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THE FIRST CHAPTER

A Letter from St Jim’s!

“ONE for Bunter “ said Bob Cherry. 
It was morning break at Greyfriars, and some of the juniors had gathered round the letter-rack. Among the Remove fellows who came along was William George Bunter. 
Billy Bunter was expecting a postal-order! 
It was true that he had been expecting it for a very long while, and that it had never materialised. But hope, as the poet has remarked, springs eternal in the human breast. Bunter was still expecting it, 
The Owl of the Remove rolled up eagerly as Bob called out. 
“Hand it down, old chap.” he said. “It’s my postal-order at last. I think I told you fellows that I was expecting a postal-order.” 
“I think you did,” chuckled Bob. 
“Once or twice,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
“Still expecting that postal-order, Bunter?” said Levison of the Remove, with a laugh. “You were expecting it, I remember, when I was at Greyfriars before.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
Bob took the letter from the rack. 
‘The question is, to whom does that postal-order belong, if any ? ” he asked.
 “Me, of course !” roared Bunter, 
“Nearly every fellow in the Remove has cashed that postal-order in advance,” 
answered Bob. “Some fellows have cashed it two or three times.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Billy Bunter blinked at him wrathfully through his big spectacles. 
“Beast!  Gimme my letter !” 
“Catch !” 
Bob Cherry tossed the letter to Bunter, who, of course, did not catch it. It fluttered along the floor, and Skinner of the Remove, who was of a humorous turn, put his foot on it. 
It was out of sight when Bunter blinked round in search of it. 
“I say, you fellows, where’s that letter?” 
“Oh, where, and oh where can it be?” sang Skinner. 
William George Bunter blinked owlishly round the floor among the many feet. There was no sign of the letter. 
“I say, you fellows, who’s picked up that letter?” howled Bunter.  “That letter’s jolly valuable! There’s a postal-order in it—perhaps banknotes !” Very likely banknotes!  Have you got it, Levison ?” 
“No, ass!”
“Something blew along the passage,” said Skinner. 
“Oh, dear!” 
Bunter rushed along the passage in search of his letter. Johnny Bull gave a grunt. 
“Telling whoppers isn’t a joke, Skinner,” he said. 
‘ Who’s telling whoppers?” asked Skinner.. 
“You told Bunter that something blew along the passage.” 
“Something did.  Press”
“I didn’t see anything, anyhow.” “There are lots of things you don’t see, dear man. F’instance, you are the biggest ass at Greyfriars, and you don’t see it.  I’ll bet you two to one in doughnuts that something blew along the passage.” 
“Done!” said Johnny Bull at once. “Now, what was it?” 
“The wind !” answered Skinner. 
“Oh!” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Johnny Bull’s face was quite a study. “You owe me a doughnut.” yawned Skinner “There are lots and lots of things you don’t see, such as the wind— but I hope you see that.” 
Skinner removed his foot from the letter, and picked it up. Billy Bunter was at a distance, rooting eagerly along the passage. The junior watched him, grinning. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” bawled Bob Cherry. “Here is your letter, Bunter !” 
“Eh?  Where ?” 
“I’ve found it for you, old fat bean !” said Skinner, holding it up. “You ought to stand me something handsome out of the postal order, or the banknotes, or the stack of currency notes—though I really don’t see why any fellow at St. Jim’s should be sending you cash.” 
“Eh? Is that letter from St. Jim’s?” asked Bunter, rolling up breathlessly. 
“The postmark’s Rylcombe, anyway, and that’s the postmark on letters from St. Jim’s,” said Skinner. “Have you heen touching a St. Jim’s man for a loan by post ?” 
Bunter grabbed at the letter. 
There was disappointment in his fat face. 
From the postmark, the letter obviously was not from home; and it was addressed, moreover, in a scrawling. sprawling, round hand, evidently the hand of a schoolboy, and of a schoolboy who had never taken pains in class so far as calligraphy was concerned. 
Bunter gave a grunt. 
Once more his perpetual hope had been dashed: it was evident that this letter did not contain his celebrated postal-order. 
Levison glanced at him rather nervously. 
Since he had come back to his old school, Levisonhad had a good many letters from St. Jim’s his old friends there had not forgotten him. But it was certainly unusual for Bunter to receive letters from the school Levison had left. Bunter had been at St. Jim’s a good many times; Levison had seen him there when he was a St. Jim’s fellow. But he certainly had not been aware that Bunter had any friends at the school likely to correspond with him. 
Bunter jammed a fat thumb into the envelope, which was his way of opening a letter. 
“From my old pal D’Arcy, I expect !” he remarked. “Most likely he wants me to spend Christmas with him.” 
“No accounting for tastes, if he does,” remarked Skinner. “If that’s D’Arcy’s taste I don’t think much of the aristocratic style in handwriting.” 
“Might be Tom Merry !“ said Bunter. “I’m awfully pally with Tom Merry.” 
“Are you?” ejaculated Levison, in astonishment. 
Bunter blinked at him. 
“Yes. I dare say you noticed it, when you were at St. Jin’s.” 
“Can’t say I did !” answered Levison. “The only fellow I saw you friendly with was that fat bounder Trimble, of the Fourth.” 
“Yah !” 
Bunter drew out the letter from the envelope. It was a grubby letter, and there were smudges and blots on it. The Owl of the Remove blinked at it. Then he grinned. 
“Oh, my hat!” he exclaimed. 
“Any news from St. Jim’s ?“ asked Nugent. 
“He he he !”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Have they sent you along some jolly old joke?” asked Bob Cherry. 
“He, he, he!” 
Billy Bunter chuckled explosively. Evidently there was something in the letter from St. Jim’s that struck him as entertaining. 
He blinked at Levison. 
“You’d like to know what’s in this letter !” he chortled. 
“Not in the least !” answered Levison. 
“He, he, he ! I won’t give you away,” said Bunter. 
“What?” 
“Rely on me, old chap. I’m not saying anything.” 
“What on earth do you mean?” exclaimed Levison, staring at the fat junior. “Trimble has nothing to tell you about me, I suppose!”
“How do you know this letter’s from Trimble?  ” 
“Because I can see his smudgy fist from here !” answered Levison. “You’re welcome to read out to all the fellows anything that Trimble has said, for all I care.” 
“He, he, he !” 
“Look here, Bunter, what are you cackling about ?” demanded Harry Wharton gruffly. 
“He, he, he! That’s telling.” 
“If there’s anything in that letter about Levison, he’s told you that you can read it out if you like.” 
“He, he, he! I fancy he wouldn’t like it if I did !” chortled Bunter. 
“Read it out then, you fat fool !“ snapped Levison. 
“He, he, he!” 
Bunter put the letter in his pocket and rollcd away, still chuckling. The juniors stared after him in wonder, Levison with a red face. 
“What on earth can be in the letter to tickle the fat idiot like that?” asked Peter Todd. 
“Goodness knows ” 
“I suppose Levison knows?” grinned Snoop. 
“I know nothing about it,” said Levi son curtly. “and care just as much.” 
“Only Bunter’s rot !“ said Squiff. 
But a good many curious glances were bestowed on Ernest Levison, and he frowned and walked away with a flush in his cheeks. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

A Tip from Cardew! 

“ERNIE!” 
Frank Levison, of the Third . Form, came rather breathlessly after his major. Levison turned his head. 
“What?” 
“You’re wanted on the phone in the prefects’ room.” skid Frank. 
Levison stared at him. 
“Wingate told me to call you,” said the fag. “You’d better hurry up—he said you were to take the call. It’s from St. Jim’s.” 
“Oh, all right!” 
Levison hurried back into the House. 
No doubt he was pleased to hear from an old friend at St. Jim’s, and of course it must have been a friend who had rung him up. But he was feeling rather uneasy. It was not, of course, allowed for junior schoolboys to be rung up on the telephone, and it was a great concession for the captain of Greyfriars to allow him to take the call. Levison could guess that it was Ralph Reckness Cardew, of the St. Jam’s Fourth, who was on the phone. No other fellow was likely to have the cheek for it. Levison lost no time in getting prefects’ room; but his manner was hesitating as he presented himself there, and he was not surprised to find Wingate, of the Sixth, looking rather grim. 
“You’re asked for on the phone, Levison,” said the Greyfriars captain. “The kid, whoDver he is, says it’s very important; and as the call comes from your old school, you can take it. At the same time, you’d better give your friend the tip that Lower boys aren’t allowed the use of the telephone here.” 
“Yes, Wingate,” said Levison meekly. Wingate left the prefects’ room, and Levison picked up the receiver. 
“Hallo! Levison speaking.” 
“Is that you, Ernest, old bean?” came the well-known drawling tones of Ralph Reckness Cardew. “Jolly glad to hear your cheery old toot again. How are gettin’ on at Greyfriars?” 
“Fine!  I’ve told you so in half-a-dozen letters. You haven’t rung me up to ask me that.” 
“Oh, no! Are you goin’ to play for your jolly old new school in the match against us next week’” 
“I think so.” 
“The I shall play. for St. Jim’s, for the pleasure of seein’ you again, old pippin.”  
 
“I hope so, but——” 
“Oh, I’m goin’ to fix it! I shall talk to Tom Merry on the subject till he gives in for the sake of a quiet life. Also, I shall put in sone football practice.” 
“I think you’d better, if you want to play for St. Jim’s.” 
“Oh, quite! But that isn’t what I really rang you up for. There’s some thin’ else, old fellow.” 
“Better get to the point before we’re cut off.” 
“Good idea—you always had good ideas, old bean! I suppose you remember a sort of fat snail that you used to see crawling about the Form-room and the passages—a slinkin’, sneakin’, crawlin’ fat worm named Trimble?” 
Levison laughed. 
“Yes, I remember Baggy Trimble. You haven’t rung me up to tell me about Trimble, I suppose?” 
“I just have.” answered Cardew. 
“What on earth—” 
“Trimble’s written to Greyfriars.” 
“I know.” 
“Oh, you know? Do you know what he’s written?” 
“No. Does it matter ?”& 
“I think it does a little. Trimble’s on the war-path. He has suffered considerably from boot-leather, and it seems to have annoyed him. I needn’t waste time givin’ you the whole history, but he’s owned up about, having written a letter to a bounder named Bunter, and that bounder Bunter will get the letter this morning—got it, from what. you say. As soon as I knew, 1 tried to get you on the phone, to put you wise. I tried your Form master’s number—man named Squelch or somethin’—” 
“Mr. Quelch.” 
“That’s it—I knew it was somethin’ pleasin’ and euphonious like that. But he didn’t seem pleased—he bit me off sharp.” 
“I dare say he thought it a cheek.” 
“I dare say he did—I’ve noticed lots of times that when an I do anythin’, old josser’s seem to think it a check. Queer, ain’t it ?” 
“Will you have another three minutes?” came a feminine voice, apparently from the exchange. 
“Yes, thank you,” came Cardew’s reply. “Expense is no object in this 
case, madam, as I am usin’ somebody else’s telephone.” 
“Do comc lo the point, old man !” urged Levison. I’m almost due in the Form-room for third lesson.” 
“Same here; but I’m not worryin’. Well, look here, you remember that cad Trimble got hold of it that your people were—were--hard up, and all that; and that there was some difficulty about fees and things, and spread it over the House. Sorry to mention it, but it’s the point you were askin’ me to come to.” 
“Yes.” said Levison quietly. 
“Well, the little beast has shoved it all in a letter to a fellow he knows at Greyfriars—some other beast like himself, I suppose. Unless you can nobble that letter, it will be all over Greyfriars, just as it was all over St. Jin’s.” 
“Oh !”
“If you can suppress the letter, all right. Trimble won’t write again. 
He understands that it’s as much as his life is worth, if it’s worth anythin’. You don’t want to have it the talk of your new school, what ?” 
“Not” said Levison, between his set lips. 
“I thought not, so I’m burglin’ Mr. Railton’s telephone to give you the tip. When his telephone bill comes in, he will be slangin’ the 
exchange for chargin’ him with trunk calls he never had. My suggestion is to get hold of that letter before it spreads round your 
sehool. And— Oh, my ‘only Aunt Sempronia !” 
“What’s the 
matter?” 
“Nothin’ much.” came Cardow’s airy reply. “Only Mr. Railton is just 
conin’ into the study, and I’m nabbed. Think of me gettin’ six for 
your sake, old bean, and don’t say that I’m not a good pal, what?” 
Cardew rang off. 

Ernest Levison put up the receiver, with a troubled face. Cardew had taken some risk in borrowing his House- master’s telephone to ring him up and put him on his guard, and evidently the risk had materialisd. Lcvison left the prefects’ room with a knitted brow. 
He looked for Bunter. 
He knew now what the letter from St. Jim’s contained, and he was grateful to Cardew for having warned him. Cardew would have collared the Owl of the Remove, seized the letter, and burned it. But such high-handed methods were not in Levison’s line, 
The Removites were going to the Form-room now for third lesson. Levison joined the stream of juniors, and Billy Bunter, who was rolling in with the rest, gave him a grin that was full of meaning. Levison dropped into step beside the fat junior. 
“You’ve read that letter from Trimble, Bunter?  ” 
“He, he, he! Yes, rather. Awfully sorry for you, old chap!” grinned Bunter. “Must be horrid to be on the rocks, and expecting to go to the work-house. I’m really sympathetic!” 
“You fat idiot!” 
“Oh, really, Levison—” 
“Go and eat coke !” growled Levison, and he walked on and left Bunter. 
It had been in his mind, for the moment, to ask Bunter to destroy the letter, and say nothing about its contents. But that idea was gone now. He could not ask a favour of the Owl of the Remove. 
Bunter grinned. 
“All right, old chap !” he called out loudly. “ I’m not saying anything. I ain’t going to give you away.” 
A dozen Remove fellows looked round.  Levison, with burning cheeks, went into the Form-room. He had to make up his mind now that his personal affairs would soon be the talk of the Remove; and he knew there were a few fellows, at least, who would be as willling to throw the unpleasant word, charity, in his face as Baggy Trimble had been at St. Jim’s. But it could not be helped now; and Levison had to bear that, as he had borne many things.

THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

Bunter Means Business! 

