Bunter loftily. “I may be a bit moro particular about such things than you fellows. Very likely I am. I’m rather shocked at Levison.” 
“Look here, Bunter, chuck it !” said Harry Wharton. “Levison’s not a fellow like Bright, and we all know it. If he’s in Quplchy’s study at all, he has some business there—which is no business of ours or yours, either. Shut up !” 
“Oh, really, Wharton——” 
“Fed-up, old man !” said Bob Cherry. Chuck it !”
“Look here!  ” roared Bunter. “I tell you that fellow Levison is sneaking and spying— Yarooooh !” 
Billy Bunter broke off with a sudden, wild roar, and came headlong in at the study doorway. For a second the juniors stared at him in amazement, wondering what had projected Bunter into the room so suddenly. The next moment, the flushed and angry face of Frank Levison of the Third Form appeared in the doorway. Evidently it was Levison minor’s boot which had helped the Owl of the Remove into the study. 
“You fat rotter !” exclaimed the fag, his eyes flashing at the fat junior. 
“Yow-ow-ow !“ roared Bunter. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What do you call this game, kid ?” inquired Bob. 
“I came up here to speak to my brother,” said Levison minor. “I heard what that fat rotter said as I came up, so I kicked him !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“I—I—I’ll smash you, you cheeky fag!  ” roared Bunter. “I’ll teach you to kick a Remove man, you cheeky little beast !” 
“He doesn’t seem to need any teaching.” chuckled Bob. 
‘Ha, ha, ha!” 
Billy Bunter whirled on Levison minor, with his fat fists thrashing the air. 
The fag faced him undauntedly. 
“Come on, you fat foozler !“ he said. 
“I’ll mop up the whole passage with you!  ” roared Bunter. 
“Go it, then!” 
“Only—only you’re such a little shrimp that I suppose you’d fall down dead if I hit you,” ‘said Bunter. “1 don’t want to have to attend an inquest on your account. I’ll let you off it you apologise.” 
“Rats!  ” 
“I’ll let you off, anyhow. Cut!  ” 
“Shan’t !” 
“‘[hen I shall retire.” said Bunter, with dignity. “1 refuse to remain here in your company.” 
And Bunter retired—with all the dignity he could muster in the circumstances. 
“Ny brother isn’t here?” asked Levison minor, looking into the study. 
“No,” answered Wharton. 
“Know where he is?” 
“Bunter’s just us that he’s in Quelch’s study.” said the captain of the Remove. “I believe Quelch is out.” 
“Oh, very likely.” said Frank. Thanks !”A
nd he Third Former went his way. The chums of the Remove glanced at one another rather oddly. It was odd that I..evison should be in his Form master’s study, when his Form master was absent. They did not believe for a moment that he was spying and prying there, as they had found Bright doing; but it was difficult to guess what his business could be in Mr. Quelch’s quarters. Frank Levison had not seemed in the least surprised to hear that he was there—and that was odd, too. Still, it was no business of Harry Wharton & Co’s, and, unlike Bunter, they did not take a deep interest in matters which did not concern them. 
So they resumed their editorial labours, which were again interrupted about ten minutes later by the Owl of the Remove. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Oh, cut, for goodness’ sake!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. 
“That little beast, Levison minor, is in Quelch’s study with his major now,” said Bunter. “I watched him They’re there together now, rooting over Quelchy’s study.” 
‘‘Rats!” 
“I tell you——” 
Whiz! The cushion flew, catching William George Bunter on his wel-lfilled waistcoat. Bunter disappeared into the Remove passage. 
“Hand me the poker, Smithy,” said Bob Cherry. “I’ll go out to him.” 
“Yah! Beast!” 
There was a sound of footsteps in hurried retreat. Bob did not need to go out with the poker. The Owl of the Remove ceased from troubling at last, and the busy editorial staff were at rest. 
ThE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Mysterious! 
BRIGHT, of the Rcmove, stopped at Study No.  11 and turned the door-handle. The door did not open. 
“Hallo ! Who’s there?” called out Skinner’s voice. 
“Only me.” 
“Oh! It’s the Toad. Open the door, Snoopey!  ” 
‘The door was unlocked, and the Toad entered. Skinner and Snoop were in the study, and there was a haze of cigarette-snoke in the air. The two young rascals were playing banker— hence the locked door. Bright closed the door and stood looking on at the game for a few moments. 
“Join up,” said Skinner. 
Bright shook his head. 
“I’ve come to tell you something, Skinner,” he said. “That fellow Levison —.’ 
“Chuck it!” said Skinner. “I don’t want to hear it. I’ve told you I’m dons with Levison.” 
“He seems to have scared you,” sneered Bright. 
“He hasn t seared me, but he’s scared you all right,” retorted Skinner, “Look somewhere else for a catspaw. Nothing doing here !” 
‘ He’s spying about in Mr. Quelch’s study,” said Bright. 
“Rot!” 
“I heard Bunter telling some fellows, and went to look. Both of them are in Quelch’s study, spying about.” 
“Oh, draw it mild,” said Skinner. “That’s your game, not Levison’s. The fellows found you there one night rooting about.” 
“It’s a chance to land him,” said Brignt. “You know what a fellow would get for meddling in a Form master’s study. Quelchy’s gone out, but you could tell Mr. Prout. Old Prout is always ready to chip into anything.” 
“  Tell him yourself.” said Skinner. 
“I’d rather not be drawn into a row with the fellow,” said Bright. “I’m not afraid of him, but there are reasons—famity reasons—why 1 don’t want to row with the Levisons. My father was a great churn once of a relation of the Levisons—Mr. Thorpe, who used to be master of the Remove here. I’d rather keep clear of the cad.” 
“Keep clear of him, then,” answered Skinner. “The easiest way is to let the chap alone.” 
“Look here, it’s a chance for you to get even with him—” 
“A chance for me to pull your chestnuts out of the fire, you mean,” retorted Skinner contemptuously. “Chuck it!” 
“Take a hand in the game, old bean, and let Levison rip!  ” suggested Sidney James Snoop. 
Bright bit his lip hard.  His own nature was so nalicious and unforgiving that he found it difficult to believe in Skinner’s change of heart. But it was borne in upon his mind now that Skinner had meant what he said, and he was not to be made use of in Bright’s feud with Ernest Levison. 
Thc Toad left the study at last, with an angry, disappointed face. He had good reasons for not wishing to act against Levison personally. He was in need of a catspaw, but it was plain that Harold Skinner was not going to be the catspaw he needed. 
“Chucking it ?” asked Snoop, as Skinner laid down the cards and rose from the table, a few minutes after Bright had gone. 
“Yes, I’m  going down for a bit.” 
Skinner left the study, and there was a thoughtful expression on his face as he went down the stairs. He had not been surprised to hear that Ernest Levison was spying and prying. He no longer bore Levison ill-will; but Skinner had a high opinion of nobody; he thought no worse of a fellow for doing a mean action. He went along to Masters’ passage, and stopped at the Remove master’s door. He glanced up and down the passage, and then opened the door and looked in. 
“Oh, you’re here!” he exclaimed. 
Ernest Levison was in the study, and Frank was with him. Both of them stared at Skinner. 
“Yes, I’m here,” said Levison quietly. “Anything wanted?” 
“What’s the game?” asked Skinner curiously. “You’re not ragging old Quelchy’s room, surely?” 
Levison laughed.
 ‘Not likely “ 
“Not a safe game.” said Skinner. “You may have forgotten what Quelehy is like. He’s a Tartar, you know.” 
“That’s all right.” said Levison. 
“But what are you up to, then ?“ 
“Nothing that would interest you.” said Levison. 
Skinner coloured a little. 
“Oh, keep your secret, if you want to” he snapped. “I’ve looked in to tell you that you’ve been seen here, and you’ll most likely be given away. If you don’t want to be caught rooting about Quelchy’s study you’d better clear while you’ve got the chance.’.’ 
“We don’t mind,” said Frank, laughing. 
“You don’t mind being caught here?’ exclaimed Skinner. 
“Not at all !” 
“Of course, that’s gammon!” said Skinner. “You’d both get into a frightful row, and you know it.  l’ve given you the tip, and you can take it or leave it.” 
“Thanks,” said Levison, “We’ll leave it.” 
“Blessed if I can make it out,” said the mystified Skinner. “That fellow Bright has been caught rooting about this study when Quelchy was out. Now you’re at it.  What do you expect to find?” 
“A hidden treasure, perhaps,” answered Levison carelessly. 
