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                    THE FIRST CHAPTER.

                               Got Him! 

“THAT sportsman looks excited!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  Bob was right. 
  The “sportsman” did! 
  He appeared suddenly in the open gateway of Greyfriars School, and stood staring in. Harry Wharton & Co standing in a group near the gates after class, were discussing a matter now of great interest at Greyfriars— the coming holidays. But they forgot all about the holidays as they looked at the stranger in the gate 
  He was a stout, red-faced gentleman of agricultural aspect. He wore gaiters, and carried a cart-whip in his hand. His face, naturally ruddy, was red with excitement and wrath, almost crimson. He stood and stared—or, rather, glared in—much to the surprise of the Greyfriars fellows. There was no reason why a farmer should not stop and look in if he liked—and if the manners and customs of Greyfriars interested him. But it was surprising to meet such a glare of concentrated wrath from him.  “I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter rolled up to the Famous Five. “I say, that’s old Piker, from Piker’s Farm— you know, where they have those lovely 
apples!” 
  “You been pinching his apples?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Oh really, Wharton—” 
  “Is he after Bunter?” grinned Frank Nugent. “He looks fearfully wrathy about something. If you’ve been snaffling his Ribston pippins, Bunter, you—” 
  “I haven’t!” roared Bunter. “I couldn’t reach them over the fence—I mean, I’m not the chap to pinch apples, I hope! Nothing of the sort!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! He’s coming in!” exclaimed Bob.    
  “Coming this way, too!” said Frank Nugent. “Look out, Bunter! Perhaps he saw you reaching over the fence, and    didn’t know that you weren’t the chap to pinch apples—”    
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bil1y Bunter gave the farmer a startled blink through his big spectacles. But he gave him only one blink! Then he flew. 
  Mr. Piker, of Piker’s Farm, was striding in. He was grasping his cartwhip in quite a businesslike manner. His expression, which in its natural state was probably good-humoured, was now absolutely ferocious. And he was heading direct for the group of juniors. 
  That was enough for Bunter. Bunter headed for the House at a speed which showed that, in certain circumstances, he had a chance for the school 100 yards. 
  The angry farmer twirled his cartwhip, and it whistled round the tightest pair of trousers at Greyfriars. 
  “Yaroooh!” yelled Bunter, his fat little legs moving like clockwork. 
  The Famous Five chuckled. 
  Gosling jumped out of his lodge. He stared at the visitor, and then hooted at him; 
  “Hi! You!” 
  Mr. Piker, of Piker’s Farm, paid no heed to the ancient custodian of the gates of Greyfriars. He strode on, regardless. 
  Bunter vanished. But Mr. Piker did not seem interested in Bunter. He seemed interested in the Famous Five of the Remove—or rather, in one member of that celebrated company. His glare concentrated on Wharton as he came striding up.
  Which was more surprising than ever. Billy Bunter might have been sampling the apples at Piker’s Farm, but Wharton certainly had not. He did not even know Mr. Piker by sight, and had no acquaintance whatever with his orchard. But though Wharton did not know Mr. Piker, it looked as if Mr. Piker knew Wharton. He stopped in front of him, glaring. 
  “Got you!” he snorted. 
  “Eh—what?” ejaculated Wharton in surprise. 
  “You young raskil!” 
  “Wha-at?” 
  “It’s you!” snorted Mr. Piker.
  “My dear man,” said Wharton, “I haven’t been after your apples! I prefer my apples ripe!” 
  “Who’s talking about apples?” roared Mr. Piker. 
  Apparently, it was something more serious than apples that had brought Mr. Piker to Greyfriars that afternoon. 
  “Well, what’s the row?” asked Harry. 
  “The rowfulness appears to be terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Perhaps the esteemed and idiotic Piker will explain!” 
  “You!” roared Mr. Piker. “I see you! With my own eyes I see you! Got you!” 
  The next moment he had “got” Harry Wharton. There was no mistake about that, for he jumped at him and grasped him in a hand like a ham—a powerful hand that there was no resisting. In the other hand the cart-whip whistled. It came down on Wharton with a mighty smite. 
  Whack! 
  “Oh crumbs!” Wharton roared, and struggled fiercely.  “Rescue, you men! Drag him off! Yarooh!” 
  Whack! Whack! 
  The Co. seemed petrified for a moment. Whatever had happened at Piker’s Farm—and it seemed that something serious must have happened—it was a high-handed and amazing proceeding for Mr. Piker to come up to the school with a cart-whip. He had only to lay a complaint before the headmaster, and leave the matter of punishment in that gentleman’s capable hands 
  Perhaps Mr. Piker was one of the persons who believe that, to have a thing well done, you must do it yourself. Anyhow, he was doing it, and he was doing it well!
  Wharton was strong and sturdy, but he crumpled up in the farmer’s muscular grip. He would have suffered severely from that cart-whip had not the Co., recovering from their astonishment, rushed to the rescue. 
  Three terrific whacks had already been administered. Mr. Piker was not satisfied with three; he yearned for more, like a tiger that had tasted blood. But he was interrupted. 
  Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh, grasped him all at once. By main force they dragged him away from Wharton. 
  Wharton tottered breathlessly. 
  “Ow! Oh! Ow!” he gasped, “Hold the old ass! Wow! Sit on him! Oh!” 
  It was not easy to hold the excited Mr. Piker. 
  Four juniors clung to him like cats; but he was a hefty and powerful man. He surged to and fro, the juniors clinging to him. Fortunately, he was not able to use his whip. 
  “Gerroff !” he roared. “Leggo! I’ve come here to thrash that young raskil! I’ll thrash the lot of you! Gerroff!” 
  “Hold him!” gasped Bob. 
  “Pin him!” panted Johnny Bull. 
  The farmer struggled, and the juniors struggled. There was a roar in the Greyfriars quad. Fellows of all Forms came racing up from all sides. A swarming crowd surrounded the exciting scene. 
  “What’s the row?” 
  “Who’s that bargee?” 
  “What the thump—” 
  Wingate of the Sixth, captain of Greyfriars, came striding up, frowning with wrath. Such a scene in the school quad was unprecedented. 
  “What’s this?“ roared Wingate. “Stop this at once! Who’s that man? Let him go! Do you hear?” 
  “I say, he’s jolly dangerous!” gasped Nugent, 
  “Let him go at once!” 
  The Co. released Mr. Piker. He stood gasping for breath. 
  “Now, my man—” rapped Wingate. Mr. Piker gave him a stare, and then a shove. Wingate, big Sixth Former as he was, staggered from that shove and sat down in the quad. Then Piker hurled himself at Wharton again. 
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  Whack! 
  Mr. Piker got in only one whack this time. The Famous Five grasped him as one man. Vernon-Smith, Peter Todd, Tom Brown, and Squiff rushed in and grasped him, too. Coker of the Fifth lent a hand. Temple, Dabney, and Fry of the Fourth joined up. Other fellows would have grasped also, but there was no more grasping room. 
  In so many hands, even the muscular Mr. Piker was done. He struggled, he staggered, and he collapsed. 
He struck the quad with a heavy bump and sprawled, and half a dozen fellows sat on him to keep him there. Under them, Mr. Piker heaved and panted. But he was hors de combat now. They sat on him, and sat tight— and Mr. Piker was heaving under them like a stormy sea as Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, came rustling up. 
                                     — 
                    THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                        A Startling Accusation! 
MR. QUELCH gazed at the scene. The excited crowd of Greyfriars fellows made room for him to approach. He stood and gazed at the fellows who were sitting on Mr. Piker—and at such portions of Mr. Piker as were visible. Quelch seemed hardly able to believe his eyes. His lips were tightly set. 
  “Who—who—who is that man?” articulated the Remove master. 
  “Some escaped lunatic, I should think, sir!” said Coker.   Coker was sitting on Mr. Piker’s head, and muffled sounds of fury came from underneath him. “He’s jolly dangerous! But we’ve got him safe.” 
  “The safefulness is terrific!” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh from his seat on Mr. Piker’s heaving ribs. 
  Wingate staggered up breathlessly. 
  “I think it’s Farmer Piker, sir!” he said. “Goodness knows why he has come here and kicked up a shindy! A very respectable man, I believe—”
   “Release him!” yapped Mr. Quelch.
  “Better keep him safe, sir!” suggested Coker. “He was laying about him with a big whip!” 
  “Release him immediately!” barked Mr. Quelch. 
  The juniors got off Mr. Piker. But Coker of the Fifth did not shift. Coker knew best—as he generally did. And he did not see taking orders from any Form-master but his own. 
  “You see, sir!” argued Coker. 
  “Do you hear me?” hooted Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh, yes, sir, I hear you all right!” assented Coker. “But I was going to say—Yarooooop!” 
  Coker had not really been going to say that. He said it quite unintentionally as he leaped into the air like a kangaroo. 
  “Yoooop!” roared Coker. “Wow! Yaroop! I’m bitten— Whoo-hoop! 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yow! Ow! Wow! I—I’m bitten—I— Oooogh! Ow!” 
  Mr. Piker sat up. The other fellows had got off, and Coker got off quite suddenly. Coker was bent almost double and wriggling like an eel. Mr. Piker, clearly, had tired of having Horace Coker sitting on his face, and he had taken quite efficacious measures to shift him. 
  “Wow!” roared Coker. “Ow! I say—  Wow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Cease that ridiculous noise, Coker!” yapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Ow! I’m bitten—” 
  “Stand aside! Now, Mr. Piker—if your name is Piker—explain what this outrage means before I send for the police!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  Mr. Piker heaved himself to his feet. He had lost his whip and his hat, and he was untidy and dishevelled and breathless. But his wrath seemed as intense as ever, and he glared round for Wharton! Wharton was rubbing the pieces where the whip had whacked. He had not the faintest idea why Mr. Piker had attacked him—but for the moment he was thinking less of Mr. Piker’s mysterious motives than of the damage Mr. Piker had done. 
  The Remove master planted himself directly in front of the angry farmer. Mr. Piker made an effort to calm himself. There were a hundred fellows round him now, all ready to collar him if he showed signs of violence. Mr. Piker hadn’t a dog’s chance, and he realized it. 
  “Now explain yourself!” hooted Mr. Quelch. 
  “That young raskil!” gasped Mr. Piker. He pointed a forefinger at Harry Wharton. “That young villain, he——” 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Harry. 
  “What have you done to this man?”
  “Nothing, sir!” 
  “What?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Nothing! I’ve never seen him before that I know of!” gasped Wharton. “I don’t know why he’s pitched into me, unless he’s mad.” 
  “Gaw!” ejaculated Mr. Piker, staring at him. “He says he don’t know! Gaw! Of all the young liars I’ve—” 
  Mr. Quelch’s face set bitterly. He was not surprised that Wharton was the cause of this disgraceful scene—he was not surprised at anything in Wharton this term. 
  Was not Harry Wharton, once his trusted head boy, now the worst boy in the Remove—indeed, in the whole school? 
  Quelch, at least, had no doubt that he was. 
  And it was plain to other eyes as well as Quelch’s that Mr. Piker was astonished and disgusted by the junior’s denial. 
  The farmer was excited and angry; but it was obvious that he was an honest man, that he believed what he stated, and that he had some real cause for anger. 
  “Wharton,” rumbled Mr. Quelch, “I command you to confess at once what you have done.” 
  Wharton’s face set stubbornly. 
  “I’ve done nothing!” he snapped. 
  “Mr. Piker, tell me what this boy has done. Nothing can excuse your action in coming here and acting violently,” said Mr. Quelch severely, “but if you have just cause of complaint—” 
  “I came here to thrash him!” roared Mr. Piker. “I brought my whip along to give him a good hiding! Where’s that blooming whip?” 
  “If the boy has deserved punishment, Mr. Piker, I shall deal with him as his Form-master—or if the matter is very serious, his headmaster will deal with him!” said Mr. Quelch bitterly. “You will be allowed to exercise no violence here, sir! I warn you of that! Now tell me what he has done!” 
  “The young raskil—” 
  “Oh shut up!” snapped Wharton. 
  “Be silent, Wharton!” 
  “I’m not going to be called a rascal!” roared Wharton “If the old donkey thinks I’ve done anything let him say what it is.” 
  “The young villain—“ 
  “Such expressions are out of place here, Mr. Piker. Tell me at once what this boy has done.” 
  “Set fire to my barn!” roared Mr. Piker. 
  “What?” 
  “Oh, my hat “ 
  “Great pip!” 
  There were exclamations of amazement on all sides. Wharton’s was the most amazed face of all. He fairly blinked at the farmer. 
  “Goodness gracious!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch. “Is it possible? I can scarcely believe—” 
   “You like to come along and look at the ashes?” hooted Mr. Piker. “That there young raskil did it! I don’t mean that he set it afire a-purpose! But what did he s’pose was going to happen, smoking cigarettes among a lot of dry straw! I ask you!”
  “Smoking cigarettes!” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “The man’s mad!” said Harry Wharton, in sheer wonder. “I’ve never smoked cigarettes or anything else.” 
  “Gaw! He says he ain’t smoked cigarettes!” gasped Mr. Piker. “And I see him with my own eyes, I did! Sitting in my barn a-smoking like a young furnace, he was!” 
  “You—you saw him!” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Jest as plain as I see you now!” roared Mr. Piker. “It’s the boy. How’d I know him here if I hadn’t seen him there? I ask you!” 
  “Oh!” exclaimed Wharton. 
  He stared swiftly round the crowd of Greyfriars fellows gazing on open-eyed. He was looking for Ralph Stacey of the Remove—his “double.” 
  He understood now—in a flash! 
  Mr. Piker evidently believed what he said. He believed that he had seen Harry Wharton smoking in his barn. 
  There was only one explanation to Wharton’s mind. It was one more of the incessant mistakes that had arisen that term through his having a double at the school. But Stacey was not anxious to be seen in the surrounding crowd. 
  “You admit this, Wharton?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “No!” panted Wharton. “I’ve never been in Mr. Piker’s barn—I’ve never been on his land at all—” 
  “Gaw!” gasped Mr. Piker. “Hark at him!”
   “You’ve made a mistake!” said Harry “You saw another fellow—” 
  “Gaw! Ain’t he a young raskil, a-lying like that?” exclaimed Mr. Piker. “I tell you, Sir, I see him face to face not a hour ago. I come along to that barn and hears somebody moving. I looks in, and there he was! Smoking cigarettes! I gets after him, and he dodges, and I chases him off my land! Then I see that the barn is afire. He dropped the cigarette he was smoking in the straw when I chased him out of the barn! Somebody’s got five pounds to pay for the damage! And I tell you—” 
  Mr. Quelch held up his hand. 
  “Do you deny this, Wharton?” 
  “Of course I do!” snapped Harry. 
  “Where have you been since class?” 
  “In my study, writing lines until a quarter of an hour ago. You don’t often leave me without lines to write this term!” said Wharton savagely.
  “Do not dare to be impertinent, Wharton!  Have you been out of gates?”
  “I have not.” 
  “Was anyone with you in your study while you were writing lines?” 
  “Do fellows stick in a study on a July afternoon if they can help it?” snapped Wharton. “My friends were at the cricket till I came out.” 
  Mr. Quelch’s lip curled bitterly. It was clear that he did not believe the statement of the worst boy in his Form, that he had not been out of the gates since class. 
  “Send for Stacey and ask him whether he has been out of gates!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “You’ve asked me! Now ask him!”
  “Silence!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “I will not allow you to drag the name of my head boy into this disreputable affair, Wharton!” 
  Wharton’s eyes blazed. 
  “That man says that he recognised me! Let him see Stacey, and then hear what he says!” 
  “That’s fair, sir!” ventured Bob Cherry. 
  “Take a hundred lines, Cherry!” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Look here, sir,” exclaimed Johnny Bull, “If that man Piker saw Stacey in his barn—“ 
  “Take a hundred lines, Bull!” 
  “Oh, put it down to me!” exclaimed Harry Wharton with savage bitterness. “I’ve got to answer for all that Stacey’s done this term—pub-haunting and breaking bounds, and now smoking in a barn and setting it on fire! I’ve never been anywhere near the man’s barn—” 
   “Hark at him!” said Mr. Piker. “Jest hark!” 
  “You saw another fellow who looks like me, you fool!” shouted Wharton. 
  “Gaw! You making out you got a twin?” sneered Mr. Piker. 
  “Enough!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Mr. Piker, you shall place this matter before the headmaster. Come with me! Wharton, follow me! Dr. Locke shall decide whether you are a fit boy to remain in this school.” 
  Mr. Piker, it was plain, would have preferred to handle Wharton personally. But the Remove-master drew him away towards the House. Harry Wharton, with a black brow, followed. 
  The crowd in the quadrangle was left; in an excited buzz. It was the same old question that had caused trouble at Greyfriars all through the term—since Ralph Stacey had come to the school. One of the doubles of the Remove was a thorough young rascal— but which? 
                                  — — 
                    THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                        Before the Beak! 
“SEND for Stacey!” 
  “Dr. Locke!”
  The “Send for Stacey!” repeated the Head firmly. 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard. It was not for him to argue the point with his chief, but never had he felt more disposed to do so. 
  In the Head’s study, Mr. Piker stood—a little calmer now, awed by the majestic Head. He had told his tale—Harry Wharton standing silent while he told it. To Mr. Quelch the tale was convincing enough. The man had seen Wharton face to face—now he identified him without hesitation. Harry Wharton’s denial counted for nothing with his incensed Form-master. 
  Fortunately for Wharton, it weighed more with the Head. 
  Dr. Locke was intensely irritated and annoyed. The strange case of the doubles of Greyfriars had given him plenty of worry that term. It was such a difficulty as he had never experienced before in his long career as a schoolmaster, and the Head, seldom at a loss, had to confess himself at a loss how to deal with it. 
  Certainly he wished that Stacey had never come to the school at all and caused this strange confusion. Probably he would have been relieved had the new junior left. But certainly he would not send him away—a boy who rejoiced in the high opinion and trust of his Form-master. 
  Neither could he send Harry Wharton away, unless the case against him was clearly made out. And a headmaster had to be just. 
  Until there was certainty on on the disputed point he could do nothing. It was troublesome and irritating, but he was not the man to risk committing an injustice merely to save himself trouble. 
  “Kindly ring the bell for Trotter, Mr. Quelch.” he said. 
  Suppressing his impatience, Mr. Quelch kindly rang the bell for Trotter. The House page, when he appeared, was sent to fetch Stacey of the Remove to the study. 
  The Remove-master gave Wharton a dark look.     
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed defiance in return. Both of them knew that when Stacey came, Mr. Piker, now so certain that the culprit was Wharton, would be astonished and doubtful. 
  Lately Wharton had had a black eye, which had enabled fellows to pick out “which was which” easily enough. But that discoloured eye had been cured now—there was no trace of it left. Wharton could have wished that it still lingered. That would have made it impossible for Stacey to get away with trickery in this instance. 
  There was a tap at the door, and a junior entered—a junior so like Harry Wharton that Mr. Piker fairly gaped at the sight of him. 
  “Gaw!” ejaculated Mr. Piker. 
  He stared at Stacey—then at Wharton—then at Stacey again! He rubbed his nose in bewilderment. 
  Stacey did not glance at him, and did not seem to observe that he was in the room at all. If, only an hour ago, Mr. Piker had been chasing Stacey off his land, there was nothing in the junior’s manner to indicate anything of the kind. He stood respectfully before his headmaster’s writing-table. 
  “You sent for me, sir?” 
  “Yes, Stacey!” said the Head, looking at him intently. “I must question you, my boy. Have you been out of gates since class in your Form-room?” 
  “Yes, sir!” answered Stacey. 
  Wharton gave him a quick look. He had expected an answer in the negative. 
  “Did you go alone?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Who was with you?” 
  “Russell and Ogilvy of my Form, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch’s bleak face broke into a smile! Harry Wharton stared, dumb. 
  Ogilvy and Russell, who shared Study No. 3 in the Remove with Stacey, were friends of his—they liked him and trusted him. They were his stoutest champions in the Remove, and scouted scornfully the mere idea that he was a “black sheep.” They were two of the most decent fellows in the Form, and certainly would not have been mixed up in such a matter as cigarette-smoking in a barn. If they had been with Stacey— 
  Dr. Locke’s eyes turned on Wharton more grimly. 
  “You still deny that you were on Mr. Piker’s land, Wharton?” 
  “Certainly I do, sir!” gasped Wharton. “And—and 1 don’t believe that Ogilvy and Russell were with Stacey either. They’re both decent chaps, and if they’d been with him, he’d never have dared —” 
  “Silence, Wharton!” barked Mr. Quelch. “It is fortunate, sir, that Stacey was not alone in his walk after class today. It proves beyond doubt that the culprit in this case is Wharton.” 
  “It proves nothing of the kind!” exclaimed Wharton. “ Dr. Locke will see justice done, sir, if you will not.” 
  “Boy!” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Silence, Wharton!” said the Head sternly. “How dare you even imply that your Form-master would treat you with anything but justice.” 
  “I tell you, sir, Stacey is lying!” exclaimed Wharton passionately. “Mr. Piker never saw me on his land—so he must have seen Stacey! Nobody else could have been taken for me.” 
  “Mr. Piker has identified you, Wharton!” snapped Quelch. 
  “Let him speak now—now that he can see both of us!” exclaimed Harry. “Mr. Piker, you are an honest man—look at us both and say whether you can tell Dr. Locke which of us was smoking in your barn.” 
  The farmer gazed at the two juniors standing now side by side. He rubbed his chin and rubbed his nose and blinked! It was evident that he was completely puzzled. 
  “Gaw!” he said. “Them two must be twins! It’s no good—I can’t undertake to say which it was! If I made a mistake, I’m sure I beg the young gentleman’s pardon for laying my whip round him. How was I to know he had a twin! One of them was the boy—” 
  “You cannot say which?” asked Dr. Locke. 
  The farmer shook his head. 
  “Honest, sir, I can’t!” he answered. “I thought it was that lad that I laid my whip on and if I was mistook, I’m sorry. Now that I see the other, I can’t say, and that’s the truth, sir.” 
  “Have you seen this man before, Stacey?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  Dr. Locke suppressed a sigh. It was a puzzle, and he was no nearer a solution than before. Mr. Quelch weighed in : 
  “You have heard Stacey’s statement, sir, that he was not alone! Russell and Ogilvy, of my Form, went out with him.” 
  “They will bear out your statement, Stacey?” 
  “Certainly, sir.” said Stacey. “Why shouldn’t they?” 
  “Will you send for them, sir?” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “It is quite unnecessary, sir!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  The Head paused. It seemed impossible that any fellow could have made a statement so easily put to the test unless it was true. But the on the Head was there to administer strict justice. 
  “I will send for them.” he said. 
  And Trotter was summoned again and sent for Russell and Ogilvy. In a few minutes those two youths arrived. 
  “Russell, Ogilvy,” said Dr. Locke. “Stacey states that you went out with him after class today. I desire to know whether you corroborate the statement?” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Russell. 
  “Certainly, sir!” said Ogilvy. 
  Harry Wharton could only stare at them. He felt as if his head was turning round. Mr. Quelch’s voice came, cutting the tense atmosphere like a knife. 
  “The matter is settled now, sir, beyond a doubt. Wharton ís guilty!” 

