[image: image1.jpg]THE PAPER YOU SIMPLY CAN’T DO WITHOUT!

2

SATUNDAY.

“HAVE THIS ONE WITH ME!”

The above incident is it one.of the muny treats veaders will find in the feast of fun_and fiction served wp
in FEANK RICILIRDS' finc story of school life and adventure—inside.
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of Harry Wharton & Co., the Chums of Greyfriars.
y  BY FRANK RICHARDS.





                        THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                      A Merely Temporary Loan! 

BILLY BUNTER opened the door of Study No. 12 in the Greyfriars Remove and blinked into that apartment. 
  He smiled with satisfaction as he discerned the elegant form of Lord Mauleverer, stretched in a more or less graceful attitude on the study sofa. 
  It was a warm afternoon. 
  Fortunately it was a half-holiday at Greyfriars. Bunter, at least, felt that he could not have stood class and Quelchy, in a stuffy Form-room, in that almost tropical heat. Many of the fellows declared that it was too hot for cricket, though Harry Wharton & Co. had gone down to Little Side, defying the blaze of the sun. Lord Mauleverer, never much disposed to exertion, preferred the cool shade of his study and his comfortable and expensive sofa. 
  Bunter, seeing him there, smiled with satisfaction, but 
the satisfaction was wholly on Bunter’s side. Mauly’s countenance registered dismay. 
  Almost would his lazy lordship have preferred the cricket field and the glare of the sun to a heart-to-heart talk with William George Bunter of the Remove. 
  But there was no help for it now. Mauly was cornered, and Billy Bunter’s ample form almost filled the doorway. 
  “I say, Mauly, old chap!” said Bunter, affably and affectionately. 
  Groan! 
 Bunter blinked at him through his spectacles, quite startled by that sound of anguish. 
  “I say, Mauly, are you ill?” 
  “Yaas!” 
  “What’s the matter?” 
  “You!”
  “Oh, really, Mauly——” 
  “Go away!” said Lord Mauleverer faintly. “Go away, and shut the door after you, Bunter! Be a good chap! I can stand you in the winter——” 
  “Look here—” 
  “But on a hot day like this! Oh gad! Go away!”
  “He, he, he !“ Bunter decided to take that injunction as a joke. “He, he, he! All alone here, Mauly?” 
  “Yaas, till you came!” groaned his lordship. “Why ain’t you at the cricket, Bunter?” 
 “Too jolly hot.” 
 “Why not go and see Stewart of the Shell?” asked Mauly. 
 “Blow Stewart of the Shell!” 
 “But he won a money prize the other day,” urged Mauleverer. “He’s got a tenner.” 
  “The silly ass lost it!” said Bunter. 
  “Well, the howlin’ chump!” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer. “Of all the silly owls! Chap oughtn’t to be so careless with money! If Stewart hadn’t lost his tenner, you’d be botherin’ him instead of me!”
 “Oh. really, Mauly! I say, as you’re all alone, I’ll come in and keep you company for a bit.” 
 “Just what I was afraid of,” murmured Lord Mauleverer. “I say, Bunter, I’ve heard you say that you’re an awf’ly popular chap, with more friends than you can count on your fingers.” 
  “That’s so, old fellow.” 
  “Well, don’t neglect your friends on a half-holiday.” urged Mauleverer. “Go and see some of them! Go and see all of them !” 
  Instead of going to see his numerous friends—who might, perhaps, have been difficult to find—Billy Bunter insinuated himself into Study No. 12. 
  Bunter had come there with a purpose, and he was not to be denied. The objections of the owner of the study made no difference to Bunter. Such trifles as that he passed by, like the idle wind which he regarded not. 
  Lord Mauleverer made an effort and sat up on the sofa. But it really was too hot for exertion. Leaving the study meant walking down a long passage and a staircase, and very likely Bunter would follow.  Kicking Bunter out meant still more vigorous exertion.  So his lordship sat where he was, and gazed dismally at the owl of the Remove. 
  Bunter sat on a corner of the study table and fixed his little, round eyes and big, round glasses on Mauly. 
 “I say, Mauly—”
  “ Don’t !” 
  “Er—don’t what?” 
  “Don’t say anything!” Speech is silver, but silence is golden!” urged his lordship. “And silence is never so golden as when you are wagging your chin, old fat bean!” 
  “Oh, really, Mauly, I’ve got something rather important to say to you, and——” 
  “Be a good chap, and go and say it to somebody else!” 
  “Nobody else would do, Manly, as you’re the only chap in the Remove who’s got ten-pound notes!” 
  Mauleverer almost jumped. He would have quite jumped had it not been so hot. 
  “I haven’t come here to borrow a tenner, Mauly.” said Billy Bunter. 
  “Go hon!” 
  “Except in a sort of way.” added Bunter. 
  Lord Mauleverer grinned. 
  “I’ll tell you how the matter stands.” said the fat junior persuasively. “You know Stewart of the Shell got a tenner as the prize for the Popper exam when he beat Linley of the Remove and the other fellows. Well, he let it blow away that windy day, you remember, and it’s never been found. Of course, it’s somewhere.” 
  “It would be.” agreed Mauleverer. “I say, Bunter, why not go and look for it? Stewart would stand you somethin’ if you found it for him.” 
  “I’ve looked, and so has nearly every other fellow at Greyfriars.” answered Bunter. “It’s blown away somewhere— on a roof, most likely—and can’t be found. Never mind that. But Stewart’s had a notice on the board about it for weeks, and now he’s offering a pound out of it to any fellow who can find it.” 
  “Chance for you, old fat man.” 
  Bunter shook his head. He was not disposed to take on the difficult task of hunting for a banknote that had blown away to parts unknown. Still, his fat intellect had evidently been at work on the subject. 
  “That banknote never will be found now,” said Bunter. “I’m not hunting for it any more, anyhow. Besides, I’ve thought of a better dodge than that. You lend me a tenner—’ 
  “I jolly well don’t!” said Mauleverer positively. 
  “Not to spend!” hooted Bunter. “I’m not asking you for a tenner to spend. I only want it for ten minutes, and you can keep your eye on me all the time, if you like.” 
  Lord Mauleverer blinked at him. 
 “What the thump do you want a tenner for if not to spend?” he demanded. 
  Bunter bestowed a fat wink on hs lordship. 
  “To show to Stewart.  ” he explained. 
  Perhaps Lord Mauleverer’s aristocratic brain was not quick on the uptake. Certainly he did not “see.” He only stared in perplexity at the fat and fatuous countenance of the Owl of the Remove. 
  “See!” repeated Bunter. “Stewart’s lost a tenner. I go to him with a tenner.  He thinks it’s his tenner, of course. He hands me a pound. That’s where I come in.” 
 “Great gad! And where do I come in?” ejaculated his lordship. “You imagine I’m goin’ to give away a tenner so that you can stick Stewart of the Shell for a pound note?” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, Mauly “ said Bunter peevishly. “Your tenner will be all right. Tenners are numbered. You simply tell Stewart it’s your tenner, that you dropped in the Remove passage, say, and he will hand it over to you. By that time, of course, but I shall have bagged the pound Stewart’s offering as a reward, and it will be all right.” 
  “Oh holy smoke!” gasped Lord Mauleverer, as Bunter’s masterly scheme dawned at last upon him. “It will be all right, will it?” 
  “Right as rain!” said Bunter cheerfully. 
  “You—you—you fat villain! You want me to help you swindle a man out of a pound!” stuttered Mauleverer. 
  “Oh, really, Mauly! I hope I’m not capable of swindling anybody!” said Bunter warmly. 
  “What do you call it, then?” shrieked Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Of course, I shall pay Stewart back his pound. That’s understood.  ” said Bunter “I’m expecting a postal-order to-morrow—”
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “It will be for a pound,” said Bunter. “That will make it all right! I hand Stewart back his pound, naturally. I hope I’m honest.  ” 
  “You hope you’re honest!” babbled Lord Mauleverer. “By gad! They say that hope springs eternal in the human breast !“ 
  “Well, is it a go?” asked Bunter.  “Stewart will get his pound back all right. 1 shall hand him my postal-order immediately it comes. See?” 
  “And suppose it doesn’t come?” 
  “Oh, that’s rot.! It’s from one of my titled relations, you know. A peer of the realm is not likely to let a fellow down.” 
  Lord Mauleverer gazed at the happy Owl of the Remove. Apparently William George Bunter was fully satisfied as to the honesty of his proceedings. Edward Stewart’s pound was simply to tide him over a lean period, till his celebrated postal-order arrived! Bunter had a conscience; but it seemed to be rather of an elastic nature, and capable of stretching as far as required. 
  “Well, we’re wasting time, old chap” said Bunter. “Lend me the tenner— only for ten minutes.  It will be safe as houses. Stewart will hand it back when you explain and give the number. Stewart’s honest—-as honest as I am myself, in fact.” 
  “A little more so, I hope!” gasped Mauleverer. 
  “Oh, really, Mauly! I say, where’s the tenner?” 
  Lord Mauleverer rose from the sofa. 
  Disinclined as he was for exertion, he felt that exertion was essential now. When duty called even the slacker of the Remove could make an effort. 
  “That’s right, old chap,” said Bunter, mistaking Mauleverer’s intention. Just hand it over——” 
  “I was tbinkin’,” said Mauleverer, “that it was too hot to kick you out of this study, Bunter.” 
  “Eh?”
  “But it isn’t!  If it was twice as hot I think I could manage it, in the giddy circumstances .” 
  “I say,  Mauly— Oh, my hat— yaroooooh!” roared Bunter in astonishment and alarm, as Mauleverer seized him and jerked him off the study table. “I say, old fellow—beast!—I say, what are you stuffy about? Yarooooh! Whoop! Oh crikey!” 
  Lord Mauleverer,  having driven himself to make an effort, seemed to be disposed to have his money’s worth, as it were. 
  He whirled the fat junior to the door, and there was a loud crack as a bullethead and an oak door came into violent contact. 
  “Yoooop!” roared Bunter. 
  Then the Owl of the Remove spun round in the doorway. 
Mauleverer lifted his elegant boot.  Elegant as that boot was, it felt heavy enough to Bunter when it landed. 
  Crash! 
  Bunter shot through the doorway like a pip from an orange. 
  Bump! 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  Lord Mauleverer closed the study door. He returned to his sofa and fanned himself with a Latin exercise after his unprecedented exertions. And he was left to repose. Why Mauly had cut up so rusty was a mystery to Billy Bunter’s powerful intellect. He could see no reason for it. But the fact itself was clear, even to Bunter. Lord Mauleverer, for some inexplicable reason, had cut up uncommonly rusty; and Bunter would as soon have intruded into a lion’s den as into Study No. 12. Bunter did not dare to be a Daniel. He drifted dismally away, and Mauly was left to fan himself in peace. 

                      THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                      Startling! 

MARK LINLEY blotted the letter he had written, and rose from the study table in No. 13 in the Remove.  He stepped to the study window, and looked out across the green, sunny quadrangle. In the distance he had a view of the cricket field, and a glimpse of the Remove fellows who were playing cricket in defiance of torrid sunshine. He stood for long minutes at the window, watching the distant cricketers. He would gladly have joined them, but Mark had other work to do that bright half-holiday. The scholarship which had brought Mark to Greyfriars School had been a stroke of good fortune; but he had a harder row to hoe than most of the Removites. 
 A fat grunt in the study doorway made him turn from the window. 
 Billy Bunter blinked into the study through his big spectacles. 
  “Oh! You’re here!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  Bunter looked very warm, very pink and rather dusty. He bore the signs of his hasty departure from Lord Mauleverer’s study. 
  He was not in a good temper. Bunter, as a rule, was fairly good-tempered and placable. But the manner in which he had left Mauleverer’s study might have ruffled any fellow’s temper. 
  “Yes, I’m here.” said Mark, 
  “I thought you were gone out as usual.” grunted Bunter. “I mean, 1 never thought about you at all.” 
  Mark smiled, and made no answer. 
  “Ain’t you going out?” demanded Bunter. “You generally clear off for every half-holiday, You always cut out of gates immediately after class. You’ve got something on, outside the school, and you make a secret of it. All the fellows are talking about it. Skinner thinks it’s pub-haunting—” 
 “I don’t want to know what Skinner thinks!” said Mark quietly. 
  “Snoop thinks you re mixed up with some racing lot—” 
  “Cheese it,” said Mark. 
  “Bolsover major thinks—” 
  “Dry up!” exclaimed Mark impatiently. “Do you want anything in this study, Bunter? If not, clear off.” 
 “If you think I’ve come here looking for anything, Linley, it only shows you’ve got a low, suspicious mind,” retorted Bunter. “I never saw Bob Cherry getting that cake at the tuckshop, and it never occurred to me that he might have left it in the study cupboard. 
  Mark laughed. 
  “Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at.” grunted Bunter. “You might pinch a fellow’s cake!  I’m not that sort, I hope. Still, I don’t see what you’re sticking indoors for, when you always hike out of gates on a half-holiday. I say, Linley.” Bunter blinked inquisitively at the Lancashire junior. “You can tell a pal, you know. What’s your game out of gates?” 
  “Find out!” said Mark curtly, 
  “Well, that’s why I’m asking you.  ” said Bunter. “Lots of the fellows wonder what you get up to out of the school.” 
  “Lots of fellows had better mind their own business then.” 
  “Not that I care!” added Bunter disdainfully. “I’m not interested in the doings of a fellow of your class, Linley. Something shady I’ve no doubt.” 
  Mark knitted his brows in thought. For a moment Bunter was in danger of leaving Study No. 13 as he had left Study No. 12. But it really was not worth while being angry with the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove. Mark, giving him no further heed, proceeded to stick a stamp on an envelope. Bunter’s inquisitive glance went to the letter lying folded on the blotting-pad. 
  “Oh, you’ve stayed in to write a letter!” he remarked. 
  No reply. 
  “Posting it as you go out, I suppose?” 
  “Yes.” said Mark impatiently, as he slipped the letter into the enveIope and sealed it. 
  “Right-ho!” said. “Of course, I’m not waiting for you to clear, Linley. Nothing of that sort.  ” 
  Mark smiled, and left the study. 
  Bunter remained in the doorway watching him till he disappeared from the Remove passage. 
  Then he rolled into Study No. 13. 
  A moment later the door of the study cupboard was open, and Billy Bunter was blinking into the recesses within.  
  But the cupboard, like that of Mrs. Hubbard was bare. Bob Cherry’s cake, wherever it was, was not there. 
  Bunter gave a grunt of disgust. 
  “Beast !“ 
  He turned dismally from the cupboard. Really, Bunter’s luck seemed to be out that afternoon.. 
 First two Being in the study, however, he took a further look round.   Inquistiveness was Bunter’s besetting sin. And on the subject of Mark Linley Bunter was not the only fellow in the Remove who was curious. Mark gave little or no thought to what the other fellows might think of his proceedings, which were his own concern and nobody else’s. Most of the fellows, in fact, did not trouble their heads about the matter. 
But there were some who wondered and surmised. Certainly, Linley had some occupation outside the school, which drew him outside the gates on all occasions when it was possible to go. Skinner & Co.,—judging others by themselves—surmised that it to that that was something shady. Billy Bunter was intensely curious to know what it was—chiefly because it did not concern him in the very least.  That Mark had found some work to do outside the school did not occur to Bunter’s fat brain. He could not imagine a fellow looking for work. Bunter’s own principle occupation was dodging work 
  “Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Bunter suddenly. 
  His eyes fell on the blotter on which Mark had written his 
letter. It was a new, clean blotter, and it bore the impression 
of part of the letter that Linley had written. Mark had turned over the letter with the ink still fresh, and many words had been quite clearly transferred to the blotting paper. Bunter’s inquisitive eyes fell on a whole sentence, backwards, of course. 