HARRY WHARTON glanced curiously at Levison in class. A good many other Remove fellows looked at him also. Levison’s face was dark and thoughtful, and it was not difficult for the fellows to see that he was troubled. Obviously, it was the letter from St. Jim’s, received by Billy Bunter, that had clouded his usually cheery face that morning. His friends could not help wondering why it should be so. Levison, when he had been formerly at Greyfriars, had had to leave the school under a cloud. ]But he had pulled up; at St. Jim’s he had been a very different fellow, and Dr. Locke had gladly allowed him to come back to his old school. 
It seemed ‘very unlikely, therefore, that he had left behind him at St.  Jim’s any story that he might be unwilling to let Greyfriars hear of. All the Form knew that he was looking forward to the visit of the St. Jim’s football team the following week; which certainly did not indicate that he feared anything that St Jim’s fellows might say at Greyfriars. Yet he was evidently troubled by that letter which had arrived for Bunter from Baggy Trimble of the St. Jim’s Fourth. 
Almost all the Remove were on friendly terms with Levison—many of them fast friends. The Bounder had been rather against him to begin with, but had come round, and was now his friend. Even Skinner, who had been bitterly down on the returned Removite, had entirely ceased his enmity, and though he was not the kind of fellow of whom Levison could make a friend, he certainly wished the junior from St., Jim’s well. 
In all the Form, Levison had only one enemy—the new fellow, Bright; and Bright had been sent to Coventry by all the Remove. Even Bunter rather liked Levison, and certainly wished him no harm; but it was the nature of William George Bunter to use any power that might happen to be in his fat hands, and it was also his nature to tattle of anything that came to his knowledge. 
Without wishing to do Levison any real harm, it was certain that the Owl of the Remove would sooner or later spread Trimble’s story all over the Lower School. In class during third lesson Bunter was grinning like a fellow in possession of some great joke, so far his own secret.  Levison had only one enemy in the Form, and that enemy was barred by the Remove; but Edgar Bright’s shifty eyes were watching him now, and watching Bunter. The “Toad” seemed to be scenting an opportunity of wreaking his old grudge. 
After third lesson, as the Juniors went out, Bob Cherry clapped Levison on the shoulder. 
“Hello, hallo, hallo!  Anything up?” he asked. 
“Eh? No.” 
“You’re looking like that because you’re enjoying life, what?” asked Bob, with a grin. 
“Like what?” asked Levison, rather testily. 
“Down in the mouth.” 
“I wasn’t aware that I was looking down in the mouth.” 
“Well, take my word for it—you were, and are,” said Bob cheerily. “Come and help us punt a footer about —it will buck you up.” 
“I say, Levison.” Billy Bunter rolled up. You can sheer off, Bob Cherry; I want to speak to Levison.” 
“Fathead !“ said. Bob. 
“Come on. old chap,” said Bunter. 
Levison did not come on. Bunter’s manner was kind, and encouraging, and protecting; not at all the manner that Levison wanted from Bunter. He was not exactly the fellow to be patronised by the fat and fatuous Owl. 
“What do you want” he snapped. 
“Oh, really, Levison—” 
“Get out “ said Levison sharply. “If you’ve anything to say, say it, and leave me alone.” 
Bunter blinked at him wrathfully. This was not the talk he wanted from a fellow to whom he meant to be kind in a lofty and patronising way. 
“Look here, Levison, you’d jolly well bettor keep a civil tongue in your head,” he said warmly. 
“Oh, rats!  ” 
“Perhaps you’d like me to read Trimble’s letter out to all the fellows in the Rag?” sneered Bunter. 
“Read it out and be hanged !“ 
Bob Cherry was staring at the Owl of the Remove. 
“What’s all this?” he demanded. “What are you driving at, Bunter?” 
“That’s telling !“ said Bunter. “I’m not giving Levison away.” 
“You fat chump, there’s nothing to give away.” 
“That’s all you know,” grinned Bunter. 
Bob stared at him and then glanced at Levison’s clouded face. Then he walked away quietly. Evidently there was “something,” and Bob certainly did not want to butt into it, whatever it was. 
“Hold on; Levison !” said Bunter, as the junior from St. Jim’s was turning away. “Look here, you needn’t get your beck up. I’m not down on you. In fact, I’m sympathetic.” 
“Keep your sympathy, you fat fool !” said Levison savagely. 
“Oh, really, you know—” 
“And leave me alone!” 
Levison strode away, but the Owl of the Remove rolled after him. Bunter had something to say and it was important. 
“Look here, Levison—” 
“Shut up! ” 
“My postal-order didn’t come this morning, after all,” persisted Bunter. “I believe you know that I was expecting a postal-order.” 
Levison laughed impatiently. 
“Well, it didn’t come, and I got this letter from St. Jim’s,” said Bunter. “I never askcd Trimble to write to l; he’s not really one of my friends. A fat bounder, who butts in anywhere, you know and sticks to well-off fellows and makes out he’s friendly with them. That’s Trimble. Not my sort.” 
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Levison. “That’s not your sort?” 
“Not at all. The fellow’s an outsider,” said Bunter. “He freezes on to me because I’m wealthy and highly connected, that’s all.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Blessed if 1 sec anything to cackle at. But look here, to come to the point, I was disappointed about a postal-order this morning. I didn’t want this letter from Trimble, but I did want a postal- order; for it happens that I’m short of money at the present moment. You being my pkl, old chap, I think you might stand me the ten bob, and take the postal-ordpr when it comes.. What do you say?” 
“Rats !” 
“If you’re going to refuse—” 
“No ‘if’ about it.” 
“You’d better remember that one good turn deserves another, Levison. If you refuse to oblige me, you can’t expect me to keep your shady secrets; and, in feet, I hardly think that I can continue to know you.” said Bunter, shaking his head seriously. “I’m not a. snob, I hope, but a fellow in my position can hardly know a charity chap— Yaroooooh !” 
Bunter sat down in the passage so suddenly that he hardly knew how he had got there. Levison walked out into the quad, and left him sitting there, roaring. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

The Toad’s Chance! 

BRIGHT of the Remove came across the Form-room passage and gave Bunter a helping hand to rise.  All the other fellows had gone out into the winter sunshine, but the Toad had lingered near the Form-room, covertly watching Bunter and Levison. Now he came forward and helped the spluttering Owl of the Remove to his feet. 
“Yow-ow-ow-ow !” spluttered Bunter breathlessly. “Groogh! Cheeky cad! I’ll jolly well go after him and lick him! Ow!” 
“Hurt?” asked Bright sympathetically. 
“Ow! Yow! Of course I’m hurt, you silly idiot! Yow-ow-ow !” 
“Sorry, old fellow!” 
Billy Bunter set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose and blinked at the Toad. 
“Here, you sheer off!” he said. “You’re in Coventry! Don’t you speak to me, Toad.” 
“Is that the way of saying thank you ?” sneered Bright. 
“You sheer off!” repeated Bunter. 
“About that letter, Bunter?” 
“Mind your own business.” said Bunter. “Don’t I keep on telling you not to speak to me? You’re barred!” 
Bright set his thin lips hard. 
“You were asking Levison—” 
“Shut up, I tell you !” 
“About cashing a postal-order——” 
“Oh!” 
Bunter’s manner changed at once. The Toad was barred by the Remove for good reasons, and Bunter had entered cordially into barring him. But the Toad had plenty of money, and Bunter was of the opinion of that ancient Roman emperor who declared that the smell of all money was sweet. 
“Let’s go into the Form-room, old chap,” said Bunter cautiously. “Quelchy’s gone. It’s all right.” 
“We can talk here,” said Bright sourly. 
“Well, if the fellows saw me speaking to you there’d be trouble; that beast Bolsover would kick me. See?” Bunter linked his arm in the Toad’s and drew him into the Remove-room, vacant now. “Of course, I don’t tnind speaking to you sometimes, old chap. I dare say it was only a joke of yours, just as, you said, your trying to get Levison bunked from the school. Hem! I say, the postal-order was for ten bob.” 
“Let me see that letter.” 
“What letter?” 
“You know what letter—the one you had from a St. Jim’s man this morning.” 
Bunter hesitated. 
“That isn’t your business,” he said. “Keep to the point, old chap. My postal-order will be here this afternoon, or to-morrow morning at the latest.” 
“Will you show me that letter?” 
“No, I won’t!  ” 
“Just as you like,” said Bright. “You can clear off, then.” 
Bunter blinked at him. 
“Look here, there’s nothing to interest you in that letter.” he said. “You mind your own bizney, you know.” 
“You can clear off,” repeated Bright. But William George Bunter was not likely to clear off, so long as there was a chance of getting his celebrated postal-order cashed. 
“Of course, I’ve a right to show that letter to any fellow I like,” he said. “Levison can’t expect me to keep it dark, when he’s treated me so rottenly.” 
“Of course not.” agreed Bright. 
“Well, here it is.” 
The next moment Bright was reading the letter from St. Jim’s. It was written in a hand, and with a style of spelling worthy of William George Bunter himself. Blots and smudges were numerous, and the finger-prints would hare enabled any detective to track down the writer with ease. It ran: 

“Dear Bunter,—I dairsay you’ll be glad to heer some news about that fellow Levison, who was kicked out of Greyfriars long agow, and has come bak. He had to leave St. Jim’s because his peeple couldn’t pay his fees there. There was a lot of talk about it before he left, and some of the fellows say he left so suddenly because the head was going to servo a rit on his peeple for the feeze. I’ll bet ho hasn’t told them at Greyfriars that he’s been taken in there on charrity without being pade for, him and his young brother, too.  He treeted me very badly, and left oweing me munny. All the fellows hero kno that he’s at Greyfriars on charity. I thrashed him before he left, though I dairsay he will make out that he thrashed me. He’s a bad lott. 
“Yores sincerely, 
“B.  Trimble.” 

The Toad’s shifty eyes glinted over tho letter. He had narrowly escaped expulsion from Greyfriars, he had been sent to Coventry by his Form for his, dastardly attempt to fasten a false charge upon Ernest Levison and drive him from the school. Further scheming and plotting the Toad dared not attempt; he had been too thoroughly scared for that. But chance, and the malice of Baggy Trimble had delivered his enemy into his hands, so ‘it seemed to him now. 
He smiled, a very disagreeable smile. He had observed Levison very closely; he knew his proud and sensitive nature. Nothing had been said at Greyfriars of the terms upon which Ernest Levison had returned to his old school; the natural supposition was that he was there on the same terms as the rest of the fellows. And he was there on charity! 
The Toad’s eves glittered. 
He had striven to drive his rival from the school, to make it impossible for him to search further for the lost will which, if found, would save his father from ruin. His scheme had failed, and recoiled upon himself. Levison was safe now from his machinations. But would the fellow stay, on, to be taunted with charity? When all Greyfriars knew this story, would not the fellow be glad to go—leaving Bright a clear field to search for John Thorpe’s will? 
Levison was proud, he was sensitive, he was even a little touchy and suspicious, Bright thought. Fellows who disliked him would make the most of this; even his friends if they kept up their friendship, would have a tincture of patronage about him, or Levison would think that they had. His position would be an impossible one for any fellow who was not thick-skinned. And Levison certainly was not thick-skinned. 
“Mind, it’s a secret !” said Bunter uneasily, almost alarmed by the gloating malice in the Toad’s face. 
Bright laughed. 
“It won’t be a secret long when you know it.” he answered. 
“Of course, I’m not going to give the fellow away,” said Bunter. “He’s rather a beast, but it wouldn’t be cricket to give him away.” 
Bright laughed again. 
He did not suppose for a moment that the tattling Owl would, or could, keep the secret. But if Bunter kept it, that would be of little use now. Bright would see that it was made generally known. 
“I don’t see why see you should keep it dark, Bunter.” he said. “The fellow is really here under false pretences. A charity cad !” 
“Yes, it’s rather thick, come to think of it,” agreed Bunter. “Still, I shan’t say anything—if he’s civil.” 
“It wasn’t very civil, knocking you down in the passage.” 
“No, it wasn’t.” said Bunter, “Cheeky cad—and him here on charity all the time! Awful cheek!  But I say—about that ten bob—” 
“Here you are!” 
“Look here, Bright, I don’t mind speaking to you sometimes, you know,” said Bunter affably. “Of course, you’re an awful worm, and a rank outsider, and all that, and not fit for a decent fellow to touch with a barge-pole; but I’ll speak to you sometimes, when the other fellows ain’t about, of course.” No doubt William George Bunter was thinking of the cashing of his next postal-order. 
Bolsover major looked into the Form- room. 
“I thought so !” he roared. “You’re speaking to that cad who’s barred by the Form, you fat rotter.” 
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 “I’m not !” roared Bunter. “Not a word! Bright will bear me out I haven’t said a word to him, have I, Bright? I was only saying—” 
Bunter broke off and dodged among the desks. Bolsover’s boot was dangerously near. 
“Ow! Wow ! Keep off !“ roared Bunter, 
Crash! Bolsover major’s boot landed on Bunter, and Bunter landed in the Form-room passage. 
“Yow-ow-ow !” 
William George Bunter scrambled up and fled. His fleeing footsteps led him to the school shop, where he found consolation in refreshments, liquid and solid, to the precise value of a ten-shilling note. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Trouble In the Third! 
“HUSH !“ murmured Tubb of the Third. 
And the half dozen fags who had been talking in the Third Form room fell into sudden silence. 
Levison minor had just entered. 
Frank glanced at Tubb & Co., raising his eyebrows a little.  He had strolled cheerily into the Form-room, where most of the Third had gathered; prep with Mr. Wiggins being due shortly. He came in carelessly, whistling; but his cheery whistle ceased and he stared at the group of fags. A much less keen youngster than Frank Levison would have guessed that he had been under discussion, and that the fags bad ceased suddenly to speak, as he came in, for that reason. One or two of them coloured and looked very uncomfortable, and avoided meeting his glance. 
“What’s up!” asked Frank Levison in surprise. 
“Up?” repeated Tubb. 
“Yes; you were talking about me, weren’t you?” 
“Were we?” murmured Tubb. 
“Only sayin’ what a nice fellow you are, old bean,” said Paget of the Third blandly. Percival Spencer Paget, the little dandy of the Third, was never at a loss. 
“Oh, don’t be an ass !”said Levison minor, “You were chattering like a lot of parrots a minute ago; I heard you as I came up the passage.  You chucked it when I came in. What’s up?” 
The fags were silent. 
Frank flushed a little as he eyed them. They were all fellows he was on friendly terms with; Tubb, and Paget, and Bolsover minor,  and Wingate minor, and Smith minimus, But it was not pleasant to feel that they had been discussing him in a way that caused them to break off and look extremely uncomfortable when he appeared on the scene. 
“Well, what is it ?”demanded Frank. 
“Nothing.” said Wingate minor. 
“You were talking about nothing?”
 “ Yes—no---exactly.” 
“What about a game of leap-frog before old Wiggy comes in to bung prep at us?” asked Bolsover minor. 
“Good egg !” said all the fags at once. 
“Look here, what’s this game?” demanded Levison minor, colouring angrily. “Can’t you say to me what you’ve been saying about me?” 
“Oh, chuck it !” said Tubb. 
“My dear men,” drawled Paget. “Franky’s in the right—he ought to know. As his friends, we’d better tell him.” 
“Oh, it’s rotten !” said Tubb. “I don’t believe a word of it, for one.” 
“No fear!” said Jack Wingate. 
“Well, what is it?” exclaimed the fag from St. Jim’s. “Blessed if you’re not as mysterious as a lot of film merchants What is it?” 
“There’s a yarn goin’ about,” said Paget. “Somebody in the Third seems to have got it from a Remove man. It’s about you and your brother.” 
“Get it off your chest,” grunted Frank. “I’ll jolly well find that Remove man and punch his nose!  But tell me the yarn first.” 
“The yarn is that you and your brother left St. Jim’s because your pater owed your fees and couldn’t pay them, and that the Head let you come here for nothin’.” said Paget. 
Frank started violently. 
“Oh!” he ejaculated. 
“Mind, we don’t believe a word of it,” said George Tubb; “and I don’t if it’s true,” he added, reading the expression on Frank Levison’s face. “Nothing against a fellow if his people are hard up. 
“Nothin’ at all,” said Paget, with a slightly supercilious air. “In fact, it’s rather vulgar to be rich these days. Every outsider is rich now.” 
Frank Levison stood silent. He was utterly taken aback. He had almost forgotten the discomfort that had been caused to him and his brother, at St. Jim’s, by Baggy Trirnble’s prying and tattling. It was utterly dismaying to find the same experience awaiting him at Greyfriars. 
“It isn’t true, is it, young Levison?” asked Smith minimus. 
Frank did not answer. 
The fags exchanged glances. 
“Blessed if I know how it got about,” said Tubb uncomfortably. “The fellow who told about it must be an awful cad. You needn’t think we shall have it up against you, Levison mi.” 
“Certainly not,” said Paget. “In fact, I’d like to know how your pater wangled it, kid. My pater would be glad of the tip. He would be no end bucked if he found out a way of savin’ my fees here.” 
There was a laugh from the fags. 
But Frank Lavison did not laugh. His face was crimson and he seemed unable to speak. Bolter of the Third came into the Form-room. 
“Young Levison here?” he asked. “I say, Levison mi what’s this yarn about you being here on charity? Taiu’t true, is it? ”
“Shut up, Bolter!” grunted Tubb. 
“Eh? Only asking Levison mi a question,” said Bolter. “I’ve just had it from a Remove man. He said young Levison and his brother are here on charity—that was his word. I said it was a cram.” 
“You talk too much, old bean, said Paget. 
“Oh, rot!” answered Bolter. “I suppose the man can say whether it’s true or not. Is it true, Levison
 mi?” 
“Find out!” snapped Frank. 
Bolter stared at him.. 
I suppose that means it’s true,” he said. “You needn’t fly out at a man— I’m not chipping you about it, am I? I think you ought to have told us though.” he added, shaking bis head. 
“No bisney of yours, anyway.” 
“Perhaps not,” said Bolter, getting angry. ‘But I’m blessed if I knew before that Greyfriars was a charitable institution. We live and learn!  ” 
“That’s caddish, dear man.” drawled Paget. 
‘Is it?” retorted. Bolter. “Can’t the fellow be civil, then? ‘Tain’t my fault if he’s here on the nod, is it?” 
“I’m not here on the nod !” explained Frank fiercely. 
“If you’re here without your fees being paid, you’re here on the nod,” retorted Bolter. “Are your fees paid?” 
“Find out !” 
“That means that they’re not. A fellow who comes here for nothing is taking charity, and you can’t get round that !” 
Frank’s eyes blazed. 
“Do you think I’m a fellow to take charity, or my brother either, you rotter? You don’t know the circumstances, and I’m not going to tell you, but I’m as much entitled to be here as any man in the Third. You can ask the Head if you like.” 
“Yes, I’m likely to ask the Head—I don’t think !” chuckled Bolter. “You needn’t get your rag out; I’m going to speak to you just the same, whether you’re here on charity or not.” 
“You needn’t trouble to speak to rue. Keep to yourself, and be hanged to you” blazed out Frank. 
“Well, I will, then;” said Bolter wrathfully. “I think you might be civil, Levison mi, when you’re a charity chap.” 
Smack !
Oliver Bolter gave a roar and sat down on the floor of the Form-room. 
“Well hit !” drawled Paet. 
“Why, I—I—I’ll smash him 1” roared Bolter, scrambling up in great wrath and prancing up to Frank Levison with doubled fists. “Do that again, you charity cad!” 
[image: image4.jpg]+ Why, I'll smash him ! ** roared Bolter, prancing up o Frank