                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                Not Proven!

HARRY WHARTON stood dumb. He had not been out of gates. He had been in Study No. 1 in the Remove, wearily writing lines, ever since class, till a short time ago. Seldom a day passed, this troubled term, without some such punishment falling upon him. His Form-master distrusted him, and he repaid distrust with sullen defiance; and there were faults on both sides. Naturally, no one had been in the study with him—his friends had gone down to the cricket, leaving him to get through by tea-time. 
  But there was nothing to prove that he had not left the study and gone out of gates. He might easily have done so unobserved. Indeed, if he was the black sheep he was supposed to be, it was very probable that he had. 
  Dr. Locke’s brow was growing sterner and sterner. Mr. Quelch, already long ago convinced, only waited for sentence to be pronounced. 
  “Have you anything to say now, Wharton?” asked the Head icily.
  Wharton tried to pull himself together. It was—it must have been— Stacey whom Mr. Piker had seen in his barn. No one else in the wide world could have been mistaken for Harry Wharton. He had not believed that Russell and Ogilvy had been with the fellow—now he had to believe it. He tried to think. 
  “What can the wretched boy say?” said Mr. Quelch. “ He is now at the end of his subterfuges.” 
  Wharton’s eyes flashed at him. The words stung him like the lash of a whip. Russell and Ogilvy were looking at him contemptuously. Their view was that he was trying to put some of his misdeeds on his double, as they believed he had done before. He did not heed them. 
  “If you have nothing to say, Wharton—” came the Head’s deep voice. 
  “What I’ve said is true, sir!” panted Harry. 
  “Do you cast doubt on the evidence of these two boys of your Form?” asked the Head sternly. 
  “ No. I know they’d tell the truth. But—but they can’t have been with Stacey—
  “They have said so.” 
  “Then they can’t have been with him all the time, sir!” exclaimed Wharton, a light breaking on his mind. “Ask them whether they were with Stacey all the time he was out of gates.” 
  “This boy’s endless prevarications, sir—” bcgan Mr. Quelch. 
  “One moment, Mr. Quelch. I shall certainly put the question to these boys.” said Dr. Locke quietly. “No shadow of doubt must remain before such a punishment as expulsion is inflicted. Russell, Ogilvy, did you remain with Stacey all the time after you went out of gates until he came back to the school?” 
  The Stacey’s face set a little. 
  “Oh no, sir!” said Russell. “We walked down Friardale Lane with Stacey, but he didn’t go all the way to the village with us.” 
  Wharton could almost have laughed. It was simple enough, after all. Stacey had hoped to get through without that point being raised. A very perceptible change came over Dr. Locke’s face. 
  “Did both of you leave Stacey in the lane?” 
  “Yes, sir,” said Ogilvy. “We were going down to Uncle Clegg’s in the village, and Stacey went over to Pegg.” 
  “Then you were not with Stacey while he was out of gates, except for a short time!” exclaimed the Head. “Stacey, I understood from what you said that these boys were with you all the time.” 
  “I did not say so, sir.” answered Stacey calmly. “You asked me if I went out alone, sir, and I told you that Russell and Ogilvy went with me.” 
 “That is true, certainly,” said Dr. Locke. “But I had the impression— However—” He mused and drummed on the table with his fingers.  
  Wharton breathed more freely, 
  He knew now why Stacey had admitted that he was out of gates—because two fellows in the Remove knew. And he knew that the trickster had intended to give the Head the impression that his friends had been with him all the time. It seemed to him, too, that Dr. Locke had the same suspicion. His look at Stacey’s face was very keen and searching. 
  “Where did you go, Stacey, after you left your friends?” 
  “I walked down to Pegg, sir, to look at the ship in the bay.” 
  “Did you go to Mr. Piker’s farm?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  The Head was silent again. From Friardale Lane it was hardly more than a step to Piker’s Farm. That Stacey had not gone there, rested only on his own assertion. His assertion, convincing to Mr. Quelch, weighed no more with the Head than Wharton’s. 
  Dr. Locke made a sign to Russell and Ogilvy to leave the study. The door closed on them. 
  There was silence in the study. Mr. Piker was still blinking in a bewildered way at the two juniors—either of whom might have been the mirrored reflection of the other. Evidently he was trying to make up his mind which of them he had seen on his land and was in a state of hopeless doubt. Dr. Locke turned his eyes on him. 
  “You cannot positi those on than the vely identify either of these boys, Mr. Piker?” 
  “Honest, sir, I can’t,” answered the farmer. 
  “You will realise that neither can be punished for what has happened if the culprit cannot be identified.” 
  Mr. Quelch set his lips in a tight line. He knew what was coming now—no sentence for the junior he firmly believed to be guilty. 
Mr Piker scratched his head, perplexed. 
  “I suppose you’re right, sir.” he admitted. “And I’m sorry if I’ve laid my whip round the wrong boy, sir. But setting fire to a man’s barn—“ 
  “Then—” said the Head. 
  “But the damage will have to be paid for, sir.” said Mr. Piker, with returning signs of excitement. “It won’t be under five pound, sir, and 1 can’t afford to lose it.” 
  “The damage will certainly be paid for, Mr. Piker.” said the Head. “As it happens, the same gentleman is responsible for both of these boys, and whichever of them did the damage, Colonel Wharton will make it good.” 
  “That’s all right, fur as those that the the on it goes, sir.” assented Mr. Piker. “But one of them young raskils wants a thrashing, sir—I do say that.” 
  And Mr. Piker took his hat and went to the door. He gave a final glance back at the doubles of Greyfriars, shook his head hopelessly, and went out. 
  “Is this matter to remain in doubt, sir?” asked Mr. Quelch, when the perplexed farmer was gone. 
  “I see no alternative.” answered the Head quietly. “One of these boys is deceiving you, and deceiving me—I cannot undertake to say which. Your high opinion of Stacey weighs, of course, very much with me—but I cannot forget, sir, that you had an equally high opinion of Wharton before his relative came to this school. But—” 
  There was a long pause. 
  “But,” resumed the Head in the same quiet tone, “this state of affairs cannot continue indefinitely. I shall request Colonel Wharton to come here and judge between these boys—one his nephew, the other a distant relative. One of them must leave the school at the end of this term and not return the following term. I cannot expel a boy without absolute proof. But I cannot allow this preposterous state of affairs to be renewed next term. Colonel Wharton must find another school for one of them after the holidays. It is for him to decide.” 
  Harry Wharton felt his heart sink. 
  If his uncle stood by him, all would be well. Stacey would be gone, and his troubles at an end. But— 
  “Wharton, Stacey, you may go.” said the Head. 
  They left the study, leaving their Form-master with Dr. Locke. In the corridor they looked at one another— Wharton with a grim, knitted brow, and Stacey with a mocking smile on his face. 
  “A narrow escape—for one of us!” drawled Stacey. 
  “You cur!” breathed Wharton. “You plotting rat! You dare not tell the Head the truth, but haven’t you the decency to tell my uncle—“ 
  Stacey laughed and walked away. Harry Wharton clenched his hands—but he unclenched them again. What was the use of a row? It would only put him more in the wrong than ever. 
  He tramped out savagely into the quad. 
                  THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                         A Study Row! 
FISHER T. FISH snorted. 
  He was annoyed. 
  The business man of the Remove was busy in Study 
No. 14, when there was a tramp of feet in the passage, and the door was hurled open. 
  The Famous Five appeared in the doorway. Johnny Bull had a parcel under his arm. 
  As it was tea-time, Fishy really ought not to have been surprised by the fact that Johnny had arrived in his own study to tea, and brought his friends with him. But Fishy, as aforesaid, was busy. 
  Fisher T. Fish’s favourite occupation was counting his money. That was how he was occupied now. 
  The end of the term being near, it was a matter of great interest to Fishy to ascertain exactly how he stood financially. It was one of Fishy’s businesslike customs to make small sums by lending shillings and half-crowns among the fags at a penny or twopence a week interest. He had been caned for it by his Form-master, and kicked for it by his fellow Removites. But there was no stopping Fishy for long—the prospect of a profit had an irresistible attaction for the cute, spry youth from New York. 
  Deep in financial matters, Fishy did not like being interrupted. He glared at the juniors in the doorway. 
  “Git!” he suggested. 
  “We’ve come in to tea, fathead!” answered Johnny Bull. 
  “Look hyer!” yapped Fisher T. Fish. “Can’t you tea in Study No. 1, as you generally do? Or in Cherry’s study? I’m busy.” 
  “The busyfulness appears to be terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a dusky grin at the study table. 
  Fishy’s financial resources were set out on that table. There were a dozen little heaps of coppers, several heaps of shillings and half crowns, two or three, ten-shilling notes, a pound note, and, under a paper-weight for safety, a five-pound note. Fishy evidently was better “fixed” financially than most fellows in the Lower Fourth. 
  “Whose money is that?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  Fishy glared. 
  “Mine!” he hooted, 
  “Shylock!” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “I guess—” 
  “Worm!” remarked Harry Wharton. 
  “You mind your own bizney, Wharton!” snapped Fisher T. Fish. “You ain’t head boy of the Remove now, and you ain’t got no call to horn in— see?” 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. Stacey was head boy now, and it was up to him to see that Fishy did not carry on his moneylending business. Judging by the little piles of cash on Fishy’s table, he had done well out of that peculiar business during the term. And Stacey had not bothered him. 
  “Well, clear that table,” said Johnny Bull. “We want it for tea.” 
  “I guess you can hop along to another study.” yapped Fisher T. Fish. “Can’t you see I’m busy?” 
  “Let’s get out!” said Harry. 
  Johnny Bull gave an angry grunt. He was standing the spread on this occasion, and naturally he was going to stand it in his own study. 
  “Rot!” he snapped. “This is my study, isn’t it? We’ve come here to tea, and we’re staying here to tea. Shift that rubbish, Fishy.” 
  “Rubbish?” repeated Fisher T. Fish. He was accustomed to the boneheadedness of the old country. But for a fellow to describe money as rubbish seemed to Fishy the limit, even in British boneheadedness. 
  “You pesky piecan—” 
  “Are you shifting it?” 
  “Nope!” roared Fisher T. Fish angrily. “Ain’t I in the middle of my accounts? You beat it along the passage!” 
  “I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway through his big spectacles. “I say, I’ve been lookin for you! I was going to ask you fellows to tea in my study; only I’ve been disappointed about a postal order—” 
  “Scat!” 
  “But, look here!” said Bunter. “If you like, I’ll come to tea with you today and you can tea with me to-morrow instead. My postal order will b that is that the the e here in the morning. I say— Oh crikey!” Bunter broke off as his eyes and his spectacles fixed on the little piles of money on the table.     “I—I say, Fishy, old chap, is all that yours!” 
  “Yep!” grunted Fishy. “And I guess it’s going to stay mine.” 
  “I give you two minutes to clear the table.” said Johnny Bull. He set his parcel down on a chair, and began to unpaok. “One of you fellows cut off and fill on the the kettle. The spirit stove’s in the cupboard.” 
  At a tea-party in a Remove study every fellow lent a hand. While Johnny unpacked the good things he had brought in from the tuckshop, Frank Nugent took the kettle to fill at the tap in the passage, Harry Wharton sorted out the spirit stove for boiling the same, and Bob Cherry disinterred a bottle of methylated spirit from the coal-locker; and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh handled the crockery from the cupboard. 
  Fishy regarded those preparations with a baleful eye. 
  It was frightfully annoying for a guy in the middle of important accounts to be interrupted and bothered like this. Fishy had been enjoying those accounts. He loved to gloat over little piles of cash. And the five-pound note under the paper-weight was a thing of beauty and a joy for ever, in the eyes of Fisher T. Fish. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the cash with equal interest. 
  But it was not the same kind of interest as Fishy’s. Fishy loved money for its own sake. Bunter regarded it simply as a usefu1 means to an end—the end being tuck. Bunter, when he had money, never kept it long. Fishy kept it as long as he could. He hated parting with it, even for value received. 