“Oh, rats!” 
Skinner left the study greatly puzzled.  Levison minor closed the door after him. 
Ernest Levison frowned. With the exception of Bright, no one in the Remove knew of the strange quest Ernest Levison had undertaken at Greyfriars, and the junior from St. Jim’s certainly did not want the matter to become the talk of the Form. But he knew that it would be talked of a good deal now. 
But he resumed his occupation. That occupation was a rather peculiar one. The walls of Mr. Quelch’s study, one of
the oldest rooms in the ancient buildings of Greyfriars, were panelled in oak, almost black with age. Many modern improvements had been introduced into the room, but the ancient oak had been left untouched. Levison was examining the old walls, passing his hands over the oaken panels, feeling them, tapping them sedulously, patiently. 
“I’m afraid there’s nothing doing, Franky,” he said at last. “I feel convinced that the secret is here, but we don’t look like finding it.”  “If it’s here we’ll find it sooner or later,” said Frank. 
“Later, rather than sooner, then, I think,” said Levison. “There’s hardly an inch of the walls that I haven’t examined. If there were an opening there should be a hollow round when the wall is tapped. But it all sounds as solid as stone.” 
He broke off suddenly and stared at the window. Framed in a pane was the face of Bolsover major of the Remove. 
Bolsover stared into the study. 
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Levison coloured hotly. Ho could read the surprise and contempt in Bolsover major’s face.  
“By gad! He’s here !“ exclaimed Bolsover. “Bunter was telling the truth. He’s spying in Quelchy’s study !” 
Another face appeared at the window and another. Russell and Peter Todd of Ihe Remove stared in. 
Levison set his lips. 
“Better chuck it now, Franky.” he said. “The word’s gone round, and we shall have all the Remove here soon.” 
“No business of theirs !” said Frank hotly. 
“1 know. But I think we’d better clear now.” 
“All right, Ernie, if you say so.” 
And the two juniors left the study. There were five or six faces at the study window by that time staring at them. What the fellows thought at finding the two Lcvisons “rooting “ about the study was clear in their faces. A “ragging” in a Form master’s study was a risky proceeding, but the juniors would have thought no worse of the raggers; but they could see that the Levisons were not ragging. It looked like spying— for what motive they could not guess— but obviously spying and prying. And there was scorn, in every face that looked in at the window. 
The faces disappearcd from the window when the Levisons had left the study. It was about ten minutes later that a ponderous tread was heard in Masters’ passage, and Mr. Prout., the master of the Fifth Form, arrived at Mr. Quelch’s study. Mr. Prout’s majestic countenance was still more majestic than usual, with indignant wrath. He threw open the door of the study, and his deep, fruity voice boomed in. 
“You young rascals !” 
Then Mr. Prout stared into the study. He discovered that it was vacant. 
“Bless my soul!  ” ejaculated Mr. Prout. 
He blinked round the room.  Certainly there was no one there, and Mr. Prout’s plump countenance became more wrathful than ever. He strode away with the ponderous tread which had led some fellows to liken him to th “huge, earth-shaking beast” in Macaulay. 
“Boy !” 
Mr. Prout addressed Bright of the Remove at the end of the passage. 
“Yes, sir? I thought I ougbt to tell you sir,” stammered Bright, rather alarmed by Mr. Prout’s expression. 
“You thought you ought to tell me!” exclaimed Mr. Prout wrathfully. , “You told me that two Lower boys were in my colleague’s study, spying into Mr. Quelch’s papers. You told me so distinctly.’ 
“Yes, sir ---“
“1 have proceeded to my colleague’s study,” boomed Mr. Prout, “and there is no one there! You hare deceived me !”
“I—I----” stammered Bright, 
“You have deluded me !” thundered Mr. Prout. “You have played what I presume you consider a very humorous joke on a Form master.  What, what? You are new at Greyfriars, Bright, but, you have been here a sufficient time to learn that respect is due to a Form master—especially to a senior Form master. Do you imagine, for one moment, that you will be permitted to play these jokes, sir, upon me with impunity?”
“I—I—” stuttered Bright. “I—” 
“I shall not cane you!” boomed Mr. Prout. “It is not within my province to cane any boy belonging to a colleague’s Form. I shall ot cane you, Bright. I shall box your ears !” 
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Smack! 
“ Yaroooh!” roared Bright, as a hefty “box” on his right ear sent him staggering to port. 
Smack!
Another terrific swipe on his left ear righted him again. 
“Yarooooop !” 
Mr. Prout, with a snort of indignation and contempt, strode into his study. Bright of the Remove limped away, rubbing his burning ears. 

THE NU(TH CHAPTER. 

Levison Loses His Temper! 

THE rain had stopped. 
A gleam of winter sunshine brightened the old quad when Ernest Levison came out of the ouse. 
Some of the Remove fellows were panting about a footer.  Levison went to join them. The puntabout stopped, and the fellows all stared at him. 
Levison flushed. 
He realised that the juniors were thinking of what they had seen in Mr. Quelch’s study. Bright’s stealthy, spying ways had earned him tho nickname of the “Toad.” Now the fe1lows were thmking of Levison as a fellow of the same kidney. There were some fellows in the Remove who would have thought no worse of him for fellows like Skinner and Snoop. But most of the Lower Fourth took a very different view of such things. 
‘Found anything in Quelch’s study?” asked Bolsover major sarcastically. “What were you spying into, Levisou?’ 
Levison’s cheeks burned. 
“Reading a man’s letters, in Bunter’s style?” jeered Hazeldene. 
“Oh, really, Hazel!” squeaked Bunter. 
“Or looking for Quelch’s loose cash?” asked Bolsover major. “I don’t know what you ware sacked for last time. Was it for pinching in a master’s study?” 
“No,” said Levison quietly. 
“Look here, what were you up to in Quetchy’s study, Levison?“ demanded Peter Todd gruffly. “1 didn’t believe Bunter when he told us; 1 said I’d look before 1 kicked him for spinning such a yarn about a fellow. Then I saw you—you and your brother—rooting about the room. You’d been at it a good time, too. What was the game?” 
Levison did not answer. 
“We’ve taken you here as a decent chap, Levson,” said Russell. “Everybody’s agreed to say nothing about your old games when you were here before. But decent chaps don’t spy and pry.” 
“I was not spying or prying.” 
“Then what were you doing in Quelchy’s study?” demanded Ogilvy. 
“That’s my business!  ” 
“Mr. Quelch’s business, too, if he caught you,” said Tom Brown contemptuously. “Looks to me as if you haven’t changed from your old style, after all.” 
Levison breathed hard. 
“Mr. Quelch knew that I was in the study.  ” he said. ‘I had his permission to be there.” 
“Gammon!  ” 
“A fellow might have permission to be in his Form master’s study,” said Squiff. “But he eouldn’t have permission to root through the room, turning the things out and spying into every corner. That’s what you were doing” 
“I’ve said that I was not spying.” 
“What were you doing, then?” 
“Minding my own business !” snapped Levison. “And I advise you to do the same.” 
“Well, my business is not to speak to a sneaking spy!  ” said Squiff scornfully. “Keep your distance from me!” 
“We’ve practically sent the Toad to Coventry for the same thing,” said Hazeldene. “It seems that we’ve got two Toads here 1” 
Levison clenched his hands. It was impossible for him to explain without acquainting the whole school with a matter that was purely his own private concern, and which it was at least judicious to keep from the general knowledge of Greyfriars. It was not a matter that he could tell all the Remove. 
“I say, you fellows, let’s send Levison to Coventry,” said Billy Bunter. “He was spying in Quelchy’s study, and you fellows know what I think of a fellow who spies and noses out things—” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Oh, really, you fellows!  Besides, that isn’t the only beastly mean thing that Levison has done!  ” exclaimed the Owl of the Remove. 
“What else has he done ?“ demanded Hazel. 
“He refused to cash a postal-order for me---”
“‘Wha-a-t ?” 
“Absolutely refused,” said Bunter impressively. “Just as if he couldn’t trust a fellow with five shillings, you know!  ” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
You footling fat dufferl” roared Bolsover major 
“Oh, really, Bolsover—” 
“Shut up, you dummy!  ” a
“I say, You Fellows, we shall know what to think if Quelchy misses anything when he comes in.” said Bunter. 
Levison made a stride at the fat junior, his eyes were blazing with anger.  Bolsover major shoved between. 
“Hands off !” he jeered. 