Levison with doubled fists. “Do that again, you cheeky

charity ¢ad 17 Fravk’s eyes gleamed aud his fats clenched.
(See Chapter 5.






Frank did it again, promptly, and rather to Bolter’s surprise. Oliver Bolter sat down again. 
The Form-room door opened, and Mr. Wiggins, the master of the Third, came in. He lanced severely at the fags. 
“What s this? What—what! Take your places at once !”
The Third Form took their places, Frank with burning cheeks and Bolter giving him inimical glances. 
Prep.was a painful ordeal to Levison minor that evening. 
Immediately it was over, when Mr. Wiggins left the Form-room, Frank Levison left it also. The story was all over the Third now, and for once he shrank from the society of his Form-fellows. His friends probably thought little of it, and most of the Third did not care a straw one way or the other; but there were two or three fellows who were grinning maliciously. Taunts from foes and synpathy from friends were equally distasteful to the sensitive fag. He left the Form-room; and as he went he heard a buzz of discussion break out, and he knew that he was the topic. His ears burned as he went, and it was with a troubled and clouded face that he made his way to the Remove passage. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

Loyal Chums! 

HARRY WHARTON laid down his pen. 
“You chaps finished?”
“Just!” said Nugent. 
Levison nodded. 
The three juniors had been at prep an. Study No. 1. Generally, there was an air of cheerfulness in that study when the three gathered there, even for prep. 
Now there was just a trace of constraint in the manner of Wharton and Nugent. Levison, who observed most things, had not failed to observe that. 
His face was dark, and his feelings were bitter. He had disdained to ask Bunter to keep dark the information he had received from Trimble of St. Jim’s. He had expected Bunter to tattle; but he had hardly expected the story to be spread through the Remove so soon. He did not know yet that Bright had nosed it out, and was busy spreading it. 
The Toad was in Coventry, and hardly a fellow in the Remove would speak to him, or answer him if he spoke. Nevertheless, it was easy enough for him to spread the tale. He had told Snoop and Skinner, in Study No. 11. Skinner had said nothing; but Snoop was not the fellow to say nothing about it. Bright had told fags in the Third and the Second; he had told fellows in the Upper Fourth and the Shell. Bunter, to do him justice, had not intended to spread the story.  But he had given an many mysterious hints and nods and winks; and he had shown Trimble’s letter to three or four fellows, in strict confidence, of course. Between Bunter’s fatuousness and Bright’s bitter enimosity, the story was not long in spreading up and down the Remove passage. 
That it had come to the ears of his study-mates Ernest Levison was well aware. 
The constraint in their manner told him that; and it told him more, in his present moody and touchy frame of mind, than there really was to be told, for he drew from it the conclusion that his friends were regretting that they had chummed up with a fellow who had come to the school “on the nod.” As a matter of fact, Wharton and Nugent were only feeling uncomfortable on Levison’s account, and trying to conceal the fact that they had heard anything. 
“Coming down to the Rag?” asked Wharton cheerily, with a rather forced geniality. 
“Hold on a minute.” said Levison quietly. 
He looked at his study-mates. 
“You’ve heard what Bunter’s got from that cad Trimble at St. Jim’s?’ he asked directly. 
“Yes.” answered Wharton, with equal directness. “It’s being talked of right and left. You’ve only to deny it, of course.” 
“I can’t very well deny what’s true.” 
“Oh!”
“I quite understand how the matter stands,” said Levison. “Perhaps I ought to have told you. But a fellow doesn’t usually discuss his personal affairs even with friends. Now you know, you’d rather that I kept my distance. Let it go at that. I understand.” 
Wharton looked him in the face . 
“Don’t be a silly ass, Levison!” he said unceremoniously. “If you’re out to take offence over nothing, you’ll be getting busy soon.  Nobody in this study cares a button about your personal affairs.” 
“Not a brass button !” said Nugent, with a smile. “Not even a bone button !“ 
“Oh!” said Levison. 
He coloured a little. 
“I—I thought—” 
“Well, chuck it,” said Wharton. “What the thump do you think it matters to us any arrangement your father may have made with the Head?  ”
“I’ve already been called a charity cad !”
“Not by any decent chap.” 
“Well, no,” said Levason, smiling. “I ask your pardon. I suppose I’m getting touchy. It’s not pleasant.” 
“That’s so,” said Harry. “But it’s nobody’s business but your own, and there’s hardly a man at Orcyfriars who will say a. word aboit it. or think a word. You needn’t mind .a few outsiders.” 
“And it makes no difference to you fellows?” 
“What rot! Of course not !“ 
“Why the dickens should it?” asked Nuent. “You don’t want to be too jolly sensitive in the Lower Fourth Levison, if you’ll take a tip from me.’ 
“I’d like to explain to you fellows, as you’re taking it so decently,” said Levison. “From what Trimble’s told Bunter, and Bunter’s spread up and down the Form, it would look as if my brother and I are here on charity. But that’s not really the case; we should not have come here on those terms.” 
“No harm if you did.” said Harry. Greyfriars was founded originally for poor scholars, like most old public schools—though things have changed a bit since that time, somehow or other.” 
“Still, it isn’t the ease,” said Levison. “I’d like you to know the facts. You know that my great-uncle.  Mr. Thorpe, was once master of the Remove here? He came into money when he was old; and by a will he made early in life, Esau Bright is his heir. That’s Bright’s father. They were great friends when they were young men—Bright a solicitor at Lanthan, and Thorpe a Form-master here. Bright went abroad for many years, and the will was unknown. When old Mr. Thorpe died at Worthing, my father inherited, as his nephew and next-of-kin. Mr. Bright recently came back from abroad—a rich man. I think he had been a moneylender in one of the Dominions, and had made his pile. But, rich as he was, he seems to have started as a moneylender in Lantham, and he has claimed John Thorpe’s twenty thousand pounds under the will, which he has produced and proved.” 
Levison paused a moment. 
“My father had been in America.  He came home and saw his uncle here, and found him in a bad state of health. Mr. Thorpe told him that he had made a will in his favour, and mentioned certain Legacies he was making to others— among them, five hundred pounds to Greyfriars School.” 
“Oh!” said Harry. 
“He was ill at Greyfriars some time before he was taken away to a nursing-home at Worthing,” went on Levison. “He was removed, I believe, in an ambulance. Many of his papers were not found after his death. He was known to have written a book on archesology, which was his hobby; but the manuscript was not found. And his last will was not found, either. That made no difference to my father, who inherited it as his only near relation; but the bequests he had intended to make were not, of course, legally provided for. My father, knowing his wishes, carried them out as soon as the money came to him. Among the other bequests he paid five hundred pounth into the school funds, because that had been his uncle’s intention.” 
“Oh!” said Nugent. 
“At that time he knew nothing of the will Mr. Thorpe had made, making his friend Bright his heir.  He never dreamed that such a document was in existence till Bright returned from abroad and made his claim. The will is genuine, and cannot be contested. My father is called upon to hand over the twenty thousand pounds he inherited. He firmly believes that there is a later will cancelling the earlier one. He believes that Thorpe left it in some secret place in this school. He was, in no state to think of such things when he was taken away ill. That will, if it is found will save my father from ruin; and I have already told you fellows that I hope to find it.” 
“I remember,” said Harry. 
“But, as the matter stands, my father has to make restitution of the twenty thousand pounds, and the legacies he paid out of it must come out of his own pocket. In the circumstances, the governors of Greyfriars have offered to take measures, if possible, to return him the five hundred pounds he paid under a misapprehension. He has refused that; but he has accepted, instead, the admission of his two sons to Greyfriars without the payment of the usual fees.” 
“I see,” said Wharton. 
“It is true that we had to leave St. Jim’s because my father could not pay for us there. But it is not true that we are at Greyfriars on charity. What my father paid into the school funds when he came into old Mr. Thorpe’s money would more than see us through. My father thinks, and the Head and Mr. Quelch think, and I think, that we are entitled to be here for that reason.” 
“Of course !“ said Harry. “Look here. Levison, you can have no objection to letting the fellows know all this!” 
“None at all,” said Levison quietly, “I did not want the matter talked about, but now it has became the talk of the Form, it’s better for the fellows to know the whole story. 1 was twitted with charity by some fellows at St. Jim’s, and it would have been true if I’d stayed on there. But it is not true here.” 
Wharton looked thoughtful. 
 “Is it quite certain, that old Mr. Thorpe made that new will?” he asked. 
“My father is convinced of it. His idea is that Mr. Thorpe must have heard something against his former friend Bright that caused him to cut him off. Perhaps he knew he was rich, perhaps he knew he was a money-lender, perhaps he knew that he was a scoundrel,” added Levison bitterly. 
“Is he a scoundrel?” 
“He has sent his son to Greyfriars to search for the lost will.  He knows it is here. What does he want with it?” asked Levison. “To make at public, and thus destroy his own claim to the fortune?” 
“Hardly.” 
“If Bright finds that will, it will be suppressed.” said Levison, “and my father will be ruined. If I find it, my father will be saved ! Bright has been searching for it ever since he came; you fellows yourselves caught him rooting about Mr. Quelch’s study, which was Mr. Thorpe’s study when he was a master here. He is after the will, and if he finds it it will go to his father, and will never be seen again!” 
“Why, it’s against the law to destroy a will !” exclaimed Nugent. “It means chokey if a man’s found out !”
Levison smiled bitterly. 
“I think a good many of Mr. Esau Bright’s proceedings would mean chokey, if they were found out,” he said. “He is a scoundrel—the man who would give his son such a task is a scoundrel !” 
“The fellow ought to be turned out of the school !“ exclaimed Wharton. “Ho would be, if the Head knew what he was here for !”
“He’s found nothing so far,” said Levison. “I‘ve found nothing, either. If the secret recess is in that old study, it’s too well hidden to be found. I’m thinking of trying the subterranean passage under the school-—that may lead to something. I don’t know. But—” 
“We’ll make up a party to explore it on a half-holiday,” said Harry. “It’s not safe for a fellow to go down into the vaults alone. A chap might get lost among all those passages, and never see the daylight again.” 
“Good egg!” said Nugent. 
The door of Study No. 1 opened, and the three juniors looked round. It was the thin, sallow face of the Toad that looked in. 
Wharton gave him a grim stare. 
“Get out!’ he snapped. 
“Hallo ! Found your voice?” sneered Bright. 
“Get out!” 
“Oh, I’ll get out fast enough!” jeered Bright “I’ve looked in for a word with Levison. I’m sent to Coventry—good! I’ve been turned out of this study—good! I should have got out of my own accord when I found out that one of the fellows here was a beggar, a sneaking charity cad, who ought to be sent to the workhouse instead of a public school I” 
Slam! 
The Toad slammed the door and went as Wharton made a fierce stride towards him. 
Levison breathed bard. 
“That’s what I’ve to stand now !” he muttered. 
“Nobody cares for that cad !” said Wharton.  “ If he opens his rascally mouth again, I’d advise you to plant your knuckles on it—hard! Look here, Levison, you’ve told me the terms you’re on lien, and, if you’ve no objection, I’ll tell the fellows in the Rag, and that will shut up that charity story. What do you say?” 
“Do!  ” said Levison.
 “Right-ho, then!”   
Wharton and Nugent left the study. Levison remained. He had explained enough to make his position clear—to set himself right with the Remove. But there was a bitter sting in Bright’s taunt, all the same. Levison knew that he was discussed all through the Form, and he did not care to go down to the Rag and face a host of curious eyes. 
He was not at Greyfriars on charity, but any ill-natured fellow could take that view if he liked; the position was at least a curious one. Levison threw himself into a chair with a dark and clouded brow. 
“I’ve got to find that will.” he muttered—” I’ve got to find it! ’ve’ got to save the pater and Doris and mother— I’ve got to do it!” he clenched his hands. “Only me between them all and poverty, and I’ve done nothing— nothing! I’ve got to find it!” 
There was a tap at the door, and Frank Levison came in. 
In an instant the black cloud passed from Ernest Levison’s brow, and there was a smile on his face as he nodded to his minor. 
“Hallo, kid! Got your books?” 
Frank shook his head. 
“It isn’t that. Ernie! F—I say I—  I’ve had rather a row in the Third!  The—the fellows know—” 
Levison winced. 
He had not thought of it, but he realised that the story must spread to the lower Forms, that the Third would all hear of it— that Frank had to face in the Third what he had to face in the Remove. 
“I don’t know how it got out,” said Frank miserably. “Ernie, it’s not true that we’re here on charity, but the fellows would never understand how it is. I—I say, it’s rotten! I—I wish we’d never come to Greyfriars, Ernie !” 
“We had to come—I had, at least?’ said Levison. “We’ve got a duty to do here, Franky; we’ve got to find that will, and save the people at home from being sold up. If we find it rough, we’ve got to stand it, for their sakes. It’s up to us to go ahead and keep a stiff upper lip !”
“I—I know! But---” 
“Brace up. kid: you’re not the fellow to give in !“ said Levison. “No good weakening when a trouble cones along.” 
Frank flushed. 
“I can stand it if you can. Ernie.” 
“We’ll stand it together,” said Levison. 
— 
ThE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Unpleasant! 
ERNEST LEVISON was the object of a good deal of interest in the Lower School the next day. 
Not only Remove fellows, but men in the Upper Fourth and the Shell, gave him curious glances when they came across him. 
He was quite aware of it, though his face was absolutely unconscious of anything of the kind. 
Certainly it was not pleasant. 
Harry Wharton had told the Remove fellows in the Rag what Levison had told him—with the exception, of course, of the citeunistance that Levison was seeking his great-uncle’s lost will at Greyfriars. That was not a matter to e allowed to become the talk of the school. 
Every fellow, who chose to see, could see that Levison and his brother had a real claim upon the school, and that there was no taint of charity in their being at Greyfriars without the payment of fees. But there were fellows who did not choose to see. 
Bright, of course, was one of them. Snoop was another. But they were the only fellows in the Remove who desired to make themselves unpleasant. 
But there were other fellows like Bolsover major and a few others, who assumed a rather patronising air towards the juniors from St. Jim’s; not meaning any harm thereby, but rather wishing to make it clear what generous fellows they were, 
Levison would have preferred open enmity to condescending kindness; and his manner to fellows, who were condescendingly kind could not be called grateful or comforting. 
Some of the fellows began to think that Levison was very touchy; some considered him ill-tempered and ungrateful. And condescending kindness, being ruthlessly snubbed, became much less kind—and, in fact, very unkind. Bolsover major was heard to remark that it was not for a charity chap to put on airs. Other fellows made similar remarks. Billy Bunter loudly complained of having his fat car pulled by a fellow whose fees were not even paid. Bob Cherry heard that complaint, and Bunter’s fat ear was promptly pulled by a fellow whose fees were certainly paid— though that did not seem to bring any great consolation to Bunter. 
Temple of the Fourth made it a point to speak to Levison in the quad, with an air of kind condescension that brought a glint into Levison’s eyes. The snub that Cecil Reginald Temple received in return made him quite crimson, and he did not waste any more kindness on Levison. After that Cecil Reginald Temple told all the Fourth that Greyfriars was comin’ to somethin’ when rank outsiders were let into the school on charity. 
It was not Levison’s way to betray his feelings in his looks; he did not wear his heart upon his sleeve for daws to peek at. His looks told nothing. But he was feeling deeply. 
Bright had calculated well. 
To a high spirited fellow the position was painful and likely to grow intolerable. 
But for his hope of finding the lost will, Levison would have been glad to leave Greyfriars now. 
He had been glad to come back to his old school, but there was a shadow on it now for him. 
It was natural, in the circumstances, that he should grow reserved, that his temper should become less uniformly good. 
Indeed, bt for his friend the Form, he might very probably have grown soured and bitter. The taunts of a fellow like Bright, the lofty airs of a duffer like Temple, the fat sneers of a fatuous ass like Bunter, were not worth his notice, and he knew it; yet they hurt. But with the Famous Five and Squiff and Brown and Toddy and Lord Mauleverer and Mark Linley, and his other level friends, he was still at has ease.  There was no condescension about those fellows; they were just as cheery and friendly as ever, and only by an extreme touchiness on his own part could he have found fault with them. And he was very careful not to be touchy. 
But the position was very unpleasant, and Levison longed almost passionately for success in the task ho had undertaken. 
But the hope with which he had started was fading away. 
From what his father knew, from what it was evident that Bright knew, it was clear to his mind that old Mr. Thorpe’s papers had been left in some secret recess. The old gentleman had dabbled in archeology ; he had explored every recess of the old buildings during his long years at Greyfriars, and it was known that he had written a book on the subject, which existed somewhere in manuscript. 
The ancient buildings of Greyfriars were full of secrets, and it was extremely likely that Mr. Thorpe, in his ramblings and rummagings, had become acquainted with them. The ancient, panelled walls of his study—now Mr. Quelch’s study—might have held the secret. Bright obviously thought so, and what he knew he had derived from his father, who had known John Thorpe intimately. Yet Levison, after the most exhaustive search, had failed to discover any opening or sliding panel in the Form master’s study. If there was a secret, it was well hidden. Yet that old Mr. Thorpe had left papers at the school was certain, from the fact that his archeological manuscripts had never been found. 
Whether the supposed will exsted or not, the manuscripts existed, and were hidden somewhere. Some secret recess in the ancient building had come to Mr. Thorpe’s knowledge by chance or search, and he had used it as a receptacle for his most valuable papers; and in his last illness when his faculties had been breaking down, it had passed from his mind. Levison was as certain of it as he could be of anything, yet he had failed to make any discovery. 
He had had plenty of time before him —but that was altered now. His position bad become almost intolerable in the school, and he was passionately eager to complete his task at Greyfriars. As his hope faded, his determination grew more keen. 
“Sort of charity match to-morrow, you fellows !“ sniggered Snoop. as he read down the football list posted in the Rag the day before the fixture with St. Jim’s. 
“How’s that?” asked Bob Cherry. 
“Levison’s playing !” 
“He, he, he!” came from Billy Bunter. 
“Oh shut up, Snoop!” said Skinner. 
“Yes, shut up, you worm, if you don’t want to have your head banged on the wall !” growled Bob 
“Rather a come-down for Greyfriars, playing a charity cad in the matches !” said Bright. 
Nobody answered Bright. 
In the seclusion of Study No. 11 Skinner & Co. were on speaking terms with the ostracised Toad; but outside the study they never spoke to him. The other fellows never spoke to him at all. 
“Disgrace for the school, I call it!” went on Bright. 
“Rather thick !” said Snoop. 
Bob Cherry made a sudden grasp at the two and grabbed them by their collars 
Bang! 
Two heads came together with a terrific collision. Two wild yells rang in union through the Rag.
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 “Let go, you rotter !” bowled Snoop. Bob Cherry swung them away after banging their heads, and Snoop staggered against the wall, and the Toad collapsed on the floor. 
“You’ve only got to keep on if you want some more !” said Bob, glaring at the two, 
“And the morefulness will be terrific.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
I say, you fellows, that’s all very well, you know !” said Billy Bunter. “But I can jolly well tell you that I draw the line at fellows who come here on charity, and won’t even cash a postal-order for a fellow.” 
Bang! 
“Yaroooh !” 
Bunter’s  head smote the wall of the Rag. 
“Have another?” asked Bob Cherry affably. 
“Whoooop !” 
“You’ve only got to ask, you know !” 
“Beast !”“ roared Bunter. 
He did not ask for any more. Levison came into the Rag. He knew that his name was in the football list, but he naturally wanted to see it there. Snoop, rubbing his head gave him a sneering look; Bright curled his lip. 
“Charity cad!” 
The colour flushed into Levison’s face. 
“You rotter !” roared Bob Cherry.  Do you want some more?’ 
“I suppose I can tell a beggar what I think of him, if I like,” jeered the Toad. 
Levison made a movement towards him, his eyes blazing. But he controlled himself, and turned quietly to Wharton’s notice on the wall. The captain of the Remove came into the Rag just then, and his eyes gleamed as he heard Bright’s words. 
“Put that cad across the table, you men.” he said. 
“What-ho!” 
Wharton picked the shovel out of the fender. 
The Toad, wriggling and resisting fiercely, was flung across the table face down, in the grip of half a docen pairs of hands. 
“Six!” said Bob, 
“And let the sixfulness be terrific, my esteemed chum.” 
Wharton nodded, and wielded the shovel. Six from the flat of a shovel was not quite so severe as six from a prefect’s ash plant. But Bright found that six quite severe enough. He roared at every swipe. 
“There, you outsider,” said tlao captain of the Remove. “That’s a tip or you ! Hold your caddish tongue after this !” 
Bright rolled off the tablc gasping. He limped out of the Rag crimson with fury. 
Levison, quietly reading down the football list gave no heed. But his ears were burning. Even the championship of his friends added to the intolerable discomfort of his position. He made no remark, and his friends made none. But his heart was heavy, and his face was clouded, as he left the Rag, and went out into the quad. And Bright’s eyes followed him with malicious satisfaction. The fellow was getting fed up — and he would go—that was the Toad’s reflection, and it comforted him for the well-deserved six be had received, 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