               “01£ uoy dnes ot elba ma I won.  

  It was puzzling enough as he looked at it; but Bunter picked up the blotting-pad, and held it to the study looking- glass. Then he was able to read the letters in correct order, reflected in the glass.  

                 “Now I am able to send you £10.” 

  “Oh, crikey!” stuttered Bunter. 
  He blinked at that sentence 
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I     
  
It was well known in the Remove that Mark Linley was ‘up against it’ financially. Bunter’s inquisitive eyes had seen a letter from Linley’s home, which Bunter had retailed in the Rag. Mark’s father was unemployed and the wolf was at the door in the little home in the North. All the Remove knew that it had been a blow to Linley to fail for the Popper Prize, which Stewart of the Shell had carried off. 
  Mark, who was careful with money— as a fellow had to be to whom a half-crown was a serious consideration—kept up very good appearances in the Form, on the allowance that went with his scholarship; and certainly he was a better-dressed fellow than Bunter, for example, though probably five or six times as much was spent on Bunter’s clothes as on Mark’s. Nobody, looking at Mark, would have supposed that he was much worse off than the other fellows. Still, the facts were known. 
  Had Mark won the Popper Prize, he would have had a ten-pound note—the banknote that Stewart of the Shell had won, and lost on a windy day in the quad. But unless he won a money prize, Mark had no more chance of possessing a tenner, than of possessing ten thousand pounds, so far as Bunter could see. Yet he had written—evidently to his father—that he was now able to send him £10. 
  Where on earth had Linley got ten pounds from? 
  “Crikey!” repeated Bunter. 
  There was only one source, so far as Bunter could imagine, whence Mark Linley, who never had more than five shillings in his pocket, could have obtained the sum of ten pounds. 
  He had found the lost tenner! 
  Bunter gasped with excitement. 
  That was the only possible explanation—to Bunter, at least. Linley had picked up the tenner that had been blowing about the school for a couple of weeks—happened on it somewhere and bagged it. Or hunted for it and found it, more likely, Bunter considered. Anyhow, the tenner he was sending home was the lost tenner. It couldn’t be any other. 
  Bunter’s little round eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. 
  He had made a discovery! 
  Carefully Bunter tore off the top sheet of blotting-paper, folded it, and put it in his pocket. Then he rolled out of the study. 
  Bunter might have been a selfish fellow in some respects. But he did not believe in keeping a good thing to himself, when it came in the shape of an interesting and exciting item of news. What Bunter knew in the afternoon all the Remove was likely to know by evening. It might have been supposed that Bunter would have been shocked by the discovery he had made. But he had no time to be shocked. He was only thinking of the thrilling news that would make the fellows jump when they heard it. The Owl of the Remove was quite elated as be rolled away from study No. 13. 
                  THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                      Beastly for Bunter! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO. came in from cricket, with ruddy faces.  Even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh admitted that it was warm, and was satisfied with a sunshine that reminded ham of his native land of Bhanipur. 
  The other fellows thought that the summer was rather overdoing it. But there was a smile ot cheery contentment on Hurree Singh’s dusky features. 
 The Famous Five came up the Remove staircase in a ruddy, cheery crowd. Tea in the study was the next item on the programme, and all of them were ready for it—especially for the large and handsome cake that Bob Cherry was contributing to the feast. 
  Skinner and Snoop were lounging by the banisters, and they were grinning and chuckling, as though over some excellent joke. 
  “Heard about it, you men!” called out Skinner, as Harry Wharton & Co. came tramping by. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” boomed Bob Cherry. “Heard about what or which?” 
 “About Linley!” giggled Snoop. 
  The Famous Five came to a halt. 
 “What about Linley?” asked Frank Nugent. 
 “Oh! You haven’t heard?” 
  “We’ve been at the cricket.” said Johnny Bull, “where you ought to have been, if you weren’t such lazy slackers. Anything happened to Linley?” 
  “Not yet, that I know off!” grinned Skinner. 
  “Oh, cough it up!” exclaimed Harry Wharton impatiently. “You fellows have always got something up against Linley. What’s the latest?  ” 
  Skinner shook his head 
  “If you don’t know, I’m not going to tell you. No bizney of mine.  ” 
  “You’ll hear it, from Bunter,” said Snoop, with another giggle. 
  “Oh, rats!” said the captain of the Remove. 
  And he walked on across the Remove landing, and his friends followed him.  Hazeldene met them in the Remove, passage. 
  “You fellows heard ?” he asked. 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Some jolly old tragedy happened while we’ve been playing cricket? What is it!” 
 “If you haven’t heard——” 
  “Well, we haven’t,” said Nugent; “give it a name. ”
  “I’d rather not say anything,” said Hazel, shaking his head. “It’s too jolly serious a matter. I don’t want anybody to say it came from me” 
  “Fathead!” said Bob, as he passed on. 
   The Famous Five were rather puzzled by that time. Evidently something had happened while they had been on the cricket field—something that concerned Mark Linley, with whom the whole Co. were on the friendliest terms. Bob looked a little worried. 
  “I suppose Marky’s out, as usual,” he said. ‘I’ll cut away to the study and see whether he’s there.” 
  Study No. 13 was vacant when Bob looked in. He returned along the passage, and rejoined his chums. 
   “Mark’s out.” he said. “What the thump is it that those silly owls are cackling over? Let’s go and bang Skinner’s head on the banisters, and make him cough it up!” 
  “Not worth the trouble,” said Harry.  “Let’s go in to tea.” 
  The Famous Five went into Study No. 1. 
  A fat junior turned hastily away from the study cupboard, which was locked.  He blinked at the Famous Five. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “You fat burglar!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! I couldn’t get the cupboard door open—I mean, I wasn’t thinking of opening it, of course. I—I was just—just looking at it.” 
 “Buzz off !” 
  “I suppose Bob’s cake is in there?” said Bunter. “Rather mean to lock up a cake, as if you think a fellow might be after it. You fellows are a suspicious lot. It’s rather no-class, it you ask me.” 
 “Which way do you prefer to leave the study, Bunter?” asked Frank Nugent politely. “On your feet, or on your neck?  ” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—”
  “Buzz off!” roared all the Famous Five together. 
 “I say, you fellows, if you’re going to have tea, I don’t mind stopping,” said Bunter, blinking at them “Toddy’s teaing out today, and when he’s teaing out, he never thinks of another fellow. I’ve had nothing since dinner, except tea in Hall, because—” 
  t“Because my cake was locked up?” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “No!” hooted Bunter. “Because I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order. Did I mention to you fellows that I was expecting a postal-order?” 
   “Did you?” gasped Bob. “Yes; I rather fancy I’ve heard something of the sort.” 
 “Ha, ha, ha!” 
 “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!  I shall be short of money till my postal-order comes!” said Bunter warmly. “Mauly’s let me down—he could have helped me over this—this crisis without costing him anything, and he refused. You follows may not believe it, but at the present moment I’m absolutely stoney!”
  And the Owl of the Remove blinked sorrowfully at the Famous Five. 
  “All your titled relations let you down at one fell swoop?” asked Bob sympathetically. 
  “Why not ring some of ‘em up?” said two Johnny Bull. “You’ve only got to remind the Duke de Bunter that he forgot to send you that sixpenny postal-order.” 
  “It will be for a pound when it comes,” said Bunter, with dignity. 
 “It will have had time to grow when it comes.” agreed Johnny. 
 “Beast! I say, you fellows, while we’re having tea I’ll tell you the news.” said Bunter. “Shocking about Linley, ain’t it?” 
  “What about Linley, fathead?” 
  “Haven’t you’ heard? It’s all over the Remove.” said Bunter. “Of course, I’m not surprised myself. I never did approve of these low fellows being let into the school on those rotten scholarships. I’ve said so. You can’t deny that.” 
  “Has anything happened while we’ve been at the cricket?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “He, he, he!” 
 “You fat chump—”
  “Oh, really, Wharton! Of course I’m sorry for the fellow!” said Bunter. “He will be sacked.” 
 “Linley sacked!” yelled Bob. 
 “Of course—the Head couldn’t possibly let him stay. After all, the poor brute mayn’t know any better.” said Bunter charitably. “Brought up among the poor—and you know what the poor are like!” 
  “Some of ‘em!” said Johnny Bull. “The kind that butt into a fellow’s study to pinch a cake—” 
  “Beast!  I’m putting you fellows on your guard!” said Bunter. “You’re friendly with Linley.  Well, drop it!” 
  “And why?” demanded Wharton. 
  “Well, a man’s judged by the company he keeps,” said Bunter. “You wouldn’t like to be tarred with the same brush, would you? Besides, he may begin on you next. I can tell you, I shall be jolly careful of my gold watch when Linley’s about.” 
  The juniors jumped. 
 “Are you dotty!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Harry Wharton’s brow darkened. 
 “You fat idiot, tell us at once what you mean! If somebody has started a rotten yarn about Linley—” 
  “That somebody is going to get hurt!”” said Bob Cherry, breathing hard. “Now get it off your chest, you idiotic porpoise!”
  “Oh, really, Cherry!  No good glaring at me,” said Bunter. “I never asked the fellow to pinch Stewart’s banknote I suppose!” 
  “Pip-pip-pinch Stewart’s banknote!” articulated Bob. 
  Bunter nodded. 
  “Yes! Beastly, ain’t it? Of course, he’s hard up—I dare say they’ve got the bailiffs in at home. Still, that’s no excuse for stealing. You fellows may think it is, but I don’t agree.” 
 Wharton caught Bob by the arm as he was about to hurl hmself at William George Bunter. 
  “Let’s have this clear!” said the captain of the Remove.    “You can slaughter that fat idiot afterwards. Stewart’s bank note was blown away in the quad a couple of weeks ago, Bunter. It’s never been found. Is some unspeakable cad saying that Linley has found it and kept it?” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “Is that it?” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Scrag him!” 
  “I say, you fellows, don’t go off at the deep end, you know! I’m warning you, in time, to have nothing more to do with Linley. It’s been found out that he pinched Stewart’s banknote.” 
  “Who found it out?” breathed Bob, 
  Bunter grinned complacently. 
  “Little me!” he answered. “‘Precious little goes on without me knowing it, I can tell you. I found it out, and of course I’ve warned the fellows about Linley—a fellow was bound to, you know. And— Yaroooooop!” 
  Bunter got no further. 
  Shaking off Wharton’s detaining hand,  Bob Cherry made a jump at the fat junior. The next moment Billy Bunter was having the time of his life. 
 Wild yells from Study No. 1 rang along the Remove passage. 
  It seemed to Billy that two or three earthquakes were happening to him all at once. 
  “Hold on!” gasped Wharton. 
  “I’ll smash him!” 
  “The smashfulness is too terrific, my esteemed Bob. It is not the proper caper to burst the esteemed and fatheaded Bunter.” 
  “I’ll slaughter him!” 
  “Yarooh! Help! Murder! Fire! Whooooooooop!” 
  “I’ll spiflicate him!”
  Yooop!  Help!  Wow!” 
  Bob Cherry’s chums dragged him away from Bunter. They thought that Bunter had had enough. Bunter’s own impression was that he had had too much. Bob, on the other hand, did not consider that he had had enough yet, and was prepared to give him more. 
  “Hook it, Bunter!” gasped Nugent. 
  “Grooogh!  Ooooh!  Yooop!”
  “Hook it, you idiot!” 
  Bunter hooked it. 
                     THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                               No Reward! 
“HOBBY, you fathead!” 
   “Look here, Stewart—”
  “You ass!” 
  “But look here —“ 
  “You unmitigated idiot “ 
  James Hobson sighed. 
  He had wondered whether he was ever going to hear the end of it. 
  Now he knew! 
  He wasn’t! 
  Unless Stewart of the Shell found the lost tenner—which now seemed highly improbable—it was not likely that Hobby ever would hear the end of it. 
  “It wasn’t My fault, you know!” said Hobson feebly. 
  He had always been pally with Stewart of the Shell. He liked Stewart, and had always thought him a very decent chap. But, really, Hobby was now being driven to reconsider that opinion. Stewart had developed into a man with a single topic.  Such a man was a bore. 
  “Not your fault!” echoed Stewart.  “Listen to him, Hosky! He says it wasn’t his fault!”
  Hoskins of the Shell did not answer. 
  He was seated at the study table, with a pencil in his hand, a sheet of music paper before him and a far-away look in his eyes. Hoskins was by way of being musical, and so had the artistic temperament. Inspirations would suddenly seize upon Claude Hoskins, and he would seize pencil and paper to get them down before they vanished. At such moments Hoskins was deaf and dumb and blind. He would cover sheets of paper with undecipherable hieroglyphics. Nobody understood what they meant, except Hopkins—if, indeed, Hoskins was an exception. 
  “He says it wasn’t his fault!” said Stewart bitterly. “I hand him a tenner to look at on a windy day—the windiest day we’ve had this summer, mind you—and he chucks it back to me and says ‘Catch.’ He doesn’t expect the wind to blow it away!  Oh, no!” 
  “Well, you see—” murmured Hobson. 
  “Such a lot of tenners about, in the Shell—one doesn’t matter  !” said Stewart satirically. “Not to you, Hobby, anyhow!” 
   “Of course, 1 didn’t know it was going to blow away!”said Hobson. 
  “You wouldn’t!” agreed Stewart. “With a brain like yours, old chap, you wouldn’t!” 
  “Besides, I said ‘catch,’” said Hobson. “Why didn’t you catch it?” 
  Stewart breathed hard and deep. 
  In reply to that question, he felt that there was nothing to be done, unless he took a cricket stump to James Hobson. 
  “Idiot!” was his final reply. 
 “Besides, it may turn up!” suggested Hobson. 
  “It hasn’t turned up yet!”
  “While there’s life, there’s hope!” said Hobby encouragingly.  “The blessed thing may turn up some day. After all, it must be somewhere. I knew a chap who lost a penknife, and found it years afterwards in the lining of his jacket.” 
  Stewart breathed harder. 
  “Do you think I’m likely to find that tenner in the lining ot a jacket, after it blew away in the quad a couple of weeks ago?” he asked. 
 “Of course not. I was only putting a case,” said Hobson. “Things do turn up, you know. It’s wonderful how things turn up sometimes. I shouldn’t wonder if you found that tenner, after all.” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Look here, Stewart—!”
  “Ass!”  
  Hoskins looked up. 
  “What do you think, Hosky ?”asked Hobson, appealing to his studymate for support. 
  The far-away look was still in Hoskins’ eyes.  I think they don’t make enough use of minor ninths,” he said, with conviction.
  “Eh?”  No. Oh, yes!” answered Hoskins vaguely.  
  “Without boasting,” said Hoskins, “I think I can say that I’m the first musician to understand really what can be done with the minor ninth,”
  Hobson looked apprehensive. 
  He did not know what a minor ninth was, and he was rather afraid that Hoskins would explain it to him.
  “Stewart’s talking about his tenner,” said Hobson soothingly. “Don’t you think it may turn up yet, Hosky ?“ 
  “Eh, what? No. Oh, yes,” answered Hoskins vaguely. 
 And with that reply, which was as intelligent as could be expected from a fellow with an artistic temperament., Claude Hoskins returned to his hieroglyphics. 
  Stewart gave a sniff. He was deeply interested in his lost tenner, and minor ninths did not appeal to him. Ever since that tenner had taken unto itself wings and flown away, Stewart of the Shell had been like a bear with a sore head. Like Rachel, he mourned for that which was lost, and could not be comforted. 
  He pointed out to Hobson, many times, that if he was going to lose the tenner he needn’t have taken the trouble to sap Greek for the Popper exam. That sapping was now a sheer waste.  For days and days before that exam. Stewart had lived, and moved, and had his being in Greek.  He had worked specially hard, knowing that Linley of the Remove was a dark horse. He had beaten Linley of the Remove and walked off with the prize. And what was the good?  he asked Hobson bitterly, not once, but a hundred times. The tenner was gone from his gaze like a beautiful dream. 
   Hobson admitted that it was all true, and he sympathized. But there was no doubt that he was growing fed-up. 
   But Stewart simply couldn’t let him off. When Stewart thought of the enormous amount of Greek he had sapped, and all for nothing, as it turned out, he could have kicked himself; and still more could he have kicked Hobson. 
  “Ten pounds!” said Stewart. “Ten quid! And a fellow’s hard up! Still, I suppose that wouldn’t worry you, Hobby. I dare say you can afford to chuck tenners about and play catch with them.” 
  “I can’t,” said Hobson. “If I jolly well had a tenner I’d jolly well give it to you, Stewart, if only to shut you up. ” 
  “To shut me up?” repeated Stewart, breathless with indignation. “You ain’t satised with chucking my tenner away.  You think I ought to let it go as if it were a threepenny-bit.” 
  “Well, I’m sick of it” confessed Hobson. 
   Stewart rose to his feet. So far, Stewart had confined himself to telling his friend what he thought of him. Now he looked as if he intended proceeding to more drastic action. 
  Fortunately, at that moment there came an interruption. There was a tap at the study door, and it opened. 
   A fat junior blinked in through a pair of large spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows, is Stewart here?” asked Billy Bunter.         
“Chowne told me he was in this study.” 
  “He’s here—jawing, as usual.” said Hobson. 
 Bunter  blinked round at Stewart of the Shell 
  “You’re the man I want to see.” he remarked. 
  “The want’s all on your side, then,” answered Stewart. No Shell fellow had a lot of politeness to waste on the Lower Fourth. 
  “Oh, really, Stewart—” 
  “Beat it!” grunted Stewart. 
  “If you don’t want to find your tenner——” 
  “Oh!” said the Shell fellow. “If you know anything about that—” 
 His manner was suddenly polite. As for Hobson, he gazed at Bunter with kind cordiality, almost with affection. If Bunter had found that tenner, or had news of it, James Hobson was prepared to take him to his heart. Anything or anybody was welcome to Hobby that offered s prospect of cutting short the flow of Edward Stewart’s unending eloquence on that painful topic. 
  “I know rather a lot about it, 1 fancy.” smirked Bunter. “I hear that you’ve offered a pound note to the finder, Stewart.” 
  “That’s so.” 
  “Well, I haven’t exactly found it.” said Bunter cautiously. “But I know who has. See?” 
  Stewart stared at him. 
 “Mean to say it’s been found, and the man hasn’t  handed it over to me?” he exclaimed incredulously. 
  “I mean to say exactly that.” 
  “Rot!” said Stewart. 
  “Oh, really, you know 
  “That sounds rather thick.” said Hobson. 
  He longed and yearned for news of that late lamented tenner, but he could not believe that any Greyfriars man had found it and kept it. That was unthinkable. 
  “Well, there it is,” said Bunter, “and 1 want to have the thing clear. Of course, I don’t care much about the pound. I’m not the fellow to do anything for a reward. Disinterestedness has often caused me trouble. Still, it happens that I’m rather short of money, temporariIy, and the pound would come in useful. I could do with it.” 
  “I dare say you could!” jeered Stewart. “But you won’t touch any pound of mine till you cough up the tenner. 
  “Oh, really, Stewart! I know who’s got it” 
 “Rubbish I” 
 “A fello backspace two w in my Form.” 
  “Well, if it was anybody it would be somebody in the Remove.” remarked Hobson. “They’re a scraggy lot.” 
  “Bosh!” said Stewart. “Might be Bunter himself, perhaps. He’s the only man at Greyfriars who would keep money if he found it—!” 
  “Look here—” roared Bunter. 
  “Mean to say you’ve seen my tenner in the hands of a Remove man?” demanded Stewart categorically. 
  “He wouldn’t be likely to let me see it. But I know he’s got it. Look here, you’ve offered a pound for finding it. If I tell you who s got it and you get it back from him, does that come to the same thing?” 
  “Of course it does! But I don’t believe anybody’s got it. It’s all rot!” 
  “Suppose a fellow in our Form, who’s never got any money—a poor beast, who lives on a scholarship, and whose pater is out of work—suppose he suddenly has ten pounds?” said Bunter. “What about that?” 
  “That would look suspicious,” said Hobson slowly, after thinking it out. James Hobson’s brain did not move rapidly. 
Stewart knitted his brows. 
  “You’re speaking of Linley, I suppose?” he said. “You’re a slandering little fat beast, Bunter. Linley would cut off his hand rather than steal.” 
  “That’s all you know,” grinned Bunter. “Mean to say he’s got ten pounds all of a sudden from somewhere else?” 
  “He’s not got ten pounds at all.” said Stewart shortly. 
  “Well, he says he has. He’s written home to his father this very afternoon that he’s now able to send him ten pounds,” said Bunter contemptuously. 
  “Look at that!” 
  Bunter took a crumpled sheet of blotting-paper from his pocket and held it up to the inspection of the Shell fellows. They stared blankly at 
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 “What the thump does that mean?” asked Hobson, perplexed. 
  “Look at it in the glass.” 
  “Easy enough to read it backwards. ” grunted Stewart. And he read out: “ Now I am able to send you £10.” Who wrote that, Bunter ?” 
  “Linley of the Remove this afternoon. I happened to go into his study to see a pal of mine, and saw it there.’ 
  Stewart looked at the tell-tale blotting-sheet and looked at Bunter. He was a little staggered. 
  “Who’s going to prove that that’s Linley’s writing” asked James Hobson, after a pause. 
  Hobby’s brain worked slowly, but it worked. 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  “I’ve got one of his exercises here to prove it. Look! You can see that it’s the same fist.” 
  The Shell men looked at the neat, clear hand in which Mark Linley’s exercise was written. 
  His name was in the top corner of the sheet, in the same hand, so there was no doubt about that. 
  And the handwriting was evidently the same as that of the letter that had been blotted. 
  Mark Linley, of the Remove, had written to someone—doubtless his father—that he was now able to send him E10. That was assured. 
  “My only hat!” said Stewart. 
  “By gum!” said Hobson. 
  “What about it?” grinned Bunter. “Where do you think Linley got ten quid from all of a sudden, since your tenner was lost? What?” 
  “My hat! It looks—” muttered Hobson doubtingly. 
  Stewart shook his head. 
  “Linley’s straight,” he said. “I don’t know the fellow much, but I know he’s straight. He’s got ten pounds from somewhere else. Might have bagged some prize or other—” 
  “He hasn’t been in for any prize since the Popper,” said Bunter. 
  “He earns money sometimes.” said Stewart uneasily. “I’ve heard that he’s done translations for some people in Courtfield, and they paid him!” 
  “Not to that tune,” said Hobson, shaking his head. 
  Stewart was silent. Indeed, it was clear that whatever Marc Linley might have earned by translation it was not likely to amount to anything like ten pounds. 
  “He’s got it,” said Bunter. “You jolly well know he’s got it ! I suppose you re not going to let him keep it.” 
  “You can’t let him keep it,” said Hobson. 
  “Not if he’s got it,” said Stewart tartly. “But he hasn’t! I’m not going to believe a decent fellow a thief with.out any better evidence than this! Bunter had no right to be spying in his study!” 
  “Anybody has a right to show up a thief,” said Bunter virtuously. In fact, it’s a duty.” 
  “You’re a whale on duty, ain’t you?” said Stewart sarcastically. “I’ve heard jaw in the Remove about some letter of Linley’s that you pinched and read. You’ve let all the Lower School know that the chap’s people are up against it at home.” 
  “Spying little beast!” said Hobson. 
  Bunter glared. 
  “Look here, you owe me a pound, Stewart!” he hooted.  “I’ve told you where your tenner is. If you don’t choose to go and get it, that’s your business. But you jolly well know that Linley’s got it! You owe me a pound!”
  “Get out!” 
  “Look here!” bawled Bunter. 
  “I don’t believe Linley’s got it, and I won’t insult a decent chap by asking him!  Get out!” 
  “I tell you—” 
  Stewart picked up the inkpot. 
  William George Bunter retired from the study just in time. He retired in a state of breathless wrath and indignation—without the pound. In Hobson’s study Stewart got back to his topic. 
  “You ass, Hobson! If you hadn’t chucked that tenner to me that day—” 
  “Look here, Stewart—” 
  “You fathead!”
  “But I say—” 
  “You chump—“ 
   And so on, ad lib. and ad infinitum. 
                                   — — 
                      THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                            Trouble Ahead! 
“SIXTY pounds!” said Uncle Clegg. 
  Mark Linley smiled. 
  Mr. Clegg, in the dusky little parlour behind the village tuckshop, in the old High Street of Friardale, gazed at the slip of paper in his hand as if he could hardly believe his ancient eyes. 
  Indeed, he hardly could. 
  Sixty pounds was an enormous sum to Uncle Clegg. Mr. Clegg was a rather crusty old gentleman, and not of a particularly grateful nature; but his glance as he transferred it from the cheque to Mark Linley was distinctly grateful. 
  “You done this for me, Master Linley,” said Uncle Clegg. “All these years I been thinking that they was sneaking my money, sir, and now they jest ‘ands it out in a lump! My word!” 
  Mark smiled and nodded. 
  For long weeks every leisure hour of the scholarship junior of Greyfriars had been spent in that dusky parlour behind the little shop. Mark had worked hard —very hard. Uncle Clegg had been what he described variously as “flummoxed” and “flabbergasted” by a demand from the Inland Revenue authorities for income tax. Uncle Clegg was convinced that he was not liable to that disagreeable tax—more, he was convinced that the Inland Revenue authorities owed him quite a large sum which, according to his touching belief, they had been “sneaking’” from the interest of his investment in War Loan. In order to make his position clear Uncle Clcgg’s accounts had to be got in order—and that was a task that might have made Hercules himself consider that his twelve Herculean tasks were rather easy. But Mark had taken on the job and done it to the satisfaction of Uncle Clegg, and what was still more important, to the satisfaction of the Income Tax inspector at Courtfield. 
  And it having been made clear that Uncle Clegg’s “income from all sources.” did not render him liable to tax, that nightmare was lifted from Mr. Clegg’s troubled mind. 
Further, Mr. Clegg had claimed repayment of the “deduction at source “ from the interest on his investment, never really believing that he would get it; for to Uncle Clegg the ways of the Inland Revenue Department were dark and mysterious. 
And now he had got it!” 
  The cheque was in his gnarled hand, and it was for sixty pounds. Uncle Clegg had not yet cashed the cheque. He carried it about with him, and
 “I got it!” said Uncle Clegg. “I actually got it!  Sixty quids! All they’ve took off me for six years! Seems too good to be true, don’t it, Master Linley?” 
  ‘I’m glad.” said Mark. 
  “And I owe it all to you, sir,” said Uncle Clegg “If you and your friends hadn’t come into my shop that day, and I told you about it, this wouldn’t have ‘appened.” 
  He paused. 
  “Seems to me you ought to have more’n the ten quids out of this, Master Linley,” he said doubtfully. 
  Mark shook his head. 
  “Not at all, Mr. Clegg. I wish I could afford to do the work for nothing.” he answered. “But it’s taken up all my time for weeks, and I couldn’t. But ten pounds is all I want.” 
  “You’ve earned it, sir,” said Mr. Clegg. 
  There was no doubt on that point. Certainly, had Mr. Clegg placed his weird accounts in professional hands he could not have got off so cheaply. 
  “And after this—” said Mr. C1egg. 
  “Yes?” said Mark. 
  “Ain’t they going to take any more off me?” asked Mr. C1egg. “Next time I got the interest on my War Loan——” 
  “Yes; the tax will be deducted as usual.” said Mark. “But you will make a claim and it will be returned.  That will be quite easy.” 