“Let Bunter alone,” said Ogilvy. You’ve asked for that, Levison, by spying in a man’s study. Nobody here thinks you a thief; but if Quelchy missed anything we should think so fast enough, just as Bunter says.” 
“You fool !” 
“Thanks!  ” said the Scottish junior with a scornful shrug of the shoulders. “I’d rather be a fool than a rogue!” 
“ You are calling me a rogue !” exclaimed Levison passionately. “You’ve acted like one.” 
“Bunter can’t put up his hands, but you can, Ogilvy,’ exclaimed Levison. “Put them up, hère and now!” 
“Quite ready,” answered Ogilvy. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry, as the Famous Five and the Bounder came out of the House. “What’s that? Chuck it !” 
The editorial staff of the “Greyfriars Herald” had observed the cessation of the rain It was followed by the cessation of editorial work. They came out of the House for some fresh air, after their editorial labours, just as Ogilvy and Levison were about to close in strife. The Scottish junior was cool and contemptuous, Levison blazing with anger. It was the first time he had been seen roused to passionate anger since his return to his old school, but there was no doubt that he was angry now. 
Bob Cherry rushed in between the two. 
“Hold on, my infants !” he exclaimed. 
“Stand aside !” rapped Levison. 
Bob stared at him. 
This was rather a new tone for the junior from St. Jim’s to take, and Bob was surprised, and he did not like it. A gleam came into his blue eyes. 
He did not stand aside. 
“Easy does it, Levison.” said Harry Wharton, with a surprised look at his study-mate. “You’re sure not going to scrap with Oggy ?” 
“He has as good as called me a thief !” exclaimed Levison. 
“Wha-a-t ?” 
“Cap fit, cap wear!” jeered Bolsover major. 
“You rotter!” shouted Levison. 
“Leave him to me, Ogilvy !“ exclaimed Bolsover. “I’ll teach the cad whether he can come here from St. Jims and slang Greyfriars men !” 
“Keep back, Bolsover!” exclaimed the captain of the Remove. “What on earth is all this row about? What’s happened?” 
“The calmfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed and preposterous chums.” murmured 
 Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Levison, what’s up ?“ demanded Johnny Bull. 
“Those rotters can tell you !” snapped Levison. 
“These fellows are not rotters, and you know it,” said Harry Wharton, his eyes glinting now. “You’d better measure your words, Levison.” 
“I’ll please myself about that.” 
“Hear him !” exclaimed Bolsover major “That’s his sort of talk. because we’ve told him what we think of him spying in a man’s study.” 
“What? Levison hasn’t——” 
“He has !“ roared Bolsover. “We saw him.—a crowd of us. We’d just come out after the rain when Bunter told us he was there, and we looked in the window. There he was with has young brother, both of them rooting through Quelchy’s study like a pair of spies.” 
“Oh !” exclaimed Wharton, taken aback. He remembered what Billy Bunter had told the busy staff of the “Greyfriars Herald,” and what they had not heeded at the time. “If Levison was there, I’ve no doubt he can explain why.” 
“Well he won’t explain.” 
“He can’t !” said Hazeldene. 
“I don’t choose to,” said Levison, between his teeth. “I’ve said 1. was not spying, and it wasn’t necessary to say that much to a decent chap. You cau think what you like, and be hanged to you!” 
Ogilvy’s lip curled. 
“Are we scrapping or not ?” he asked. “I don’t care a straw eithcr way; but a fellow wants to know.”
“You’re not scrapping,” said Harry Wharton sharply. “Don’t be an ass! I m sure Levison can explain—” 
“Why doesn’t he, then?” 
“Because I don’t choose !“ flamed out Levison. 
“Well, when a fellow does a dirty, mean thing, and doesn’t choose to explain, he knows what to expect,’ said Ogilvy. “What Bunter said is perfectly true.  If Mr. Quelch missed anything from his study, every man here would believe that you had pinched it. You’ve asked for that.” 
“‘What utter rot !” exclaimed Wharton. “All the same, if a lot of fellows saw you in Mr. Quelch’s study, ‘Levison, you’d better explain, for your own sake, what you were doing there.” 
“‘Well, I won’t !”
Wharton compressed his lips. 
“That’s for you to decide, of course,” he said, ‘But if you’re thought badly of, you’ve only yourself to thank.” 
“Rats !” and with that Levison swung away, and tramped back into th House. He left the crowd of Removites in rather angry and excited discussion. Edgar Bright, who had been loafing at the back of the crowd, slipped away quietly with a glitter in his shifty eyes. lt seemed to the Toad that things were moving in hs favour at last. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

The Blow Falls ! 

“WHARTON! ” 
“Yes, Wingate.” 
Harry Wharton was going into tea when the captain of Greyfriars called to him. Wingate’s tone was grave. 
“Send Levison to Nr. Quelch’s study,” said Wingate. 
“Levison ?” repeated Wharton., 
“Yes he’s wanted.” 
“Right-ho !” 
Wharton went up to the Remove passage. He expected to find Levison in Stndy No. 1 as it was tea time. After the scene in the quadrangle, when Levison had turned his back on his friends and walked away, the chums of the Remove had seen nothing of him, and they did not want to see anything of him. Wharton and Nugent had already arranged to tea with Bob Cherry in Study No. 13 in the Remove. What to think of Levison’s action, which was so like the spying for which the Toad was generally despised, they hardly knew. They did not want to give up their good opinion of a fellow they had liked and respected. But Levison’s angry outburst had roused anger on their side, and they did not intend to be the first to speak again. Certainly they were not to be “slanged” just as an angry follow chose. 
Wharton looked in Study No. 1. 
Levison was there, and he looked up and coloured at the glance of the captain of the Remove. 
It was plain that his anger had passed and that reflection had followed. Before he could speak, however, if he intended to speak, Wharton said abruptly: 
“You’re wanted in Mr. Quelch’s study, Levison.” Levison started a little. 
“Mr. Queleh wants me?” 
“Wingate told me to tell you.” 
“Very well,” said Levison quietly. 
Harry Wharton paused a moment and then went on up the Remove passage. Levison quietly left the study and went downstairs. He passed some of the Remove on the way, and they all looked at him curiously. 
“You’re for it, I fancy,” said Bolsover major jeeringly. “Mr. Quelch has come in and he wants you. He knows what you’ve been up to.” 
“Put some exercise books in your bags, Levison !“ chortled Billy Bunter. 
Levison passed on without replying. 
At the corner of Masters’ passage he came on Skinner. He would have passed Skinner without a word; but Skinner put out a hand and caught his arm. 
“Hold on a minute, Levison!” 
“What is it?” asked Levison impatiently. “I’m sent for !” 
“I know that. You did me a good turn the other day.” said Skinner. 
“What about that?” 
“Nothing. Only one good turn deserves another. You got me out of a thumping ragging, and being sent to Coventry. I treated you rottenly, and that was how you paid me back. I’ve never been a model character,” Skinner sneered, “but I can do a follow a good turn when he does me one. You helped me out of a tight corner. I’m helping ou out of one.” 
Levison stared at him. 
“You’re talking in riddles,” he said. I’m not, in a tight corner, and I don’t fancy you could help me if I was.” 
“That’s all you know,” answered Skinner. “You haven’t heard what Quelchy has got to say yet.” 
Levison, with undo impatient look, and went on to Mr. Quelch’s study. He tapped at the door and entered. 
He breathed rather quickly as he saw the Remove master’s face. The deep dark, frown there boded trouble. 
Levison had been far froni expecting trouble with his Form master. If Mr. Quelch had had any doubts of his fomer troublesome pupil, they had been quite dispelled by Levison’s conduct since his return to Greyfriars. The junior from St. Jim’s had had nothing but kindness from his Form master so far.  But there was no kindness in Mr. Quelch’s Iook now. His gimlet-eyes fixed on I Levison’s face with a penetrating stare. 
“Levison, you know why I have sent for you?” 
“No, sir,” 
“You were in this study this afternoon.” 
“1 had your permission, sir.” 
“Quite so. I gave you permission to make any investigation you desired to make in this study, to put to the test your belief that there exists some secret recess or receptacle behind the oak panels.” said Mr. Quelch. “It appears to be established that certain manuscripts that belonged to Mr. Thorpe, your great-uncle, once master of the Remove here, were left at Greyfriars when were left, many years ago. As they have never been found, it would appear probable that they were placed us some secret spot; and that secret recess may possibly exist in this room, which Mr. Thorpe occupied for many years. I gave you permission to make an investigation here, Levison, believing that I could trust you” 
Levison flushed. 