Torn Merry & Co. at Greyfriars 

LEVISON’S face was bright the following day. 
The St. Jim’s match was coming off that afternoon; which meant not only a good game of football — a great solace for many troubles in itself—but that he would see his old friends again. 
Levison was not the fellow to indulge in useless repining. He was the fellow to make the best of things without complaint. But he had felt his parting from his pals at St. Jim’s. He had good friends at Greyfriars—he was attached to them, he had a keen sense of their kindly comradeship—he liked to be with them. But his bosom pals were Sidney Clivo and Ralph Reckness Cardew, of the St. Jim’s Fourth; and no other friends could ever be quite the same. Clive, quiet and steady and easy-going: Cardew, whimsical and volatile, full of changing moods, were utterly unlike one another, and both unlike Ernest Levison. But that unlikeness never made any difference to their friendship. 
It had been a good thing for Levison, that he was able to get into Greyfriars when he had to leave St. Jim’s. He had an affection for the place, too; he liked the fellows. But his heart was always with his old chums at St. Jim’s—more than half his heart, at all events; and Harry Wharton & Co. had early perceived that fact. They liked him all the better for it; certainly they could not have respected a fe1low who could forget old friends easily. 
On that Wednesday, Levison gave no thought to Bright, no thought to his strange and difficult task as yet unperformed, no thought to the many troubles and shadows he had to face and bear. His face was bright, his eyes cheery, his heart light. Both Clive and Cardew were coming over with the Saints, he knew; Clive as a full-back in the team, and Cardew possibly in the team; at any rate, as a reserve. He looked forward keenly to seeing them. and he was keen, too, to see his other friends—Tom Merry, Talbot, D’Arcy, Blake, and the rest. 
It was a rather odd position for Levison, in the team that was to play, perhaps defeat, his old comrades. But he was keen to play. He was a Greyfriars man, for the present at least, and his business was to uphold the colours of the school that gave him shelter. But it was in Tom Merry’s team that he had learned to play the good game that was now to be played against Tom Merry & Co. 
Long before the Saints arrived, a crowd was gathering on Little Side at Greyfriars, 
Frank Lcvison was there early. 
Levison minor had not witnessed the Highcliffe match; and this was his first chance to see his brother play for Greyfriars. He was not likely to miss the chance. The Third were not much interested in Remove football, and Tubb and Paget, Bolxover minor and Jack Wingate, declined to roll up, as Frank urged them to do. 
“We ignore the Remove, dear man!” Paget told him, as he had told him before. “Who are the Remove ?“ 
“Oh, rot “ said Frank. 
“Nobodies,” said Bolsover minor, “except my brother.” 
“Bother your brother,” answered Paget politely. “Bother Levison mi’s brother, too. We take no notice of the Remove.” 
“We shall pass up into the Remove later on,” remarked Bolsov8r minor. 
“That will make a difference.” admitted Paget. “The Remove will then have some decent men in it. At present I can only say—what a crew!” 
And the little dandy of the Third shrugged his shoulders with great disagreenient.
“Rot !” said Frank cheerily. “I’m going to see any brother play footer, anyhow.” 
“Rather lackin’ in good form, dear man !” said Paget.. ‘ But have your way; watch him for all you’re worth.” 
“You fellows come too.” 
“Catch me!” grunted Tubb. “Blow the Remove and their matches. They don’t play us—they make out we can’t play Soccer.” 
“Cheek “ said Wingate minor. 
“Cheek is an outstandin’ characteristic of the Remove,” remarked Paget, “I disapprove of. the Remove in every possible way. Are you men comin’ out of gates this afternoon press?  ” 
The Third-Form “men” signified that they were. And so Frank Levison was the only “man ” in the Third who went down to Little Side for the match, finding himself almost lost there in a crowd of Remove men. But when the St. Jim’s men came, Frank’s face brightened wonderfully at the sight of two extremely juvenile followers of the team. 
“Wally !” he shouted. “Reggie !” 
D’Arcy minor, and Manners minor, of the St. Jim’s Third, rushed to greet him. The three juniors, once the closest of chums at St. Jim’s, fraternised with great glee. 
“You kids have come over with the team, then?” exclaimed Frank 
“Looks like it !” smiled Wally. 
“We came over to see you, old scout.” said Reggie Manners. “I stuck my major for the fare:” 
“Good man !”
“Glad to see your old pals, what?” asked D’Arcy minor. 
Frank’s face beamed. 
“What-ho !” 
“Scrubby lot here, I suppose?” asked Wally. 
“Oh, no: some jolly decent chaps in the Third,” said Frank. 
“Yon like Greyfriars?” inquired Reggie. 
“Oh, yes.” 
“No accounting for tastes.” 
“Greyfriars is all right,” said Frank, remembering that Greyfriars was his school now. “We’re going to beat your crowd at Soccer.” 
“Not in your lifetime,” said Reggie disdainfully. “We beat your lot in the home fixture, and were going to beat them away.” 
“Hollow “ said D’Arcy minor. 
The two fags might have been chief members of the St. Jim’s eleven by the way they talked. 
“Rot!” said Levison minor. 
“Your brother playing” asked Reggie sarcastically. 
“Yes, rather !” beamed Frank. 
“Then that makes it a cert.” 
“For Greyfriars?” 
“No; for St. Jim’s.” 
“Ha, ha, hal” roared Wally. 
“You’re the same cheeky little ass that you always were, Reggie,” said Levison minor. 
“And you’re still the same howling chump, old chap !” 
“Look here fathead—” 
“Well, you look here, dummy—” 
“Ain’t it just like old times, us three together, and you two ragging like a pair of bantams.” Chuckled Wally. “I wish we could take you back to St. Jim’s with us Franky.” 
“I wish I could—I mean, I’m all right at Greyfriars.  ” said Frank hastily, rather distressed between his affection for his old comrades and his allegiance to his new school, 
“Hallo, here they come,” said Wally, alluding to the footballers, who were turning out into the field. 
There’s Franky’s major,” remarked Reggie. “Looks the same ass as he used to look at St. Jim’s.” 
“Look here, Reggie—” 
“Shut up, Manners minor,” said Wally. “Can’t you be civil when you’re on a visit.” 
“My mistake !” grinned Reggie. “I won’t say a word about what 1 think of your major, Franky; and that will be awfully civil.” 
“Fathead !” said Frank, laughing. 
And he turned his attention to the game. Even the society of his old comrades in the St. Jim’s Third could not keep his eyes off his major in the ranks of the Greyfriars footballers. 