  “Will it?” said Mr. Clegg doubtfully —“easy for you, I dessay, sir; but that sort of thing, it sort of mazes me.” 
  “So long as I’m at Greyfriars I can help you with the paper,’ said Mark, smiling.  “You will soon get used to it.  ”
  “P’raps!” said Mr. Clegg, still doubtful but hopeful, “I’ll treat you fair, sir, if you ‘elp me out.” 
  “No, no,” said Mark hastily. “It will be only a few minutes’ work, now your accounts arc in order, and I shall be very glad to help you for nothing when the time comes. If I could afford it, I would not let you pay me for the work I have done. But that cannot be helped—my time is not my own.” 
  “You’ve earned it fair and square, and more,” said Mr. Clegg. 
  When Mark left the village shop he left a happy man behind him. Uncle Clegg still gloated over the cheque, keeping it about him for that purpose. In Mark’s pocket were ten rather crumpled and greasy pound-notes—his fee for services rendered. 
  The junior’s face was thoughtful and tired as he walked back to the school. 
  The help he was now able to give to his people at home was a sheer delight to him. Mark was not in the position of other fellows in the Remove—his time, as he bad said, was not his own. It was not an easy mattter for a boy at school to earn money; but Mark had found many ways of solving that problem; and he had never shrunk from hard work. But the hardest work he had ever done was getting Uncle Clegg’s mixed and mysterious accounts in order. 
  Before taking on that task Mark had consulted his Form master, and he had found Mr. Quelch very kind and sympathetic. Mr. Quelch had given his permission, making the reasonable stipulation that school work should not be neglected. 
 But Mark, who took school work seriously, had found it hard to keep on as usual, in addition to his work with Uncle Clegg. For some time past, he had been in a state of perpetual fatigue, and he was glad that the task was over at last. There were few fellows of his age who could have done the work at all, probably not another at Greyfriars, who could have done it while keeping a good place in class. But from a very early age, Mark had been accustomed to putting his beef into what he had to do. 
  Now it was done, and his reward was in his pocket, the whole of it to be sent home by registered post, to keep the wolf from the door in the little home in the North. That was a happy prospect and more than repaid him for long and wearying exertion. 
  His failure for the Popper Prize had been a blow, but to the sturdy Lancashire lad, defeat was only a spur to fresh effort. The “northern punch” was strongly developed in Mark’s character. 
  Tired as he was, he was feeling satisfied and cheerful as he walked in at the school gates. 
  When he came into the House, he passed a couple of Shell fellows, who were talking together. Hobson gave him a vey curious look, which Mark could not help noticing. Stewart left Hobson, and came over to the Removite, with a slight flush in his face. Remove and Shell, as a rule, had little to do with one another, and Stewart rather surprised Mark with a friendly greeting. 
  “Hello, old bean! Had your tea?” 
  “Yes” said Mark. He had had his tea with Uncle Clegg in the dusky little parlour. 
  “I was going to ask you to tea with me.” 
  Mark could not help staring. He had never tea’d with Stewart of the Shell, or probably exchanged more than a dozen words with him. 
  “Another time, what?” said Stewart. 
  “Certainly, if you like,” said Mark. 
  “You gave me a jolly close run for the Popper.” remarked Stewart. “I really thought you were going to bag it, believe me. ” 
  “The best man bagged it,” said Mark, smiling. 
  “Oh, rot!” answered Stewart. “There’s a lot of luck in these things.” And with a friendly nod to the Removite he went back to Hobson. 
  Mark Linley went up to the Remove passage, considerably astonished. Why Stewart had gone out of his way to make that friendly demontration, was a mystery to him. 
  On the Remove landing, he came on a group of Remove men—Skinner, Snoop, Bolsover major, and Billy Bunter. 
  “Here he is!” called out Snoop, as Mark appeared on the stairs. 
  And there was a laugh. 
  “Mind your pockets, you fellows!” squeaked Billy Bunter. 
  The juniors laughed again. 
  Mark stared at them, and passed on, with a heightened colour.  Hazeldene met him in the passage, with a curious stare. 
  “Oh, you’ve got back?” he said. 
  “Yes, answered Mark. A feeling of uneasiness was creeping over him.  Hazel had the same curious expression on his face that he had noticed on the rugged countenance of Hobson of the Shell. And what did Billy Bunter’s fatuous words mean? 
  “Anything in it?” asked Hazel. 
  “In what?” 
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  “What the follows are saying, I mean.” 
  “I don’t know what they’re saying.” answered Mark. “I’ve been out of gates most of the afternoon.” 
  “You generally are, on a half-holiday,” remarked Hazel, with a slight sneer, “and jolly mysterious about it.” 
  “I don’t call it mysterious, to mind my own business, and to expect other fellows to mind theirs.” said Mark quietly. 
  “Oh, I’m not asking any questions,” said Hazel “No bizney of mine. But a fellow who carries on in a mysterious sort of way, can’t wonder at getting talked about.” 
  Mark smiled faintly. 
  “Fellows are welcome to talk all they like.” he answered.  “I’m sure I don’t mind.” 
  “You will!” said Hazel, significantly, and with that he walked on, leaving Mark staring after him. 
  Mark went into his study with a vague feeling of trouble on his mind. He could see that something had happened during his absence that afternoon, though he could not guess what it was. But whatever it was, it boded trouble, he could guess that, at least. 
                        THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                     Accused! 
“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry— ” 
  “Shut up, you fat frog!” 
  Mark Linley glanced about him as he came into the Rag. 
  Prep was over, and Mark was one of the last of the Remove to finish work. Most of the Removites were in the Rag when he came down, as well as some of the Fourth. 
  Almost every eye in the crowded room was turned on Linley as he entered. 
  He could not help observing it, and it brought a flush to his cheeks. 
  So far, Mark had heard nothing of the topic that was now discussed up and down the Remove. His friends had felt a natural delicacy about referring to it, and those who were not his friends had not ventured to speak out plainly. Most of the fellows were neither his friends nor his foes, but all were keenly interested in the latest topic. If it turned out that there was a fellow in the Remove who was a thief, it was a disgrace for the form—and it meant a great deal of chipping and “rotting” from fellows in other Forms. 
  Skinner was of opinion that Linley ought to be called on to explain, but he had not ventured to call on him personally. There was a variety of the “northern punch” that might have landed on Skinner’s sharp nose, and he preferred some other fellow to take the risk. 
  Billy Bunter, of course, was the fellow to rush in, on the principle that fools rush in where angels fear to tread. Mark could see that the Owl of the Remove had been about to voice what was in the general mind, when Bob Cherry shut him up. 
  In a state of wonder and uneasiness, Mark glanced round from face to face. Many of them were grinning, some derisive, some scornful. The junior’s colour deepened. 
  “Is anything up, Cherry?” he asked. 
  Bob hesitated. 
  “Only some of Bunter’s bunkum.” he said. “Nothing to worry about.” 
  “Oh, really, you know—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  “Shan’t!” roared Billy Bunter. “I say, you fellows—yaroooooh!”  Bunter roared again, as Bob took a fat ear between a finger and thumb, 
  “It’s all right, Linley.” said Harry Wharton. “Only that fat idiot has been prying and cackling—” 
  “Leggo my ear!” yelled Billy Bunter. 
  “Look here, let Bunter alone!” exclaimed Bolsover major in his most bullying tone. “I don I see why Linley shouldn’t be told” 
  Bob gave him a glare. 
  “Shut up, Bolsover!” he snapped. 
  “Are you going to pull my ear, like Bunter’s?  You’ll find that you’ve got your hands full if you try it on.” 
  “The esteemed ears of the ridiculous Bolsover are truly extensive,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You silly idiot, I didn’t mean that!” howled Bolsover. “I mean 
  “Any absurd fellow pulling the ridiculous ears of the esteemed Bolsovcr would have his hands full.” agreed the nabob. 
  “I mean—”
  “Ha ha, ha!” 
  “Never mind what you mean—shut up!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Who’s going to make me shut up?” roared Bolsover major. 
  “I am,” said Bob Cherry, his eyes gleaming. “I’ll mop up the Rag with you, with pleasure.” 
  “Come on, then, do it.” 
  “Hold on, you fellows,” exclaimed Mark, interposing hastily. “Hold on, Bob! If Bolsover’s got something to say to me, let him get on with it. I’ve no objection.” 
  Bob dropped his hands unwillingly. The latest topic had irritated him intensely, and he was in a mood to “mop up” the Rag with anybody who asked for trouble. 
  “It’s only rot!” he said. 
  “The rotfulness is terrific.” 
  “Well, if it’s rot, Linley can prove that it’s rot.” said Bolsover major. “I’m not saying that he did it. What I say is, that it’s got to be cleared up. It will come to the prefects sooner or later, and then he will have to explain.” 
  Mark breathed hard. 
  “I don’t think I’ve done anything for the prefects to bother about.  ” he said, “If I have, I’ll be glad to hear of it.” 
  “Who pinched the tenner?” asked a voice from somewhere, and there was a laugh. 
  Mark started. 
  “I say, you fellows, he ought to own up, and take it back to Stewart,” exclaimed Billy Bunter. “Stewart’s promised a pound to the fellow who finds it, and I told him Linley had it —” 
  “Are you mad?” exclaimed Mark, the flush in his face dying away to a sudden paleness. “Do you think I know anything about Stewart’s banknote?” 
  “Don’t you?” grinned Skinner. 
  “That question is an insult.” said Mark. “If I knew anything about it, I should have told Stewart, of course. I’ve helped to look for it along with the other fellows.” 
  “And you had bettor luck than the other fellows?” sniggered Snoop. 
  “Certainly not.” 
  “You didn’t find it?” demanded Bo1sover ma
jor. 
  “If I had found it I should have taken it to Stewart, of the Shell. You are a rotter to ask such a question.”
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  “Oh, am I?” roared Bolsover major.  “Not such a rotter as a man who finds a lost banknote and sticks to it.” 
  “Findings keepings!” giggled Snoop. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  The truth dawned on Mark now. For some reason—a reason that he could not even begin to guess at—it was supposed that he had found Stewart’s lost banknote and kept it. 
  The look that came over his face as that dawned on his mind made some of the fellows back away a little. 
  “So that’s it!” said Mark, with a deep breath. 
  “That’s it,” said Harry Wharton uncomfortably; “not worth taking any notice of, old scout.” 
  “I’ve got to take notice of it.” said Mark.  “I can’t believe there’s any fellow here who really thinks such a thing of me. Some miserable worm has started this—” 
  “Oh, really, Linley—” 
  “Some unspeakable cad,” said Mark, his eyes flashing. “It seems to have been you, Bolsover. Put up your hands.” 
  “It wasn’t Bolsover,” said Bob “it came from Bunter in the beginning.” 
  “Oh!” said Mark. 
  He dropped his hands. Bunter was not a fellow whom he could deal with as he would have dealt with the bully of the Remove, A fight with Bunter would have been too ridiculous. 
  “Kick him round the Rag!” suggested Nugent.
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “The kickfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed Marky—” 
  “Oh, really, Inky—” 
  “I suppose Bunter is too big a fool to understand the harm he does by his silly prattle, ” said Mark quietly, “but you fellows might have waited to hear what I had to say.” 
  “No need for you to deny it,” said Wharton; “we know that you don’t know anything about that rotten banknote.” 
  “Oh, really Wharton!” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “Let Bunter speak out,” said Mark quietly. “He’s making one of his blunders, as usual. What put this idea into your head, Bunter?” 
  “You see it’s true.  ” said Bunter, blinking at him through his big spectacles. “Being true, you know—” 
  “Bunter’s a whale on truth.” remarked Peter Todd. 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Let him get on with it,” said Mark. “I can’t imagine why even such a born idiot as Bunter should suspect me of such a thing.”
  “Oh, really, Linley! Having found you out I was bound to tell the fellows to put them on their guard,” said Bunter. “I’m not a fellow for tattling, as you know—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Besides, I was bound to tell Stewart—he’s offered a pound reward—I—I mean it, was only decent to tell him where his banknote was” said Bunter; “he’s anxious about it, of course. I think you ought to give it back to him, Linley. I must say that. Honesty ís the best policy” 
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “No good calling a fellow names, just because he’s found you out,” said Bunter. 
  “You needn’t deny it, you know—1’ve got the proof.” 
  “The proof!” said Mark contemptuously. “I shall be glad to see the proof, you fat duffer.” 
  Bunter fumbled in his pocket. 
  Then he blinked suspiciously at Linley. 
  “No snatching, you know.” he said. 
  “Fathead!”
  “Well, you’re jolly well not going to destroy the evidence.  ” said Bunter. “Once that’s gone you can make out you never had the banknote—unless the head searches you and finds it on you, of course.  ” 
  “You benighted chump!” growled Bob Cherry. “The fat idiot found some blotting-paper in the study, Marky, and makes out you wrote a letter this afternoon about sending  somebody ten pounds.” 
  “It’s Linley’s fist!” roared Bunter. “You all know that.” 
  And Bunter jerked the sheet of blotting-paper from his pocket, with a bullseye and several aniseed balls sticking to it.  Mark stared at the line—known to all the Remove by this time—— 
                “.O1E uoy dnes ot elba ma I woN.” 
  The backward impression on the blotting was quite easily recognisable us Mark’s handwriting. Mark stared at it, and gave a contemptuous laugh. 
  “Is that the evidence?” he asked. 
  “Jolly good evidence, I call it,” said Bunter. “Where did you get ten pounds from all of a sudden?” 
  “All serene, old bean,” said Peter Todd; “we know you never wrote that,” 
  “But I did,” said Mark. 
  “Oh!”” 
  “I—I thought it was your fist, when I saw it.” said Harry Wharton. “Bunter couldn’t wangle that.” 
  “It’s my fist. I wrote that line in a letter this afternoon.  ” said Mark steadily. “I didn’t expect it to be spied on, in the blotting-pad, and made the talk of the form. I don’t see that my private letters are the concern of any fellow here.” 
  “Well, you know what it looks like.” said Bolsover major. “Every man in the Remove knows that you haven’t ten pounds, or even ten shillings, for that matter. I’m not pitching it up against you, but it’s a fact, and everybody knows it. If you’ve got ten pounds all of a sudden, you can tell the fellows where you got it.” 
  “Certainly 1 could, if I liked,” answered Marc, “but I intend to do nothing of the sort. I don’t intend to shout my personal affairs all over Greyfriars, because a spying worm has spied into my letters. Bunter can take that paper to Quelch if he chooses.” 
  “Oh, really, you know! I wouldn’t give you away to Queleh !” protested Billy Bunter. 
  “You can give me away, as you call it, as soon as you like,” said Mark contemptuously. “I’m ready to explain to Quelch, or to the Head. It concerns nobody else.” 
  And with that Mark turned on his heel and walked out of the Rag.
  The juniors stared after him. 
  “Oh, my hat !“ said Bob Cherry. 
  “Does he think he can carry it off with a high hand, like that?” jeered Skinner.  “Why, that’s as good as a confession.  ” 
  “Take the paper to Quelch!” suggested Snoop. “He’s bluffing, of course— but take him at his word.” 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ll go to Quelch if you’ll come with me.  ” said Bunter, blinking round. 
  “Fathead!” growled Bob. 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “He’s got it!” said Bolsover major. “It’s plain that he’s got it! I hardly thought it of him, but it’s plain enough now.”
  “Rubbish!” snapped Wharton. 
  “The rubbishfulness is terrific.” 
  “Where did he get a tenner, then?” sneered Skinner. “And why can’t he say where he got it?” 
  “No bizney of yours.” 
  “I say, you fellows, we all know where he got it.  I don’t think he ought to be allowed to keep Stewart’s tenner “ said Bunter, shaking his head solemnly. “‘Tain’t honest, you know!” 
  Mark Linley did not return to the Rag. Until bed-time there was scarcely any other topic spoken of in the Remove; and it was easily to be seen that the current of opinion had set                        against Mark. 
                  THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                Bend Over! 
WINGATE of the Sixth glanced round the Remove dormitory. 
  That there was something “on” in the Remove no prefect could have failed to observe. The whole Form was obviously in a state of suppressed excitement. 
  To most of the Remove, Mark Linley’s sudden and unexplained possession of such a sum as ten pounds, when a ten- pound note was missing, admitted of only one explanation. If there was another that Linley could have given, why did he not give it? That clinched the matter for most of the fellows. Even his best friends were dismayed, though their faith in him held good. 
  Some fellows were strongly of opinion that the matter ought to be taken to the Form master. But Peter Todd pointed out that that was Stewart’s business, if anybody’s; and Stewart had been told, and had refused to take any action. Stewart, therefore, did not believe that his tenner was in Linley’s hands; that was clear.  Skinner opined that that only showed that Stewart was a fool. Peter pointed out again that Stewart was a Scotchman, so, whatever he was, he was not likely to be a fool. As Stewart was the aggrieved party, and was known to be much put out by the loss of his tenner, his faith in Linley could not fail to have some effect on the Remove men. Still, as Skinner said, facts were facts. 
  When Wingate came in to put lights out, conversation in the Remove dormitory, which had been going strong, suddenly ceased. The captain of Greyfriars looked round with a rather grim brow. 
  “Well,” he said, “what’s on?” 
  No answer, 
  “What are you young sweeps up to?” continued Wingate. 
  “Snuff !” said Bob Cherry. 
  “What?” 
  “Only my little joke, Wingate” said Bob. “We’re up to snuff.” 
  “I’m not asking you for any little jokes, Cherry! Something’s up here, and I’m asking what it is. You speak, Wharton.” 
  “There’s nothing up, Wingate,” said Harry. ‘Only some cackle going on. Bunter’s chin doing sixty. as usual.” 
 “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  Wingate looked suspicious. Probably he suspected some “jape” planned for  “after lights out.”  A raid on another dormitory was not an uncommon occurrence, and a prefect’s view of such proceedings was quite different from a 
junior’s. 
  Bolsover major gave a grunt. His opinion was that the matter ought to be put before a prefect or a master; but he did not care to be the fellow to put it. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up Bunter!” hissed Johnny Bull. 
  “I’m not going to say anything about Linley.” said Bunter. “I’m not the fellow to give a man away, I hope. I was only going to warn you fellows to keep your mouths shut.” 
  “That’s torn it!” grinned Skinner. 
  It had! 
  “So there is something on, after all.” said Wingate, frowning. “You’d better tell me, Bunter as you seem to know.” 
  “Oh, no, I don’t know anything about it, Wingate,” said Billy Bunter, in a great hurry. “Besides, I’m no sneak. I can’t say I like Linley, or approve of him, but I’m not going to get him sacked.” 
  “Sacked!” said Wingate blankly. 
  “Well, a chap would be sacked for stealing.” said Bunter. “That stands to reason.”
  “You young idiot!” 
  “Oh, really, Wingate—” 
  Mark Linley looked quietly at the captain of Greyfriars. 
  “Some of the fellows think that I’ve found Stewart’s lost banknote and kept it, Wingate.” he said calmly. 
  Wingate stared at him. So did all the Remove. Whether it was “bluff” or not, Mark evidently did not fear to have the matter brought to the cognizance of a prefect. 
  “What utter rot!” said Wingate. “If you’ve started any tale of that kind, Bunter, I shall give you six.” 
  “I haven’t!” exclaimed Bunter. “I—I don’t really believe Linley’s got it. Besides, very likely he doesn’t know any better.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “This isn’t a laughng matter,” said Wingate angrily.  “How dare you say such rotten things about one of the straightest kids in the Form?  I shall not even ask Linley whether there is anything in at. I know there isn’t.” 
  “Thank you, Wingate.” said Mark. “But, without your asking me, I give you my word that I’ve never seen Stewart’s banknote.” 
 “I’m sure of that. You young sweeps ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourselves!” exclaimed Wingate. “If you must cackle, you’d better find something better to cackle about. If there’s any more of this, there will be lickings handed out.” 
  “Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “As for you, Bunter, you seem to have started it; you can turn out and take a licking now.  ” added Wingate. 
  “Oh, crikey! I—I say, Wingate, I never started it, you know,” ejaculated Bunter, in great dismay. “I only found out by accident that Linley had the banknote—” 
  “How dare you say he has the banknote?” 
  “Well, he has, you know,” gasped Bunter. “Tain’t my fault that he pinches banknotes, is it? If you want to lick somebody, lick Linley. He’s got the banknote.” 
  Wingate, ashplant in hand, stared at the fat junior. 
  “You crass duffer !“ he said. “You seem to believe what you’re saying. What’s put it into your silly head “ 
  “I—I happened to see Linley’s blotting-pad.” 
  “What on earth has Linley’s blotting- pad to do with it?” 
  “He—he—he’d been writing a letter, and—and—” 
  Wingate’s brow grew grimmer, 
  “And you found something on the blotting-pad and read it? Is that it?” 
  “You see, it—it’s a fellow’s duty—” began Bunter feebly. 
  “You’ve been spying in another fellow’s study and found out a mare’s nest,” said Wingate. “Turn out!” 
  “Oh, really, you know—” 
  “Turn out!” roared Wingate. 
  “Oh dear!” 
  Bunter turned out of bed. He groaned in anticipation. 
  “Now bend over!”
   Whack! 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Whack, whack!” 
  “Wow, wow!”
  “Now leave other fellows’ letters alone, you young rascal.” said Wingate, tucking the ashplant under his arm. “Get into bed and shut up.” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  “Do you want some more?” snapped Wingate. 
  “Yow-ow! No. Wow!” 
  “Then stop that unearthly row and turn in:” 
  Bunter stopped the unearthly row and turned in. Wingate put the lights out and left the dormitory. 
  As soon as the door had closed on him the unearthly row recommenced. Bunter was hurt, and he was not the fellow to sufferer in silence. 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
   “Yow-ow-ow!  I’m hurt!”  Wow!”
  “Serve you jolly well right!” said Johnny Bull 
  “Beast! Wow!” 
  “The servefulness right is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “The sparefulness of the esteemed ash-plant would mean the spoilfulness of the ridiculous Bunter.” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!”
  “It’s a shame,” said Skinner. “Wingate ought to have been told all about it.” 
  “You had a chance to tell him!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “You didn’t jump at it, Skinner.” 
  “Wingate’s too jolly handy with his ashplant.” growled Bolsover major. “I had a jolly good mind to tell him so.” 
  “And a jolly better mind not to.” chuckled Bob. 
  “Ha, ha. ha!” 
  “Yow-ow-ow! I say, you fellows, I’ve been licked—” groaned Billy Bunter. 
  “Good!” said several voices. 
   And LinIey’s got the banknote all the time. It’s a rotten shame!” 
  “Bunter!” came Linley’s quiet voice in the darkness. 
  “Yah, you beast; don’t talk to me!”
  “I must speak to you, Bunter, to tell you to hold your silly tongue.” said Mark. “a felIow makes allowances for a born fool; but there’s a limit.  If you say again that I have Stewart’s banknote, I shall get out of bed and thrash you!” 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter’s further remarks were confined to “Ow!” and “Wow” and “Yow!” The rest of the Remove were asleep before he had finished. 