“I hope I’ve given you no reason not to trust me, sir,” he answered. 
“I hope so, too.” said Mr. Quelch, rather grimly. “But in giving you permission to investigate this study for the purpose I have mentioned, I did not give you permission to meddle with my desk and my private papers.” 
Levison’s face became crimson. 
“You cannot suppose that I have done anything of the kind, sir,” he exclaimed, his eyes flashing. 
“Do not interrupt me, Levison,” said the Remove master coldly. “I repeat that I gave you no permission to meddle with my desk and my papers. This has been done. But that is not all, and that is not the most serious thing that has been done. One drawer in my desk has been opened, although I left it locked. It has been forced open. My private papers in that drawer have been turned over, and a bundle of currency-notes extracted.” 
Levison stared blankly at the Form master. 
“I desire to hear your explanation, Levison,” said Mr. Quelch. 
“I know nothing of it, sir.” 
“When did you come to my study?”
 “About three, sir—just after you went out.” 
“When did you leave?” 
“I did not notice the time—it was about ten minutes after the rain stopped, 1 think,” said Levison. 
The rain stopped at half-past four.” said Mr. Quetch. “At half-past five I returned here and discovered what had happened. Do you deny having touched the drawer in my desk ?” 
“Certainly I do, sir!” 
“In that case, someone else must have entered the study after you left, and forced open the drawer.” 
“I—I suppose, so, sir.” 
Mr. Quelch gave him a piercing look. 
He was evidently in great doubt. 
“I trust, Levison,” he said at last—”I trust that you, are speaking the truth. The fact remains that you were here at least an hour and a half, and had ample opportunity to do what has been done. There is no evidence, so tar, that any other person entered the study. In view of what has occurred, I cannot help recalling the character you bore when you were formerly at Greyfriars. But you need have no fear that anything but justice will be done.” 
Levison’s lips trembled. 
“I know that 1 can rely upon you for justice, sir,” he said. “I am not in the least afraid. If the currency notes have been taken they can be traced.” 
“They have been taken” said Mr. Quelch, “and certainly they can be traced, as I have a list of the numbers. Before the matter is made public, Levison, have you anything to tell me?” 
“Nothing, sir.” 
“Reflect, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch, with a touch of kindness in his manner now. “You know, of course, that I am aware of your circumstances; that your father has lost everything, owing to an unexpected demand for a large sum of money that he can barely meet. You and your brother have had to leave another school and you are at Greyfriars without the payment of fees. This had, and has, my full approval. But it is obvious that you can have very little money; your allowance is of the smallest.”  
“I have enough,” said Levison, “and if I were in want, I should not  be likely to touch money that did not belong tl me.” 
“I trust so—I trust so. But if you have yielded to temptation, I urge you to confess before it is too late,” said Mr. Quelch. “It would be better— much better for all concerned—for you to leave Greyfriars quietly, without a scandal in the school. Better for you, and better for the school, than an inquiry, to be followed by the disgrace of an expulsion. Levison, if you have done this, I urge you—I beg you—to confess before the matter goes further.” 
Levison’s look was bitter. 
“If I were Wharton, or Bob Cherry, or Field, you would not speak like that!  ” he exclaimed passionately. “It is because you thought badly of sue long ago that you suspect me now !”
Mr. Quelch paused. 
“No doubt there is something in what you say, Levison,” he said at last. “But I do not find you guilty; if you persist in denial, the matter will be sifted to the very bottom, and you need not doubt that the truth will come to light. If you have nothing to fear from the truth—” 
“I have nothing to fear,” said Levison steadily. 
“For the last Lime, Levison, before it is too late—” 
“1 have nothing to confess,” said Levison. “I never even touched your desk while I was here. Whatever was done must have been done after I left.” 
“Very well.” said Mr. Quelch quietly. “I accept your word, Levison, until the truth’’ is established, which will either clear you or first convict you. If the stolen money is not found in your possession, search will be made until it is found. You are prepared to be searched?” 
Levison flinched. 
“You are not prepared for that!  ” exclaimed Mr. Quelch sharply. 
 “Is any fellow prepared to be treated like a suspected thief ?” exclaimed Lcvison passionately. “No, sir, but I am ready to submit.” 
“That will do.” said Mr. Quelch coldly. 
He touched the bell for Trotter. And Billy Bunter, whose fat ear had been glued to the keyhole, stole softly away, gasping with excitement, with startling news for the Remove. 
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
“For It!” 
“GAMMON !”
“It’s true—’ 
“Cheese it!” 
“It’s true!” yelled Billy Bunter.  “I say, you fellows the rotter’s in Quelch’s study now, and old Quelch has sent for Trotter to search him.” 
“Cheese it!” roared Bob Cherry. 
Bunter’s startling news had not made much, impression on the tea-party, in Study No. 13. Only Wharton looked startled.  He knew that Levison had been sent for to the Form- master’s study ; that much was true at least. 
“I say, you fellows, he’s a thief !” howled Bunter. “I tell you I heard it all.  He was burgling Quelch’s study this afternoon.” 
“You fat idiot!” 
“The idiocy of the esteemed Bunter is truly terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
The Bounder looked into the study, over Bunter’s shoulder. 
“You fellows know what’s up?” he asked. 
“Anything up?” inquired Nugent. 
“ Yes, rather!  Quelchy’s marching Levison up to the dorm, and Trotter’s going with them. Skinner says—” 
“Oh, blow Skinner ” said Johnny Bull. “Skinner’s generally saying something, and always something rotten.” 
“I say, you fellows, Levison’s a thief—“ 
“Shut up, Bunter!”
“What does Skinner say this time, Smithy?” asked Harry Wharton. 
“What does it matter what Skinner says?” growled .Johnny Bull. “He’s the biggest liar at Greyfriars, bar Bunter.” 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“ Shut up, Bunter !” 
“Look here, you beasts—” 
“Shut up !” roared the whole study. 
“Skinner says Levison was in Quelchy’s study to be searched,” said the Bounder. “He says Trotter searched him, under Quelch’s gimlet-eye.” 
“Rot!” said Mark Linley. 
“Well, they’re going up to time dorm now, and Skinner says——” 
“Hang Skinner !” said Johnny Bull. 
The Bounder grinned. 
“Skinner says it will be a show worth watching. I think Skinner’s right this time—it will. I’m going, anyhow.” 
And Vernon-Smith walked away. Bunter, with a disdainful blink at the doubting Thomases in the study, rolled after him. Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another, and rose from the tea-table with one accord. 
“Let us follow on, my ridiculous friends,” suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The seefulness is the esteemed believefulness.” 
“Let’s!” assented Bob Cherry. 
And the chums of the Remove followed on. They found a crowd of 
other Removites on the dormitory staircase. Evidently the news was spreading far and wide that Levison was “up” for some- 
thing. There were all sorts of rumours afloat; but most of the rumours agreed on one point, that there had been a theft in the Remove master’s s t u d y. 
Some fellows had noticed that Levison was as white as chalk as he went up the staircase with his Form master and Trotter. Fisher 
T. Fish had heard Wingate tell another Sixth Form man that something pretty serious had happened in the Remove master’s 
study. Skinner had said that Levison had been searched in that study, though it was not clear how Skinner knew, unless he had looked through the keyhole. 
All the Remove knew of I.evison’s mysterious proceedings in the Form master’s study that afternoon, and many fellows recalled 
his outburst of passionate anger in the quad at the auggestion of what would be thought if Mr. Quelch missed anything when he 
came home. From the looks and words of the Removites, it 
was easy to see that Levison was already condemned in their minds. 
Quite an army arrived at the big doorway of the Remove dormitory. 
The light was on there, and the crowded juniors at the doorway could see Mr. Quelch, standing like a grim statue, and Levison, white-faced and silent, beside him. Trotter, the House page, was on his knees at Levison’s box, turning out the contents, article by art icle, and evidently searching. 
“That’s Levison’s box he’s going through !” murmured Snoop. 
“What on earth did he pinch from Quelchy ?” asked Bolsover major. “It’s clear now what he was doing in the study, of course.” 
“He pinched a bundle of currency notes, and Quelchy’s got the numbers !” gasped Bunter. “I tell you I heard him say so !” 
“Looks as if he pinched something, anyhow,” remarked Ogilvy. “They’re not searching his box for nothing.” 