  “I say, Fishy—” murmured Bunter. 
  “Park it!” snapped Fishy. 
  “I told you I was expecting a postal order, old chap—” 
  “Pack it up!” 
  “It’s bound to come to-morrow morning.” exclaimed Bunter. “It’s from one of my titled relations, old fellow.” 
  “Swallow it!” 
  “Well, look here, old chap! You lend me that fiver—” 
  “Forget it!” 
  “I don’t mind paying interest on it.” said Bunter eagerly. “Any interest you like, old fellow.” 
  Fisher T. Fish snorted. That sounded like a good offer; but not to the businessman of the Remove. He did not want William George Bunter on his list of clients. Both the loan and the interest would have to wait till Bunter received his celebrated and long-expected postal order. That was altogether too distant a prospect for a businesslike man like Fishy. 
  “Is it a go?” asked Bunter, stretching out a fat hand towards the five-pound note. 
  His little round eyes were almost popping through his big round spectacles at that banknote. The amount of tuck it represented dazzled Bunter. 
  Rap! 
  Fisher T. Fish grabbed up a ruler, and brought it down with a sharp rap across a set of fat knuckles. 
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  “Yooop!” roared Bunter. 
  The fat hand was withdrawn quickly. Billy Bunter sucked his damaged knuckles, and glared at Fisher T. Fish with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. 
  “Ow! Beast! Wow!” roared Bunter. 
  “You keep your paws off my spondulics!” snapped Fishy. 
  “Ow! Beast! Shylock!” howled Bunter. “Wow! Think I’d touch your rotten money that you make by moneylending, you rotter? I’m a bit more—wow!—particular than that— Ow! Beast!” 
  Bunter sucked his fat knuckles frantically. That sharp rap from the ruler had hurt. 
  “Now, then!” Johnny Bull came towards the table. “Time’s up, Fishy!” 
  Fishy glared at him. 
  “Ain’t I told you to beat it, and leave off interrupting a guy?” he howled. “I guess I’m using this hyer table, and I reckon—  Oh, wake snakes! Jerusalem crickets! Stop it, you slabsided Jay!”
  Johnny Bull grasped the end of the table, and tilted it up. The contents of the table-top shot off in a shower, 
  Coppers and silver, pound note and ten-shilling notes, and five-pound note were scattered far and wide over the study carpet. 
  Fishy gave a yell of fury and dismay. The money, of course, could be picked up again. But a penny or a sixpence might have rolled into some inaccessible spot. And the loss of a penny would have given the business man of the Remove a severe pain. 
  “He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. 
  “You pesky mugwump!” roared Fisher T. Fish, jumping up from his chair. “Look what you’ve done! All my spondulics!” 
  Fisher T. Fish was not, as a rule, a fighting man. There was no sort of a profit in scrapping. But the worm will turn, and there was no doubt that Fishy was rather a worm. Fishy’s fury boiled over, he made a jump at Johnny Bull, clutched him, and got his head into chancery. 
  Thump, thump, thump, thump! 
  “Whooo-hooop!” roared Johnny, struggling. 
  Frank Nugent came back with the filled kettle. He stared at the wild scene in Study No. 14. 
  “What the dickens—” he ejaculated, 
  Thump, thump! 
  “Stop them!” gasped Harry Wharton. 
  The juniors rushed to separate the combatants. Billy Bunter blinked at them and grinned. Then his eyes fell on the five-pound note lying almost at his feet. 
  He stooped and picked it up. 
  He chuckled a fat chuckle. 
  Bunter, of course, had no felonious designs on that fiver. Nobody’s tuck was safe from Bunter, but he would no more have pinched a fellow’s cash than he would have held up a bank. Even Bunter understood the difference between “meum” and “tuum” when it came to cash. 
  The bright idea in Bunter’s fat mind was to punish Fishy for that rap on his fat knuckles by making him think that his fiver was lost. 
  Such a blow would hit Fishy where he lived, as he would have expressed it in his own language. It would cause him days of anguish and nighs of sleepless woe! And serve him jolly well right! 
  Bunter, with the crumpled banknote in his fat hand, blinked round the study. Nobody was heeding him at the moment. Johnny Bull and Fisher T. Fish were punching one another frantically, and Wharton, Nugent, Bob, and Hurree Singh were grabbing at both of them to drag them apart. 
  The fat Owl of the Remove stepped to the book-shelf. Among the dozen or so volumes there, was one entitled “The Goodness of George.” 
  It was a beautiful gilt volume, presented to Johnny Bull by his affectionate aunt, Miss Bull, who was, like many kind old ladies, totally unacquainted with boyish tastes in literature. 
  Johnny, needless to say had never even opened it. 
  It adorned the book-shelf unread. Fellows would borrow one another’s “Holiday Annuals” till the volumes were dog-eared, but nobody had ever wanted to borrow that beautiful gilt volume. Neither Johnny Bull nor any other fellow in the Remove was interested in the goodness of George! 
  Bunter cheerfully slipped the fiver between the pages of that volume, and left it there. 
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  Then he stood leaning on the bookshelf, surveying the struggle in the study with a fat grin—looking forward with happy anticipation to Fishy’s fury and dismay when he failed to find his fiver on the floor. 
                     THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                           Fearful for Fishy! 
“OW, let up, you guys!” howled Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Leggo!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  The combatants had been dragged apart. 
  Harry Wharton had Fishy by the back of the neck. Bob and Frank and Hurree Singh were holding back Johnny. 
  Johnny needed more holding back than Fishy did!
  His nose was spurting red, and his eyes gleamed with the light of battle. Fishy’s attack had taken him rather by surprise, and some damage was done. But Johnny had put in a few hefty punches, which had caused Fishy’s warlike ardour to evaporate. While Johnny was burning for the fray, Fishy had cooled down. Johnny wanted more, and Fishy felt as if he had had too much already. 
  “Let me get at him!” howled Johnny. “I’m going to smash him up! Look at my nose!” 
  “You pesky jay!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. “Let up, I’m telling you! Look at all my spondulics, all over the doggoned floor!” 
  “Chuck it, old man!” said Bob Cherry soothingly. 
  “The chuckfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed and idiotic Johnny.” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You guys help me collect them spondulics!” howled Fisher T. Fish. “If any of them spondulics get lost, I guess you’ll have to make it good.” 
  Johnny dabbed his nose with his handkerchief. But he calmed down, and his friends released him. 
  “I’ve a jolly good mind—” he growled. 
  “What about tea?” remarked Nugent. 
  “Oh, all right!” grunted Johnny. 
  Fisher T. Fish was already on his hands and his bony knees, grabbing up scattered cash. 
  “I say, you fellows, let’s have tea.” said Billy Bunter. “I say, if you’ve got sosses there, I’ll cook them for you.” 
  “Go it, fatty!” 
  “I’m telling you guys, you help me find my spondulics!” howled Fisher T. Fish, in great excitement. 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  “I guess—” 
  “Guess again!” 
  “I’ll tell a man—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  As a hint to Fishy that his conversation was superfluous, Bob Cherry reached out with his boot. Fishy, on his hands and knees, was well placed to take the hint. 
  Thud! 
  “Yarooop!” 
  “Now ring off!” said Bob. 
  Fisher T. Fish, breathless with fury, rang off. While Bunter, grinning, cooked sausages, and Nugent boiled eggs, and Bob sliced bread-and-butter, the junior from New York scuffled over the carpet, collecting notes and coins. 
  The pound and the ten-shilling notes were duly collected. Coppers and silver were gathered up and arranged in little piles on the window-sill for counting. But one article was still missing—the five-pound note! 
  Fishy was not, however, alarmed as yet. Obviously, the five-pound note was still in the study, and only needed further search. 
  Having recovered the rest of his wealth, Fisher T. Fish proceeded to make further search for the fiver. 
  By that time the juniors were sitting round the table at tea. They wanted their tea, having healthy youthful appetites, and did not waste any attention on Fisher T. Fish, scuffling and scrambling over the floor. Only Bunter, every now and then, gave him a sly blink, and grinned. 
  Fishy searched and searched. 
  It was a warm July afternoon, and Fish, scrambling about the study bent double, was soon hot and perspiring. 
  He did not, naturally, think of looking inside a book on the book-shelf. By no possibility could a banknote have fallen in such a spot! 
  He came to the table at last. Six fellows sitting round it filled up all the space. 
  “Shift, you guys!” yapped Fishy. 
  “Go and eat coke!” answered Johnny Bull. 
  “My banknote’s under that table!” howled Fishy. “I’ve searched everywhere else so it must be under the table! Shift, and let a guy look!” 
  “Look, and be blowed!” grunted Johnny. 
  “Shift, I’m telling you!” 
  “Shut up!” 
  Fisher T. Fish breathed hard. But he was not disposed for more war! He insinuated his bony form between two chairs and squeezed wider the table, to search amid innumerable feet. 
  “Ow!” he yelled suddenly. 
  “What on earth’s the matter?” ejaculated Harry 
  “Yow-ow! Some doggoned guy kicked me on my year !” yelled Fishy. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I guess—” shrieked Fishy. 
  “He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. And he landed out again with a foot. 
  “Yarooop!” 
  “Here, look out!” roared Bob Cherry, as the table heaved and the crockery began to dance. 
  The tea-party jumped up and grasped the edges of the table to save it. Fisher T. Fish crawled out with a red, dusty, furious face. He rubbed his bony chin where Bunter’s second lunge had landed.
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  “I guess—” he roared. 
  “Look here, we’re fed up with you and your putrid money!” shouted Johnny Bull. “Collar him, you fellows, and bump him!” 
  “I guess I got to find that fiver!” shrieked Fisher T. Fish. “You galoots figure that I’m leaving a fiver lying around loose?” 
  “Oh, shift the table!” said Harry Wharton. 
  The juniors shifted the table aside. They sat down to tea again, leaving the space where the table had stood clear for Fishy to search, 
  He searched—in vain! 
  He rose to his feet at last, and fixed his cold, fishy eyes on the tea-party, with a deadly glitter in them. 
  “Say, you pesky guys—” began Fishy. 
  “Shut up!” 
  “I guess I want that fiver.” 
  “Look for it, then.” 
  “I’ll say I’ve looked everywhere for that fiver!” said Fisher T. Fish savagely. “And I’ll mention that it ain’t to be found! And I guess I want the guy that’s pinched it to hand it over!” 
  “WHAT!” 
  The tea-party fairly glared at Fisher T. Fish. Hitherto they had regarded Fishy’s frantic search for his scattered wealth as rather funny, but at that unexpected accusation the matter ceased to be funny on the spot. 
  “Don’t I speak plain?” howled Fisher T. Fish. “I’ve got the rest, but I ain’t got the fiver. That fiver fell on the floor, and it ain’t on the floor now. One of you pesky jays has picked it up, and I’m telling you if you figure you can pinch my fiver, you got another guess coming!” 
  “Why, you—you—you!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Smash him!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  As one man the Famous Five rushed at Fisher T. Fish. They grasped him all together, swept him off his feet, and bumped him on the floor. 
  Fisher T. Fish yelled wildly. Bump! 
  “Yarooop!” 
  “Now chuck him out!” shouted Johnny Bull. 
  “He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I’ll open the door! He, he, he!”
  Bunter opened the door wide. Fisher T. Fish, struggling and wriggling like an eel in five pairs of hands, was hurled forth. 
  There was a crash in the passage. Slam! 
  “Yurrrggh!” spluttered Fisher T. Fish. For several moments he lay gasping on the passage floor; then he scrambled up, tore open the door of Study No. 14, and glared furiously into the study. 
  “Look here—” he yelled. 
  Johnny Bull grabbed the loaf from the table and hurled it with deadly aim; it thudded on Fisher T. Fish’s long, sharp nose. 
  “Wurrrrrrggh!” spluttered Fisher T. Fish. 
  He staggered back into the passage. That long, thin nose felt as if it had been driven through the back of his bony head. He clasped both hands to it and moaned with anguish. 
  “Look in again, and you’ll get the jampot next!” roared Johnny Bull, and he slammed the door. 
  Fisher T. Fish did not look in again; he did not want the jampot! The party in Study No. 14 finished their tea in peace. 

                  THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                      Head Boy Is Called In! 