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

The St. Jim’s Match! 

ERNEST LEVISON, meanwhile, had greeted Clive and Cardew of the St. Jim’s Fourth.  Clive’s greeting was quiet and affectionate; Cardew was as whimsical as ever, but was obviously glad to see his old friend. And Levisori had the satisfaction of learning that both were in Tom Merry’s eleven. 
“No end of a struggle for me to get in,” Card8w eaplained. “But I put my beef into it, and Thomas had to see reason. So here I am to knock spots off you, Ernest, on the jolly old Soccer field.  Bit queer for you to be playin’ against us, what?” 
“Yes, a little.” agreed Levison. “I played for St Jim’s against Greyfriars in the last fixture.” 
“And beat, them,” said Clive, with a smile. “ Any luck?” he added, in a lower voice. 
Levison understood that he was alluding to the lost will 
He shook his head. 
“None, so far,” he answered. 
“Hard cheese, old bean,” said Cardew. “If you should find that giddy document, you’d be able to come back to St.  Jim’s
“1 suppose so,” assented Levison. 
“Unless you’ve grown too fond of Greyfriars to leave it?” added Cardew, with a rather curious look at his friend. 
Levison smiled. 
“I’m fond enough of Greyfriars, and there are some splendid fellows here.”  he said. “But—if things shaped that way, I’d like to find myself back in Study No. 9 in the old School House.” 
“Then you’re still a St. Jim’s man at heart?” 
“I suppose I am,” said Levison; “except in football,” he added, “I’m going all out to beat you.” 
“That’s right,” said Clive. 
“Ya-a-s, wathah,” chimed in Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the ornament of the St. Jim’s Fourth, strolling gracefully up. “Jolly glad to see you again, Levison, old bean. I’ve bwought my young bwothah ovah to see your minah, and young Weggie Mannahs has come with him. I daresay they are havin’ a wow by this time, somewhah.” 
Levison laughed. 
Every man in the St. Jim’s eleven came up to greet Levison. The Greyfriars men had an opportunity to see what St. Jim’s thought of him, if they had not already known it. It was odd enough to see Levison in the blue-and-white of Greyfrias, instead of the red-and-white of St. Jim’s. To the minds of Tom Merry & Co., he was still Levison of the Fourth—a School House man of St. Jim’s, 
Levison lined up with the Greyfriars men. His old friends were- facing him now, prepared to see him play for Greyfriars as he had played for St. Jim’s. And they soon discerned that Levison had lost none of his old form. 
“There he goes!” chuckled Frank Levison. 
“There who goes” asked Manners minor. 
“My brother, of course,” said Frank indignantly. 
“Oh! Forgot you had a brother here,” said Reggie negligently. 
“Ass !” 
“Fathead  !”
Really it was, as Wally of the Third had said, like old times at St. Jim’s again! 
The game was hard and fast, and the goals slow in coming. The Greyfriars attack swept down on goal many times, but Fatty Wynn of St. Jim’s was there, and David Llewallyn Wynn wasn’t easy to beat. Ralph Reckness  Cardew grinned breathlessly as he sprawled on the ground, left there by Ernest Levison as he came down the field. He sat up rather dizzily, and grinned again as he saw a St. Jim’s back shoulder Levison off the ball—with a powerful heave that sent Levison staggering a couple of yards before he reeled over. Clive cleared with a kick to mid-field, and Cardew scrambled up and joined in again. Levison was limping a little from the fall his old chum had given him, but he was soon active again, and it was he that robbed Cardew of the ball, and centered to Wharton. who drove it into the visitors’ net, beating Fatty Wynn at last. 
“Goal !“ roared the Greyfriars crowd. 
“Goal!” yelled Frank Levison, waving his cap. “You men see that?” 
“Wharton’s goal?” asked Reggie. “My brother gave him that pass— didn’t you see him?” 
“I was eating toffee.” 
“Fathead !” 
“Same to you !” 
“Your major ain’t bad, Franky,” said D’Arcy minor. “He seems rather fond of lying down when he’s playing football, but—” 
“Lot you know about football  !” 
“More than a Greyfriars ass, anyhow,” said Wally warmly. 
“My dear man, we know more about football here than you’ll over learn in three terms at St. Jim’s.” 
 “Is that a sample?” asked Wally sarcastically, as Levison was sent sprawling by Blake of St. Jim’s. “There he is lying down again. He ought to have brought a cushion to fall on.” 
“He thinks he’s playing skittles, and that he’s a skittle,” said Reggie. “He forgot all about Soccer when he left St. Jim’s. 
“There goes my major,” said Wally_ “Good old Gus! Go it! Give ‘em jip, old Gus!” 
But Squiff, in goal, sent out the ball that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sent in. It whizzed out; Levison captured it and took it away. The Remove forwards went down the field in great style, with quick, short, passing, and they seemed to go through the defence like a knife through cheese. Once more Fatty Wynn was defeated in goal; and this time it was from Ernest Lcvison’s foot that the leather came. 
“What price that?” grinned Frank. 
“Goal ! Goal  !” 
“Not bad “ said Wally. 
“Fairish !“ said Reggie. 
“We’re two up, and there goes the whistle.” grinned Levison minor. 
At the interval, Greyfriars were two to the good. But the merry men from St. Jim’s were not beaten yet. In the second half, the ball went in twice in succession, first from Tom Merry, second from Cardew. The score was level again, with nearly half an hour still togo. From that time the game was harder and faster than ever, both sides fighting hard for victory, but in spite of efforts, goals did not materialise.
“It’s going to be a draw !“ Wally of the Third remarked. 
“Five minutes more,” yawned Reggie. ‘Anybody’s game.” 
“St. Jim’s game,” said D’Arcy minor. 
“Look at Cardew! I say, that slacker seems to have woke up.” 
“Look at my major!” chuckled Frank, as Ernest Levison neatly hooked the ball away from Cardew and ran it up the field. 
“There goes Clive—” 
Sidney Clive was on his back, and Levison was shooting for goal. Fatty Wynn’s plump fist drove out the leather —but it met a ready head, and was headed back into the net before the plump custodian knew that it was coming. 
“Goal!” 
‘Good old Levison !” 
“Greyfriars wins! Hurrah!” 
“What price that?” roared Levison minor ecstatically. 
“Not half bad !” admitted Wally. 
“Fairish!” grinned Reggie. 
“Goal! Goal! Goal!” yelled Levison minor. 
“Bravo, Levison !” 
Tom Merry gave Levison a rather rueful grin when the men came off the field. 
“You brought your shooting-boots with you ‘from St. Jim’s, old scout !“ he said. 
“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “We seem to have been beaten this time, somehow. I vewy neahly scored thwee times. which would have made all the diffewence; but it did not seem to come off.’ 
“What a lot of your goals never come off, Gussy !“ remarked Blake. “Hundreds—in fact, millions!’ 
“Weally, Blake---” 
“We were putting a rod in pickle for our own back when we taught Levison to play Soccer!” grinned Monty Lowther. 
“Yaas, wathah !” 
“I had some vague idea of the game when I came to St. Jim’s, you know !” said Levison, laughing. 
“Well, we’ll mop you up next time,” said Blake. “Perhaps Gussy will bring off his goals next time, instead of very nearly.’ 
“The perhapfulness is terrific !” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
But he did not allow the swell of St. Jim’s to hear that remark. 
Tom Merry & Co. had been beaten, but they took their beating very cheerfully. It. was a consolation, as Gussy remarked, that the winning goal had been captured by a St. Jim’s man, though he happened to be playing against St. Jim at the time. When the time came to say good-bye, Clive and Càrdew lingered for a few last words with their old chum. 
“You‘ve got to find that jolly old will, and come back to St. Jim’s !“ Cardew told Levison. 
“I wish you could, old man !“ said Clive wistfully. ‘I’d like to see you bagging goals for St. Jim’s next tine.” 
“By the way, did that letter from Trimble cause you any trouble, after all, old bean ?“ asked Cardew. 
“Oh, nothing to speak of.” 
Cardew gave him a keen look. 
“Trimble was sorry he wrote,” he remarked. 
Levison laughed. He could guess that Cardew had been the cause of Baggy Trimble’ssorrow. 
“The dear boy isn’t far away,tadded Cardew. “He wanted to come over and see the match.” 
“Trimble did?” exclaimed Levison, in surprise.
“Yes—keen on it.” 
“I should never have thought Trimble was keen on football.” 
“Well, as a matter of fact, I think he had ulterior motives ” smiled Cardew. “Anyway I persuaded him not to come on to Greyfriars.” 
“You persuaded him?” 
“Yes,--- emphatically. I fancy he wanted to talk too much—that’s rather a fault of Trimble’s, you know.” 
‘Thanks, old chap !“ said Levison quietly. 
“I’ll give him another kick for you,” said Cardew; “but I want you to come back to St Jim’s, old bean, and kick him yourself.” 
Levison smiled. 
“You never know !“ he said. 
“We’re walking to the station,” said C?ardew. “Feelin’ too tired after your great exertions to trot along?” 
“No fear!” 
“You’ll have the pleasure  of seein’ Trimble, too.” 
“Bother Trimble P’ 
And Levison went with his old friends. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

The Eavesdropper! 

“WHAT about Wednesday?” 
Bob Cherry asked that question a few days later. 
“Well, what about it ?” inquired Nugent. 
“Wednesday’s a half-hoIiday,” said Bob, “and there’s no game on. What about making up an exploring party, to help Levison do the vaults?” 
“Good, if Levison would like our help.” 
“The helpfulness would be offered with terrific willingness!” remarked the nabob of Bhanipur.
The Famous Five and Levison were at tea in Study No. 2. on Tuesday. Bob’s suggestion was approved at onces by his comrades, and they looked at Ernest Levison for confirmation. 
Levison nodded. 
“I’ll be jolly glad,” he said. Bull it will be taking up your half-holiday.” 
“That’s all right---we’d like to root round the old vaults,” said Johnny Bull. “It. will be rather a lark.” 
“Only the vaults are out of bounds,” said Nugent. “They’re kept locked up, and Quelchy keeps the key.” 
“.Mr. Quelch has given me permission to search in the vaults,” said Levison, “but he will not allow me to go alone. There’s a certain amount of danger of getting lost in that old labyrinth of passages—though I don’t think I should be likely to get lost. But if you fellows will come that will make it all right.” 
“Done, then “ said Harry Wharton. 
“But I don’t quite see what you expect to find in the vaults, old chap !” remarked Johnny Bull. “Surely old Mr. Thorpe couldn’t have kept his giddy papers in a subterranean nook or cranny.” 
“Not likely !” said Levison. “But I think it’s possible that I may find out something, all the same. I’ve been in the vaults before, when I used to be at Greyfriars, and I remember the place was a regular labyrinth. Greyfriars was built at a time when secret passages were put into a building as a matter of course, just as they put in gas-pipes or electric light now. A man’s life sometimes depended in those jolly old days on having some nook that he could disappear into. If any secret passage or stair exists from Quelchy’s study, it’s quite likely that it leads to somewhere in the vaults. I can find nothing to trace it above ground—but I may hit on something from the other end.” 
“It’s possible,” assented Wharton. 
“You’ll have a clear field, anyhow, as the Toad can’t go into the vaults,” said Bob. “As they’re locked up and out of bounds, he hasn’t given them a look in yet. I fancy he would be scared of going; too, even if he had a chance.” 
“Then we’ll fix it for to-morrow afternoon !” said Levison. 
“That’s settled.” 
“I’ll ask Mr. Quelch for the key tomorrow, then !” 
Crash! 
The door of Study No. 1 burst open so suddenly that the six juniors jumped. 
The crash of the door was followed by another crash, as a junior came headlong into the study. 
It was Bright, of the Remove. He sprawled on the floor with a loud yell. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
“What the thump—” 
Tom Redwing looked in at the doorway. 
“Did I startle you !” he asked. 
“Just a little !“ answered Wharton. “What—” 
“I hope you weren’t discussing anything private. That rotter had his ear to the keyhole when I came upstairs,” explained Redwing, “so I thought I’d pitch him in.” 
“Thanks !” said Harry. 
Redwing nodded, and went up the passage. The Famous Five gathered round the Toad with grim looks. 
“Eavesdropping again, you rat !” said the captain of the Remove. 
Bright sat up, gasping. 
“I—I was just coming into the study !” he panted. 
“Don’t tell lies!” said Wharton scornfully. “Redwing caught you listening, as we’ve caught you before.” 
“I—I tell you. I—I was coming—” 
“Well, what were you coming for? You know you’re not wanted here,’ 
Bright snarled. 
“I was coming to ask Levison what it feels like to be a charity kid !” he sneered, 
“That’s enough !“ said Harry. “Kick the cad out, you fellows, and kIck him hard.” 
“All together !“ said Bob. 
Bright yelled and sdramblcd for the door. Six boots were planted on him as he went, and he fairly flew through the doorway, and landed, crashing, In the Remove passage. 
“Dribble him home !” suggested Bob. 
“Good egg!” 
The Toad did not wait to be dribbled home. He scrambled up and fled along the passage, and the door of Study No.  11 slammed behind him, and the key turned in the lock. 
Harry Wharton & Co. resumed their tea, and the discussion of the exploration it exploded planned for the morrow. ‘That Bright was aware of their plans for the half-holiday, they knew. But his knowledge seemed to them to matter little, if at all. None of the chums of the Remove dreamed, just then, of what was to be th8 strange outcome of that exploration of the ancient recesses beneath the school, or of the part the Toad was to play. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Under Greyfrlars ! 