“They’re after a bundle of currency notes, all right,” said Skinner, with a grin. “No doubt about that. Poor old Levison !“ 
“A fellow may be suspected without being guilty, Skinner,” said Tom Redwing sharply. 
“Right on the wicket,” agreed Skinner. “But a fellow ought to be jolly careful about getting suspected when he’s got Levison’s juicy reputation behind him.” 
“Oh, you shut up. Skinner !“ growled Johnny Bull. “We all know you’ll make it as bad for Levison as you can.” 
“Do you!” said Skinner, with a laugh. “What you know about that, old bean, is about as much as you know about anything else; and you could put the lot in a thimble and leave plenty of room for a finger.” 
Johnny Bull knitted   brows. 
“I don’t believe Levison’s pinched anything,” he said; “and if you say he has, Skinner, I’ll jolly well punch your head !” 
“Why not punch Quelch’s ?” asked Skinner. “He seems to think that Levison has.” 
“Shurrup, yott fellows !“ murmured the Bounder. “Quelchy will clear us off if he hears us. I want to see the show.” 
Mr. Quelch seemed unconscious of the crowd at the doorway. Levison was not unconscious of them; but he didn’t look towards them. His face was white, and there was a restless, uneasy gleam in his eyes. Many fellows, looking at him, thought that he certainly did not look like a fellow whose mind and conscience were at rest, 
Levison’s mind was not as a matter of fact, at rest. His confidence in being cleared of that unexpected accusation had been complete, at first. Now it was shaken. For he remembered that he had an enemy at Greyfriers, and he knew that enemy to be utterly un- scrupulous, the rascally son of a rascally father. Ernest Levison and Edgar Bright were rivals in the search for the lost will of John Thorpe, once a Form master at Greyiriars; and well Levison knew that Bright would stop at little to rid himself of a dangerous rival. Levison had allowed himself to be searched in the Form master’s study with unbroken composure; but the search of his box was a different matter. Lcvison himself would not have been surprised had the missing bundle of currency notes been found there; though assuredly they had never been placed there by his hand. 
It was with deep anxiety, therefore, that he watched Trotter’s slow and steady progress through the box. 
Levison’s brain was clear and cool, keen beyond his years. He had already thought the matter out as few fellows of his age could or would have thought it out. He was assured that the notes had not been taken for purposes of theft. Certainly not if Bright had taken them; for Bright was a wealthy fellow, the son of a rich moneylender. If he was wicked enough, he was not fool enough to steal money of which he had no need. If Bright had taken the currency notes, he had taken them for one purpose only—to drive his rival from Greyfriars under the shadow of disgrace. 
Lpvison was poor; the Head and Mr. Quelch were well aware of the ruin that had fallen on his father. That supplied, to some extent, a motive; added to the unforgotten bad character he had had when he was formerly at Greyfriars. All the circumstances played into the to move of the plotter—if indeed this was a plot against him—and he was sure that it was. The moneylenders son, waiting and watching for an opportunity, had found one at last; and Levison felt that he was in the toils. 
With intense anxiety he watched Trotter; all the more because he had noted, a soon as his box was opened, that the contents had been disturbed. Someone had been there, he knew that. He blamed himself now for not having kept the box locked; but he realised that a common lock would not have stopped a fellow who was cunning enough to lay such a scheme—a key would have been obtained. His heart was throbbing painfully; he could not wholly keep his anxiety from his face, accustomed as he was to self-command. 
But Trotter lifted his head at last and shook it. 
The box had been emptied; nothing had been found. 
Levison drew a deep, deep breath. 
But he was mystified. He knew that someone had been at his box; yet the stolen notes had not been found there. He was deeply perplexed. 
Mr. Quelch’s brow was troubled and thoughtful. Levison’s belongings were searched first, as a matter of course; but the Form master knew that a fellow who had his wits about him, as Ernest Levison assuredly had, would be much more likely to find some safer place for stolen property. The old school was full of nooks and crannies that would have answered the purpose. That thought was in the Remove master’s mind, and Levison easily read it there. 
Mr. Quelch seemed to become suddenly aware that the whole Remove were crowded outside the dormitory doorway.  Perhaps he had not hitherto been so unaware of it as the juniors supposed. His gimlet-eyes turned suddenly on the abashed juniors. 
“Wharton !” 
“Hem! Yes, sir.” 
“It is necessary for me to discover whether anyone went to my study between half-past four and the time I returned,” said Mr. Quelch. “Can you give me any information on that point?” 
“No, sir.” 
“Can any boy present?” asked Mr. Quelch. 
“Yes, sir,” said Skinner. 
The Removites stared at Skinner. No one had expected him to speak. Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on Skinner. 
“Come into the dormitory, Skinner.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
Skinner entered the dormitory. 
“You are aware that someone entered my study this afternoon?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“I am not referring to Levison. I am aware that he was there; he was there with my permission.” 
There was a murmur of surprise among the Removites. This was rather news to them: Certainly, Levison had said so himself, but he had not been believed. The statement had seemed incredible to the Removites. 
“I desire to know who may have entered my study after Levison left it, Skinner,” said Mr. Quelch. 
“I understand, sir !” 
“You saw someone enter the study?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Who was it?” 
“Bright, sir— the the new fellow !” said Skinner. 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

Something like a Surprise! 

“BRIGHT !”
Mr. Quelch repeated the name in astonishment. 
It was repeated among the Removites, too. Skinner had surprised 
the whole form. 
There was a lurking smile on Skinner’s face. He was enjoying the sensation he was causing in the Remove. 
“You saw Bright enter my study, Skinner?” asked Mr. Quelch, after a pause. 
“Yes, sir !”said Skinner calmly. 
“ When was this?” 
“Just before five o’clock, sir,” 
“You are quite sure of what you say, Skinner?” 
“Quite, sir.” 
“Is Bright present?” asked Mr. Quelch, with another glance at the crammed doorway and the passage beyond. 
Bright was not present, as the juniors soon ascertained, He was the only fellow in the Remove who was not there, by this time. 
Wharton, kindly find Bright at once and bring him here.” 
“Certainly, sir !”said Harry. 
He hurried away, half a dozen fellows going with him to look for Bright. 
Qucich waited grimly and quietly. Levison, his brain in a whirl, stared at Skinner. 
Skinner’s statement bore out the suspicion that had formed in his mind. He had felt, he had known, that Bright had a hand in this; but he had never dreamed that an eye-witness could or would come to his help. And Skinner was the last fellow from whom he would have expected help. But the words Skinner had spoken, as he met him on the way to Mr. Quelch’s study, came back to his mind now with a new meaning. 
It was some little time before the captain of the Remove and his companions returned with Bright. 
The Toad came unwillingly, but he had no choice about coming. His sallow face was almost sickly with uneasiness. 
“Here’s Bright, sir.  ” said Harry. 
Bright was pushed into the dormitory. He looked furtively at Levison, and then at Mr. Quelch. Of Skinner he took no heed. 
“Bright,” said Mr. Quelch, “I am informed that you entered my study during my absence this afternoon.” 
Bright’s knees knocked together. 
“I, sir “ he stammered. 
“You admit having done so?” 
“No, sir!  ” gasped Bright. “Oh, no, sir! I never went near your study, sir. Certainly not, sir !” 
“A junior has stated that he saw you enter my study just before five o’clock, Bright.” 
“Oh, sir “” gasped Bright. 
“ You deny it?” 
“Yes, sir “ almost whispered Bright. 
“Very well; we shall see. Where were you, Bright, just before five o’clock ?“ 
Bright licked his dry lips. 
“I—I forget, sir.” 
“You forget?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
“Ye-e-es, sir !“ 
“Very well. Bright. Take your time, and recall the circumstances. The matter is important, very important. It is necessary for you to state exactly where you were at five o’clock. Take your time.”
The wretched Bright was silent. 
“I—I think I was in my study, sir !” he stammered at last. 
“You think?” 
“I am sure, sir !“ 
“You are sure that you were in your study at five o’clock?” 
“ Yes, sir.’’ 
“Were you alone there?”
 Bright scarcely breathed.
 “Yes, sir.” 
“Study No.  11 is your study now, I think?” Evidently the Remove master was aware that the Toad had changed his quarters. 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Your study mates are Skinner, Snoop, and Stott, in that case. I conclude that you were not in the study at that time, Skinner?” 
“No, sir,” answered Skinner. 
“Snoop and Stott arc present, I think ?“ 
The two juniors named came forward. Both of them looked uneasy. They were on more or less friendly terms with the Toad, though certainly they did not like him. But they had no intention whatever of taking the risk of being false witnesses on his account. 