RALPH STACEY moved restlessly about Study No 8, his hands driven deep into his pockets. 
  His handsome face, always calm, and generally smiling when seen in public, was clouded, troubled, and angry. His anger, however, was directcd chiefly against himself and his own folly. Several times he muttered aloud “Fool !” and it was himself that he addressed. He was alone in his study. 
  Had Russell, or Ogilvy, come in he would have banished care—at least, its outward aspect—and turned a smiling, care-free face to his friends. He was a finished actor. But alone he could allow his gloomy thoughts to darken his face—which in these moments did not look so much like Harry Wharton’s. 
  As he paced to and fro in Study No. 3 Stacey had a vague idea that some row was going on up the passage. But he gave that no heed; his thoughts kept him busy. 
  It was a couple of days since the visit of the irate Mr Piker to Greyfriars School. The affair had rather died out as a topic, but both Wharton and Stacey had to remember it. 
  Either Stacey or Wharton was to be taken away at the end of the term—close at hand now. That was the decision of the Head; he would find neither guilty on insufficient evidence, but one had to find another school to end the strange and embarrassing state of affairs. 
  It would be a heavy blow to Harry Wharton to leave his old school and his old friends. It would not have been anything like such a blow to Stacey, a new fellow in the school that term. But— 
  His game would be up. 
  The bitter envy and malice of the “poor relation” had been glutted by the harm he had done his relative and double that term; but that was not the end of his game, it was only the beginning. 
  Mapped out in his scheming mind was a plan to cut his rival out at home at Wharton Lodge in his uncle’s favour; to take his place as the rich man’s heir. All had gone well so far. But if they separated, if they went to different schools, how was he to carry on? 
  Obviously he could not. 
  Wharton at another school—Rookwood or St. Jim’s, perhaps—would be out of reach of his double’s treachery. 
  Worse than that he would soon prove by his conduct at his new school that he had been misjudged at Greyfriars; that, in spite of appearances, it was his double who was guilty of wrongdoing. And Stacey, unless he altered his ways, would be booked for discovery sooner or later, having no longer a scapegoat on whom to land his misdeeds. 
  He had the short remainder of that term to work in to carry out his schemes, if he could; after that his teeth would be drawn. 
  “Fool!” he repeated for the tenth or eleventh time. 
  Like many a cunning rascal, Stacey had over-reached himself with his cunning. He had been successful, but his success was more apparent than real. Whether he went, or whether Wharton went, his game would be up at the end of that term, and in the long run Wharton would regain all that he had lost in his uncle’s esteem. 
  Stacey was not wholly bad. Apart from anger and chagrin at the prospect of defeat, there was some element of decency in him that revolted at the part he was playing; he felt sometimes sick of it all. 
  At such times he would have been almost glad to throw up his new life and return to his wandering, shiftless mode of existence with his disreputable and spendthrift father. 
  But, much as he prided himself on his astuteness, his chief thought now was what a fool he had been. He had had a varied experience for one so young, but his experience had not taught him yet that roguery is always, in the long run, folly. 
  He knew that he had not passed unscathed from that interview in the Head’s study a couple of days ago. 
  What a fool he had been! Russell and Ogilvy liked him. They were good fellows; but they bored inexpressibly the fellow who, only a few months ago, had been accustomed to late hours and unhealthy excitement. He could not settle down at Greyfriars like any other schoolboy. He had left them on that occasion to smoke cigarettes, out of sight in a barn, and by an unlucky chance Mr. Piker had found him there, and he had dropped a lighted cigarette in the straw when he ran. And this time he had not succeeded in landing it on Wharton; it was left in doubt which was guilty. 
  Mr. Quelch believed in him, but the head doubted. And would Colonel Wharton doubt? He could not tell. 
  But one thing was clear—unless he was to throw up his scheme altogether he had to get through by the end of that term. He could not afford half-measures now; he had to take any chance that came his way. But would any chance come his way? There was one thing that would break the old colonel’s attachment to his nephew—if Wharton was expelled in disgrace. If that could be engineered— 
  Stacey shivered a little. 
  If it came to the pinch, could he be so coolly, wickedly unscrupulous? He did not feel sure of that. 
  His wretched reflections were suddenly interrupted. The study door flew open with a crash. 
  Stacey spun round savagely towards the door. 
  “You silly ass!” he shouted. “What do—” 
  It was Fisher T. Fish who barged in. Stacey stared at him in amazement. The American junior was wildly excited. 
  “Say, big boy, I guess I want you— and want you bad!” panted Fishy. 
  “Get out, you bony freak!” snarled Stacey. 
  “I guess you’re head boy of the Remove,” howled Fisher T. Fish, “and I’ll say I want you to handle this! I’ll tell a man, if I don’t get my banknote back I’ll go to Quelch! I’ll go to the Head——” 
  “What the thump do you mean?” snapped Stacey. 
  “You mosey along to my study, and talk to them guys—Wharton and his crowd!” hooted Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Wharton?” Stacey’s eyes flashed at the name. “What about Wharton?” 
  “I ain’t saying it’s Wharton—but it’s one of them!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. “One of them guys has pinched my five-pound note. I’m telling you.” 
  Stacey gazed at him. For a second he felt a throb of wild excitement. Was it possible—Wharton—if it was— 
  But the next moment he was cool again. The wish was father to the thought—and the thought left his mind at once. He knew that it was not possible. 
  “Don’t be a fool!” he said roughly. “Nobody in the Remove would touch your money. If you’ve lost a note go and look for it, and hold your silly tongue.” 
  “I’m telling you!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. “One of them has got it, and they got to shell out afore they quit. You’re head boy, and you got to handle it, or I’ll call in Quelch.” 
  Stacey was very near to taking Fisher T. Fish by his bony neck, and bundling him head and crop out of the study. 
  But he paused. There was nothing in this—there could not be! But if there was the remotest chance of scoring over his enemy, he was not going to let it pass. 
  “Tell me what’s happened!” he snapped. 
  Fisher T. Fish told him, in a voice almost breaking with emotion. The loss of five shillings, or of fivepence, would have caused Fishy deep anguish. The loss of such a sum as five pounds was likely to break his transatlantic heart. 
  “I’ll come!” said Stacey, abruptly. 
  And he went up the passage with Fisher T. Fish.  
                     THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                           Stacey Asks For It! 

“I SAY, you fellows! Any more cake?” 
  “No, you cormorant !“ 
  “Any more biscuits?” 
  “No, you fat porker!” 
  “Any more anything?” demanded Billy Bunter, 
  “No!” 
  Bunter grunted and rose. 
  “Well, I don’t call that much of a feed.” he said. “I should have stood you fellows a better spread than that if my postal order had come.”
  “Still hungry?” asked Bob Cherry, sarcastically. The well-spread table in Study No. 14 had been cleared to the last crumb. There was seldom a crumb left at any tea-table, when Billy Bunter asked himself to tea. 
  “Well, it’s not much I eat, as you know.” said Bunter. “But I could manage a little more.” 
  “Go and eat coke!” suggested Bob. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Take your face away, anyhow!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Yah!” Billy Bunter rolled to the door and turned to blink at Harry Wharton through his big spectacles. “Look here, Wharton, if Bull’s coming home with you for the holidays, I’m not at all sure that I shall come. I can’t stand a fellow with manners like a grizzly bear.” 
  “You won’t come if Johnny does?” asked Wharton. 
  “No!” said Bunter. “1 won’t!” 
  “In that case I’ll make Johnny come, if I have to carry him on my back.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You silly ass!” roared Bunter. “Look here—if you chuck that cushion 
at me, Bull, I’ll— Yarooooh!” 
  Bunter dodged out of the door the cushion catching him as he dodged. 
Johnny Bull fielded it, but the door slammed before he could deliver 
another shot. 
  “Beast!” came a howl through the keyhole. 
  Then Bunter was gone. 
“About the hols,” said Harry Wharton, with rather a clouded face. “We 
want to be all together—“ 
  “The togetherfulness is the sine qua non!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “That cad Stacey will be at Wharton Lodge!” said Harry. “I believe 
his father’s abroad; anyhow, my home is his now. I don’t know how you 
fellows will stand him, if you come. It will be pretty rotten.”
  “Cut it out, then!” suggested Johnny Bull. “You come and stay with us, one after another, and give the rotter a miss all through the hols.” 
  “Not a bad idea!” said Frank Nugent. “You can hardly be at home with the fellow without having rows; and that won’t do you any good with your uncle.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  “I should have to go home for a few days.” he remarked. “My uncle’s rather crusty with me now; but Aunt Amy’s the same old dear as ever; and I don’t want to neglect her. But after that—” Wharton paused. 
  He knitted a worried brow; and went on, slowly. 
  “My uncle’s got to decide between Stacey and me. Goodness knows whether I shall be coming back to Greyfriars next term.” 
  “Dash it all, the old bean’s bound to stand by you.” said Bob warmly. “If he takes either away, it will be Stacey.” 
  “Not if he believes that I’m the black sheep!” said Harry, bitterly. “And he will get all that from Quelch, if not from the Head! And the Head’s jolly well fed up with both of us, and no wonder! I think—” 
  The door opened, interrupting him. Fisher T. Fish tramped into the study, followed by Ralph Stacey. 
  “Have you come back for some more, you bony blighter?” demanded Johnny Bull, in a deep, growling voice. 
  “I guess I’ve come back for my five-pound note!” hooted Fisher T. Fish. “And I’ve brought the head boy to see it handed over to me.” 
  The Famous Five were all on their feet at once. Harry Wharton’s eyes glinted at his double. 
  “Keep your wool on, you fellows!” said Stacey. “It seems that Fish has lost a banknote in this study—” 
  “No bizney of yours!” 
  “As head boy of the Remove, I’m bound to look into it when Fish asks me to do so.” answered Stacey, calmly. “You know that as well as I do, Wharton! Or have you forgotten that you’re no longer head boy?” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  “You can cut all that out, Stacey!” said Frank Nugent sharply. “If you want to help Fish hunt for his banknote, we’re not stopping you.” 
  “We’ll get out, and let you get on with it!” said Wharton contemptuously. 
Stacey gave him a sharp look. 
  “Better not!” he said. 
  “What do you mean, better not!” 
  “I mean what I say! Fish says that he has searched the whole room, over and over again, without finding the banknote.” 
  “Well, and what about that?” asked Harry, quietly, but with a dangerous gleam in his eyes. 
  “If Fishy is right, the banknote must have been picked up!” said Stacey. “I think you fellows had better turn out your pockets before you go.” 
  “I guess so!” said Fisher T. Fish emphatically. 
  “Turn out our pockets!” repeated Wharton. “Why, you cur, do you dare to hint that one of us might have Fishy’s banknote in his pocket?” 
  “I’m not hinting—I’m speaking out plain.” answered Stacey coolly. That banknote has got to be found before any fellow leaves this study. That’s my order, as head boy of the Remove.” 
  “That’s your order, is it?” said Harry, his eyes flaming. “Well, I’ll show you exactly how much I care for your orders, you cad! Stand out of my way, or I’ll knock you out of it.” 
  He strode straight at the door. 
  Stacey, standing directly in his path, did not move. 
  “You’re not to leave this study!” he rapped. 
  “Will you stand aside?” 
  “No!” 
  “Hold on, Harry.” exclaimed Nugent hastily. “As that fool Fishy hasn’t found his rotten banknote, perhaps we’d better see it found—” 
  “Do you think I’m taking orders from that cur?” roared Wharton. “Is 
any man here going to let him say we’ve pinched Fishy’s money? I’d rather knock his rotten cheek back down his throat! Stand aside, Stacey!” 
  “I guess—” howled Fisher T. Fish.
  With a swift back-hander, Wharton knocked Fisher T. Fish aside. Then he strode straight at Stacey; and as Stacey did not stir, he hit out. The next moment they were fighting. But it was only for a moment 
  One more, and the Co. dragged Stacey away. 
  “That will do, you cheeky rotter!” said Bob Cherry curtly. “We’re going out of this study, and you can eat your giddy orders. Bang their nappers together.” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “Let go!” yelled Stacey, struggling. “Say you let up, you galoots!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. 
  Bang! 
  In the grasp of the angry comrades, Stacey and Fisher T. Fish struggled frantically, but they struggled in vain. Their heads came together with a sounding crack. 
  “Give them another!” hooted Johnny Bull. 
  Crack! 
  “Ow!” 
  “Wow! Wake snakes!” 
  Then Stacey and Fishy were hurled, sprawling, along the floor, and the Famous Five walked out of the study, leaving them there. 
  “Ow! My cabeza!” groaned Fisher T. Fish. He sat up and rubbed his head. “Ow! I’ll say this is fierce! Wow!” 
  Stacey staggered to his feet. He was pale with rage. Fisher T. Fish’s bony “cabeza” had hurt. Fishy blinked up at him. 
  “Say, what about my banknote?” he gasped. “I’ll tell a man, one of them 
guys has got it! What about it?” 
  “You fool!” snarled Stacey. He had a pain in his head, and a worse pain in his temper. 
  That one of the Famous Five had “pinched” the missing fiver, he did not believe for a moment, though he had been willing to make himself as unpleasant as possible to the Co. The net outcome of his visit to the study was an ache in his head. 
  “Look here!” howled Fisher T. Fish. “I’m telling you—” 
  “Look for your rotten banknote, you dummy!” snarled Stacey. “And take that, to help you along!” 
  He grabbed Fisher T. Fish by the collar, and banged his bony head against the table-leg. There was a fiendish howl from Fisher T. Fish. 
  Apparently Stacey found solace in that proceeding, for he banged the bony head again, and yet again. Then he stamped out of Study No. 14, leaving Fisher Tarleton Fish rubbing his cabeza and waking the echoes. 
  Fishy was rubbing that damaged cabeza for a good quarter of an hour before he re-started crawling over the study carpet, in the vain hope of finding his missing fiver in some corner!         
                            THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                     Condemned! 
“WHARTON’S got the knock!” murmured Skinner. 
  It was the following morning. Some of the Remove fellows had gone for letters in break; and Harry Wharton had found one, addressed to him in his uncle’s hand. 
  He stepped aside to the window, and opened it rather eagerly, and yet with some misgiving. 
  Colonel Wharton had taken his time to think over the communication he had received from the headmaster of Greyfriars. But here was a letter from him at last. Whether he was coming down to the school or not, Harry did not yet know—he regarded the interview rather with dread than hope. 
  But as he read the letter—unusually long for the old military gentleman, whose missives were generally very brief—his face changed. 
  He was so deep in the letter that he did not observe curious eyes turned on him. Skinner winked at Snoop. 
  “By gum he looks floored!” murmured Snoop. 
  There was a letter for Stacey by the same post. He was standing near the rack, reading it, with a faint smile on his face. It seemed that the old colonel had more pleasant things to say to that distant relative than to his nephew. 
  Lord Mauleverer moved over to Wharton. 
  “Not bad news, old bean, I hope!” he murmured 
  “Eh!  No!  Yes!” stammered Harry. 
  He looked up from the letter. Then he observed that a dozen fellows were looking at him curiously, and he coloured. 
  He thrust the letter into his pocket and went out in the sunny quad.     
  “What’s up with your jolly old relation, Stacey?” asked Skinner, with a grin. 
  “Better ask him!” drawled Stacey. 
  “Oh, you’re the fellow to ask!” broke in Vernon Smith. “If he’s in a row at home you’ve worked it!” 
  Stacey raised his eyebrows. 
 “Think so?” he said carelessly. 
 “I don’t think so—I know!” answered the Bounder coolly. “You’ve landed Wharton into rows here all through the term, with your lying and trickery—” 
  “Vernon-Smith!” 
  It was Mr. Quelch’s voice behind the Bounder, with a knife-like edge on it. Smithy spun round in dismay. Quelch had come along from the Form-room in time to hear Vernon-Smith’s words to his head boy. 
  “Oh!” gasped Smithy. 
  “Vernon-Smith, how dare you address such words to Stacey?” Mr. Quelch’s voice trembled with anger. “You will take five hundred lines, Vernon-Smith!” 
  The Bounder set his lips hard. Stacey smiled and strolled out into the quadrangle. 
  He glanced after his double. Wharton, with his uncle’s letter in his hand again, crumpled and clenched, was tramping away towards the elms— evidently wanting to be alone to read that letter. 
  Stacey would have given a good deal to read it, too. But he could guess its purport. 
  The Co. looked for their leader in break, but did not see him. Wharton remained alone under the elms, reading and re-reading that letter from his uncle, and thinking over it with a dark and gloomy brow. 
  He started as the bell for third school reached his ears. 
  His manner was quite composed when he joined the Remove, going back into the Form-room. He did not want all the fellows to observe that he had had a letter from home that had, as Skinner expressed it, given him the “knock.” 
  But he was very glad when the hour of dismissal came. When the Remove came out, he went into the Rag. 
  The Co. followed him in, anxious to know what the trouble was. They knew there was some trouble. 
  “Look here, what’s up?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  Wharton took the crumpled letter from his pocket, and handed it to him. 
“You fellows read that!” he said. 
  They read it together, with grave faces. It ran : 

  “Dear Harry,—Your headmaster has suggested that I should see you and Ralph at the school. Last week I came to see you, and you avoided me, and I see no purpose in coming again. 
  “I need not say that your conduct this term has caused me deep pain and distress. I fear that a foolish and unfounded jealousy of Ralph is partly the cause. 
  In view of what has happened, one of you must go to another school next term. I am thankful that, at all events, you are able to leave without being expelled. At a new school I shall hope that you will make new resolves and do better. 
  “I understand that the farmer, whose property was damaged by your recklessness, claimed a certain sum in compensation, which is just and right. 
  I shall leave this to you, as a warning of the natural result to be expected from lawless and reckless conduct. You must pay it from your own resources. I earnestly hope that this will be a serious lesson to you. 
                                               “Your uncle, 
                                                            “J. WHARTON.” 