                        THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.. 

                                          Nerve! 
“MY only hat!” 
  “Great pip!”
  “Look! ” 
  “Did you ever?” 
  It was morning break, the following day, at Greyfriars. 
Mark Linley had gone into the Rag. 
  Several fellows were there, one or two of them writing letters at the big table. Mark went to the table, and drew a pen and inkstand towards him, and sat down to write. 
  Every fellow glanced at him curiously. 
  The Famous Five and a few others had made it a point to treat Linley exactly as usual, to show that they had no belief in the suspicion that was so strong against him. But most of the Form carefully kept him at a distance. Many fellows firmly believed that he had Stewart’s missing banknote in his pocket; and Skinner declared—though not in Mark’s hearing—that he ought to be searched for it before he had time to send it away by post. 
  Mark wrote his letter calmly, apparently unaware of the eyes that were upon him. Then he took from his pocket an envelope—a registered envelope. There was a start as that envelope was seen. 
  He folded the letter and placed it in the envelope Then he took from his pocket a little bundle of currency notes. 
  Quietly, sedately, still apparently unconscious that his actions excited any interest, Mark counted the notes. 
  There were ten. He proceeded to pack them carefully inside the registered envelope. 
  The startled ejaculations of the other fellows did not disturb him. He seemed deaf to them. 
  He was in no hurry to complete his task. He took his time about it, as if  willing to give the other fellows plenty of opportunity to observe him. 
  Skinner, who was present, waved his hand from the window of the Rag, as a signal to fellows in the quad that something was on. Six or seven juniors came in to see what it was; and others gathered at the window and looked in. 
  “What’s up?” asked Peter Todd. 
  “Look “ but
  “Oh my hat!” 
  “I say, you fellows, he changed the banknote when he went out of gates yesterday afternoon. He’s got it in currency notes now!” squeaked Billy Bunter. 
  Still Mark seemed deaf and oblivious: 
  He sealed the envelope containing the ten pounds, addressed it, and affixed the sealing-wax. Then he slipped it into his pocket and walked coolly out of the Rag. 
  Every fellow followed him.  The excitement was intense. Under the eyes of a score of fellows Linley was walking off with the plunder. Bunter hastily suggested calling Mr. Quelch to intervene. The Remove master was standing outside the doorway in the shade of an ancient Greyfriars oak, looking into the sunshine in the quad.  Nothing would have been easier than to have drawn his attention to the transaction.  
  To the amazement of the juniors, Mark went directly up to the Remove master.  Mr. Quelch gave him a kind smile. Within hearing, breathless, a crowd of fellows hung on Linley’s words. 
  “If you please, sir, may I have leave to go down to the post office in break?” asked Mark in a clear voice. 
  “You will hardly be able to return in time for third school, Linley.” said. Mr. Quelch. 
  “Wharton will lend me his bicycle, sir,” 
  “If it is important, Linley—” 
  “It’s rather important, sir. I should like very much to catch this post, it you will give me leave.” 
  “Very well, Linley, you may go,” said Mr. Quelch kindly. 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
  Linley walked away, and the Remove master went into the House. The juniors looked at one another blankly. 
  “Nerve!”, if you like!” gasped Skinner. “Well, this beats me.  ” said Bolsover major. “Asking Quelch’s permission to go and post Stewart’s ten pounds!” 
  “Phew!” 
  “If Quelchy knew—” 
  “If!” 
  “Somebody ought to tell him.” said Snoop. 
  “I say, you feIlows, let’s all go to Quelch—” 
  “There must be some mistake about it.” said Russell. “If that was Stewart’s tenner, he wouldn’t have the nerve.” 
  “Whose tenner is it then, fathead?” 
  “Well, it wasn’t a tenner—it was pound notes,” said Russell, shaking his head. “Stewart lost a tenner, you know.” 
  “Linley’s changed it, of course.” 
  “Why should he, if he was going to send it away by post?” asked Ogilvy. 
   “I don’t know why he should, but he has.” said Skinner. “He ought to be stopped.  Quelch ought to know.  
  “I wouldn’t like to be the fellow to tell him, and risk gettmg a licking,” grinned Russell. “You tell him, Skinner.” 
  But Skinner did not seem keen. He refused to admit that there might be a mistake in the matter; but the possibility was alarming, nevertheless. 
  “Quelch thinks such a lot of that chap.” he said. “Linley might be able to stuff him. Then where should I be?” 
  “Least said soonest mended, so far as the beaks are concerned,” decided Bolsover major. “Bunter had no luck with Wingate last night. But we can tell Stewart that his money’s going out of the school.” 
  “Good!” exclaimed Skinner. “Let’s find Stewart and warn him.” 
  And there was a rush in search of Stewart of the Shell. 
  Meanwhile Mark had asked the captain of the Remove for the loan of his bicycle, a request immediately acceded to. He wheeled the machine out, and mounted in the road, and pedalled away for Friardale. 
  He was gone before Skinner & Co. succeeded an finding Stewart of the Shell. But when they found him they had no luck. 
  “Rubbish!” said Stewart. “I know a decent chap when I see one. Linley never found my banknote. It’s still lost.” 
  “We saw him put ten quids into a letter—” exclaimed Skinner, 
  “They were his own, I suppose.” 
  “Where would he get ten quids?” said Snoop derisively. “He never got as much as ten shillings.” 
  Stewart seemed staggered for a moment. But he shook his head. 
  “You say he packed the money into a registered envelope under your eyes?” he asked. 
  “Yes, rather! We all watched him.” 
  “Well, if he had pinched it he wouldn’t be ass enough to do that.” said the Scottish junior shrewdly. “I fancy he did that just because you were watching him, to give you something to gabble about.  He could have kept it dark if he’d liked, and he didn’t choose to.” 
  “It was sheer impudence!” said Skinner. “Just cheek!” 
  “A thief couldn’t afford to be as cheeky as that.  It’s all rot!  Run away and play!” said Stewart. 
  “I say, it looks jolly fishy, you know,” said Hobson of the Shell slowly, as the disappointed Removites departed. 
  “It doesn’t.  ” said Stewart. 
  “Well, I think—” 
 “Don’t start thinking, old bean.” advised Stewart. “You haven’t the gadget to do it with.” 
  “1 think it’s fishy!” persisted Hobson. “Everybody knows the man’s got no money. Now he shows ten quids about—” 
  “Fathead!   He wouldn’t show them if they weren’t his own! It might look fishy if somebody had spotted him posting a registered letter on the quiet. Now it doesn’t.” 
  “Well, I think you’re rather an ass, Stewart.” said Hobson, shaking his head. 
  “My dear chap,” said Stewart, “don’t I keep on telling you that you can’t think? If you could think, would you chuck a banknote about on a windy day for a fellow to catch. If you start thinking, Hobby, you’ll crack that turnip you call a brain-box. Not that that would matter much, of course. There’s nothing in it to damage.” 
  “Oh, rats!” said Hobson crossly. 
  Mark Linley was back just in time for third school. He came into the Remove room a little breathless, with a cool unconsciousness of the curious stares of the other fellows. By that time all the Form knew of the registered letter and what it contained, and it had made quite a sensation, 
  After morning school Harry Wharton joined the scholarship junior, as the Remove were going down the corridor. Wharton’s face was grave. 
  “I don’t want to butt into your affairs, Linley—” he began.   
  “Fire away!”  said Mark, with a smile. 
  “Well? I’ve heard now what you went out for in break. In the circumstances, old chap, wasn’t it rather fatheaded to pack up that money in a registered envelope in the Rag, under a dozen fellows’ eyes?” 
  “Why?” asked Mark calmly. “Fellows generally write their letters in the Rag. And the sealing-wax is there, which is needed for a registered letter.” 
  “I know. But in the circumstances you—” 
  Mark’s face set. 
  “In the circumstances, I acted exactly as I should have acted in any other circumstances.” he answered. “Nobody had a right to take any interest in what 1 was doing, or to look at it.” 
  “Yes, that’s so. But—”
  “But you think I’d have done better to be secretive, and keep things out of sight?” asked Mark. 
  “No, not exactly that. But—” 
  Wharton hesitated, “But, really, it was asking for trouble—”  
  “Perhaps. Some fellows in the Remove believe that I am a thief.” said Mark unmoved. “Let them believe so, if they choose. I shall not go an inch out of my way to alter their belief. I intend to carry on just the same as usual. If Stewart’s banknote is ever found, that will settle the matter. If it isn’t found, they can think what they like, and go and eat coke.” 
  Harry Wharton smiled. 
  “I suppose that’s pride!” he said. “I dare say I should feel just the same in your place. But remember that pride goeth before destruction and a haughty spirit before a fall. Still, I suppose you know your own business best.” 
  And the matter dropped, though in the Remove it was not likely to drop. That day it was the sole topic in the Lower Fourth, and it was not likely to be forgotten. 