“Where were you two boys at five o’clock?” asked the Remove master. 
“In our study, sir.” answered Snoop. 
“We’d gone in for tea, sir,” said Stott. 
“Was Bright present?”
“No, sir.” 
Bright’s face was ghastly now. He trembled visibly as the Remove master’s penetrating eyes turned upon him again. 
“You have stated that you were in your study at five o’clock, Bright, and that you were alone there. Kindly explain yourself.” 
Bright licked his dry lips. 
“I—I forgot, sir—” 
“You forgot!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a terrifying voice. 
“I—I mean, I—I left the study just before these fellwws came in, sir. I didn’t notice the time exactly, sir.” 
“I warn you to be careful in your statements, Bright. You have stated that you were in your study at the tune in question, and your statement has proved to be false, at least inaccurate.  You state now that you left your study before five o’clock?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Where did you go?” 
“I—I—I went out into the quad, sir.” 
Mr. Quelch glanced at the crowd in the doorway again. The Renovites were breathless with excitement now. 
“Did any boy present see Bright in the quadrangle about five o’clock or soon afterwards?” 
“He was there before five, sir,” said Harry Wharton. “I remember he was present when some fellows were talking to Levison.  I think that was about a quarter to five.” 
“After that?” 
“He went back, to the House, sir,” said Ogilvy. “I saw him go in.” 
“Did anyone see him come out again?” 
There was no answer. 
“No one appears to have seen you in the quadrangle, Bright, at the time in question.” 
“l—J can’t help that, sir. I—I was there.” 
“Very well!  In what part of the quadrangle were you at that time?” 
“I—I took a walk under the elms, sir.” 
“How long did you remain under the elms?” 
“About—about half an hour, sir.” “That would be until nearly half-
past five?” 
“I—I suppose so, sir.”
“The rain stopped at half-past four.” said Mr. Quelch. “No doubt many of you boys were out of the House after that. Were any of you under the elms ?” 
“Yes, rather, sir.” said Bolsover major. “Some of us were punting a ball about, and it went under the trees a lot of tines.” 
“Did you see Bright there?” 
“No, sir; he wasn’t there.” 
“Certainly he wasn’t!  ” said Russell. “We were bound to see him if he was there.” 
There was a murmur of assent from the fellows who had becn punting the footer with Bolsover major. Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes upon Bright again, with an ominous gleam in them. 
“It appears that you have made another mistake, Bright. You were not walking under the elms at the time in question.” 
The wretched Toad was silent. He had lied, because he had no other resource; but he had not had time to concoct a convincing story. His lying had made matters worse, instead of better. 
“Skinner has stated that he saw you enter my study at that time,” said Mr. Quelch. “You have uttered a series of deliberate falsehoods, Bright, to account for your movements. It is established that you entered my study after Levison had left it, and you have denied it, falsely. I now require to know what you did in my study.” 
The wretched junior did not speak. He knew that the toils were closing in on him now. He gave Skinner a bitter, malevolent look, but he did not speak. 
“Trotter !” 
“Yessir!” 
“You will now search Master Bright’s box.
“Yessir!”  
A faint sneer appeared for a moment on Edgar Bright’s sallow face. But his expression changed as his box was opened. 
“Bless my soul !“ exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
Trotter picked up a bundle of currency notes that lay on the top of the other contents of the box. 
In silence he handed the bundle to Mr. Quelch. 
Bright’s eyes almost started from his head. 
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Mr. Quelch, in the midst of a breathless silence, examined the notes. 
“These are the currency notes that were taken from my study,” he said in a deep voice. “They have been found in your box, Bright. You entered my study secretly, you denied it falsely, and the stolen notes are found m your box. The matter is how definitely cleared up. Levison, I regret that I allowed, for one moment, a doubt of your honour to cross my mind.” 
“Thank you, sir !“ said Levison. 
“Bright: you will come with me to the Headmaster.” 
The Toad gave a howl of terror. 
“I—I never—” 
“ Silence !”
“I—I mean I—I never stole the notes, sir !” howled the wretched schemer. “I don’t know how they came in my box. I never put them there. I put them in Levison’s box “ 
“I-- I own up, sir,” panted Bright. “It—it was just a—a—a joke—” 
“A joke?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
“I mean a—a joke on Levison, sir. I put the notes in his box. He must have found them there and put them into mine.’’ 
“I have not been to the dormitory at all, sir,” said Levison quietly. 
“I believe you. Levison.” 
“Someone did it, sir,” wailed Bright. “I never did.  I’m not a thief! Everybody knows that I’ve got heaps of money. My father’s rich. I didn’t want the money. I never took it to steal it, sir !”  
“Am I to understand, Bright, that you took the money with the intention of fastening a false charge upon another boy i” 
“I—I meant to own up, sir, after— after Levison had been through it, sir,” groaned Bright. “It was to pay him out. It was really a practical joke, sir.” 
“You can scarcely expect me to believe that statement, Bright. I believe, however, that you did place the notes in Levison’s box, as you say, and your object can only have been a dastardly one. Someone else must have removed them from one box to the other.” 
Mr. Quelch’s eyes turned very keenly on Skinner. 
“I did it, sir,” said Skinner coolly. “I watched him planting the notes in Levison’s box, and after he was gone I nipped in and changed them over to his own. I wasn’t going to let them be found in Levison’s box, and I didn’t know what else to do with them.” 
“Bless my soul !”  said Mr. Quelch. 
“It was a joke, sir,” wailed the hapless Bright. I never meant to let Levison get into real trouble—” 
“S headmaster will judge of the truth of that statement, Bright, If he credits it he may punish you only with a flogging. I warn you, however, to expect to be expelled from Greyfriars. Follow me!  I shall take you to Dr. Locke at once.” 
The Toad cringed away after Mr. Quelch.  Ernest Levison drew a deep, deep breath, He realised how terribly narrow had been but his escape; he realised how much he owed to the fellow who had been his enemy, whom he had forgiven, and who had done one good turn for another. Skinner had saved him from a danger against which he could scarcely have guarded himself. What he had done for Skinner had unexpectedly brought it’s reward. Truly. he had cast his bread upon the waters, and it had returned after many days. 
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Levison Explains! 
“THANK you, Skinner !” 
But Ernest Levison spoke quietly, but there was an unusual feeling in his voice. 
Skinner grinned. 
“I told you that one good turn deserved another,” he remarked. “I owed you something.” 
“You’ve more than repaid it,” said Levison. “I shan’t forget this in a hurry.” 
“All serene, old bean,” said Skinner carelessly, and he lounged out of the dormitory with Snoop and Stott, who were regarding him with wonder.  All the Remove were surprised by the part Skinner had played in the affair; but his own chums were absolutely astonished. 
“I thought you were down on the fellow, Skinner!”  Sidney James Snoop remarked is they went downstairs. 
“So I was.” 
“You’ve saved him from the chopper.” 
“He saved me from a ragging.” 
“Gratitude’s rather a new stunt for you, isn’t it?” said Snoop, with a grin. 
“Perhaps it is,” said Skinner sourly. “But a fellow can do a decent thing once in a while, I suppose. I wasn’t going to let that cur get him sacked for nothing, after the good turn he did me, and you can sneer as much as you like, and be hanged to you!” 
“Yes; shut up, Snoopey l” said Stott. 
“Skinner’s acted jolly decently, and I’m glad of it, for one. I hope that rotter, Bright, will be booted out of the school
 “Pretty certain.” said Snoop. “I suppose it’s no good askin’ you to come to the study and finish that little game, Skinner, now you’re so good?” 
“Don’t be an ass!”  snapped Skinner.”
“I’m ready.” 
“Come on. then !“ grinned Snoop. 
There was a footstep on the staircase behind three, and Harry Wharton tapped Skinner on the shoulder. Skinner looked round. 
“Just a word, old beau !“ said the captain of the Remove cordially. “I think you acted like a brick.” 
“So glad to earn your good opinion!” 
“Thanks!” said Skinner. “That, of course, is more than a sufficient reward , if I wanted any.” 
Wharton coloured. 
“Praise from Your Magnificence is praise indeed,” went on Skinner. “Excuse me if I am a littlo overwhelmed.” 
“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Wharton , good-humouredly. “You’ve acted in a really decent way---” 
He paused. 
“For once !” said Skinner ironically.  “That’s what you were goin’ to say, isn’t it? Finish your sentence. Don’t mind me !”