  Bob passed the letter back, and Harry Wharton put it into his pocket. The Co. looked dismal enough. 
  “Well, that’s pretty thick!” said Bob. 
  “The thickfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the bIamefulness of the esteemed old nunky is not great. The absurd Quelch has been taken in by the unspeakable Stacey, and has taken in the ridiculous colonel in his turn.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  “I’m not feeling wild with him.” he said quietly. “It’s a bit of a knock, as you can guess; but my uncle can only believe what my Form-master tells him—and Quelch believes what he says. But—” 
  He choked for a moment. 
  “That cur has wangled this from the beginning! You fellows know what happened that day my uncle came down—I was fooled into going out by a spoof telegram. I believe Stacey wangled it; but, of course, there’s no proof—there never is when he plays his rotten tricks!” 
  “He’s too deep for me—and too deep for a simple and straightforward man like my uncle. He’s too deep even for Quelch, who is twice as keen as either of us. He’s done me—all along the line! This means—” 
  “It means that you won’t be coming back next term?” 
  “I suppose so.” 
  “And that cur will be here!” muttered Johnny Bull. He clenched his hands.
“By gum, I’ve a good mind—” 
  “It’s rotten!” muttered Nugent miserably. “The fellow seems as cunning as a fox—there’s no beating him. Colonel Wharton must be fearfully upset, of course—look here, how are you going to manage about Piker? He claims five pounds for the damage to his barn.” 
  “Damage done by Stacey, by his filthy smoking!” said Wharton bitterly. “
I suppose I can manage it somehow— I can sell some things, I suppose. I don’t care much about that. But—to have my uncle thinking of me like this——” He broke off, a quiver in his voice. “To be condemned like this— even the Head thinks there’s a doubt; but my uncle seems to think there’s none. Of course, all the evidence is on the side of that rotter, and Quelch is convinced about it. I suppose I shouldn’t wonder. But—” 
  He broke off again. 
  “Oh, it’s too rotten to talk about! I had to tell you fellows, but let it drop! Let’s get out!” 
  They went out into the quad. Stacey was sauntering there with Ogilvy and Russell. There was a smile on his face—that grew mocking as he glanced at his double. 
  A spasm of rage came over Wharton as he caught his enemy’s look. With clenched hands he strode up to Stacey. 
  “Stacey! You cur! I’ve heard that Colonel Wharton is not going to pay Piker for the damage you did to his barn. The man’s got to be paid. Are you going to pay him?” 
                       THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                            Five Pounds to Pay! 
RALPH STACEY faced him coolly. The smile was still on his face. 
Wharton was angry and excited; Stacey was cool as ice. If Wharton chose to let all Greyfriars know that his uncle condemned him, Stacey certainly had no desire to stop him. 
  “I don’t quite follow.” he drawled. “I suppose Piker will have to be paid 
—most likely he would bring an action if he wasn’t compensated. I’ve heard that he put the damage at five pounds. If you think he’s asking too much—” 
  “I don’t think anything of the sort. I think that the fellow who did the damage ought to pay him.” 
  “That’s right, of course!” assented Stacey, with a nod. 
  “Well, are you going to do it?” 
  Stacey raised his eyebrows. 
  “Didn’t you say the fellow who did the damage?” he queried. “According to what you say, your uncle seems to have decided that you were the fellow.” 
  “And everybody else, too!” exclaimed Ogilvy angrily. “You can’t shove this on Stacey, Wharton.” 
  “I should jolly well think not!” said Russell. “What the dickens are you getting at, Wharton? Every man in the Remove knows that you’re lucky not to be sacked for what you did—”
  “For what Stacey did!” said Harry, between his teeth. 
  “Oh, chuck it!” said Russell in disgust. “I don’t blame the Head for going slow about sacking a man; but everybody knows—” 
  “The knowfulness is not terrific, my esteemed idiotic Russell.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Rats!” snapped Russell. “I wonder at you fellows for standing by a fellow like that! Hardly anybody else in the Form does.” 
  “Look here!” bawled Johnny Bull. 
  “Rats!” 
  “Hold on!” said Harry quietly. “This is between Stacey and me. I want to know whether you’re paying for the damage you did, Stacey.” 
  Stacey laughed lightly. 
  “If you mean that you want to raise the wind, I’ll lend you anything I can, for the credit of the family.” he answered. “The man’s got to be paid. certainly. You can’t diddle him.” 
  “You cur!” 
  Wharton, quite losing control of his temper, sprang at him, his fist lashing out. 
  Stacey’s hands came up like lightning. 
  “Hold on!” gasped Bob Cherry. “There’s Quelch staring from his window—” 
  Harry Wharton did not heed. He pressed Stacey, hitting out right and left. His face was flaming. 
  Harry, old man—” exclaimed Nugent, in dismay. 
  Stacey was a good man with his hands, and he was by no means sorry to come to blows. Whatever his faults were, he had plenty of pluck. 
  But Wharton, in his anger and indignation, seemed to be twice a match for him, and the head boy of the Remove was driven back, step by step, till a fierce drive stretched him on the ground. 
  He was up in a second; but before the fight could be renewed, Mr. Quelch was on the spot. 
  “Stand back. Wharton! Stacey, stand back!” 
  “Very well, sir!” said Stacey quietly and he dropped his hands and stood back, panting. 
  The Remove master fixed his eyes on Wharton’s crimson face. 
  “I saw all this from my study window, Wharton! I saw you deliberately approach Stacey, and 
  “The rotten cur!” burst out Wharton.
  “Silence!” hooted Mr Quelch. “I warn you, Wharton, that if you do not behave yourself better, you will not be allowed to remain at this school even till the end of the term.” 
  Evidently Mr. Quelch had been informed of the old colonel’s decision. 
  Wharton panted. 
  “Go into the house!” said Mr. Quelch sternly. “Remain there till dinner, Wharton.  Go this instant!” 
  Whairton did not stir. But Frank Nugent caught him by the arm, and almost dragged him away to the House. 
  Mr. Quelch followed, with a frowning brow. 
  Never had he been so deeply incensed against the hapless junior who had once been his trusted head boy. 
  Harry Wharton went to his study, where he remained till the dinner-bell rang. 
  When he came down all eyes at the Remove table were turned on him—as well as many others from other tables. 
  Stacey elaborately took no notice of him, and Wharton tried not to look at his enemy. 
  He realised that he had made a false move and played into his rival’s hands. Most of the fellows were against him— his Form-master was against him—his headmaster, though still doubtful, had to admit the weight of evidence. Now condemned at home also—that his uncle and guardian condemned him. The fact that he was left to pay for the damage done to Piker’s barn was proof of that. 
  His own friends still backed him loyally. The Bounder stood by him—but the support of a black sheep like the Bounder was not worth much to a fellow’s reputation. Hazeldene was rather inclined to take his side, but everybody knew that Hazel was jealous of Stacey’s cricket. Of the rest of the Remove, hardly a fellow stood by him, except Lord Mauleverer—generally regarded in the Form as an ass. 
Fellows he liked and respected, like Tom Brown and Squiff, and Peter Todd, gave him cold looks now. He could hardly blame them. If his Form-master believed that he ought to be expelled—if his own uncle turned him down—what were follows to think? 
  When the Remove came out after dinner, Fisher T. Fish came up to the Co. He poked a bony forefinger into Wharton’s ribs to draw his attention. 
  “Say—” began Fishy. 
  “Oh, leave me alone!” snapped Wharton. He was in no mood to be bothered by Fishy, and in the stress of his own troubles he had completely forgotten what had happened in Study No. 14 the previous day. 
  “I guess I want my bank note!” said Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I’ve been all over my study with a small comb, and I ain’t found it.  You guys figure that I’m going to lose it?” 
  “Get out of the way!” 
  “I guess I want that fiver—Whooop!” yelled Fisher T. Fish, as the Famous Five grasped him, and upended him, and walked on, leaving him sprawling, in the quad. 
  “He, he, he!” came from Billy Bunter. 
  “Aw, wake snakes!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. He scrambled up, red with rage. “I guess I’m going to Quelch—I guess—” 
  “He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. “I say, Fishy, Quelch will want to know where you got that fiver! He, he, he!” 
  “You fat clam!” hissed Fisher T. Fish. He stalked away—not in the direction of Mr. Quelch’s study. 
  Fishy was in what he would have called a “quandary.” The idea of losing that five-pound note made his transatlantic flesh creep. On the other hand, there were difficulties about going to Quelch about it. He did not want to draw his Form-master’s attention to the fact that he had so much money in his possession. 
  Quelch might suspect that the money-lending business had been going on again. 
  Billy Bunter grinned, a fat grin, as Fisher T. Fish jerked away. The missing banknote was still safely tucked between the pages of the volume in Study No. 14—nobody was likely to be sufficiently interested in that volume to open it. 
  Bunter’s bright idea was to leave it there till the end of the term. 
  On the last day of the term he would tell Fisher T. Fish where to find it. 
  Which seemed to the fat and fatuous Owl quite a screaming joke on Fishy. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., totally unaware of Bunter’s screaming joke, and utterly regardless of Fishy’s deep anguish, walked in the quad, discussing the coming holidays. But the discussion was not full of cheery anticipations, as usual. 
  Harry looked forward with anything but pleasure to going home to Wharton Lodge, in the present circumstances. 
  Stacey would be there! 
  And next term— 
  But he drove the thought of next term from his mind. It was too bitter to think of that. 
                        THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                               With the Gloves Off! 
HERBERT VERNON-SMITH sauntered in at the school gates with his hands in his pockets and a grin on his face. He glanced round and spotted Harry Wharton. 
  Wharton was leaning on one of the old elms, reading his uncle’s letter over again with a clouded brow. His friends were at the nets, but Wharton was in a glum mood, no mood for cricket.  But he put the letter in his pocket, and looked up as the Bounder approached him. 
  “Been out?” asked Smithy. 
  “Not since class.” 
  “Stacey has.” grinned the Bounder. 
  “I don’t care what Stacey does.” 
  “You would if any other jolly old eye but mine had spotted him while he was out of gates.” 
  “I don’t see—” 
  “I mean, if Quelch, instead of me, had been tottering down the lane beside the Cross Keys, you’d be hauled over the carpet!” 
  “And why?” 
  “For getting a packet of cigarettes at the back door of a pub.” answered the Bounder coolly. 
  Wharton stared at him. 
  “I’ve been keeping an eye on the dear boy.” said Smithy. “He never smokes where a fellow can see him; picks out nice lonely spots like old Piker’s barn. But he has to get his smokes somewhere. I know now—where. See!” 
  Wharton made a gesture of distaste. 
  “Hoity-toity!” grinned the Bounder. 
  “You’re too high-and-mighty to keep an eye on a fellow—what?—even a fellow who’s dished you all round and landed you with a bill to pay for his damage!” 
  “I certainly shouldn’t watch the rotter!” said Harry. 
  “Well, I’m not so jolly particular! I’ve watched him and spotted him. He got me five hundred lines today!” said the Bounder, between his teeth.  “He will be back soon. He started back after getting his packet of cigarettes, and I cut across the meadows and got in ahead of him. See the point?” 
  “Not at all,” 
  “Stacey will be coming in, in ten minutes or so, with a packet of cigarettes in his pocket.” 
  “Nothing to do with me.” 
  “Lots to do with you! You and I are going to bag him as soon as he comes in and shake the smokes out of his pocket under the eyes of everybody who happens to be around. Fancy his face!” 
    Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “You’re on?” asked the Bounder eagerly. 
  “No, old bean!” I’m not giving him away to the beaks, cur as he is.” Wharton shook his head. “That’s not the game. 
  “You silly fathead!” said the Bounder scoffingly. “Has he been so jolly particular with you? Hasn’t he blackened your character and made you a dog with a bad name? Hasn’t he—”
  “I know all that, but I’m not coming down to his level. It’s not good enough, Smithy. Wash it out!” 
  “It’s good enough for me, said Herbert Vernon-Smith. “I’ve been watching for a chance to show that rotten hypocrite up, and I’m not losing this one. He can explain to Quelch what he’s doing with smokes in his pocket. He can’t make out that there in your pocket.” The Bounder chuckled. “He can’t work the double bizney with the goods found on him Look here, Wharton, don’t be a silly ass. If Quelch’s eyes are opened it may mean a lot to you. I’ve heard that you’re going to be taken away from Greyfriars, and I know who’s worked it. If Quelch is made to see what a lying rotter the fellow is—”
  Wharton shook his head again. 
  “Are you on?” demanded the Bounder impatiently. 
  “No, it’s not good enough, Smithy!” 
  “Oh, rats! Does Stacey play fair? Does he keep the gloves on?” 
  “No but—” 
  “Well, if a fellow plays me fair I’ll play him fair! If he plays me foul, I’ll play him foul!” said the Bounder savagely. “That’s good enough for me. If he takes the g1oves off, I’ll take them off, too.” 
  “Look here, Smithy “ 
  “Rats!” answered the Bounder, over his shoulder. He went back toward. the gates, leaving Wharton looking after him. 
  It was close on lockup, and a good many fellows were coming in. A few minutes later Stacey appeared from the direction of the village, and at the same time Wingate of the Sixth came in. 
  Since the occasion when Stacey had played for the First Eleven, and helped Greyfriars to a victory, he had been very high in favour with the captain of the school. Wingate joined him as he entered the gateway, and they came in together. Many admiring and envious eyes felt on Stacey as he received that mark of distinction from the greatest man at Greyfriars. 
  “I want you to give me some bowling at the nets to-morrow, kid!” Wingate was saying. 
  “Jolly glad to, Wingate!” answered Stacey. 
  The Bounder’s eyes glittered. He stepped directly into Stacey’s path. 
“Hold on a minute, Stacey!” he said. Stacey glanced it him with cool disdain. 
  “Don’t bother when Wingate’s speaking to me!” he answered. And the Greyfriars captain, amazed at the Bounder’s cheek, gave him a glare. 
  “I think Wingate will be interested!” grinned the Bounder. “As head prefect he has to see that juniors don’t smuggle smokes into the school.” 
Stacey gave a violent start. 
  Wingate stared. 
  “What do you mean, you young ass?” he demanded gruffly. 
  “I mean,” answered Vernon-Smith, with icy coolness, “that Stacey’s got a packet of cigarettes in his jacket pocket, and everybody’s going to know that he’s got them. I want fellows to know who was smoking in Piker’s barn the other day.” 
  Stacey’s face paled. 
  A dozen fellows had heard Vernon-Smith’s words. There was a buzz of voices as they gathered round. 
  Wingate gave the Bounder a very grim look. Then he glanced at Stacey. 
“I suppose there’s nothing in that, Stacey?” he said. 
  “Nothing at all.” answered Stacey lightly. “I certainly haven’t any smokes about me, and I don’t imagine why Vernon-Smith thinks so. Will you get out of my way, Smithy?” 
  “No.” said the Bounder grimly, “I won’t! Not till you’ve turned out the pocket in which I saw you put the packet of cigarettes.” 
  Stacey clenched his hands. 
  Wingate looked from one to the other. 
  As head prefect he was bound to take note of such a matter. 
  “Sneak!” came a voice from the gathering crowd of juniors. 