                     THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

  
                   Mum’s the Word! 

“CRICKET!”  said Bob Cherry, in surprise. 
  “Why not?” 
  “Echo answers, why not?” agreed Bob amicably. “But—” 
  Mark Linley coloured. 
  It was Friday, and Mark Linley had come along to Study No. 1 in the Removc, after tea, to speak to Wharton. The captain of the Remove was not there; but Bob was seated on the study table, swinging his legs, and whistling in his usual way, with great vigour and considerably out of tune. He left off whistling, and grinned a cheery welcome to the Lancashire junior. But when Mark mentioned that he had come along to speak to Wharton about the cricket, Bob could not help being surprised. 
  For weeks past Mark had cut cricket, only turning up on Little Side on occasions when games practice was compulsory.  Even on those occasions he had several times had special leave to stay out. His work in Uncle Clegg’s dusky little parlour at Friardale had taken up all his leisure, and cricket had had to go, as well as many other things. Mark had earned his ten pounds, but he had earned it hard. His mysterious occupation out of gates was known to the Famous Five; but other fellows in the Remove still wondered and surmised about it. Now, apparently, it had come to an end. 
 “What do you mean exactly by ‘but,’ Cherry?” asked Mark, very quietly. “Is there any reason why I shouldn’t play cricket to-morrow—that is, if Wharton thinks me good enough to put into the team?” 
  “None at all. Only—” 
  “I’m not expected to stand out of the Form games, I suppose, because some fellows think I pinched Stewart’s banknote?” asked Mark, his lip curling. 
  Bob Cherry jumped. 
  “If that’s it——” said Mark, his face crimson. 
  “Don’t be an ass!” said Bob unceremoniously. 
  “Look here—” 
  “Don’t be a silly ass!” Bob’s face was angry. “You know jolly well I never meant anything of the kind! If you don’t know, you ought to know. Don’t be a howling chump!” 
  “Then why—” 
  “You’re getting touchy, old bean,” said Bob, his face clearing. “That won’t buy you anything, as Fishy would put it. No good ragging your old pals, because some duffers have a down on you.’, 
  “Sorry,” said Mark impulsively. “Perhaps I’m getting a bit touchy. I know it’s fatheaded.’ 
  “That’s the right word.  ” agreed Bob. “Right on the jolly old wicket.” 
  “But why?” repeated Mark. 
  “Well, you’ve dropped cricket for a jolly long time.” said Bob. “I know you’ve been putting in a job as an amateur income-tax export, going over old Clegg’s books for him. You told us. I thought you were done with cricket.” 
  Mark nodded slowly. 
  “Yes. I suppose I’m getting touchy!”  he said.  “I ought to have understood at once. You see, that job’s done.” 
  “Oh, I see!” said Bob. “That accounts for the milk in the coconut. Jolly glad it’s over, old bean. You were rather an ass to take it on, and cut cricket for weeks and weeks.” 
  “I had to earn some money,” said Mark, in a low voice. “I’m not here on quite the same terms as other fellows.” 
  “I know, old chap. I’m glad you had the chance, really, though I didn’t like to see you standing out of games. Did Uncle Clegg square?” 
  Mark laughed. 
  “Of course. We agreed on a figure, and he paid up.” 
  “My only hat!” 
  Bob Cherry jumped again and slid from the table. He stared at the Lancashire junior. 
  “Why, that’s it!” he ejaculated. 
  “That’s what?” 
  “That’s the ten quid!” 
  Mark said nothing. 
  “You told us you were getting ten quids for the job.  ” said Bob. “If old Clegg has squared, you’ve got it. Isn’t that it?” 
  “That’s it.” said Mark. 
  “It was the ten quids you collected from Clegg that you 
sent off in that registered letter.” 
  “Of course it was: 
  “Well, I might have guessed it, if I’d known you’d 
finished the job at Friardale,” said Bob Cherry. “Look here, 
I’ll jolly well tell all the fellows—” 
  “You won’t !” said Mark. 
  “And why not?” demanded Bob, in surprise. 
  “I told you and your friends in confidence” said Mark. “I shouldn’t have mentioned it even to you, only you met me at Uncle Clegg’s one day, and I didn’t want to seem to be keeping secrets. I don’t want it cackled all over the school. There’s been enough talk about my affairs already. I get jeers enough from some of the men over the translations and copying I do for some people in Courtfield. I don’t want all the fellows to get hold of the job I’ve done for the village grocer. I’d rather it wasn’t talked about.” 
  “Well, that’s all right, of course,” agreed Bob. “It’s nobody’s business but your own. But in the circumstances 
I—” 
  “Hang the circumstances!” exclaimed Mark, anger showing for once in his quiet face. “Am I to shout my private affairs out to the school, because of what some silly duffera are tattling in the Rag? Would you?” 
  “Well, no,” admitted Bob. “But perhaps—” 
  “That isn’t all. It would be no use you telling the fellows. They would say I’d stuffed you. It would be no use my telling them. They would say I was romancing. There’s not another man in the Remove could do the work I’ve done for Mr. Clegg. And they didn’t believe that I had done it—not in the circumstances. It would be taken as a lame story to account for the ten pounds.” 
  “It—it might.” said Bob. “But Uncle Clegg would bear you out—” 
  Mark gave a bitter laugh. 
  “Am I to ask the village tuckshop keeper to come up to the school to speak to fellows who think me a thief?” he asked. 
  “Um! No, I suppose not. Still———” 
  Bob Cherry blinked dubiously at his chum. 
  “But you want to get it all cleared up?” he said.  “There must be something that could be done—” 
  “I don’t care to do anything. Let them rip!” said Mark indifferently. “No decent fellow would think a man a thief on such evidence, and for the other fellows I don’t care two straws. If I could clear the matter up, even to Skinner’s satisfaction, by speaking two words, I wouldn’t speak one! Nobody has a right to ask me to chatter my personal affairs all over the school, and nothing would make me do it!” 
  Bob made a hopeless grimace. He quite understood how deeply Mark’s pride had been wounded by an unworthy suspicion, and he could understand that he would not deign to clear himself by an explanation that involved general discussion of his personal affairs, or the hapless position of his family at home, and the help he was giving them. Details of that kind the sensitive junior did not like discussing even with his best friends, and to make them a 
common topic up and down the Form was intolerable to him. 
  “Then there’s nothing doing?” said Bob at last. 
  There’s no need for anything to be done that I can see.” answered Mark quietly. “I’ve been up against it before, and now I’m up against it again. That’s all!  I’ve got grit enough to keep a stiff upper lip!” 
  “The northern punch!” said Bob, with a faint grin. 
  “Yes,” said Mark, laughing; “I hope I’ve got something of the northern punch in me! Hallo, here’s Wharton!” 
  The captain of the Remove came into the study with Nugent. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Waiting for you, old bean!” boomed Bob. 
  “Well, here I am!” said Wharton, with a smile. “Take it in turns!” 
 “Oh, I only came in for cricket jaw!” said Bob. “Marky’s got something more important to cough up.” 
  “Get on with it, Linley!” 
  “About the cricket to-morrow,” said Mark. “My job in Friardale is over, and it’s been over some time, as a matter of fact.  I’ve lost a lot of practice lately, but if you want a man to morrow, and you think me good enough, I’ll be glad to play.” 
  “Good man! You’ll be a bit rusty, though.” said Harry. “You’ve given the game the go-by for a long time.” 
  “All serene! Wait till you’ve seen me at games practice a few times, then!” said Mark, cheerily enough though he was disappointed. 
  He was longing for a game of cricket again. 
  Harry Wharton smiled. 
  “Lots of time to-day before dark.” he said. “If you’d like to come down to Little Side now, I’ll get Inky to send you down a few, and we’ll see.” 
  “Ready and willing!” 
  “Come on, then!” 
  With a light heart Mark Linley followed the junior cricket captain down to Little Side, prepared to give of his best. 
  The sight of the Removite walking down to Little Side with the Famous Five in flannels evoked a good many remarks from other Remove fellows. Skinncr was of opinion that the open and public backing-up of a suspected thief was one more sample of Wharton’s high-hand haughtiness, and Snoop agreed that it was. Bolsover major declared that what was really wanted was a new captain of the Form, and hinted that he would not be unwilling to accept that onerous post if other fellows were willing to put him in it. 
  Billy Bunter remarked that you could judge fellows by the company they kept, and expressed a charitable hope that the Famous Five were not themselves falling into the ways of petty larceny. Regardless and heedless of such remarks, the chums of the Remove proceeded to cricket, when Mark amply demonstrated that his long rest had not impaired his skill. Indeed, he seemed in better form than ever, and Bob Cherry thumped him enthusiastically on the back when the practice was over. 
  “You’ll do!” said Wharton. 
  And when the list or the Remove cricketers was put up in the Rag that evening, one name in the list was M. I.inley. Skinner & Co. saw it there with virtuous indignation, and there were a good many murmurs in the Form. And other fellows as well as Skinner made remarks on the “high-and-mightiness” of the captain of the Remove, but he passed those murmurs by like the idle wind which he regarded not. 

                      THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                          Skinner is Too Funny! 

“HA, ha, ha!” 
  “He, he, he!” cachinnated Billy Bunter. 
  There was a buzz of voices and laughter in the Rag when Mark Linley came in after prep with Lord Mauleverer. 
Mauleverer had taken the trouble—a thing he had never done before—to wait in the Remove passage till Linley came down, in order to walk into the Rag with him. He had actually exerted himself to the extent of slipping his artn through Mark’s, though Mauly hated demonstrativeness of any sort, and was never known to link arms with anybody. 
That was his lordship’s way of expressing his noble opinion of the suspicion that was current in the Remove, as Mark understood quite well. 
  Mark’s appearance checked the chatter and laughter in the Rag, but many grinning faces were turned towards him. 
  On the wall a paper was pinned, which a group of Removites were looking at. Most of them seemed amused. though several faces expressed disapproval. 
  Skinner gave a sudden start as he saw Linley, and stepped towards the pinned paper to snatch it down. But Bolsover major promptly intervened and pushed him back. 
  “Let it alone!”  he said. 
   Skinner looked very uneasy. 
  “Look here I’ll take it down.” he mumbled. “1—I don’t want the chap to see it!”
  “Afraid of him?” sneered Bolsover major. 
  “Oh, rats!” said Skinner sullenly. “Look here, that’s myb\two limerick, and I’m going to take it down!” 
  “You’re jolly well not!” said Bolsover major in his most bullying tone.  “Let him see it, as well as other fellows. It will do him good!” 
  Skinner rather prided himself upon being the jester of the Form. At the present moment he looked exceedingly uncomfortable. Never had a jester presented a less jesting appearance. 
 “I say, you fe1low, tell Linley to come and look at it!” chuckled Billy Bunter. “I say, Linley!” 
  Mark did not heed, and he did not approach the group. 
  “Here, Linley!” shouted two or three voices. “Here’s a limerick you’d like to see!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Mark did not turn his head. It was his way to avoid trouble if he could, and he could guess that the limerick pinned on the wall for all the fellows to read contained some unpleasant reference to himself. But, as often happens, his peaceable desire to avoid a row was taken for pusillanimity, and even Skinner drew encouragement from it and looked less uneasy.  If Linley was afraid to take the matter up, Harold Skinner was only too willing to pose as a fellow who was ready to tell him what he thought of him. 
  “1 don’t mind if Linley sees it,” he said, loud enough for Mark to hear. “It will show him what the whole Form thinks of him, anyhow!” 
  “Not the whole Form, Skinney,” said Tom Brown; “only you and your set. And nobody cares what you think!” 
  “You shut up, Browney!” said Bolsover major. “Linley, come and read this! It’s about you!” 
  “Skinner’s latest!” chuckled Snoop. “Really hits it off nicely! You’re missing a good thing!” 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s funky!” said Billy Bunter. 
  Still Mark kept his back to the group, though his ears were burning. Lord Mauleverer gave him a rather curious look. 
  “Chess, Mauly?” asked Mark casually. 
  “Draughts, old man,” said Lord Mauleverer “My poor brain ain’t equal to chess. Make it draughts.” 
  “Funk !“ shouted Bolsover major, “You needn’t be funky, Skinner; he’s afraid to come over here !“ 
  “Who’s funky?” said Skinner, quite courageous now. “The fellow’s welcome to read it, and if he doesn’t like it, he can do the other thing! Lot i care whether he likes it or not!”
  Mark closed his lips, turned, and walked over to the group. It was obvious that it was going to be a ragging until he was “drawn,” so he gave n to the inevitable. There was a hush on the group a Mark came up, and Skinner’s uneasiness revived. He did not like the look on the Lancashire lad’s face at all, and he wished from the bottom of his heart that he had taken down the paper. 
  Mark fixed his eyes on it and read, with all other eyes fixed on him. It was a limerick in Skinner’s best style, and written in Skinner’s hand: 

  “There was a young fellow named Mark, 
    As poor as a tramp in the Park; 
        But he picked up a note, 
        Which quite made him gloat, 
    And he kept it most awfully dark.” 