MR. QUELCH looked up rather irritably as a tap came at his study door on the following afternoon. That afternoon was a half-holiday, not only for the Greyfriars fellows but for the Greyfriars staff. Mr. Quelch had handed to Ernest Levison the key of the vaults, with many injunctions to take care and not to take risks and then had retired to an armchair by his window, with a scholastic volume to keep him company. He did not want to be iriterrupte4 again but the tap at the door interrupted him.
“Come in !” rapped out the Remove master, laying down his volume. 
It was Bright who entered the study. Mr. Quelch gave him a glance of disfavour. There were several fellows in the Remove who were no credit to their Form or to their school; but of all the Remove Mr. Quelch liked the Toad least. 
“Well ?” he snapped. 
“If you please, sir—” 
“Come to the point !” 
“Some of the fellows have told me that they’re going to explore the school vaults this afternoon, sir, with your permission.” 
“That is correct.” 
“Being new here, sir, I’ve never seen the vaults,” said Bright “As a party are going I thought you might give me leave to join them, sir, just to have a look at the place.” 
Mr. Quelch paused. It was a reasonable request, especially as Bright might have joined the party without asking leave. 
“Very well, Bright,” said the Form master. “You may ask Wharton to allow you to join the party.” 
“Thank you, sir !” 
And  Mr. Qucich returned to his volume, and forgot the incident and Bright’s existence as the door closed behind the Toad. 
In the passage Bright grinned. 
Without the Form master’s leave he could not have joined the exploring party, for the simple reason that they would have kicked him out. Armed with Mr. Quelch’s permission, however, he felt safe from such drastic measures. 
He hurried away. He had been watching the chums of the Remove since dinner, and knew that they were starting. The great door of the vaults was at the end of a gloomy, arched corridor, and Bright found the juniors there, Levison already fitting the great key into the lock of the oaken, iron- bound door, 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the Toad !” said Bob Cherry. 
“You can clear off, Bright,” said Harry Wharton, frowning. 
“I’m going into the vaults,” answered Bright. 
“You’re jolly well not !” 
“I’ve asked Mr. Quelch, and he has given me leave to go down at the same time that you fellows do. You can ask him if you don’t believe me!” sneered Bright. 
Levison compressed his ups. 
He knew what the Toad wanted—to keep the explorers under his eye and ascertain whether the junior from St. Jim’s made any discovery. Certainly he had not told Quelch that, but that was his object. 
“Look here, that rat’s not coming “ said Johnny Bull. 
“Do you think we don’t know what you’re after, Bright?” exclaimed Nugent. “You can keep your distance.” 
“I’ve got leave, and I’m going down when you open that door !” answered Bright doggedly. 
“Kick him out :“ said Bob. 
“Yes, rather !” 
“The kickfnlness is the proper caper.” 
“Hold on, you fellows,” said Levison quietly. “If that fellow’s got leave from Mr. Quetch we can’t very well stop him.” 
“Mr. Quelch wouldn’t give him leave if he knew what the cad was after !” growled Johnny Bull. 
“You can think what you like !” sneered Bright. “But you can’t prove that—” 
“Oh, shut up !“ 
“Let him do as he likes,” said Levison. 
“All right, if you say so,” said the captain of the Remove. 
And no further heed was taken of the Toad. 
Levison unlockcd the great door and it swung open. Dim and dark and forbidding, a stone staircase loomed faintly in the gloom. Harry Wharton lighted a bicycle lantern, and Levison flashed on the light of an electric torch. 
In his old days at Greyfriars Levison had explored the vaults more than once, although they were out of bounds. So had the Famous Five, as a matter of fact. But the eerie old place was new to Bright, and he shivered a little as he looked at the dim, dreary depths. 
But his mind was made up. The dismal vaults were no more dismal for him than for the other fellows followed the chums of the Remove into the opening. 
 Levison closed the door and jammed the key into the inner side of the lock. Then he led the way down the stone staircase. 
The Famous Five followed him, and Bright followed on in the rear. 
They did not heed him with a word or a look, but Bright was accustomed to Coventry by this time.  He had not expected the schoolboy explorers to welcome him. 
The staircase led into the deep vaults, endless arches opening one after another, wrapped in darkness, save where the lights of the explorers glimmered. Each of the juniors had brought a lantern or a torch, with the exception of Bright. He intended to keep close to Levison wherever the latter went.
 In ancient days Greyfriars had covered a much larger of ground and the vaults had extended under all the ancient buildings. They were, therefore very much more extensive than the school itself. Vaults opened from vaults, almost to infinitude, so far as the juniors could see. In one direction, they knew, was the subterranean passage leading to the old priory in Friardale Wood, through which they had passed more than once. But in many directions the ancient recesses had never been explored. No plan of them was known to be in existence, and any fellow going alone into the dim recesses ran a very real risk of getting lost. Stone passages, reeking with damp, stone stairs, leading apparently no- where, were to be found in a score of places. Here and there earth hal fallen in and choked up vaults and passages. 
“It won’t be a pleasant afternoon for you fellows,” Levison remarked, rather hesitatingly. 
“That’s all right,” said Bob Cherry. “Lead on, Macduff !” 
The juniors proceeded along the vaults. 
Bright followed them. 
Levison had formed a theory that one of the old staircases in the gloomy depths might communicate with Mr. Quelch’s study, in which, he was almost assured, existed the secret opening.  But it was a vague theory, rather a hope than anything more, and there was no clue to guide him. It was a matter for grim persistent exploration in the heavy air of the underground recesses, and undoubtedly, as Levison had said, it would not be a pleasant afternoon. Possibly the Famous Five thought of the winter sunshine above and of the fellows skating on the frozen Sark. But they were there to help Levison so far as they could, and they made up their minds to it, 
By dreary dark vault and shadowy passage they went, their lights flashing ahead to and fro, speaking little, for in spite of themselves the darkness and dreariness had an effect on their spirits. Sturdy fellows as they were, they found it fatiguing in the heavy air and the encircling gloom. Bright was very soon dragging his footsteps and showing signs of weariness. For a long time he did not speak, but tramped sullenly and persistently after the juniors wherever they went. But after an hour of it he broke out angrily. 
“Look here, how long are you fellows keeping this up ? ” 
Wharton glanced round. 
“No bizney of yours,” he answered.
 “l’m jolly well fed-up !” 
“Chuck it, then !”
“You’re not wanted here, old pippin.” said Bob Cherry. “You butted in, and the sooner you clear the better.” 
“The betterfulnpss will be terrific, my esteemed and execrable the toad.” 
Levison smiled faintly. 
He intended to put in four hours that afternoon in the vaults, or at least as long as his companions were willing to keep it up. It was for that reason that he had not let Frank join in the expedition it would have been too much for the fag. He had had no doubt whatever that the Toad would tire very much sooner, and wish himself back above ground again. 
The Toad gave him a black and bitter look. 
“I’m not going back,” he said sullenly. 
“Please yourself !” said Levison, with a shrug of the shoulders. “You rotter! I’ll keep it up as long as you do.” 
“Keep your mouth shut, then !” growled Johnny Bull. “If you open it too wide you’ll get a set of knuckles in it.” 
And the juniors wont on, taking no heed of the sullen, savage, malicious fellow who tramped persistently after them. Bright’s steps lagged more and more; but a savage determination not to lose sight of Levison kept him on; but that determination gradually faded away. He was tired out—and moreover, Levison had made no sort of discovery so far, and it seemed to Bright more  and more imorobablo that he would find a clue to the will in those dismal depths.  He halted at last. 
“Look here, you rotters, I’m chucking this.” 
“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Cherry.. 
“Lend me a light to get back.” 
“Go and eat coke !“ growled Johnny Bull.
“You’re not far from the staircase.” said Levison. “Follow the vaults and you’ll reach it in ten minutes. We haven’t left it far behind.” 
“I can’t find it in the dark.” 
“Well, you came here of your own accord” said Nugent, laughing.  “ If you’re afraid of the dark, you can keep on. 
“Look here.—.” 
“Oh shut up !” said Wharton sharply. 
Bright almost tottered after the Removites as they went on. They had covered a great deal of ground, but it was in seeking up and down the vaults and the passages, which were, so far as Levison could judge, under the school buildings, and especially under Masters’ passage.  The stone staircase below the door of the vaults was not fifty yards away all the time. But the blackness was like a wall when Bright looked lack, and he dared not venture away from the lights. 
His face was white now, and he was a little scared. His faltering footsteps faltered more and more. He sank down at last on a block of stones, gasping. The lights carried by the juniors moved farther on. 
 “Stop !“ exclaimed Bright shrilly. 
 “Oh, rats!” 
“Don’t leave me here in the dark.” 
“Keep on, then”
 “I—I can’t! I’m tired out !” 
The juniors halted and looked back. 
Bright as evidently exhausted; he never was in good condition. Loafing and frowsting and smoking did not make a fellow fit for exertion.
“Sorry you came?” grinned Bob. 
“Yes, hang you !“ panted Bright. 
Move “Nobody asked you to spy on us.” said Levison. “But the sooner you clear off the better. Get out of it !” 


“1 can’t find my way in the dark.” panted the Toad in alarm.”I tell you I can’t! Suppose 1 missed the way and got lost” 
Levisoai looked thoughtful. As a matter of fact, it would not have been safe for the Toad to return without a light. Short as the distance was, there was a bewildering confusion of vaults 
opening one out of another, and he might very easily have groped in the wrong direction. The fellow was a rascal, and he had come there to spy; but certainly the juniors did not want him to be lost in the subterranean windings beneath Greyfriars. It was quite possible that he would never have been found alive. There was a story current of a skeleton that had once been found in the grim depths under Greyfriars; all that remained of some hapless explorer who had lost his way. 
 Levison looked at his comrades. 
“We can spare him a light,” he said. “Here, take my torch, Bright.” 
“More than he deserves!” growled Johnny Bull. “ Still I suppose the fellow won’t be safe without it.” 
Levison handed his electric torch to the Toad. Bright accepted it without a word of thanks. 
Bright turned back, and the juniors gave him no further heed. They went on their way, exploring and scanning the dim, old recesses, searching for the secret stair which, according to Levison’s idea, probably existed somewhere there, and led to Mr. Quelch’s study far above. So far not a trace of it had been seen, and the juniors were very doubtful.  Levison, perhaps was doubtful also; but he had marked out his task and he was resolute and tire-less. 
The footsteps of the Toad died away, and the juniors forgot him. It was about half an hour later that Bob Cherry, with a sudden start, flashed his bike lantern round him in the gloom. 
“You fellows hear anything?” he asked.  
“No!” said Harry. 
“They say that these jolly old vaults are haunted.” said Bob. 
“For goodness’ sake, don’t let’s talk about that now !“ said Nugent. 
“Well I heard something—” 
 “It wasn’t a ghost, anyhow,” said Levison, with a smile. 
“No I dare say the wind gets in here sometimes—there’s said to be one passage running down to the smuggler’s cave on the coast.” said Bob. “There—hark! Did you hear that?” 
All the juniors heard it now.  Instinctively they drew closer together, and cast startled glances round them, as a low, echoing, wailing cry rang from the black distance, sounding to their shuddering hearing like the wail of some long lost soul in despair. 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

Lost!

HARRY WHARTON & CO. stood  silent, startled, their hearts beating fast. With painful intentness they listened for a  repetition of the strange, eerie sound. Many a story they had heard of the haunted vaults came back into their minds now. Certainly, they did not dream of believing in such things; but a ghost story in daylight above ground was one matter, and in the gloomy recesses of the old vaults, quite another. 
 Faintly, but unmistakably, the strange cry came again echoing feebly through the hollow darkness. 
“What the dickens—” muttered Nugent, his teeth chattering. “Goodness knows said Wharton.  In spite of himself, there was a shake in his voice. 
“Whatever it is,” said Levison quietly, it’s not a spook. We know 
that.” 
“Ye-e—but what—” 
“It’s horrid, anyhow,” muttered Johnny Bull. 
The horrorfulness is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But it is not an esteemed and ridiculous ghost. I thinkfully opine that I can guess what it is.” 
“What, then, Inky?” asked Bob. 
“The esteemed and execrable Bright” 
“Bright !” exclaimed all the juniors together. -
The dusky nabob nodded. 
“The execrable ass has lost his way, and he is howling for help !” he said “That is what I opine, my esteemed chums.” 
“Oh !” said Nugent. 
“But even a fool couldn’t lose his way with a light in his hand,” exclaimed Johnny Bull. “He had only to go straight back.” 
“All the vaults are very much, alikeful, my worthy Johnny. He may I have taken the wrong, turning.” 
Ernest Levison nodded. Now that the nabob had made the suggestion, he realised at once that it was well-founded. Indeed, it was the only possible explanation of the echoing cry since no one but the juniors and Bright had entered the vaults, and the cry mast have come from a human throat. 
“The fool !” growled Bob Cherry. “That’s it,of course. I dare say he was in a blue funk as soon as he lost sight of us, and turned a corner or something.” 
“It’s his own look-out,” said Johnny Bull, “If he’s lost his way, he can find it again. He’s got a light.” 
Levison bit his lip. He was there to search for that secret of Greyfriars which, he believed, John Thorpe had discovered long ago, and of which all knowledge had since been lost. To give up the search, after so much trouble had been taken, and so much fatigue endured, on the account of the wretched Toad, was exasperating enough. But a cry for help was not to be disregarded, and Levison read the same thought in the faces of his comrades.  Even Johnny Bull realised it, in spite of his remark: 
“I suppose we’ve got to look for him.” said Bob at last. 
“We must !” said Levison. 
“We’ll jolly well kick him when we find him,” grunted Johnny Bull, “He came down hero to spy on us, and now he’s making us waste time.” 
“‘We can’t leave him in distress.” said Levison. “He might wander any where: some of these old passages run for miles. I’ve heard. A skeleton was found here once; don’t want to risk another being found. We’ve got to look for that rotter !” 
“Can’t be helped,” said. Wharton. “It mayn’t take long; we’re bound to see his light.” 
“Long or short, we must do it.” said Levison. “Hark! ‘There it is again.” 
The cry, fainter than before, echoed feebly. It did not sound like a shout for help; it sounded like a shriek. The juniors could imagine the wretched Toad palpitating with terror when he found himself lost in the blackness, and shrieking and screaming.  
“Well, come on,” said Wharton. “We know which way to go now.” 
It seemed to the Captain of the remove that the cry was a guide. But he soon realised that in the hollow, echoing vault and passages it might have come from almost any direction. The juniors started,  watching for a sign of the light carried by Bright, and listening for a repetition of the cry. It was obvious that in retracing his steps towards the outlet of the vaults, Bright had not kept to the right way, but had turned unconsciously into another series of vaults. Once off the right path, there was nothing to guide him, and he might have wandered anywhere. And it was no light matter for the juniors to seek him if he had wandered far. They knew the main vaults and some of the passages from previous explorations. But once off the beaten track they were by no means sure of finding their way back again through that maze of subterranean windings, 
They listened intently, but no sound came to their ears save the dim echo of their own footfalls in the hollow gloom. 
Harry Wharton halted at last. 
“Look here, this won’t do.” he said. “We may he going farther and farther from him all the time. We’re a good distance from the staircase now, and we don’t want to get lost ourselves.” 
“What’s to be done, then?” asked Bob. 
“Let’s cry shouting to him.” 
“Good!” 
The juniors stood and shouted, and their shouts rolled back in 
thunderous echoes from the gloom. 
But no other answer came. 
“Hp’s out of hearing,” said Nugent at last.
Might h ave fainted.’ grunted Johnny Bull. “He’s that sort. Frightened out of his wits before this.” 
“Likely enough,” said Levison. His face was dark. “If 
we have to fetch help to hunt for him. I’m afraid that knocks 
on the head any more expeditions down here. But we must 
save him.” 
“There’s nothing else for it.” said Wharton. 
“I’m afraid so; one of us had better go back and tell Mr. 
Quelch that Bright is lost. There will have to be a regular 
search. The others had better stay here; he may call out 
again, or ho may turn up.” 
“Nice—to waste the afternoon on the Toad “ said Johnny Bull 
savagely. 
“No good thinking of that now “ said Levison patiently. 
“I’ll get back, and you fellows take a rest here. You’re tired out.” 
“No more tired than you are, old chap.” 
“That’s all right. Lend me a lantern and I’ll get back: no fear of my losing my way,” added Levison, with a smile. 
Bob Cherry handed him the bike lantern he carried. No more time was wasted in words; evidently the only thing to be done was to report what had happened to the Remove master, so that a regular search might be undertaken for the lost junior. 
The Famous Five were glad enough of a rest; their legs were aching with their long tramping in the vaults. They leaned on a pillar and waited, occasionally calling out in case the Toad might be within hearing. But no answer came to their calling. Levison’s light dissapeared in the direction of the distant staircase. 
Ernest Levixon hurried on his way. 
He had made up his mind to give up the search, for the sake of the wretched fellow who had watched and spied upon him; but his feelings were bitter. He could picture Mr. Quelch’s anger and annoyance when he learned that a schoolboy was lost in the vaults; the fuss and excitement and general irritation and annoyance when an extensive search had to be undertaken. Certainly, it was Bright’s own fault but it was extremely probable that Mr. Quelch would put a severe veto upon any further exploration in the vaults. That meant the end of Levison’s explorations below Greyfriars; and above ground his search had been long and thorough, and had led to nothing.  By his very helplessness and cowardice his enemy was defeating him. 
It was bitter enough; but Levison did not think for one moment of abandoning the wretched Toad to his fate. He hurried on his way, by dim vaults and gloomy stone passages, and was soon out of sight of his comrades. 
Suddenly he stopped. 
From a dark passage that opened out of the vault he was now traversing came a low, wailing cry. 
He caught his breath. 
“The Toad !” he muttered. 
His face brightened. 
Evidently the searchers had been far off the track. By chance he had come on it again. He was within hearing of the junior who was lost in the mazes below Greyfriars. It was not necessary after all, to ascend to the school and inform Mr. Quelch that the Toad was lost. Levison turned into the dark passage along which the cry had echoed and hurried on. 
He shouted as he went: 
“Bright! Are you there? Answer me !” 
There was no repiy. 
He hurried on, flashing the light to and fro. This stone passage was taking him off the track he knew, but he did not hesitate. He noted every sign as he went, and his eyes were keen, his sense of direction good. Once he found the Toad all was well. 
“Bright !” he shouted again. 
There was a faint cry in the distance. 
“Help !” 
“Thank goodness!  ” breathed Levison. 
The cry came from a winding turn of the passage. Levison turned and hurried along. No gleam of light met his eyes, but he knew that he was near the Toad. He could hear a whimpering, frightened voice calling. It came suddenly to Levison’s attention that the light he carried was fading. As all the explorers had taken torches or lanterns, Bob had probably not taken the trouble to refill his bike lantern before starting; and anyhow it had now been burning for three hours. It would easily have lasted Levison to get out of the vaults had he kept on his direct way; but it was not likely to last him now. But the Toad had his torch, which was good for a dozen hours at least, and Levison did not think of stopping. 
His failing light cast strange gleams amid shadows over the grim stone vaults as he hurried on. 
“Help !” 
It was the Toad. 
Levison almost stumbled on him. 
Bright, white faced, haggard, worn, terrified, was crouching, half-lying, at the foot of a stone buttress in the dark. His face looked like chalk in the fading light of Levison’s lantern. His eyes glinted wildly at Levison. His whole appearance showed that he was almost frantic with fear. 
“Oh, help! help !” he panted. “I’m lost—help!”
“Pull yourself together !” said Levison contemptuously. “I’m here to help you. Why are you in the dark? Where’s the torch ?” 
“I dropped it.” 
“You dropped it !” Levison’s hekrt stood still for a moment. “You fool! Where did you drop it? Do you mean that it’s lost?” 
“Yes,” whimpered the Toad. “I’ve been in the dark for hours and hours— days, it seems like—” 
“It’s not an hour since you left us. Get a grip on your nerves—you’ll need it. Look here, where did you drop the torch, you miserable funk?” exclaimed Levison savagely. “My light’s going out; it won’t last five minutes longer! We’ve got to find that torch ii we’re to get out of this. Do you understand? Where did you drop it?’ 
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it.”
“I—I don’t know.” 
“You’ve got to know. Think!” 
“I—I fell over something, and—and dropped it. I couldn’t find it again,” mumbled the Toad. “1 couldn’t help it.” 
“Was it close by here?” 
“I don’t know!  1—1 tried to find my way in the dark afterwards, but—but I couldn’t—” Bright groaned. “I think l’ve been wandering about for hours in this awful place.” 
Levison set his teeth. 
He had depended on the torch. And the torch was gone. The bike lantern was burning out fast; by this time, only the wick was burning; the oil was done. It gave only a glimmer, and that was dying. 
“Get me out of this,” moaned Bright. “I—I’ll never follow you again—I’ll never interfere with you! I’ll ask my father to take me away from Greyfriars—I hate the place. I’ll do anything you like, only get me out of this. 
He clutched Levison’s arm in his terror. He could hardly see his rescuer in the fading light. 
The bike Lantern gave a last splutter, and was done, save for a faint glow from the dying wick, all was darkness. 
“Levison—save me—” 
“Shut up!” breathed Levison. “Let me think!” 
He had memorised his way—and he had a good memory. But he had counted on the light.  He knew the turnings he had followed—but he knew there were other turnings he had not followed. In the pitchy darkness kll turnings were the same.  One false step—and he might have his back to safety, and every further step would take him farther and farther from hope. And in that maze in the pitchy dark, could he avoid at least one false step? He knew that he could not. He was too far from Harry Wharton & Co. to hope that they would hear him shouting; and even if they heard, the subterranean passages, multiplying the sound from all directions, would give them no clue. And the juniors would not seek him—they supposed that he was gone for help; they would not stir till he returned, or until a long lapsc of time made them guess that something had happened to him. 
The last glow faded out of the wick. All was blackness.  Levison could not see the wretched fellow who was whimpering with terror by his side, but ho could feel the hysterical clutch of the fingers on his arm. 
“Get me out of this !” breathed the Toad. 
“I’ll try!” keep hold of my arm! I’ll try—but the chances are against it. If we had the torch, it would be all right.” Levison broke off. It was useless to reproach the whimpering wretch, whose cowardice and incapacity had endangered both their lives. “Come on !” 
And groping his way along the unseen wall of the passage, Levison started, the Toad clinging to his arm like a limpet. 