  The Bounder crimsoned. He gave a fierce look round. 
  “You can call it what you like.” he said between his teeth. “You know jolly well I wouldn’t give a man away; but that cur Stacey has landed it on Wharton, and I’m going to put it where it belongs.” 
  “I think you’d better turn that pocket out, Stacey.” said Wingate quietly. “Of course, I don’t believe a word of this, but you’d better make it clear, and I warn you Vernon-Smith, that you’ll gt six for this.” 
  “Not if Stacey’s got smokes in his pocket!” said the Bounder mockingly 
  “No,” said the Greyfriars captain. “not in that case; but if he hasn’t—and I don’t believe for a second that he has—I shall give you such a whopping that you won’t make rotten accusations again in a hurry. Turn out that pocket, Stacey!” 
  Stacey breathed hard. 
  “I—I don’t see why I should be made to turn out my pockets in public like this!” he answered. 
  Wingate stared at him. 
  “I’ve told you to.” he said. “Can’t you see it’s better for you to knock this on the head at once?” 
  “I don’t care what the fellow says.” 
  The crowd of Greyfriars fellows exchanged glances. Wingate’s expression altered a little. The Bounder smiled a deadly smile. He had his enemy on the hip now. 
  “For goodness’ sake, Stacey, don’t be an ass!” exclaimed Ogilvy, who was in the gathering crowd. “What the dickens do you fancy fellows will think?” 
  “I don’t care what they think!” snapped Stacey. 
  Wingate’s face became very grim. 
  “Look here, Stacey, this won’t do,” he said. “You’re making a fool of yourself. I order you, as a prefect, to turn that pocket out! Now then!” 
  Stacey set his lips hard. 
  He was fairly caught! Again and again he had risked it but always his cunning had come to his aid and saved him. It could not save him now. 
Any fellow caught with cigarettes on him was liable to punishment; the rule against smoking being very strict at Greyfriars. But it was much more serious in Stacey’s case than in any other fellow’s. Almost everyone believed that it was Wharton who had smoked in Piker’s barn and caused it to catch fire by a spark in the dry straw. But if smokes were found on Stacey, it was likely that there would be a considerable change of opinion 
  “Do you hear me, Stacey?” rapped Wingate. 
  He was beginning to have very strong doubts now. 
  “Stacey, old chap—” muttered Ogilvy. The Scottish junior had a startled look on his face. 
  “I appeal to my Form-master!” said Stacey. “If Mr. Quelch orders me to turn my pockets out, I will do so. Not otherwise!” 
  It was an almost transparent trick to gain time. Harry Wharton, looking on, could almost have pitied his enemy at that moment. Some of the fellows were grinning now—some shrugging their shoulders. Wingate of the Sixth drew a deep breath. 
  “Very well, Stacey!” he said quietly. “1 will take you to your Form-master. Come with me to Mr. Quelch.” 
  Stacey followed him across the quad. A buzzing crowd watched them enter the House. The Bounder strolled over to Wharton. 
  “That cur’s game is up now.” he said. “I fancy even Quelch will begin to wonder who really smoked in Piker’ barn—what?” 
  Wharton did not answer. Whether the Bounder was justified or not in meeting foul play with foul play, it seemed that he “had” Stacey now. How was the scheming rascal of the Remove to wriggle out of this? 
                         THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Driven to the Wall! 
“WHARTON, what—” 
  Mr. Quelch broke off in confusion. 
  There was a tap at the door and Wingate opened it, and walked Stacey in. Generally, the Remove master made no mistake between the doubles of his Form. But seeing Stacey walked in as a culprit, in charge of a prefect, he took him, for the moment, for his double. 
  He coloured with vexation as he realised his mistake. 
  “Stacey, sir!” said Wingate 
  “Yes, yes, I see now that it is Stacey!” said Mr. Quelch hastily. “What does this mean, Wingate? Why have you brought my head boy to my study?” 
  Mr. Quelch emphasised the “head boy.” His tone implied that he was not prepared to hear any report unfavourable to that head boy. 
  “Stacey preferred to come to you, sir, and I have brought him.” said the Greyfriars captain. “He appealed to you from an order I gave him.” 
  “I hardly understand, Wingate! Stacey has set an example in my Form of obedience to authority. If you gave him any reasonable order—“ 
  Wingate breathed rather hard. 
  “I ordered him to turn out a certain pocket and let me see what it contained, sir! I was told it contained cigarettes.” 
  Mr. Quelch started violently. 
  “Nonsense!” he said brusquely. 
  Wingate reddened. 
  Hitherto he had shared Mr. Quelch’s high opinion of Stacey!  He was rather changing it now. 
  He would not have been hard on some thoughtless young ass who fancied trying a cigarette. But if Stacey smoked, it gave away all the careful appearances he had kept up for a term; it revealed him as a humbug—as quite probably the fellow who had smoked in Piker’s barn. And Wingate was by no means pleased to hear his remarks described as “nonsense.” 
  “The matter’s for you to settle, sir, as Stacey chose to appeal to you.” said the prefect, rather gruffly. “I had to act on what I was told—and the boy refused to empty his pocket. I see no reason for his refusal, unless he actually has cigarettes there.” 
  “I am absolutely certain that he has nothing of the kind!” said Mr. Quelch. “Had it been Wharton—”
  “Well, it is not Wharton, sir—it is Stacey,” said Wingate dryly, “and his conduct seems to me suspicious.” He set his lips a little. “I’ve believed, like you, so far, sir, that Wharton, and not Stacey, was the rascal of the two—it’s certain that one of them is. But now—” 
  “I do not see that you have the slightest reason to change your opinion, Wingate!” said Mr. Quelch coldly. “I certainly see none to change mine.” 
  He turned to Stacey. 
  “Why did you refuse to obey Wingate’s very reasonable order, my boy? It is not like you, and I do not understand it.” 
  Stacey was cool and calm. It required an effort; but he knew how much he required a cool head just then, and he kept himself well in hand. 
  No doubt he had hoped to find a chance, on the way to his Form-master’s study, of getting rid of the packet in his pocket. But he had had no chance of that. Wingate, growing more and more dubious, had kept a keen eye on him. 
  Now he was standing in his Form-master’s presence, the packet still on him. He needed all his wits. 
  “I was sorry to seem disrespectful to Wingate, sir!” he said. “But I thought it an insult to be ordered to turn out my pockets on information given by a fellow known to be on bad terms with me.” 
  “Was it Wharton told you this absurd story, Wingate?” asked Mr. Quelch, with a curl of the lip. “If so, I am surprised at your heeding it” 
  “It was not Wharton—it was Vernon-Smith!” almost snapped Wingate. 
He was in far from a good humour by this time. 
  “Vernon-Smith! A boy who has been caned on several occasions for smoking.” said the Remove master. “I am bound to point out, Wingate, that, though you are, of course, expected to do your duty as a prefect you are not bound to take note of information given by one boy against another—what the juniors term, I believe, sneaking.” 
  Wingate flushed with annoyance. 
  “Neither should I do so, sir,” he snapped; “but this case is a peculiar one. Vernon-Smith, right or wrong, accused Stacey, and, if he was right, it was as likely as not Stacey who was smoking in Mr. Piker’s barn a few days ago, when the fire occurred. No prefect with a sense of duty would let slip an opportunity of ascertaining the truth in that serious matter.” 
  “The truth in that matter is already ascertained.” said Mr. Quelch coldly. “At the same time, Stacey, I must say you have acted very thoughtlessly. I
fully understand your resentment of such an accusation and such a suspicion, as your conduct ever since you have been here has been above reproach. But you should certainly have done as Wingate directed you.” 
  Stacey felt his heart sink. 
  Mr. Quelch was standing by him all he could, but not to the extent of allowing him to get away with his refusal to turn out his pocket. It was clear that Quelch would not go so far as that.
   Indeed, only Quelch’s strong faith in him prevented the Remove master from seeing what Wingate could now see— his only possible real reason for not wanting to disclose what was in that pocket. 
  But he was cornered now. 
  “Come, come, my boy.” said Mr. Quelch, very kindly. “Let the matter be settled beyond dispute on the spot. Turn out whatever you have in that pocket, on my table.” He glanced at Wingate, as the prefect made a movement towards the door. “Remain here, please, until you have seen with your own eyes that Vernon-Smith’s malicious statement was unfounded, Wingate.” 
  “Very well, sir.” 
  Stacey’s hand went slowly to his breast pocket. His heart was like lead. He could see that Wingate saw through him now, and that meant a great deal to him. But if Quelch saw through him, too— 
  “There is nothing in my pocket, sir!” he said. “Nothing but a handkerchief! I will certainly turn it out if you order me to do so.” 
  “Please lose no more time!” said Mr. Quelch, and even in Quelch’s tone there was a touch of acerbity. 
  Stacey put his hand into the pocket. Then he uttered a sudden and, apparently, startled exclamation; 
  “There’s something here, sir 
  “Wha-a-t?” 
  Stacey turned out a handkerchief— and a cardboard box of cigarettes. He laid the latter on Quelch’s table. 
  Wingate’s lips curled with contempt. Quelch stared at the box of smokes, as if it had been the ghost of a box of smokes. 
  “Stacey!” he gasped. 
  The wretched trickster pulled himself together. Hard lying was his only resource now that matters had reached this pass, and he was not sure that it would save him. But it was all that was left. 
  “I hope, sir, that you will believe me” His voice was calm, though his heart beat painfully. “I did not know that that box of cigarettes was in my pocket! Vernon-Smith must have known, as he told Wingate; but I did not know.” 
  “You—you did not know, Stacey?” Mr. Quelch seemed, at that moment, like a man catching at straws. 
  “Certainly I did not know.” Stacey’s voice grew firmer. “I am sorry to say it, sir, but I can only think that Vernon-Smith has deliberately played this trick on me. I left my jacket in my study when I went out to the nets, after class, and anyone could have got at it, if he wanted to. This packet was slipped into my pocket when the jacket was off. I never knew it was there.” 
  Mr. Quelch looked at him. 
  The story was possible—even plausible. The Bounder was his enemy 
—and was known to be not very scrupulous in his enmities. It was possible that he had played such a trick. 
  Wingate’s face expressed only disgust. Had Stacey, in the first place, turned out his pocket at the gate when told to do so, and tried his story then, probably Wingate would have been deceived. But he had not had time to think of it then—he had not told it then because it was not true, and he had had to have time to think something out. It was, in fact a skilful falsehood, uttered by a culprit driven into his last corner—driven right to the wall. 
  That was clear to Wingate. It was not so clear to Mr. Quelch, for his self-esteem, his faith in his own judgment as a Form-master, were mingled with his trust in Stacey!  
  If he had been deceived, if he had been deluded, if he had been made a fool of, what was he to think of himself? Yet, hard as he clung to his fixed opinion, Quelch was staggered. The silence was long. 
  “What do you think of this, Wingate?” he asked, at length. 
  It was almost an appeal. 
  “I think that the boy is lying, sir!” said Wingate scornfully. “If this was true he would not have avoided turning out his pocket till the latest possible moment. I do not believe a word he says.” 
  Mr. Quelch winced. 
  “Stacey, if—if this is true you have acted very injudiciously,” said the Remove master haltingly. “You hear what Wingate says—“ 
  “I do not care, sir, so long as you believe me.” 
  Mr. Quelch coughed. 
  “Did he believe Stacey? He was trying hard to do so, at all events. 
Wingate left the study. He, at all events, had made up his mind. Mr. Quelch hardly saw him go. He was troubled and distressed. 
  Stacey stood waiting. 
  “Leave me, Stacey!” said the Remove master, at last. I will question Vernon-Smith on the matter. I have little doubt that this will turn out, as you say, to be a piece of miserable trickery. But leave me now.” 
  “Very well, sir.” 
  Stacey left the study. His face was dark and bitter as he went down the passage. Whether Quelch continued to believe in him or not, his position was shaken—he knew that. 
  Mr. Quelch, left alone, sat gazing at the box of cigarettes on his table. 
He did not send for the Bounder. 
  If this was, indeed, a trick played by Vernon-Smith it was useless to expect an admission from him. But was it? 
  It was possible, but—but— The Remove master’s mind swayed in doubt. 
  If Stacey had deceived him in this he had deceived him in other things. That went without saying. It was, in a word, Stacey who was the black sheep of the Form, and not his relative and double; and in that case, the Remove master had wronged Harry Wharton. That was too bitter a pill for Mr. Quelch to get it down. 
  But though he clung to his faith in the boy he had trusted, he knew, only too well, that he did not trust him as before. It was the beginning of the end! 
  It was said of old that great is truth, and it must prevail. Stacey, like many a rascal before him, was to learn that it was so. 
                      THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                             Aunt Amy Weighs in! 
“HARRY, old chap—” 
  Billy Bunter blinked into Study No. 1, in the Remove, the following afternoon. 
  Harry Wharton, seated at the study table, was busy with lines—overdue—for Mr. Quelch. 
  “Hook it, fathead!” said Wharton impatiently. “I’ve got lines! Go and bother somebody else.” 
  Billy Bunter, in the doorway of Study No. 1, blinked at him reproachfully through his big spectacles. 
  “If that’s how you thank a fellow for bringing your letter to  you, Wharton, I can only say you’re an ungrateful beast!” 
  “Oh! Is there a letter for me?” 
  “Yes, old chap; from Wharton Lodge.” said Bunter. “I thought I’d bring it up to you, as you were stuck in here doing lines, and didn’t know it had been put out in the rack. If there’s a tip in it—” 
  Harry Wharton laughed rather harshly.  “Not likely, fathead! My uncle doesn’t send me tips these days.” 
  “This isn’t from the old fossil—” 
  “What?” 
  “It’s from the old frump!” explained Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton stared at him as he disinterred a letter from his pocket. It came out with an ancient bullseye sticking to it. 
  From Bunter’s remarks Wharton gathered that the letter was not from his uncle, but from his aunt. But the description of his uncle as a fossil, and his aunt as a frump quite banished any gratitude he might have felt for Bunter having taken the trouble to bring up the letter. 
  He rose from the table, took the letter with one hand, and Bunter’s fat neck with the other. 
  “Wow!” roared Bunter, as he was twirled out of the study. He sat down, suddenly. 
  The door shut on him. 
  “Beast!” roared Bunter through the keyhole, and then hastily departed, lest the door should open. 
  Wharton sat down at the table again, and slit the envelope. His face was clouded. He was glad to get a letter from Aunt Amy, but he rather. dreaded to read it. If it was anything like the one he had received from his uncle, Aunt Amy’s brother, it would be a heavier blow to him than even the colonel’s letter. 
  He drew it from the envelope at last. As he unfolded it, a crisp slitof paper rustled out. 
  It was a five-pound note.
 “My hat!” ejaculated Wharton. His face cleared, and he smiled. It was not the “tip” that relieved him, welcome as it was, considering that he had precisely that sum to pay Mr. Piker, but the fact that the letter contained 
so handsome a tip was a proof that Aunt Amy, at all events had not turned against him. His heart was light as he read the letter. 
  