  Mark read it through carefully, the crimson coming into his face, and then falling away and leaving him very pale. 
For a few moments he stood where he was, silent; and the fellows wondered whether he was going to take it quietly. Once more Skinner felt his courage revive. In these minutes Skinner’s courage, such as it was, was experiencing a good many ups and downs. 
  Mark stared at last. He reached out to the paper, jerked it down from the wall, and tore it into pieces, which he threw to the floor. 
  Then he turned towards Skinner, still quiet lv. 
 “That your work?” he said. 
  Skinner nodded, 
  “u put it there?” 
  “What about it?” sneered Skinner.  
  “So far you’ve only hinted,” said Mark, in the same quiet tone. “Now you’ve come out with an open accusation. You’ve accused me in that limerick or picking up a banknote and keeping it dark.” 
  Skinner shrugged his shoulders. “No fellow will be allowed to accuse me of such a thing while I can hit out,” said Mark. “I’ve let Bunter pass, because he’s a born fool and not worth thrashing—” 
  “Oh, really, Linley — “But you’re a fellow who can put. up his hands, Skinner,” said Mark. “You’ve chosen to take this on yourself, and now you will have to answer for it.” 
  “Do you think I’m afraid of you?” sneered Skinner, though with a very uneasy inward qualm. 
  “That doesn’t matter one way or the other. You’ve called me a thief—and that’s my answer!” 
  Mark stepped towards Skinner, and with his open hand struck him across the face. 
  Skinner gave a sort of yelp and jumped back. 
  “Now put up your hands!” said Mark Linley.  But

                     THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                              A Fight in the Rag! 