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

Life or Death! 

LEVISON stopped. 
The Toad was hanging more and more heavily on him, exhausted, scarcely able to drag one lagging leg after the other. 
Levison was fatigued, too; and his hold was almost swimming with his efforts to find his way. The darkness confused and bewildered him, clear headed as he was. He knew that he had missed the way, as he had known that he must miss it in the dark. He had covered more than the distance to the staircase—more than the distance to the spot whore he had left the juniors —but he had not found the stairs, he had not seen a gleam of light.  Whether he was now in a passage he had followed before, or whether he was on entirely new ground, he could not even guess. 
All was blackness and bewilderment. He had struck match after match; but the brief glimmer helped him little. Now he bad only three matches left, and he was keeping them in case of grpater need: he had had asked the Toad if he had matches; the fellow had none. In entering the vaults, this miserable fellow had thought only of watching Lpvison, of spying on the explorers. And now he was a helpless burden on the hands of the junior he had injured, on the hands of the junior who was almost sinking with weariness. 
As Levison stopped, almost desperate, Bright sank to the floor by his side, unseen in the blackness. 
“I can’t go on,” he whimpered. 
“Pull yourself together—can’t we get help? Somebody must hear us—” 
“Haven’t you been howling all the time, and has anybody heard?” 
“Shut up—let me think!  ” 
Tho Toad whimpered into silence. 
Levison tried to think it out. With the exhausted Toad hanging on to him, he had moved almost at a snail’s pace. What chance he had had of finding his way out of the den of death and darkness had been taken away by his helpless burden. 
“Look here, Bright,” he said at last quietly. “This is doing no good. We’re lost! You can’t keep on. I’d better leave you here and try to get out. If I succeed, I can bring a search-party for you.” 
There was a wail of terror from Bright.  
“Don’t leave me !“ 
“It’s our only chance.” 
“Don’t leave me alone here—in the dark! I should go mad !” screamed Bright. “Don’t—don’t leave mp!” 
Levison breathed hard. 
The follow was clutching him again, holding to him frantically. , Well he knew that the only chance for both of them was to shake off that hysterical hold, and make an attempt to find the way out of the black labyrinth while yet he had a little strength remaining. But he could not do it. The chance, too, was faint—he knew that. And he could not abandon the poor wretch, in his t8rror 
“Very well,” hp said. “Keep on!” 
The Toad dragged himself on again. Where they were going, neither had the faintest idea. But it was better to move than to keep still. The cold was bitter and penetrating in the underground passages—standing still even for a few minutes made the teeth chatter. And there was always the faint chance of finding safety. 
Heavier and heavier the Toad dragged. 
Levison threw an arm round his shoulders, to help him along. The fellow was his enemy, and it was his life that he was risking, perhaps sacrificing, to save him. But he did not think of that. 
The ground was sloping under his feet as he realised, after a time. That was a proof that he was going the wrong way. Hp turned, and retraced his steps, the Toad dragging along with him. But whether he followed the same passage back, or turned into another, he could not know. Blackness closed him in like a wrapping. 
In spite of his help, the Toad sank down again at last. His weary limbs refused to move. 
Don’t leave me!” he moaned. 
Levison stopped. 
He was breathing in panting gulps. Fatigue ached in his limbs, and his head was rowing dizzy 
“We can’t stop here, Bright—we shall freeze.” he said hoarsely. 
“I can’t go on!” 
“Then I must!” 
“Don’t leave me—don’t leave me!”
Bright’s voice was an hysterical shriek. 
“Get up.” said Levison roughly. “It’s death to stay here—death, can you understand? I must carry you if you can’t walk !” 
He lifted the collapsing junior on his shoulder like a sack. He tottered under the weight of his burden; but he kept on. A few minutes more, and h8 reeled. 
“Don’t leave me!” whispered Bright huskily. “Levison, I’m sorry—sorry— I’ve been a beast to you——my father and I—I’ve tried to, rob you—I came to the school to steal the will—to rob you Oh, I’m sorry—sorry! But don’t leave me! I know we’re going to die here—I know it—but don’ t leave me till—till——” He broke off with a strangled sob. 
The miserable words of repentance touched Levison strangely. 
“Heaven help us !“ he muttered. “I’ll save you somehow!” 
And he gathered his strength for another effort, and with his helples burden weighing on him, he tramped on again in the bitter darkness. Bright did not speak again; was only half conscious now. 
Suddenly Levison stumbled. 
Something had caught hin across the shins, and he fell forward helplessly. Bright gave a faint cry. 
For some moments Levison lay panting; but it was borne into his mind that what he had stumbled over was a stone step. 
Was it the staircase at last— had he blundered in the wrapping darkness, upon the way to safety, to light and life! 
The thought of it gave him new energy. 
L.eaving Bright for the moment, he groped about with his hands. Step rose above step of cold stone. It was a staircase, but it was not the staircase that led up to the great door of the vault. He soon discovered that; for these steps were narrow, scarcely eighteen inches in width, and the stair was spiral. 
It was not the way out of the vaults. 
Levison’s hope faded. 
But the spiral stair must lead somewhere, and it was a last chance. He whispered to Bright—a husky whisper: 
“It’s a slircase, Bright! Sit there and rest, while I go up. I’ll come back; keep your pecker up!” 
Only a faint moan answered him. Bright was past speech. 
Groping before him with his hand Levison crawled up the steep, narrow stairs. A dozen steps and he paused to strike one of his remaining matches. The glimmer showed the spiral stair winding on and on upward. 
He crawled on again. 
Higher and higher, till it seemed to 
Levison that he had gone so far that be must be on the level of the earth. Blackness and that endless spiral stair surrounded him, but his heart was beating with hope. 
This was a way out of the vaults, hitherto undiscovered—but it was, or had been, a way out, that was certain. That xpiral stair must have been built, in ages long past, as a secret way down to the depths of the vaults from the ancient monastery that had once occupied the site of Greyfriars. 
Ho groped on. 
The spiral stair ended. He was standing, in the darkness, on a level floor of stone flags—a narrow passage, as he ascertained by stretching his arms on either side. He struck another match. 
Solid stone encompassed him. 
The narrow passage, only a few feet long, ended in a wall of stone blocks. Levison gazed at it with haggard eyes till the match flickered out. He groped over the stone wall with his numbed hands. It was solid to the touch. Yet, unless that long spiral stair was a senseless freak, built for no purpose whatever, there must be an opening. 
Gripping on all sides, his hand cane into a recess of the side wall, and, to his amazement, he felt the hard edges of a box. He struck his last match. 
The light glimmered out. 
His dazed eyes saw a recess in the stone, in which a black metal box lay— an ordinary deed-box. On the lid, in white letters, were the initials, “J. T.” 
The match went out 
In the darkness those letters danced before Levison’s eyes like letters of fire. 
“J. T.”_ John Thorpe! 
He had discovered the secret hiding-place of the papers John Thorpe had left behind him at Greyfriars! 
He knew it!
His hands groped over the deed-box; but it was locked.  It mattered little: he knew what it contained. He had found what he had come to Greyfriars to find.  He had found it, with the shadow of death upon him 
But Levison’s brain was working fcverishly now. 
That John Thorpe had kept his papers in some secret recess he had been assured. But that the one-time Form master of Greyfriars had approached that hidden recess by way of the gloomy vaults and the winding stair was unthinkable. There was an opening in the wall before Levison, and on the other side, he had not the slightest doubt now, was the Remove master’s study. 
The walls, where he had tapped and tapped, had sounded solid—the solid stone was behind the old oak. But, somehow or other, there was an opening — a moving stone, and his life depended on discovering the moving of it! 
Desperately he groped over the stone. 
Rough to the fingers, cold as ice—solid as rock!  He groped and groped, and pressed and struck with desperate hands. 
Suddenly there was a low, grinding whirr, and he felt the solid stone move. One of the blocks had rolled out of its place; he had struck the secret spring I 
His eyes gleamed in the darkness. He groped in the opening; there was wood beyond, thick wood and he know it. He knew that it was the oaken wall of the Remove master’s study. There wax some secret way of moving the panel, but he did not seek it. With his clenchcd hand he struck again and again on the hard oak, and the echo of his blows reverberated dully round him. 
Knock, knock, knock !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