“Dearest Harry,—I am so sorry that you seem to be in trouble at school this term. I am sure that it is not your fault. I have told uncle so several times. I have asked him whether I had not better, perhaps, come to the school and explain to Mr. Quelch how foolish and mistaken he is, but your uncle thinks not.” 

  Wharton, at this point, whistled! Grateful as he was to Aunt Amy, he was glad that she had yielded to her brother’s opinion and had not come to Greyfriars to talk to Mr. Quelch! 

  He read on: 

  “I understand that there has been damage of some kind, and that five pounds has to be paid. It is not quite clear to me why your uncle has not sent you the money, unless it is because he is very cross at the present time. So I am sending it, my dear boy, and I have, of course, told your uncle, and as he did not say anything, I suppose he approves. 
  “I am sure, my dear Harry, that you will not allow this distressing misunderstanding to make any difference to your affection for your uncle. He would not be so angry if he was not so fond of you; and men are not very reasonable creatures at any time. It seems so odd to me that he should believe anything against you, but, of course, it will pass. 
  “I shall be very happy to see you when the holidays commence, and I am sure, dear Harry, that your uncle will be in quite a good temper again by that time. 
                              “Your affectionate aunt, 
                                                                 “Amy Wharton.” 
  Wharton smiled over that letter, but he felt a lump in his throat as he smiled. 
  He wondered what Colonel Wharton had thought when his sister told him that she was sending the money he had refused to send. Perhaps, with all his sternness, he had been glad of that way out of it. Anyhow, he seemed to have raised no objection. 
  Perhaps he had felt that it was futile to argue with a dear old lady, who regarded his stern anger simply as a spasm of bad temper—naturally to be expected, every now and then, from such unreasonable creatures as men-folk! 
  Harry Wharton put the letter in his pocket, and resumed writing his lines in much better spirits. 
  Having finshed the imposition, he took it down to his Form-master’s study. Mr. Quelch, busy as usual with papers, glanced up at him. 
  “My lines, sir!” said Harry. 
  “You may place them on the table, Wharton.” said Mr. Quelch. His voice seemed to have lost the sharpness to which Wharton’s ears had been accustomed all through that term. The junior could not help noticing the change. 
  He laid the imposition on the table, and turned to the door. 
  “One moment, Wharton.” 
  “Yes, sir!” He turned back. 
  “I have received a telephone call from Mr. Piker! It appears that his claim for damages has not yet been met.” 
  Wharton compressed his lips a little. 
  Now that he had received that kind remittance from Aunt Amy, the matter no longer presented difficulties. Before then it had bristled with difficulties, for five pounds was a large sum for a junior in the Lower Fourth to raise. Certainly, had Wharton been guilty of the damage to Piker’s barn, this would have been a lesson to him to be more careful, as the old colonel intended. 
  “I am going to pay Mr. Piker to-day, sir!” said Harry. “I am going over to see him on my bike after tea, to settle with him. But I’m bound to repeat to you, sir, as you have mentioned the matter, that I do not admit that I am responsible for damage I never did.” 
  “I understand that Colonel Wharton has so decided—” 
  “Yes, sir! I have no choice in the matter. I have never been anywhere near Piker’s barn, all the same.”
   Wharton fully expected an outbreak of anger in reply to that; and he did not care. But to his surprise Mr. Quelch’s face remained quiet and thoughtful, and a little troubled. 
  It came into Wharton’s mind that a doubt was growing in Quelch’s. The Bounder, little as he approved of his methods, seemed to have done him a good turn. There was a brief silence. 
  “We need not discuss that, Wharton.” said Mr. Quelch at last. “You may go.” 
  Wharton left the study. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry met him at the end of the passage. “Coming up to tea, old bean?”  And the Famous Five went up to tea in Study No. 1. There, over a cheery tea-table, Wharton told them of the letter from Aunt Amy, and showed them the five-pound note. And the Co. agreed unanimously that Aunt Amy was a brick —indeed, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh declared that the brickfulness was terrific! 
                    THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                  Fishy’s Fiver? 
“SAY, Stacey!” yapped Fisher T. Fish. 
  Ralph Stacey was standing in the doorway of Study No. 3. He was waiting for Ogilvy and Russell to come up to tea—and they seemed rather long in coming. 
  His brow was rather knitted. 
  He had got through with Quelch; but he knew only too dearly that a doubt, at least, had crept into the Remove master’s mind. As for Wingate, his eyes had been quite opened; and Stacey had nothing but contempt and distrust to expect from the Greyfriars captain. 
  It was a hard blow for the schemer of the Remove; and his feelings towards the Bounder were bitter enough. 
  The affair was the talk of the whole Form; Smithy, as was natural, made the most of it. And it was plain that it had made a difference with a good many of the fellows. Stacey was wondering whether it had made any difference to his two best friends, Oggy and Russell. He was very well aware that if they learned the truth they would drop him like a hot potato. 
  He scowled at Fisher T. Fish. He was in no mood to be bothered by the business man of the Remove. 
  “Say, what about my five-pound note?” demanded Fishy. “You being head boy of the Remove—” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” snapped Stacey. “Don’t bother me!” 
  Fishy glared at him. 
  “One of them guys cinched my fiver!” he bawled. “You figure that I’m going to let him keep it?” 
  “Don’t be a silly ass! Your bank note is lying about your study somewhere—go and hunt for it, and don’t worry.” 
  “I’m telling you I’ve combed that study, every doggoned inch of it!” hooted Fisher T. Fish. “One of them had it, I’m telling you!” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “I figured that it might be that fat clam Bunter, but he ain’t been spending any money! I guess you know where his money goes when he has any. I’ll say Bunter ain’t got it. One of them guys—”
  “Fool!” snapped Stacey. 
  Fisher T. Fish gave an angry snort. The matter was important to him, if not to Stacey; and Fishy’s idea was that the head boy of the Remove ought to have been deeply concerned about it. Instead of which, Stacey evidently did not care a straw about his missing fiver. 
  The American junior jerked along to Study No. 1 and hurled the door open. 
  “Say, you guys,” he hooted, as he tramped into Study No, 1. “I guess--Why, carry me home to die!” 
  Fisher T. Fish broke off in sheer amazement!   Not suspecting for a single moment the fatuous trick that had been played with his five-pound note, Fishy was convinced that one of the tea-party in Study No. 1 had snaffled it, or that they were all in the game together. 
  One of them, or all of them, had his missing fiver—he was absolutely certain of that. 
  Now, as he jerked into Study No.1 his eyes nearly popped from his head at what seemed to him indubitable proof that his suspicion was well-founded. 
  There was a banknote in Harry Wharton’s hand. 
  It was a five-pound note. 
  Fishy fairly goggled at it. 
  Five-pound notes were, of course, very uncommon in the Remove. Lord Mauleverer had such things, and the Bounder, and Monty Newland. Other fellows seldom or never did. Only on very rare occasions did such a handsome tip reach any lucky fellow in the Remove. 
  Wharton, certainly, had no large supply of cash, as Fishy knew. There had been talk in the Form of Wharton selling his bike to raise the necessary sum to settle with Mr. Piker. Every fellow knew that Wharton had been in a
difficulty about that. 
  Now, Fisher T. Fish saw him with a five-pound note in his hand!” 
  He gasped. 
  “Well, I swow!” stuttered Fisher T. Fish, when he recovered his voice. “I’ll tell a man this is the bee’s knee! I’ll say it’s the elephant’s side-whiskers, and then some! Fan me!” 
  The Famous Five stared round at him. 
  “Want anything?” asked Harry. 
  “Yep!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. “I’ll say so! I’ll jest whisper it!  I should smile! I’ll mention that I want that fiver.” 
  “This fiver!” said Harry blankly. 
  “Sure!” hooted Fisher T. Fish. “You figure that I’m letting you cinch my fiver now I’ve seen it in your paws! Not so’s you’d notice it.” 
  Wharton stared, not comprehending for a moment. Then as he understood he jumped to his feet, his face crimson. 
  “You—you—you—” he gasped. 
  “You rotten rascal, what do you mean? Do you dare to say—” Wrath choked him. 
[image: image7] 
   “Oh, come off!” howled Fisher T. Fish. “Don’t you come the high horse with me, and you with my fiver in your paws! You hand over that fiver, you pesky piecan, or I’ll go straight to Quelch and tell him you’ve pinched it! You hear me toot?” 
  Wharton thrust the five-pound note into his pocket. 
  Then he stepped towards Fisher T. Fish. 
  He did not speak again—he was too angry to speak. He let out right and left. The right caught Fishy on his bony chin—the left followed it up, on Fishy’s bony nose! Fishy flew!
  There was a crash in the Remove passage as the junior from New York landed there on his back. 
  Wharton’s eyes blazed at him from the study doorway. 
  “Now get up and have some more!” he roared: 
  “Yow-ow-wocoooh!” gurgled Fisher T. Fish. 
  He staggered to his feet. 
  “Give the worm a few more!” said Johnny Bull. 
  Wharton did not need telling. He followed Fisher T. Fish into the passage, punching. 
  “Yaw—aw—ooooh!” howled Fishy. 
  “Keep off, you galoot! Wake snakes! Oh, carry me home to die! Yowow !” 
  Thump, thump, thump! 
  Stacey stared on at the scene. He was not surprised to see Fisher T. Fish leave Study No. I like this if he had accused the fellows there of pinching his fiver. 
  Fisher T. Fish dodged round him, and scuttled into study No. 3 for safety. For the moment he was thinking less of his lost fiver than of getting away from a pair of angry, lashing fists. 
  “Say, keep him off!” yelled Fishy. 
  Stacey blocked the doorway as Wharton seemed disposed to follow Fishy into Study No. 3. 
  “That’s enough, Wharton!  ” he said sharply. 
  Wharton looked for a moment as if he would knock Stacey into the study after Fisher T. Fish. But he restrained himself, and turned away without answering. Perhaps it occurred to him that Fishy had had enough. Fishy was feeling as if he had had a great deal too much. Wharton turned on his heel and went back to his own study, and the Famous Five went downstairs together. 
                        THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                         At Last! 
FISHER T. FISH rubbed his bony nose, his bony chin, and other bony spots. 
  He was feeling rather as if he had had a collision with a traction-engine. He gasped and panted as he rubbed the painful places. 
  “Say, is that piecan gone?” he asked at last, addressing the back of Stacey’s head. 
  Stacey, in the doorway, was still waiting for his study-mates, who did not seem to be coming. 
  “Yes, they’re gone!” snapped Stacey over his shoulder. “You can get out of my Study!” 
  “What about my fiver?” gasped Fisher T. Fish, still rubbing his bony spots. “He’s got it!” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” 
  “I tell you I saw it in his hand!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. 
  Stacey spun round in the doorway. 
  “What’s that?” he exclaimed. 
  “I’m telllng you I saw my banknote in his paw! He’s got it!” 
  “Who?” 
  “That guy Wharton!” 
  “Wharton?” 
  “Yep!” 
  “You saw a five-pound note in Wharton’s hand?” exclaimed Stacey, staring blankly at the American junior. 
  “You said it!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. 
  Stacey’s eyes glittered. 
  “You’re sure?” 
  “Think I’m blind?” hooted Fisher T. Fish. “I’m telling you that galoot Wharton had a five-pound note in his hand when I looked into his study; and I’ll say it was my fiver! Where’d he get one from, say?” 
  Stacey caught his breath. 
  Once before, the thought, or, rather, the hope had entered his mind that Harry Wharton might have picked up the lost banknote in Study No. 14. He had dismissed the idea as absurd—as indeed it was. 
  But now it did not seem so absurd. 
  Everybody knew that Wharton was short of money. It was no secret that he had intended to sell things to raise five pounds for Mr. Piker; but he had sold nothing yet. 
  If he was suddenly in possession of such a sum as five pounds when exactly that sum was missing—a banknote, too, when it was a banknote that had been lost! 
  Stacey hardly breathed. 
  He had only the remaining week or two of the term to work in if he was to succeed in his scheme against his rival. After that, they would be at different schools and he would be powerless. Was this the chance he had wanted? Was his rival, at the eleventh hour, playing right into his hands? 
  Most fellows would have thought it too bad to be true. To Stacey it seemed too good to be true. 
  If Wharton was a thief— 
  He remembered his own temptation when he owed money to Joe Banks; and how terribly nearly he had gone over the edge of dishonesty. Had Wharton, similarly tempted, gone over the verge? 
  Stacey’s thoughts raced. Was it possible that at long last, he had his enemy in the hollow of his hand? 
  Fisher T. Fish continued to rub bony spots and grunt and gasp. But he was thinking more of his lost fiver now than of his painful bones. 
  “Say, you come with me and talk to him, Stacey.” said Fisher T. Fish. “Now a guy’s seen a fiver in his paw, he can’t figure that he can keep it see? I sure don’t want to make a row, s’long as I get the Fiver!” 
  Stacey smiled—an evil smile. 
  If it was true that Wharton had pinched Fishy’s fiver, he did not want to avoid a “row “on the subject; the more row there was, the better for his purpose. 
  “You’ve no doubt that it’s your fiver?” he asked. 
  “Sure!” 
  “Then you’d better go to Quelch at once.” 
  Fisher T. Fish gave him a sharp look. Fishy was not, perhaps, quite so spry and smart as he reckoned that he was. But he knew all about the bitter feud between the doubles in the Remove, and he was not a fellow to be made use of. 
  “I guess I ain’t going to Quelch!” he answered. “I don’t want him asking a lot of questions. And—” 
  “And what?” snapped Stacey savagely. 
  Fishy shook his bony head. 
  “It’s sure my fiver.” he said. “I guess that’s a cinch! But accusing a guy of stealing is purty serious. S’pose it turned out that his uncle had sent it to him, and it was his?” 
  “Colonel Wharton’s not likely to have sent him a tip! He’s refused to let him have the money to pay Piker.” 
  Fishy nodded. 
  “It’s a cinch.” he agreed. “But I guess he will hand over that fiver now I’ve seen it! I ain’t going to Quelch!” 
  Stacey set his lips. 
  He was determined that the matter come before Quelch; but he would have preferred the accusation to come from Fisher T. Fish. But that youth’s habitual caution stood in the way. 
  To accuse a fellow of stealing was all very well if it was proved. But if it was not proved, it might very easily mean a Head’s flogging for the accuser. 
  Fishy firmly believed that it was his fiver he had seen in Wharton’s hand. But there was at least a chance that it was not.  
  There was risk in making an accusation that might prove unfounded, and there was a risk of Quelch inquiring into the source of that wealth and getting on the track of the moneylending business. 
  Greed was one of the strongest traits in Fishy’s fascinating character. But caution was stronger.
  He was not in the least actuated by personal malice, like Stacey! All he wanted was his fiber. 
  “You come with me and talk to him!” he repeated. “I guess I want you to see that he don’t go off the deep end again. You—” 
  “Better come with me to Quelch—” 
  “Nix on Quelch!” said Fisher T. Fish definitely, and he walked round Stacey and left the study. 
  Stacey gritted his teeth. There was no use to be made of the cautious Fishy. But, as head boy of the Remove, he could take the matter up; it was, in fact, his duty as head boy to look into it. 
  He remained thinking the matter over for a few minutes. If Fisher T. Fish had seen a five-pound note in Wharton’s hand, it was the missing fiver. On that point he had absolutely no doubt. 
  He left the study at last, and went downstairs. He found the Co. in the quad. They had changed into flannels to go down to cricket, while Wharton was gone to Mr. Piker’s. Stacey came up to them. 
  “Where’s Wharton?” he asked. 
  “Find out!” grunted Johnny Bull. He had no politeness to waste on his chum’s enemy. 
  “I have to see him, as head boy!” said Stacey. 
  “Then you’d better buck up.” said Bob Cherry. “He’s gone for his bike to go over to Piker’s Farm.” 
  And the Co. walked away. Stacey hurried down to the bike-shed. There was a glint of triumph in his eyes. Wharton was going to Piker’s Farm— he could only be going to pay the five pounds. Was there a doubt now? 
  Harry Wharton was wheeling out his machine as the head boy of the Remove came up. He continued to wheel it out, disregarding a sign from Stacey to stop. 
  “Hold on, Wharton!” called out Stacey. 
  Without even turning his head, Harry wheeled the bicycle out at the gate. 
  Stacey overtook ‘him. 
  “I’ve heard from Fishy—” began. 
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed at him. 
  “Don’t tell me what you’ve heard from Fishy!” he said, between his teeth. “Not unless you want some of what I gave that rotter.” 
  “He says he saw a fiver in your hand in your study.” 
  “He can say what he likes.” 
  “Where did you get it?” 
  “Find out!” 
  With that Wharton put a leg over his machine and pedalled away. He rode in the direction of Piker’s Farm at Friardale. 
  Stacey stood looking after him. He was breathing hard and deep. There was no doubt now—but he was to no hurry to act. Fisher T. Fish only wanted to get his fiver back—but that was not what Stacey wanted! In half an hour’s time, Wharton would have parted with that banknote, and it would be gone beyond recovery. Then would be the time for Stacey to act! 
  He walked back to the House with a smile on his face! He caught a word from Temple of the Fourth speaking to Dabney is he passed them. 
  “I hear that Wharton’s leaving at the end of the term!” 
  Stacey walked on, smiling! He fancied that Wharton would be leaving before the end of the term! He would be leaving that day! Once he had parted with the stolen fiver beyond recall— No wonder the schemer of the Remove smiled. 