“Go it, Skinner!” roared Bolsover major. 
  “Back up, old man.” said Snoop. 
  Skinner stood rooted to the floor, his face pale, save where the red mark of the blow glowed. 
  His heart failed him. 
  Skinner was a fellow who made himself more thoroughly disliked than any other fellow at Greyfriars. But he was wily and wary, and he contrived to be very seldom brought to account for his unpleasant ways. Now he was landed at last, and he either had to put up his hands to face the quiet, sturdy Lancashire lad in combat, or to “funk” before the eyes of a swarm of fellows. 
  That he could not do. He had given the provocation, and brought about the trouble, and to back out, with his face burning from Linley’s blow was impossible. Yet he stood 
where he was, unable to act, his heart failing him as for
once his vary cunning failed him. 
  Mark stood waiting. 
  Round the two the crowd of Fellows had fallen back a little to leave them room. Skinner and Linley stood in the centre of a ring with eager faces pressing round. 
  “I’ll be your second, Skinner,” said Bolsover major 
encouragingly. 
  Skinner did not speak. His tongue seemed to he cleaving 
to the dry roof of his mouth. 
  “You’ll want a second, old bean,” said Bolsover. 
  Skinner nodded dully. 
  “He wants a second!” remarked Peter Todd. “What 
he doesn’t want is a principal!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Skinner crimsoned. He cast a furtive. almost haggard 
look round at the ring of faces. Most of them were 
derisive. 
  “For goodness’ sake have a little pluck!” said Bolsover. 
“You’ve asked for this, you know. What the thump did you ask for it for, if you didn’t want it?” 
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    Skinner gave him a look of hatred. Had the bully of the Remove allowed him to take down the limerick in time this would not have happened. Skinner hated Bolsover major at that moment more than he hated the quiet lad who was standing before him. 
  Snoop gave him a push. 
  “You can’t back out now.” he muttered. 
  In Skinner’s place Snoop would have felt as Skinner was feeling, only more so.  But as matters stood, he was feeling ashamed of the hesitation of his friend. 
  “He, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter, “Cold feet, you know! He, he, he!” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” snapped Bob Cherry. The sight of a fellow showing the white feather was not agreeable to Bob. 
Skinner made an effort to pull himself together. He knew that he was for it; there was no help for it now. To back out was impossible. He had persecuted a fellow who had given him no offence from sheer idle malice, and now he had to answer for it. 
  Vernon-Smith gave a deep yawn. 
  “Is it going to be a fight or a display of living pictures?” he asked. “Are you playing at tableaux vivants, Skinner?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Buck up, Skinner!” 
  “I—I don’t see that a fellow is called upon to fight with a thief,” said Skinner in halting tones. “A thief isn’t fit for a decent fellow to touch.” 
  “You won’t get off on that.” said Bob Cherry in deep disgust. “In the first place, there’s no thief present; in the second, you’re not a decent fellow. Screw up your courage, you worm!” 
  Skinner licked his pale lips. 
  “I won’t fight the fellow,” he said. “I’m not going to soil my hands on him.” 
  Bob Cherry glared. 
  “You’ll fght me, then,” he said savagely. “If that’s more to your taste, you worm, you can tackle me instead of Linley.” 
Skinner almost groaned.  Certainly, had he taken on the champion fighting man of the Remove, in the place of Mark Linley, his last state would have been worse than his first. 
  “I’ll fight the rotter,” he said huskily. 
  “Go it!” growled Bolsover mayor. “Here, give me your jacket. Who’s going to keep time?  ” 
  “Mauleverer!” called out Wharton. 
  “Yaas!” said his lordship. 
  “We’ve got no gloves here!” muttered Skinner. 
  “Must have gloves,” said the Bounder. “It’s rather important for Skinner not to get hurt.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Here you are.  ” called out Peter Todd cheerily. Toddy had produced two pairs of boxing-gloves from a locker. 
It was impossible for Skinner to delay longer. He removed his jacket—slowly —and donned his gloves, stilI more slowly. 
  Lord Mauleverer took out his watch to keep time. 
  “Ready?  ” he asked. 
  “Yes.” said Mark quietly; and Skinner nodded without speaking. 
  “Shakin’ hands?” asked his lordship. “I’m not shaking hands with a thief!” said Skinner, in a tone of concentrated bitterness. He could hurt with his tongue if not with his hands. 
  “Time!” said his lordship hastily.  
  “Play up, Skinner, old bean!” said Bolsover major, giving Skinner an encouraging push towards his adversary. 
  The fight began. 
  Something of Skinner’s cowardice left him as his rage began to rise. He was booked for it now, booked for a licking, and he had a fierce desire to do as much damage as he could before he went down.  But in spite of that desire he hesitated and faltered, and dodged the Lancashire lad in a way that brought a shout of laughter from the onlookers. The mockery of the juniors stung Skinner at last, and he threw himself into the fight with something like determination.    He was knocked right and left in the first round, and when Lord Mauleverer called time, Bolsover major drew him to a chair, where Skinner sat down, or rather collapsed, in a gasping state. 
  “You’ve got to do better than that,” said Bolsover major, as he fanned his principal with a cap.  “You’re licked already if you play that game. Go for him, you silly ass, and hit. Keep on  hitting.” 
  Skinner panted. 
  “You’re for it, anyhow,” said his second. “You’ve got to face it. Why not make him sorry for himself, too?” 
  “Buck up, you know,” said Snoop. “You’ll have all the fellows laughing, at this rate.” 
  “You asked for it, you know,” said Stott.  
  “Time!” said Lord Mauleverer. 
  Skinner showed up better in the second round. He was savagely enraged, and he was hurt, and he fought hard. 
 His friends shouted encouragement. Mark had the better of the round, but it was not a walk-over like the first. 
  In the third round Skinner proved that he had after all, some beef in his composition. 
  For the first time, Mark found his hands full with his opponent; and Skinner’s friends even indulged a hope that he might pull it off. 
   But that hope was delusive. 
  Still, there was no doubt that Skinner, now that he bad fairly come up to the scratch, put up an unexpectedly good fight. 
  There was another round, and another, and Skinner went all out, taking punishment with a savage determination, and doing his best. 
  It was not till the sixth round that Skinner, breathless and beaten, crumpled up under a vigorous attack. 
  He stood against it for a full minute, fighting like a wild cat; and then he went down in a heap, beaten to the wide. 
  Skinner lay gasping. Mark, cool and calm as ever, waited for him to rise, giving him every chance. 
  Lord Mauleverer began to count. But he might have counted to a hundred; there was nothing left in Skinner. He lay gaspng stertorously, evidently unable to get on his feet, 
  “Out!” said Mauleverer. 
  Mark Linley stepped back quietly, peeled off the gloves; and Bob helped him on with his jacket. Bolsover major lifted the exhausted Skinner to a chair, where he sat panting and gasping. 
  “Better than I expected,’ said Bolsover. “If you’d started with a bit more beef you might have licked him.” 
Skinner groaned. 
  “Try him again next week.  ” suggested Bolsover. “I’ll put you through it in the gym every day if you like, and get you in form. ” 
  Skinner gave no sign of accepting that kind offer. 
  “You’ll have a strawberry nose.” said Snoop, surveying him. “Linley’s hardly marked at all.” 
  Skinner set his lips 
  “I’ll make him pay for it!” he muttered thickly. “I’ll make that thief pay for this!” 
  “Oh, that’s piffle!” said Bolsover major. “You don’t want to bear malice for being licked in a fair fight.” 
  “Linley!” called out Skinner, as Mark was moving away. 
  Mark stopped and looked round. 
  “Yes, Skinner?” he said quietly. “I’m sorry this has happened, but you gave me no choice.” 
  Skinner’s eyes gleamed at him. 
  “I’ll make you sorrier, you thief!” he said. “I’ll show you up to all the school, and get you kicked out of Greyfriars!” 
  Mark clenched his hands; but he turned away without a word and left the Rag. Skinner was in no state to be punished any further. 
  “Shut up, you cad!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  The crowd broke up, leaving Skinner to be helped away by his friends. 
  Skinner spent the rest of that evening in his study, nursing his damages, which were considerable, and brooding over his wrongs and his vengeance. If he had doubted before that Mark Linley was a thief, he doubted no longer—with his whole body aching from the Lancashire lad’s hefty blows. It was not logical, but it was natural, that that thrashing should have banished any doubts that Skinner might have had. The fellow was a thief, and he had thrashed Skinner before all the Form for speaking out the truth—that was Skinner’s view. And as he ached and groaned, his thoughts concentrated on one thing, and one thing only—vengeance. Somehow or other he was going to find proof that Mark Linley was a thief, and get him expelled from the school as one. And surely it would not be difficult to get the proof of what Skinner now firmly believed to be the truth. 
                    THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                         A Startling Discovery! 
“FEELING fit, old bean?” 
  Bob Cherry asked that question in morning break the next day 
Mark Linley smiled. 
  “Fit as a fiddle!”  he answered.  “Not feeling laid out by that terrific combat yesterday?” grinned Bob. 
  “No!” said Mark, laughing. 
  “Good egg!  We want to give Redclyffe a run for their money this afternoon,” said Bob. “Feel like a good game?” 
  “You bet!” 
  “Rather luck, that Skinner’s not in the team!” chuckled Bob. “I fancy he wouldn’t give the Redelyffe men much trouble.” 
  He glanced at Skinner, who was lounging by with Snoop and Stott. 
 Skinner had, as Snoop had predicted, a strawberry nose; but otherwise he did not show much sign of damage. But his face, usually pasty, was paler than usual, and he had a tired and venomous look. He was still feeling severely the effects of the fight in the Rag; he never was in good condition, and the many secret cigarettes he smoked in his study took their toll when he had to undergo a severe test. He was tired, depressed, downcast, and as venomous as a snake. 
  The remarks of his friends did not afford him much comfort. Stott told him more than once—in fact, many times—that he had asked for what he had got, and deserved it all—and some more. Snoop sympathised, but with an undercurrent of derision that was very perceptible. Had Skinner been a less keen fellow than he was, ho would have guessed that his licking vas not wholly displeasing to his friend Sidney James Snoop. 
  Skinner gave Linley a glance as he passed him, the bitterness of which startled Mark a little. 
 He glanced after the wretched fellow compassoniately. 
“I—I rather wish I hadn’t lost my temper, Bob.  ” he said uneasily. “After all, a fellow ought to keep his temper.” 
 “Rot!” said Bob emphatically. “I suppose you couldn’t let that worm call you a thief, could you?” 
  “I—I suppose not.  But—but I suppose he believes what he says.” said Mark. “That’s his nature, I’m afraid; he likes believing evil of fellows. It’s rotten for him!”
  “What he wanted was a licking— and now he’s got it.” answered Bob cheerfully. “He will keep his mouth shut now, and so will some other fellows.” 
 Bob was right on that point. Snoop, at least, was extremely careful not to utter any more gibes in Mark’s hearing; and Billy Bunter avoided him with a care that was comical to see. Many fellows took more heed of their words since the fight in the Rag. 
  Immediately after dinner that day the Remove cricketers started for Redclyffe. Quite a crowd of Remove men followed on bicycles or on foot. Mark Linley sat in the brake with the Famous Fivo, with a cheery face. From the gates Skinner watched them go. 
  Envy and hatred and all uncharitableness ran riot in his breast as he watched them. 
 The fellow whom he believed to be a thief, whom he was determined to believe a thief, was  going off to play cricket, happy amid a crowd of happy fellows; and Skinner stayed disregarded behind. 
  True, Skinner was no cricketer, and had not the slightest desire to play in the match; he would have walked miles to avoid playing in the match, for that matter. But it was gall and wormwood to him to see his enemy going off cheerily with the eleven—as if nothing had happened. 
  Not a fellow in the crowded brake, so far as Skinner could see, was showing any sign of avoiding the Lancashire lad; he was with them and one of them. 
  Stewart of the Shell—generally loftily indifferent, like all Shell follows, to Remove proceedings—took the trouble to see the brake off and to wave his hand to Linley. Skinner wondered why. The fellow must be a fool not to know that Linley had his tenner. And yet Skinner knew Stewart was no fool. Why the thump, then, couldn’t he see what was so perfectly clear to Skinner? 
  Skinner might have deduced from that puzzling circumstance that it was his own evil and suspicious nature that made him ao certain of Linley’s guilt. But Skinner did not think of deducing that. 
  Skinner turned away, when the brake had disappeared down the road with is merry crowd, and lounged back into the quad, 
  He was alone that afternoon; he was more than fed-up with Snoop and Stott at present. The kind of sympathy he received from his friend was neither grateful nor comforting. 
  He loafed about for a time, and then thought of comforting himself with a cigarette in the study.  But Snoop and Stott would be there, and he did not want their company. It was a glorious summer’s afternoon, and any fellow might have enjoyed a ramble along leafy lanes and shady woods; but Skinner disliked walking, and most other forms of exercise. 
  In sheer loneliness and boredom, he bore down on Lord Mauleverer when he spotted that elegant youth ambling lazily under the elmsb. 
  Mauly glanced at him, turned away, and walked more quickly. Evidently he did not want to speak to Skinner. 
  Skinner paused, with deep bitterness in his breast. Had Linley come along, Mauly would have stopped to speak to him, with a cheery smile. He avoided Skinner as if he had the plague. And Linley was a thief—and he—Skinner— whatever his faults might be, at all events, was no thie. 
  With a black brow, Skinner lounged away to the Cloisters, a lonely and secluded spot, where a fellow might generally smoke a surreptitious cigarette without detection. A crowd of Third Form fags, however were playing leap-frog along the Cloisters, and Skinner went farther. 
  He stopped at the old, dismantled tower that was one of the sights of Greyfriars, and often drew enthusiastic bald-headed gentlemen of an archological turn to the spot. The old tower, which was exceedingly unsafe inside, was out of bounds, and the ancient door in the deep stone porch was padlocked for that reason. The deep, loop-holed windows were boarded up where they were within reach. But Skinner knew all about that. There was a loose board that could be shifted, giving admittance to the place, and Skinner and his friends had often retired to that secluded spot for a secret smoke. 
  In a few minutes Skinner was inside the old tower. 
  He mounted the old, winding stone steps, and stopped at an old window, almost hidden by ivy, when he had a wide view of the surrounding country and the sea in the distance. Far away, a speck on the Redclyffe road, he discerned a crowded brake, and scowled at the speck. 
  But Skinner had not come there for the view. He took a packet of cigarettes from his pocket, and began to smoke. Inb his fatigued, run-down state, it was the very worst thing he could have done; but he had never given much attention to the laws of health. 
 He sat and smoked cigarette after cigarette, with a sullen, lowering brow, all the time thinking of his fancied wrongs, and brooding over them, and over his schemes of vengeance. 