 “Well, I wasn’t going to say it, but I move suppose I was thinking of it,” said Wharton frankly, “You’ve surprised us a little 
, you know. it seems that you were keeping an eye on that unspeakable rotter, the Toad. 
“I was—and a wide-open eye,” smiled Skinner. “I warned him that I’d dish here him it he played any tricks on Levison, and I kept my word. He can’t say I didn’t give him a plain warning. That little scene in the quad this atternoon, and what the fellows were sayinç put it into his head. Of course he’s been watching for a chance.” “But why?” said Wharton, puzzled. “What has the fellow got against Levison? He hardly knows him.” 
“I give that up,” said Skinner “I fancy there’s some family dispute among their people, and the Toad’s brought it  to the school with him. I knew he’s as bitter as death on Levison. But his teeth are drawn now, and if he’s not sacked he won’t try this game again.” 
“You don’t believe it was an idiotic practical joke, then, as he said?” 
Skinner laughed, “No fear! He wanted Levison bunked out of the school. He came jolly near to getting away with it, too “ 
“The awful rotter !“ said Harry. 
 “The limit,” agreed Skinner. But I  hope ho won’t be sacked.” “Eh? Why?” 
“So long as he’s here,” explained Skinner gravely, “I’m not the worst character in Greyfriars. What shall be if he goes?”
 Harry Wharton laughed. 
“I don’t think you’re quite so bad as you make yourself out to be.” he said.“You’ve acted jolly well in this instance, anyhow. Look here! We’re having a little spread. Will you come?” 
Skinner placed his hand on his heart knd bowed. 
“Your highness overwhelms me.” he answered. 
“Ass! Will you come?” 
“I fear that I must plead a previous engagement.” answered Skinner. “besides, I but should be uncomfortable in the midst of so much improving Society. and be hanged to you I” You come and feed with me instead.” 
Wharton hesitated but. 
“I can offer you a frugal but hospitable tea,” said Skinner, with great seriousness, “But to makc for the frugality of the spread, there will be smokes afterwards—” 
“Eh!” 
“Quite good smokes. I’m not mean in such matters, You can depend on the quality of the cigarettes.” 
“Ha. ha, ha !“ roared Snoop and Stott, greatly tickled by the expression on the face of the captain of the Remove. 
“Along with the smokes,” resumed Skinner “there will be an entertaining little game—nap or banker, as you prefer. Or, as there will be four of us, we can make it bridge. Shilling a hundred suit you?” 
“ “Thanks!” said Wharton. “I won’t come !”
“Oh, do!” .urged Skinner. “On a special occasion like this, with such a distinguished guest, I shall go a little out in the matter of refreshments. I may be able to spring a little whisky. What ?” 
“ Fathead !”
But Skinner & Co. went down the stairs, laughing. Evidently Harold Skinner, well as he had acted for once, was still 
Harold Skinner; the leopard had not  changed his spots, nor the Ethiopian his skin. 
Harry Wharton rejoined his friends, and Levison came down to the Remove passage in the midst of the Famous Five. The little trouble that had arisen between them was forgotten now. 
“We’ve got a spread in my study,” said Bob Cherry. “You’ll come along to No. 13, but the?” 
“I’ll be glad,” said Levison. “Look here, you fellows. I spoke rather hastily in the quad. I was sorry afterwards. I was going to say so before this happened.” 
“All serene,” said Wharton. “We all get a little ratty at times, I dare say.”
 “I was ratty,” confessed Levison. 
“The fellows saw me rooting about, as they considered it, in Mr. Quelch’s study, and perhaps it was natural that they didn’t believe that I had his permission to be there. They’ve all heard him say so now, though.” 
“Well, you can’t blame the fellows,” said Nugent. “You must admit that it looked rather queer.” 
“I know it did,” said Levison. “I’d explain like a shot, only it’s rather a private matter. But I suppose you know that, as Mr. Quelch gave me his permission for what I was doing there, I was not spying or prying, as the fellows thought..” 
“Of course!” said Harry. 
“All the same, I don’t see why you couldn’t have told the fellows what you were doing,” said Johnny Bull. 
“Where’s the sense in keeping silly secrets” 
“I know it looks like that,” said Levison; “but—” 
“Oh, all serene! I’m not curious,” said Johnny Bull. “I only mean that when a fellow gets secretive and mysterious, he’s jolly liable to be misunderstood.” 
“The liability is terrific, my esteemed Levison !” 
“I know”  said Levison uncomfortably. “But—well, look here!  There’s supposed to be a secret panel in the old oak in Mr. Quelch’s study, and Mr. Quelch gave me permission to look for it, 
“I fear that I must plead a previous and see if I could find it.” 
“My hat!  Is that all?” 
“Well, no, it isn’t all, but that’s what I was looking for in Mr. Quelch’s study,” said Levison. 
The juniors stared at Levison. 
“I wonder if that was what the Toad was after when he was rooting about in Quelch’s study ?“ said Johnny Bull. 
“Yes,” said Levison quietly; “I’ve no doubt about that. Look here, you fellows! I don’t want the matter talked all over the Remove; but there’s no harm in telling you—” 
“Don’t, if you’d rather not !“ said Wharton quickly. 
“I’d rather. You know that my great-uncle Mr. Thorpe, was once master of the Remove here. He left some valuable papers in some unknown place at Greyfriars. I’m trying to find them. It means a lot to me and to my people. Bright is after them, too, and if he should find them——” Levison shrugged hs shoulders. “Among the papers is Mr. Thorpe’s last will, which leaves his fortune to my father—the fortune that Mr. Bright claims under an earlier will. Now you know.” 
Bob Cherry gave a prolonged whistle. “I think I understand now,” said Wharton quietly. “If the Toad should find that wtill, it is not likely to be made known, and they will keep the money that rightfully belongs to your father.” 
“That is what I think,” 
“And that’s why be wants you shifted out of Greyfriars. I see now,” said Nugent. “Luckily, it turns out that he’s going to be shifted himself, and you will have a clear field. What an awful rotter !”
The juniors arrived at Study No. 13, harmony completely restored now. They sat down to the spread that had been interrupted, but it was destined to be interrupted again.  There was a patter of feet in the Remove passage, and the door of No. 13 was flung open, and Levison minor ran breathlessly in. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !“ boomed Bob Cherry. “Hasn’t your major taught you to knock at a door when you call on the Remove, young ‘un ?”
Levison minor did not heed. 
“ Ernie !” he panted. 
Levison gave him a quick, reassuring look. Hc understood at once that his minor had heard of what had happened, 
“It’s all serene, kid !“ he said. “Right as rain I” 
“Some — some fellows were saying that —that——” panted Frank.
“Never mind what they were saying. I tell you it’s all right, kid,” said Levison. “I don’t look as if I were in trouble, do I?” 
“I—I thought—I was afraid—” 
“The serenefulness is terrific, my esteemed and ridiculous young friend !”said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But now that you have introduced your honourable presence into the study, deign to honour us further by staying to tea, and thus filling to overflowing the cup of our beatitude.” 
“Do!” said Bob Cherry, with a chuckle. “You can’t refuse an invitation out in such esteemed and ludicrous English.”
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
And a chair was found for Levison minor. 

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

Up to Levison! 

“No Toad!” remarked Bob  Cherry, glancing round the Remove dormitory. 
“Gone I suppose,” said Wharton. 
“Nobody’s seen him go.” 
“Well, he’s not here,’? rezntçked Nugent, “and he must have been sacked.” 
Nothing had been seen of the Toad by the Removites since he had gone to the headmaster’s study with Mr. Quelch. That he would be expelled from Greyfriars for what he had done seemed certain to all the fellows, and no one had any sympathy to waste upon him— Levison least of all. The junior from St. Jim’s could feel compassion for a fellow, even a thoroughly bad fellow, who was down on his luck; but it was a great relief to have done with an unscrupulous and insidious enemy. 
“Where’s the Toad, Bunter?” called out Vernon-Smith. 
Billy Bunter blinked round. 
“Eh? How should I know ?” 
“Well, you know everything else that doesn’t concern you,” said the Bounder, “Isn’t there a keyhole to the Head’s study door now?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Oh, really, Smithy——” 
“He must be gone,” said Redwing. “The Head couldn’t let him stay after what he did.” 
“I’ll ask Wingate.” 
And when Wingate of the Sixth came in to see lights out for the Remove, the Bounder called to him. 
“Is Bright gone, Wingate?” 
“No” 
“Not gone?” exclaimed a dozen voices. 