                          THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                          Accused! 

“COME in!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  Stacey entered his study. 
  The kind smile with which Mr. Quelch usually greeted his head boy did not come so spontaneously as of old. Still, he smiled genially. 
  Although he might be, and had been, led into injustice, Quelch was a just man. And it was not just to make any difference in his treatment of Stacey, unless he discarded him from his confidence altogether. 
  That he was far from prepared to do, he still believed in Stacey, and hoped that his belief was well-founded. 
  “What is it, Stacey?” His voice was quite kind, but he could not infuse into it the old cordiality. 
  Stacey did not fail to observe it. The shock to Quelch’s faith had gone deeper than Quelch himself realised. 
  But it would be all serene again when Wharton was sacked for theft! If Quelch’s thoughts were turning with compunction towards his former head boy, that would put paid to it. 
  And Stacey had no doubt about it. What he believed himself, he expected the other would believe. He did not wholly realise that in his own case the wish was father to the thought. 
  He closed the study door, came across to his Form-master’s table and stood there, leaning one hand on it. His face was so grave that the Remove master eyed him very curiously and a little doubtfully. 
  “What is it, Stacey?” he repeated. 
  “I have to speak of a very serious matter, sir!” said Stacey quietly. “I think it is my duty to report it to you, as head boy, but—” He paused. 
  “Does it concern Wharton?” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips a little. 
  “I am not sure whether I had better hear it, then.” he answered. “If, however, it is a very serious matter—” 
  “It is a theft, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch started so violently that he dropped the pen in his hand and a shower of blots scattered over his papers. 
  “What!” he almost shouted. 
  But he calmed himself at once and made Stacey a gesture to be silent. His eyes were on the handsome face that was so like Wharton’s, searchingly. 
  Did he trust this boy now? 
  He could hardly have said. He knew only one thing against him, and that had been explained away more or less plausibly. Was a single shock to shake the whole edifice of his faith in the boy? Whether or not, Mr. Quelch certainly felt, for the first time, a touch of repugnance for Stacey. 
  “Before you say more, Stacey, listen to me carefully.” he said. “To all appearances, your relative Wharton has taken to bad courses this term, and has gone to the bad almost entirely. But that he is capable of so base a thing as theft is inconceivable to my mind. If you have reason to believe so, speak on, otherwise, say no more; but make sure that you have good and sufficient reason!” 
  Stacey drew a long breath. 
  Before yesterday, he knew Mr. Quelch would not have uttered those words to him. He would have taken it for granted that he had ample reason to speak. Obviously, the shock to Quelch’s faith had gone deep. 
  All the more for that reason, however, Stacey was not to be deterred. 
  “A banknote is missing, sir!” he said. “It has been missing for some days, and Fish—the fellow it belongs to—has suspected Wharton from the beginning. I took no notice of this, however, till this afternoon, when Fish informed me that he had seen Wharton with a similar banknote.” 
  “Go on!” 
  “It was a five-pound note, sir! Wharton was in Fish’s study when it was lost. He called me in at the time, and I suggested that the fellows there should turn out their pockets before leaving the study.” 
  “Did they do so?” 
  “They refused to do so, sir.” 
  “Did you not insist?” 
  Wharton lost his temper at the suggestion, and attacked me. I was thrown over, and they left the study. The matter dropped.” 
  Mr. Quelch frowned. 
  “And now—” he asked. 
  “There has been talk for some time, sir, in the Form, about Wharton having to sell some things to raise the money. I have inquired, and found that he has not done so. But he has now gone out to see Mr. Piker and pay him—his friends told me so. Fish says that he saw him with a five-pound note—” 
  “But surely you spoke to Wharton?”
  “I did, sir, and he refused to answer.” 
  Mr. Quelch leaned his chin on his hand, his brow dark with troubled thought. What did it look like? 
  What it looked like was only too clear. Yet, somehow, Mr. Quelch could not take the view he would have taken a day or two ago. Breaking bounds, pub-haunting, gambling—easy steps to theft—and yet— 
  Was a doubt creeping into Mr. Quelch’s mind whether Harry Wharton really was guilty of all that had been laid to his charge that term? 
  It really seemed so. 
  It was only a few days since Mr. Piker’s visit, when the Remove master had been prepared to condemn Wharton almost without a hearing. And now it— 
  It was a long silence. 
  Stacey waited. 
  He would have given a good deal to know what was passing in Mr. Quelch’s mind. But, at any rate, he had to act on this. 
  “Why has not Fish come to me?” asked Mr. Quelch, at last. “As owner of the missing banknote, he should have done so. Such a matter should have been reported to me at once.” 
  “I have advised Fish to place it before you, sir. Until he informed me that he had seen Wharton with the banknote, I merely thought that it was lost, and did not suppose for a moment that there had been a theft,” 
  “Quite so—quite so! Fetch Fish here!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  Stacey left the study. 
  He smiled as he went down the passage. Fisher T. Fish, willy-nilly, had to “see Quelch about it” now. 
  While he was gone Mr. Quelch rose from his chair and moved about the study, troubled and restless. If this was true, and it looked like it, the “worst boy in his Form” would soon be off his hands—without waiting till the end of the term. Was it true?” 
  He caught sight of a junior in the quad, and fancied for a moment that it was Stacey looking for Fisher T. Fish. The next moment he saw that it was Harry Wharton. The Co., in flannels, fresh and ruddy from the cricket, joined him and they came towards the House. 
  Mr. Quelch watched them from his study window. Wharton had returned from Piker’s Farm. He had paid Mr. Piker—apparently with a five-pound note! Where had he obtained it? 
  Mr. Quelch’s brow grew darker. If there was a thief in his Form, he would remain only so long as was required to establish his guilt, and then the gates of Greyfriars would close behind him for ever. 
  There was a tap at his door and Stacey re-entered, accompanied by Fisher T. Fish. The latter was looking very worried and uneasy.  
  “Fish! I understand that you have lost a five-pound note!” 
  “Yep! I mean, yes, sir!” mumbled Fishy. 
  “You accuse Wharton—“ 
  “Nope!” said Fisher T. Fish hastily. “I guess I ain’t accusing anybody, sir! I’d sure like to know where Wharton got the fiver I saw in his paw, but I sure ain’t accusing anybody, sir.” 
  “Tell me how and when it was lost.” 
  “It was in my study, sir!” said Fisher T. Fish. “I—I had it put by for the holidays, sir, and happened to have it on the table when them guys came in to tea, and they were larking and upset the table. I looked for it everywhere and couldn’t find it.” 
  “You believed that one of the boys had taken it?” 
  “I guess it didn’t walk away, sir.” 
  “Answer me directly, yes or no!” snapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yep!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. He hated making a straight answer, but there was no help for it. 
  “What boys were present? Give me all their names.” 
  “Wharton, Cherry, Bull, Nugent, Hurree Singh and Bunter, sir.” 
  “Stacey, tell the boys named to come to my study.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  Stacey left the study a second time. 
  Fisher T Fish remained, wriggling uncomfortably. In a few minutes Stacey returned, followed by the Famous Five, with Billy Bunter bringing up the rear—looking far from easy in his fat mind.. 
  Bunter, certainly, was not thinking about Fishy’s banknote; he had almost forgotten it. But he had too many sins on his fat conscience not to feel uneasy when he was summoned into his Form-master’s majestic presence. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were only looking mildly surprised. But on Wharton’s face a dogged expression was dawning. What was it now.—he wondered bitterly. If he was going at the end of the term could not Quelch and even Stacey let him alone for the last week or two? 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes?” The junior apparently forgot the “sir”. 
  Mr. Quelch did not fail to note the omission. His eyes glinted. 
  “Have you paid Mr. Piker’s claim?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “You have paid him five pounds?” 
  “Yes” 
  “Was it in the form of a banknote?”
  “I don’t see that that has anything to do with it.” 
  “Whether you see or not, Wharton, you will answer my question instantly !” barked Mr. Quetch. 
  “It was!” said Harry, setting his lips.
  “Where did you obtain the banknote?” 
  Harry Wharton looked at him. He looked at Stacey—and at Fisher T. Fish ! Then he understood. 
  A blaze came into his eyes. A surge of passionate anger and indignation almost choked him, and he could not speak for a moment. When he did speak his voice was husky with rage. 
  “I will not tell you? I will say nothing! Take me to my headmaster, if you like—I will not answer you!” 
  Mr. Quelch’s face set like iron. 
                 THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                Only Bunter!

THERE was a brief silence in the study 
  Stacey lowered his eyes, afraid that the gleam of triumph in them would betray him. He could scarcely conceal his satisfaction. 
  The Co. stood dumb. Billy Bunter blinked from face to face through his big spectacles in wonder. Bunter had not the faintest idea, so far, what was up. 
  Mr. Quelch broke the silence.  
 “You refuse to answer, Wharton?” 
  “Yes!” said, or, rather, snarled the suspected junior. “If Stacey is making out that I am a thief, let him get on with it!” 
  “Stacey has nothing to do with this matter except to report it to me, his duty as head boy!” said Mr. Quelch sternly. “It is Fish who has lost the banknote, and he—” 
  “I ain’t accused Wharton sir!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I ain’t accused anybody—” 
  “Silence!” 
  “Oh lor’!” murmured Billy Bunter. His fat brain began to grasp what was 
on. 
  “My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, addressing the Co., “I have sent for you because you were present when the banknote was first missed. It is clear that, as Fish failed to find it in his study, it was picked up by someone.” 
  Bob Cherry reddened. 
  “Not by one of us, sir!” he said. “And if Fish thinks that Wharton touched his fiver it only shows what a rotten worm he is.” 
  “That will do Cherry! Do you know what became of the banknote?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Or you, Nugent?” 
  “No, sir!”
  “Or you, Bull?” 
  “No, sir!” 
  “Or you, Hurree Singh?” 
  “The answer is in the esteemed negative.” 
  “Or you, Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Answer me, Bunter!” 
  “Oh dear!” I—I never touched it, sir! It was only a lark on Fishy, because he rapped my knuckles, sir—” 
  “What?” 
  “And—and he’s so jolly stingy, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I thought it would be a lark to make him think the banknote was lost, sir.” 
  Every eye turned on the Fat Owl of the Remove. 
  Stacey changed colour. 
  It was clear that Bunter knew something about it—though he could not guess what. It could not have been Bunter. 
  Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet eyes on the fat Owl. Never had they seemed so like gimlets to the hapless Bunter. 
  “What do you know of this matter, Bunter?” he demanded sternly. 
  “Oh! Nothing, sir!” gasped Bunter. “N-n-nobody pinched that fiver, sir! It wasn’t pinched! Oh lor’!” 
  “Did you pick it up, Bunter?” 
  “I—I—I might have picked it up, sir!” stammered Bunter. “It—it was only a—a—a lark, sir! Oh dear!” 
  “A lark!” repeated Mr. Quelch in a terrifying voice. “You call it a lark, Bunter, to take possession of another boy’s money?” 
  “No!” gasped Bunter. “I—I didn’t, sir! Oh crikey! The banknote’s still in Fishy’s study, sir!” 
  Sensation! 
  “The banknote is still in Fish’s study?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh dear! Yes sir!” 
  “Aw, can it, you gink!” yapped Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I been over that study with a small comb, and there ain’t nary banknote—” 
  “You silly ass!” gasped Bunter. “I hid it, just to pull your leg! It’s there all right!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  “Where did you hide the banknote, Bunter?” hooted Mr. Quelch, looking at the fatuous Owl as if he could have bitten him. 
  “In—in—in a book, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Have you searched in the books, Fish?” 
  “Aw! Nope!” stuttered Fisher T. Fish. “Who’d have thought of looking in books for a banknote that was dropped on the floor?” 
  “It—it was one of Bull’s books, sir— a prize book!” gasped Bunter. 
  “One of my books!” breathed Johnny Bull. “You fat villain!” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “Are you so incredibly stupid, Bunter, as to play practical jokes with money?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir—I mean, no, sir—I mean, I—” 
  “Go with Fish immediately, and point out the book in which you placed the banknote! Both of you return here!” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  Bunter rolled out with Fisher T. Fish. 
  A dead silence reigned in the study while they were gone. A faint grin was dawning on Bob Cherry’s face. Wharton’s eyes were on Stacey, gleaming with scorn. Stacey was almost white. 
  He had believed, without the shadow of a doubt, that Wharton had taken Fishier T. Fish’s banknote. He had wanted to believe it, and he had believed it. Even now it was unexplained how Wharton had happened to possess a five-pound note. But it was clear now that, wheresoever Wharton had obtained that banknote, it was not the one that belonged to Fisher T. Fish. Stacey was utterly taken aback and confounded. 
  In a few minutes Fisher T. Fish returned with Bunter. In his bony hand was a five-pound note, and on his bony face an expression of ecstatic satisfaction. 
  “You have found your banknote, Fish?” 
  “Yep, sir!” 
  “It was hidden in a book, as Bunter stated?” 
  “Sure—I mean, yes, sir!” 
  “Very good! I am very glad that it is now clear that the banknote was not purloined at all.” said Mr Quelch: “You may go, Fish!” 
  Fisher T. Fish went gladly. Quelch had not, after all, got on the track of the moneylending. He was too busily occupied with other matters—which was rather fortunate for the business man of the Remove. 
  “M-m-may I go, sir?” gasped Bunter. “It—It was only a—a—a lark, sir—just to make Fishy sit up, sir, for being such a stingy beast, sir!” 
  “You will take five hundred lines, Bunter!”
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “If you should ever be guilty of such crass folly again, I shall request the headmaster to administer a flogging!” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Billy Bunter tottered from the study. 
  “Wharton!” 
  Harry Wharton gave his Form-master a bitter look. 
  “Yes, sir! I hope you are satisfied, now that I have not stolen Fish’s bank- note, as it has not been stolen at all!” he said, with savage sarcasm. 
  Mr. Quelch breathed hard. 
  “In view of the circumstances, Wharton, I shall overlook your insolence.” he said. “You may go!” 
  He made a gesture to the Co. to leave the study, and to Stacey to remain. The Famous Five went to the door. 
  But at the door Harry turned back. 
  “I’m sorry, sir!” he said impulsively. “I—I—didn’t mean to be cheeky! At 
—at least—” He stammered. “I mean, I’m sorry I was cheeky! It was my Aunt Amy who sent me the banknote, sir, to pay Mr. Piker!” 
  “That is immaterial now, Wharton!” said Mr. Quelch, not unkindly. “But you will realise that, if you had answered me frankly at once instead of giving way to an unruly temper—” 
  “I know, sir! I’m really sorry!”
  “Very well, Wharton; we will say no more about it!” said Mr. Quelch, quite graciously. 
  And Harry Wharton left the study with his friends. 
  Stacey would have been glad to leave it, too. 
  But Mr. Quelch had not done with his head boy yet. 
  He fixed his eyes on him grimly. His voice was like ice as he addressed him. 
  “Stacey, you see now that there was nothing—absolutely nothing—in the charge—the very serious charge—you made against your relative!” 
  Stacey licked his dry ups. 
  “Yes, sir. I certainly thought—” 
  “I am afraid, Stacey, that you were only too willing to think harm of your relative Wharton The moment I investigated this matter the facts came to light, and it transpired that there had been no theft at all. It should have been a simple matter for you to make the same discovery! You have not acted, Stacey, in the manner I have a right to expect from a head boy!” 
  Stacey said nothing. 
  Mr. Quelch opened his lips again, but closed them. It seemed as if he had more to say, but decided not to say it. There was a brief silence. 
  “You may go, Stacey!” said Mr. Quelch abruptly. 
  Stacey went, gritting his teeth as he walked down the passage. Mr. Quelch, left alone, shook his head very seriously. His faith in his head boy had been shaken, and somehow—he hardly knew how—his distrust of him was growing. He was sorely troubled in mind. 
  Stacey went up to the Remove. On landing he passed the Famous Five. He gave Harry Wharton a black look
  Wharton’s lip curled. 
  “You’d better try again!” he said contemptuously. 
  Stacey went into his study and slammed the door. 
THE END. 