The Last Will and Testament 

MR. QUELCH started. 
The Remove master was seated at his table, in his study, with a stack of papers before him. Mr. Quelch’s brief leisure was over, and he was going through a pile of Remove Latin exercises. 
He was interrupted by the sound of knocking. 
“Come in!” called out Mr. Quelch. 
The door did not open. 
Mr. Quelch glanced round him in surprise. 
He had supposed, for the moment, that it was a knock at the door that he had heard, But he quickly realised that the knocking did not come from the door. 
In utter amazement he realised that it was behind him—coming, apparently, from the solid oaken wall of the Study. 
Mr. Quelch swung round in is chair. 
Knock, knock, knock! 
Heavy and dull, almost continuous, the knocking went on. 
Mr. Quelch stared at the oak-panelled wall, with eyes that almost bulged from his head. 
Never had the Remove master been so utterly astonished. 
Knock, knock, knock! 
It was no delusion, The knocking was on the other side of the solid wall—the wall of thick old oak panels backed by solid stone Someone was there! 
Mr. Quelch remembered at last what Levison had told him, of his belief that a secret opening existed in the old oak wall of the study that had once been John Thorpe’s. 
He had given Levison permission to examine the study, but the search had been futile. Ho knew that Levison had hoped, by exploring the vaults, to discover the secret from the other side. 
It dawned on his mind what had happened---though hp was far from guessing all that had happened, 
“Bless my soul!’ murmured Mr. Quelch. 
He rose from his chair at last, and approached the wall. The knocking went on without cessation. 
Mr. Quelch tapped on the oak. Tap, tap, tap! 
Pvidently the unseen person on the other side heard him, for the knocking ceased for a moment or two. Then it was renewed. Faintly through the thick oak came a voice: 
“Help!” 
Muffled by the thick wood it reached Mr. Quelch’s ears faintly. 
“Levison! Is that you, Levison?” 
“Help !” 
Levison had not heard. Mr. Quelch raised his voice and shouted: 
“Are you there, Levison?” 
The junior heard this time. 
“Yes! Yes! Is that Mr. Quelch ?” he shouted back, 
“Yes! Bless my soul!” 
“Help! I’m almost done, sir! Bright is here; he’s fainted, I think. For mercy’s sake, sir, get the panel open somehow !” 
“Good heavens!” murmured Mr. Quelch. 
It was useless for him to seek the secret of moving the pan8l—a secret which was too well hidden. He stood nouplussed. 
“I don’t know the way out of the vaults, sir!” Levison’s voice came faint and muffled and husky. “I can’t carry Bright any farther! I’m done! I must get out this way, sir !”
“Wait, Levison ! I will send for Gosling. 
Mr. Quelch lost no time. 
It was severely against the grain with the Remove master to inflict any damage upon the beautiful old oak. But it was a case of necessity. In a very short time Gosling, the porter, was on the 
spot with tools, in a state of great astonishment. 
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As Gosling confided afterwards to Mr. Minble, the gardener, these were precious goings-on. But Gosling did as he was directed, and in a short time he had wrenched out a large panel of oak. 
Beyond was a narrow opening in the stone wall. 
At the opening appeared a haggard face. Gosling blinked at Ernest Levison. Mr. Quelch rustled forward. He had been annoyed by the damage to his precious oaken wall; but the look on Levison’s face banished all anger, The junior was evidently utterly spent, and at the end of his strength. 
“Levison!” 
He helped the exhausted junior into the study. 
Levison staggered to the table and leaned on it for support. 
“Never mind ne, sir, Bright’s there !” 
“But what—” 
“He’s lying at the bottom of the stairs, sir, too far gone to move, panted Levison. “1—I think he’s fainted. 
“Gosling, follow me !” Mr. Quelch produced an electric torch from a drawer, and led the way through the opening in the wall. Gosling blinked at Levison, grunted, and followed him. 
They disappeared from Levison’s sight. 
Levison sank down in a chair to rest. He was dazed with fatigue and stress of mind. He scarcely stirred while the minutes passed, and gradually his strength revived. 
There were footsteps at last on the secret stair. Gosling appeared in view, panting with exertion, and carrying Bright slung on his shoulder. He set the hapless junior down in the study, and grunted again emphatically. Mr. Quelch followed him from the secret doorway. 
“Bright, my poor boy !” he said. 
Bright was only hall-conscious. His face was deadly white, and his eyes still had a dazed, scared look. Ernest Levison was already pulling round after his terrible experience, but, evidently the effect was to last longer in the case of the Toad. That he was booked for an illness was clear in his face. He lay limply in a chair, his chin sunk on his breast; 
“Buck up, kid !” said Levison, feeling, at that moment, only kindness towards the poor wretch who had been his bitter enemy. “You’re safe now.” 
Bright’s lips moved feebly. 
“I know, I know!” The words were scarcely audible. “I’m going to be ill, Levison, but I know you’ve saved me— saved my life—after what I’ve done to you. I’m sorry—sorry—sorry! I’d undo it if I could. I’ve been a beast to you—a beast! And you’ve saved me like this—” Bright’s trailing voice broke off and he was silent, only half-conscious again. 
Mr. Quelch looked oddly from one junior tó the other. 
“Bright must be taken to the sanatorium at once!” he said. “I will telephone for Dr. Pillbury. You, Levison must---“ 
“I’m all right, sir.” 
“The others who were with you— Wharton and the rest—” 
“They’re safe, sir, waiting for me. I know where they are, and can fetch them when I’ve rested a little.” 
“You are sure they are safe?”
“Quite, sir.” 
“Then you need not explain at present. Rest, while Bright is attended to. Say no more now.” 
Edgar Bright was taken away at once. Within a very short time the school doctor arrived, and was attending to the hapless Bright in the sanatoriuni; Bright was delirious by that time, and his nervous system, never atrong, had been shaken to its very roots by his terrors and fatigue in the black depths below Greyfriars.  But his life was in no danger, as Levison was glad to learn from Mr. Quelch. He was likely to be long ill; he was not likely 
to be seen in the Remove again that term. But that was the worst, and but for Ernest Levison it would have been very much worse for the wretched Toad. 
Levison was feeling almost himself again by the time Mr. Quelch returned to the study after seeing the doctor. The Remove master listened to his succinct account of what had happened in the vaults.  Harry Wharton & Co. had not yet returned, and it was evident that they were still waiting where Levison had left them. 
“From your description, it will be easy to 6nd them,” said Mr. Quelch. “I will ask Wingate and Gwynne to go down for them. You may rest, my boy.” 
And Mr. Quelch left the study again. For some minutes Levison sat, thinking. His thoughts had now turned upon the deedbox, still where he had glimpsed it, in the recess beyond the secret doorway. 
He rose to his feet. 
His heart beat as he passed through the gap in the oak-panelled wall and through the narrow, secret doorway where the moving stone had been. He groped into the recess in the stone. 
A minute more, and the deed-box was in his hands and he had carried it back into the study. 
The deedbox was locked, but the lock was a mass of rust. One powerful wrench; and it parted. 
Levison lifted the lid. 
The deed-box was stacked with papers.  There was a pile of neatly- written manuscript, hundreds of sheets of it pinned in sections together, evidently the work on archeology which had occupied rnany years of John Thorpe’s life.  To that, however, Levison gave little heed. 
His fingers closed on a large thick envelope which bore on the outside the inscription 
“Last will and testament of John Thorpe.” 
His heart throbbed. 
He drew out the stiff, folded document, unfolded it, and examined it with gleaming eyes. He ascertained the date, and that was enough. The will was dated fifteen years later than the old will under which Esau Bright, of Lantham, inherited John Thorpe’s property. His father had been right. The will was, as he believed, in existence, and here it was under the hand of Mr. Levison’s son 
Quietly, steadily, Levison scanned the will.  He could see that it was in order, witnessed in due form. His father was saved—his family saved from ruin, and he had saved them. There was a feeling of deep thankfulness in his breast. 
“Ernie !” 
He started and turned. 
He had not heard Frank enter the study. 
Levison minor ran to him. 
“Ernie, Mr. Quetch told me I could come to you here,” he said. “Oh, Ernie, you’ve been in danger, and I never knew !” 
Levison smiled. 
“It’s all right, Frank, old man. Look at that !“ 
“That—what is that ?“ Frank Levison glanced at the document Er-nest had taken from the deed-box. 
“The last will and testament of our great-uncle, John Thorpe,” answered Levison quietly. 
“Ernie!” 
“Fifteen years later than the early will,” said Levison. “Do you understand, Frank? Do you understand what it means?” 
“Ernie, you’ve found it!” 
Levison noddd, 
“And—and it means——” Frank’s eyes were shining. 
“It means, Frank, that our father is a heir to Mr. Thorpe’s fortune; that what he took, as next-of-kin, knowing nothing of the early will, is his by Mr. Thorpe’s last will—this will in my hand. It means that he will not have to hand twenty thousand pounds to Mr. Esau Bright, of Lantham. It means that. Mr. Bright, has no claim whatever. He knew it well enough—his sending his son here to hunt for the will proves that he knew it—but now it will be known to everybody—to the law, Frank. It means that we are saved from ruin —the pater, Doris, mother. It means -that we can go back to St. Jim’s, if we like !” 
‘Oh!” panted Frank.
 Mr. Quelch entered the study. 
“Wharton and his friends have returned, Levison.” he said. “And you— why, bless my soul, what is that?’ 
Levison held up the will. 
“It is what I came to Greyfriars to find, sir and I have found it—the last will and testament of John Thorpe!” 
“Bless my soul !” said Mr. ueleh blankly. - 
“If you will allow me to use your telephone, sir—a word to my father—” 
“Most certainly, Levison “ 
And ere long Mr. Levison heard the news, and he knew that his son at Greyfriars had saved him. 

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

All’s Well That Ends Well! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo !” 
Harry Wharton & Co., and a crowd of Remove fellows, greeted Levison as he came up to the Remove passage. 
“All right, kid?” asked Wharton. 
“Right as rain!” 
“Wingate and Gwynne cane down for us,” said Wharton. “We were still waiting for you to come back, and wondering why the dickens you didn’t come.” 
“The wonderfulness was terrific, my esteemed Levison.” 
“Quelchy’s told us,” said Bob Cherry. “It seems that you found the jolly old Toad. after all and had a hectic time.” 
Levison smiled faintly. 
“I had a time I shouldn’t care to have over again,” he said. “It’s no jest to be lost in the vaults, with a helpless fellow to look after.” 
“I hear that Bright’s in sanny, and got the doctor,” said Johnny Bull. “He got all the trouble he asked for, and a 
little more.”  
“You fellows will be fed-up with the vaults after this—what ?  grinned Vernon Smith. 
“Yes, rather?’ said Levison. “I never want to go down again, for one!” 
“No?” asked Nugent. 
“No, old fellow—no need now. I’ve found what 1 wanted.” “Found it ?” exclaimed all the Famous Fiie together. 
“Yes.” 
“Oh, good luck !” 
‘Tell us about it over tea,” said Bob Cherry. I’m jolly hungry, for one, and there’s a spread ready.” 
And over tea, in Study No. 1, Ernest Levison told of what had happened after he had left his comrades in the vaults, passing lightly over his devoted care of his hapless enemy the Toad. 
“Well, my hat !” said Bob. “Of course, we never guessed that you’d met the Toad, and got lost with him. I say, you’ve had tremendous luck, Levison !“ 
“The luckfulness has been terrific !” 
“Levison deserved all his luck,” said Harry Wharton. “If he hadn’t stuck to the Toad as he did—if he’d deserted him and looked alter himself—ten to one he’d never have happened on that secret staircase to Quelch’s study. No one ever heard of its existence before. 
Levison has had luck —and he has deserved it all.” 
“Hear, hear !”
“And this will see your people through, Levison?” asked 
Nugent. 
“Yes.” 
“That’s good!” 
“Everything will now be as it was before Mr. Bright returned 
from abroad, and laid claim to old Mr. Thorpe’s fortune.” 
said Levison. 
“And—and you fellows won’t think me ungrateful—” 
“How do you mean ?” 
Levison coloured. 
“You’ve been awfully decent to me —all the fellows—or 
nearly all—have been awfully decent. But—“
Wharton smiled. 
“I think I catch on,” he said. “This means that you will be going back to St. Jim’s ?” 
“I think so,” said Levison, “I should hate you to think me 
ungrateful, or forgetful of The jolly welcome I had here; 
but the fact is, I’m a St. Jim’s man, really, and I felt if all the more when my old friends came over last week for the footer. They rather miss me, you know.” 
“We shall miss you, too,” said Harry frankly. “All the same, I think you’re right.” 
“The missfulness will be terrific; but the rightfulness is also great,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
There was a tap at the door, and Tom Redwing looked in. 
“Levison here?” 
“Adsum!” said Levison, with a smile. “Mr. Bright’s come over from Lantham to see his son,” said Redwing. “He has seen him—the kid’s delirious— and he’s asked to see you. Mr. Quelch says you can see him it you choose--- he’s in the visitors’ room now—but if you don’t like———” 
“I’ll see him,” said Levison. 
He went downstairs, with a thoughtful frown on his brow. In the visitors’ room a hard-faced man, with a gash of a mouth, rose from a chair as he entered. 
“Are you John Levison’s son ?” 
“Yes, Mr. Bright,’ answered Levison quietly. 
The hard-laced moneylender of Lantham looked at him with a  keen, penetrating look. But for once there was some trace of softness, some sigu of emotion, in the hard, callous face of Esau Bright. 
“I have seen my son,” he said, and his voice was not so hard as usual. “Edgar is delirious. The doctor fears that he is going to be very ill.” 
“I am sorry, sir,” said Levison, sincerely enough. 
Mr. Bright gave him another very keen look. 
“In a week or two he will be removed —as soon as practicable—and 1 shall take hhn abroad for a time,” he said. “He will not return to Greyfriars.” 
“Oh !” said Levison. 
“From what Mr. Quelch has told me, and from my son’s delirious ravings, I know what has occurred to-day,” said Mr. Bright, “You have saved my son’s life!” 
 Levison was silent. 
“I know, from my son, that you are aware of the purpose for which he was at Greyfriars. That is over. He will not return; you will have a free hand here, Master Levison. If the will in which your father believes has a real existence, and, if your search for it should be successful, you have no interferenco to fear from my sort or from me.” 
I am glad to hear you say so, Mr. Bright—though it matters little now. The will is found.” 
Mr.. Bright started. 
“Found?” 
“Yes, and is now in safe hands.” 
There was a short silence.; 
“ I will not say’ I am glad” said Mr. Bright, at last. “But I am, at least, not sorry. I am a rich man, and the money is little to me. I would have given twice the sum to save my only son—and you saved him!   Master Levison, I congratulate you—and your father !” 
“Thank you !“ said Levison. 
The rnoneylender compressed his lips. He was rich; but he loved money, and the news that the will had been found was a blow to him. But even the hard- faced usurer had human feelings; the fact that Levison had saved his son had at least softened the blow. Possibly, too, there was in his hard heart some repentance for the unscrupulous part he had played—for the crime he had contemplated; for the wretched scheme which had failed, but which had brought his son into terrible danger. But if it was so, he said no word to it. With hardly a word more, he left Levison and the school. 




*
*
*

Harry Wharton & Co. were sorry to lose Levison. 
They had welcomed him back into his old place in the Greyfriars Remove; they had been glad to see him a Greyfriars man again. He had been a more than welcome inmate of Study No. 1. 
But they quite understood that his heart was with the school he had left; that good friends as they were, he wanted to be with the good pals he had left at St. Jim’s. 
Levison minor was feeling the same. He was friendly enough with Tubb and Paget, Jack Wingate and Bolsover minor. But he fairly danced with glee at the prospect of rejoining Wally of the Third and Reggie Manners at St. Jim’s. 
The time of parting came, and a crowd of follows saw Levison major and minor off. They parted with the Greyfriars crowd on the best of terms, and with real regret at leaving so many good chums. But their faces were bright as they were set in the direction of St. Jim’s. 
“Sorry to lose Levison” Bob Cherry remarked, as the Famous Five walked back to Greyfriars: “But I hear that we’re losing the Toad, too—and that’s a consolation !” 
“I  say, you fellows—” 
“ Hallo, hallo, hkllo Bunter !” 
“I say, I forgot to ask Levison for ten bob I lent him before he went,” said Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five. “One of you follows might lend it to me till I hear from him—what ?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob. 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“That chicken won’t fight, old fat man!  ” explained Bob. All Levison forgot to give you when he left was a thick ear. I’ll give you that now!” 
“Yaroooooh!” 
“And here’s another, old bean !” 9aid Johnny Bull genially. 
“Whooooop!” 
And William Gcorge Bunter beat a hasty retreat, and Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled and went on their way. 
THE END. 
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