Wingate shook his head. 
“Where is he, then?” asked Wharton. 
Locked up in the punishment-room,” answered the captain of Greyfriars. “He will stay there to-night.” 
“Sacked in the morning?” asked Peter Todd. 
“I don’t know; I think the Head hasn’t decided yet.” And Wingate of the Sixth turned out the light and left the dormitory. 
There was a good deal of discussion before the Remove went to sleep that night. It had seemed certain to the juniors that the Toad would be “bunked” from Greyfriars. 
“He’s a deep rotter.” said Peter Todd. He may have pulled the wool over the Beak’s eyes somehow. He ought to be sacked.” 
“The oughtfulness is terrific.” 
“If he hangs on, he won’t find it nice in the Remove,” growled Bolsover major. “He’s a dangerous rascal; that’s what I think of him. I shall keep clear of the rotter, for one !” 
“Yes, rather!”
 “He will be sent to coventry by the Form if he stays,” said Harry \Wharton. 
I don’t think any decent fellow will want to speak to him after what he’s done
“No fear !” 
The Toad’s bed was vacant in the Remove dormitory that night.  When the Remove turned out at the clang of the rising bell in the winter morning, most of them were thinking of the Toad and wondering what was to happen to him.  He was not seen in the quad that morning, and he was missing at the breakfast-table. Apparently he was breakfasting in the punishment-room. 
Before class, however, Billy Bunter rolled out into the quad with news. 
“I say, you fellows, the Toad ---“
“What about the Toad?” asked a dozen fellows at once, 
“Quelchy’s fetched him down. Taking him to the Head, I think.” 
And there was a rush of the juniors into the House. They were in time to see Bright following the Remove master to Dr. Locke’s study. 
“My hat! He looks pretty sick !” commented the Bounder. Utterly as they condemned this wretched schemer, whose scheming had recoiled upon himself, some of the juniors could not help pitying him us they saw him.  His face was white and sickly, and it was clear that he had slept little if at all. He glanced furtively at the Remove fellows, and a faint tinge of colour crept into his pallid cheek 
“Poor beast !“ said Bob Cherry. “He’s an awful rotter, he’ s going through if. Poor beast I” 
The Head’s door closed behind the Remove master and the Toad. A few minutes later Wingate was heard calling to Levison. 
“Here.” answered Levison. 
“You’re wanted in the Head’s study.”
“Very well.” 
Levison was not looking, or feeling, pleased as he went to Dr. Locke’s study. He had hoped to see no more of the Toad; and certainly he had hoped that the fellow would not remain at Greyfriars. But in spite of the wrong that had been done him, and the danger he had so narrowly escaped, he could not help compassionating the wretched fellow now.  He wanted to have done with him ; but he did not want to witness his humiliation or his punishment. 
He tapped at the Head’s door and entered. 
Bright stood before the Head, pale, wretched, his hands trembling. Mr. Quelch stood by the window with a face like iron. The Remove master had had some experience of the Toad, and had the lowest possible opinion of him; and had the decision been left to Mr. Quelch undoubtedly Edgar Bright would have been sent away from the school at once. But Dr. Locke had not yet reached a decision. 
“I have sent for you, Levison.”.said the Head, “ in connection with this boy Bright.” 
“ Yes, sir.” 
“Bright persists in stating that his action yesterday was nothing more than a foolish, indeed criminal, practical joke,” said Dr. Locke. “He repeats that he did not intend the matter to go further than that and that after Mr. Quelch’s property was discovered in your box, as he intended that it should be discovered, he would have admitted the facts,” 
The Head paused, and Levison did not speak. It was a lame story that Bright had told, but apparently it had had some effect on the Head. It was not for Levison to express an opinion. 
The Toad gave him a sidelong glance. It was clear that he gave up all hope now that Levison was present. His story might have been believed by the Head: but he knew, of course, that Levison could not believe it. 
Bright’s explanation is utterly improbable.” went on the Head. “The most foolish and thoughtless boy could scarcely have planned such a thing merely as a jest. But the alternative is to believe the boy guilty of an act of wickedness that I am very loath to believe.” 
Another pause. 
“His story is borne out plus, to a certain extent, by the apparent absence of any motive on his part to do you a serious injury,” the Head continued, “ He is a new boy at Greyfriars, and did not know you when you were here before. You have been back at the school only a few weeks. It seems impossible that you can have given him such deep offence in so short a time, as to cause him to lay a wicked scheme for your ruin. This causes mc to think that his story, impossible as it sounds, may be true, and that he may have been guilty only of a particularly stupid, practical joke, as he says.” 
Levison was silent. 
“If this boy bud any motive for seeking to cause you such an injury, Levison, the matter would be clearer,” said Dr. Locke. “That is why I have sent for you. Judging by appearances, it was Bright’s object to fasten a false charge upon you and cause you to be sent away from the school. But even a bad-hearted boy could scarcely think of such a dastardly thing without a very strong motive, and such a motive appears to be lacking. Any ordinary quarrel or dispute would not account for it. I desire to know whether you can enlighten me.” 
Levison breathed hard. 
The Toad stood white, and harrassed, with a hopeless face. Now that Levison was called upon to speak, he despaired. Levison had only to tell what he knew. He knew that the Toad had been seeking the lost will; that he had schemed to prevent Levison from seeking it; that his motive for the scheme he had laid was to clear Levison off the scene, and make it impossible for him to seek further for the missing document. Once the Head knew that, he would know all ; it was only the absence of a motive on the Toad’s part that perplexed him, and the motive would be supplied. 
Levison had only to speak. 
A few words and he wuld be rid of his rival, and of a dangerous enemy, and left to pursue his quest in peace and security. And the Toad waited, with a stony face, for him to speak. 
But Levison did not speak. 
Whether he ought to speak, he hardly knew. But he know that the misery in his enemy’s face went to his heart, and that he could not utter a word to plunge him further into depair. Back into Levison’s mind came a memory of a day when he had stood in that very study as a culprit, as the Toad was standing now.  Certainly, at his worst, he had never been like this fellow. But what might he not have become had he not pulled himself up in time? It was not for him to judge and to condemn. There was no feeling of revenge in his heart, scarcely a feeling but pity for the wretched fellow who was standing in the shadow of shame and fear. 
There was a long silence in the study. 
“You have nothing to tell me, Levison?” asked the Head at last. “I do not allude, of course, to any opinion you may have formed, but to the facts that may be within your knowledge.” 
The way of escape was opened for Levison by the headmaster’s words. He know the Toad’s motive well enough, yet he could not conscientiously have said that it was a fact within his knowledge. He chose his words carefully as he answered: 
“No, sir. I cannot say that I know of any such facts.” 
“Very well, Levison,” said the Head. “I am glad to hear your answer. I am very unwilling to believe any boy guilty of such wickedness. 1 am far from satisfied, Bright, but I feel compelled to give you the benefit of the doubt, such as it is.” 
The Toad seemed scarcely to breathe. 
His brain was in a whirl. Why had not his enemy spoken? It was impossible for the Head to understand. But he realised that he was spared, 
“I am very far from satisfied,” repeated the Head, with a stern look at Bright. “But I will not believe you guilty of such wickedness save upon the most- convincing evidence, and such evidence appears to be lacking. I shall leave you to your Form-master to deal with. Mr. Quelch, the matter is now in your hands.” 
“Very well, sir.” 
“You may go, Levison,” 

A few minutes later loud yells were heard proceeding from the Remove master’s study. The Head had decided; and the Toad was to remain at Greyfriars, But Mr. Quelch had his own view of the matter, and the Toad’s punishment being left in his hands, he dealt faithfully by him. 
“So you’re not sacked !” exclaimed Bolsover major in disgust, when Bright came in to the form-room after class. 
The Toad did not answer. 
He took his place sullenly with the Remove, the fellows nearest to him drawing away to give him plenty of room. Nobody wanted to be near the Toad. 
After lessons the Toad lounged on the house steps till Harry Wharton & Co. came in with Levison. 
“So you’re sending me to Coventry?” he asked, with a sneer. 
Wharton looked at him. 
“Yes. You may be able to stuff the Head, but every man in the Remove knows what you did and what you meant by it. If you’ve got any decency you’ll ask your people to take you away from Greyfriars.” 
“I’ll please myself about that.  Press”
“You’ll be in Coventry as long as you stay here,” said the captain of the Remove. 
And he walked into the house with his friends, leaving the outcast of the Remove scowling. 
THE END. 