  Linley was a thief. Linley was going to be shown  up, and sacked from the school. So ran his thoughts. How? was the question. The impression on the blotting-paper, taken by Bunter from his study, was as good as proof, to Skinner, at least. The money he had been seen to place in the registered envelope was proof as clear as the sun at noon—to Skinner. But he knew that something more than that would be wanted, if the matter went before the Head. 
  Linley sometimes earned money. He might pretend that he had earned ten pounds and saved it. A fellow who would steal, would lie. 
   But if he had changed the tenner into pound notes—to avoid sending the actual stolen money home—he must have changed it locally. At some shop— somewhere in the neighbourhood! 
 Skinner’s mind ran on that. People did not take ten-pound notes unquestioningly from strangers. A shopkeeper would change it if he knew the fellow belonged to Greyfriars, of course; but even then he was likely to ask his name, most likely to ask him to write it on the back of the note. Skinner thought that over, and his eyes gleamed through the haze of his cigarette smoke. There was the clue! 
  He had to find the shopkeeper who had changed that stolen tenner for Linley. The rest was easy. And surely that shopkeeper would not be difficult to find—to a patient and determined fellow. 
  Skinner grinned 
  He felt that he had come to something at last. It needed only patience, an he would have his enemy on the hip! 
  For some time, as he sat at the ancient casement smoking, Skinner had noticed, without particularly heeding, a flimsy white slip of paper that was lodged in the thick ivy only a few feet from him. 
  Obviously it was some slip of paper that had been blown about on a windy day, and had lodged in the ivy, and remained there. It did not interest Skinner in the least. 
  But after a time he stretched out his hand to pick it from the ivy, with an idle curiosity to see what it was. 
  As his fingers closed on it he started: as he held it up to look at it, he jumped. He held the slip in his hand, gazing at it with unbelieving eyes, his mouth open in his astonishment. 
It was a bank note for ten pounds! 
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                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                              Skinner’s Secret! 
SKINNER stared dazedly at the banknote. 
  It was difficult for him to believe his eyes as he stared at it. 
A banknote for ten pounds—lodged in the ivy of the old tower! The banknote that Stewart of the Shell had lost that windy day in the quad! 
  It could be no other! 
  Nobody else was likely to have lost a ten-pound note—and without mentioning the loss! Only one tenner had been lost at Greyfriars—and Harold Skinner had found it,. 
  “My—my hat!”  stuttered Skinner. 
  It was unbelievable! 
  He had made so certain that Mark Linley had found that banknote, and kept it—that Linley had changed it into pound notes to send home—his plan had been cut and dried for discovering the shopkeeper who had changed the note for Linley! 
  And it had not been changed at all! Evidently it had not, for here it was— in Skinner’s thin fingers! 
  “My hat!” repeated Skinner. 
  For some minutes he could do nothing but stare and ejaculate. 
  The discovery was utterly disconcerting 
  What became of his planning and scheming now, which were to prove Mark Linley a thief, and to bring about his expulsion? 
  Mark, evidently, was no thief, for here was the banknote that Skinner had accused him of finding and stealing. 
  Any other fellow might have rejoiced at a discovery that saved a schoolmate from a heavy loss, and cleared an innocent fellow’s name of an unjust suspicion. 
  Skinner did not rejoice. 
  His feeling, as he recovered from his first blank astonishment, was one of rage and bitter chagrin. 
  All his cut-and-dried plans were blown to pieces now. Nothing could fasten on his enemy the guilt of a theft that had never been comitted. Mark was innocent, and Skinner knew that he was innocent, and nothing could alter that. It was a staggering blow to the bitter, sulky, resentful fellow. 
  “Stewart’s banknote!” muttered Skinner at last, savagely.  No wonder it was never found, if the wind blew it here! Hang it—and hang Stewart!  A precious fool I’ve made of myself.” 
  That was a bitter reflection. Skinner prided himself on his keenness, his wariness, his sharpness—he did not like to call it cunning, though that was the right name. Keen wary, sharp as he was, he had made a mistake. Prompted by his willingness to believe evil of anyone, he had made a shameful accusation that he now knew to be utterly false, and he had been thrashed for making it—a well-deserved thrashing, as now he could hardly deny. All his cunning had not saved him from playing the fool as fatuously as Billy Bunter. 
  He crumpled the banknote in his hand. 
 To do him justice. he had no thought, at first, but to take it to its owner. But that thought passed 
  Taking the banknote to Stewart, meant clearing Mark Linley and showing himself up as a slanderer. He spt his lips at that thought. He could have kicked himself for having come to the old tower that afternoon, and for finding the banknote. A gleam came into his eyes, and he struck a match, and held it, burning, in a hand that trembled. 
   The temptation was strong upon him to set the flame to the banknote and destroy it, and along with it all positive evidence that Mark Linley was innocent.  For some moments his decision trembled in the balance. The match burned down to his fingers, but he could not do it. He let the match fall among a dozen other burnt match-sticks with which the floor was already littered, the banknote still intact, As if frightened by the wicked intention that had been in his mind, he glanced nervously round turn, and wiped the perspiration from his forehead. 
  He could not destroy the banknote. That was theft. It was a crime, and he was not capable of crime, though ho was capable of much, in his bitterness and malice. But what was he to do? 
Take it to the owner—never! Admit to all the school that he had been impelled by an evil nature to make a mistake, that he had slandered a better fellow than himself. Never! But to keep the banknote—that was impossible! To do what he had accused Mark of doing, was unthinkable! What was he to do with it, if he was not to let his unexpected discovery work to the advantage of the fellow he hated 
  “It mayn’t be Stewart’s note, after all.” he whispered to himself.  He drew hope from that possibility, faint as it was. “Some other fool may have lost one—it’s quite likely!  If I knew the number—” The number of Stewart’s lost note was known, and was posted on the board with Stewart’s fortnight old notice, but Skinner had not heeded it. 
  First he examined the banknote in his hand. 0001112468. He scribbled the number on his shirt-cuff. 
  He would soon find out whether this really was Stewarts note or not. If it was not, Skinner was only too willing, only too eager, to restore it to the owner. But if it was—” 
  If it was, he did not know what he would do; but he vowed savagely that Linley should draw no benefit from his discovery. 
  He placed the note, at last, on the old floor, in a corner, and covered it with a loose stone. It was safe enough there—nobody was likely to shift that stone and look underneath, even if anybody came to the old tower at all. He dared not keep it about him. It could remain there—in safety—till he knew! 
  Skinner’s face was pale, harassed, as he left the old tower, and walked back to the quad.  He lounged into the House, and went to the notice-board, floor was already littered, the banknote was still to be seen. 
  The idea was growing in his mind— the wish being father to the thought— that the banknote he had found was not Stewart’s note. If that was so, the relief would be immense—he would not have been mistaken, he would not have played the fool, he would not be a slanderer; he could go ahead with his scheme for  fastening the guilt on Linley. This idea had so taken possession of his mind that it was a shock to him when he read the number of the banknote on Stewart’s paper— 0001112468. 
  It was the same ten-pound note! 
  Skinner gritted his teeth. 
  He knew now, beyond the possibility of doubt, that the banknote he had found, and left hidden in the old tower, was the note that Stewart of the Shell had lost a fortnight ago. And all he could do was to resolve that no one else should ever know. 
                                      —  
                THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                     Skinner Is Not Satisfied! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!  Here we are again!” 
  The cheery, stentorian tones of Bob Cherry awoke the echoes far and wide. A cricket match on a hot summer’s day had not tired the energetic Bob, so far as his vocal powers were concerned, at any rate. 
  In the dusk of the summer evening the cricketers had returned. They swarmed into the House in a rude, cheery crowd. 
  Bob, seeing Skinner loafing about with his hands n his pockets, greeted him wth a smack on the shoulder that made him stagger. 
  “You silly ass!” snarled Skinner. 
  “Trot out your gratters, old bean!” roared Bob. “We’ve beaten Redclyffe.” 
 “I don’t care a rap whether we’ve beaten them or not!” growled Skinner. “Let my shoulder alone, you ruffian!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Missed us while we’ve bean away, old fat man?” boomed Bob, “Whom did you stick for a tea?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Look at Skinner rejoicing over our jolly old victory!” chuckled Bob. “Don’t he look happy?” 
  “The happifulness does not seem preposterously terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Marky took three wickets in each innings, Skinner!” chortled Bob. “Don’t that, make you rejoice?” 
  It was on Skinner’s sneering lips to ask whether Linley had “taken” anything else. But he could not utter the gibe. Now that he knew Mark was innocent, he hated him none the less; but he could not “carry on” as if he still did not know the truth. There was some clement of decency in his warped nature that prevented it. 
  The cheery cricketers had little heed to give to Skinner, a slacker and a “rotter” at games. But some of them glanced rather curiously at his face as they passed him. Skinner never looked the picture of health; but his face was more pasty than usual now, and he had a harassed look. Harry Wharton wondered, for a moment, whether Skinner was ill: then be decided that it was a case of too many cigarettes in the study, and dismissed Skinner from his mind. 
  The juniors had more interesting things than Skinner to think about. They had beaten Redclyffe after a stiff fight; Mark Linley had shown up as well as any man in the team—better than some. Mark had returned a little tired, but very happy and satisfied. That evening there was a celebration in Study No. 1, which was crowded by the cricketers with an overflow meeting in the passage outside. 
  Through that overflow meeting a fat junior wedged his way, and arrived panting at the study doorway, where he blinked in through his big spectacles. 
  “i say, you fellows—” 
  “Scat!”
  “Grattars, you know, and all that!” said Bunter.  “I say, I’m jolly glad you beat Redclyffe. I never expected it, as you left your best man out of the team, Wharton. Still, I’m glad you were able to beat them without me.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I’ll come in!” said Bunter.  “Move some of your feet, Cherry, and make room for a chap! You might shift, Bull—you’re in the way. Who’s going to hand me his chair?” 
  “The whofulness is terrific.” 
  “Buzz off Bunter!” 
  “Oh, really, you fellows! I say, is that Linley there? ” asked Bunter, blinking at Mark. “Well, I don’t mind. I’ll stay all the same.” 
  “What’s that?” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “I don’t mind sitting down to table with Linley—really, old chap!  If you fellows are going to overlook his pinching that banknote, why, dash it all, I’ll overlook it too!” said Bunter generously. “I’d rather not sit next to him—I don’t want him pinching my gold watch. But—” 
  Squisssssh! 
  Bob Cherry had a soda-siphon in his hand. He had been about to squirt it into a glass of lemonade. Now he turned it on Bunter. 
  There was a roar from the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Ow! Grooogh!  Stoppit! I say, you fellows— Yoooooch!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Gug-gug-gug-gug-gug!” 
  Billy Bunter gurgled and fled. There was nothing for him in Study No. 1 but soda-water, taken externally; and he had had enough of that. A drenched and gurgling Bunter departed hastily. 
  After the celebration was over, Mark Linley went along to his own study. That evening there was Milton to prepare, and many of the cricketers were either giving the great poet a miss, or at best very desultory attention. But Mark had a way of doing well anything he did; and he went to his study to work. Skinner was loafing in the passage—lonely, harassed, unquiet—and he gave the Lancashire lad a bitter look as he passed. 
 Mark slowed down and turned back. There was something in Skinner’s face that troubled him a little. 
  Skinner started back as he turned.  Evidently he was looking for hostility. 
  “Hands off, you rotter!” he said, between his teeth. 
  “I was not going to touch you, Skinner,” said Mark quietly. “I’m sorry, as I told you that there was that trouble yesterday.” 
  “Yes, I know how sorry you are, as you got the best of it!” sneered Skinner. “What are you gammoning for, now?  ” 
  “I mean what I say,” answered Mark, his eyes on the pallid, furtive face. “If you’re a reasonable chap, Skinner, you must own up that a fellow couldn’t stand what you said. All the same, I’m sorry I lost my temper, and I wish it had never happened.” 
  Skinner stared at him. 
  “You look ill ” said Mark compassionately. “I ought to have remembered that you’re not a strong as I am.” 
 “I wasn’t brought up to work in a factory!” sneered Skinner. “I don’t claim to be as hefty as a brewer’s drayman!” 
  “I dare say the hard work I’ve done while you were at your prep school toughened me a lot,” said Mark, “and I’ve put in a lot of practice at boxing, and you haven’t. I’m sorry if you were hurt. I wish it had never happened.” 
  It was hardly possible for even Skinner to doubt his sincerity. But Skinner clung to his bitterness as to a pearl of price. 
  “You mean that you think you can’t shut me up with hammering, and you’re trying soft sawder for a change!” he jeered. 
  Mark coloured. 
 “Well, if you take it like that it’s no use a fellow speaking,” he said. “I wish you’d try to be a little more reasonable, I’ve never harmed you, that I know of, and I don’t see why you should have such a down on me for nothing.” 
  “I don’t like stuck-up prigs!” said Skinner. 
  Mark smiled. 
  “If I’m that, I suppose I can’t help it.  ” he said. ‘Other follows don’t seem to think so. I’m sorry you should think about me as you do. But have it your own way.” 
  He turned again. 
 “You needn’t flatter yourself that I’m knocked out by that bit of a scrap yesterday.” said Skinner venomously. “I’m not so soft as all that. I’ve been smoking this afternoon—and there was somethrng else, a bit of a worry on my mind. That’s why I’m looking seedy—if i am looking seedy. I suppose I am, as a dozen fellows have told me so. You needn’t flatter yourself that it was your doing.” 
  “If that’s so,  I’m glad,” said Mark simply . “Anyhow, I shall never touch you again. You can say what you like, and  still be sure of that.” 
  With that, Mark went into his study, and the door closed. Skinner stared at the door. In spite of himself, he had been moved a little by the quiet kindness of the fellow he hated; and though he told himself that it was all gammon and soft sawder and humbug, he could not quite believe it. He turned away and loafed dismally along the passage. 
  After all, what had the fellow done? He worked, while Skinner slacked; he  played games, while Skinner dodged the playing-fields; he helped his people at home, while Skinner thought of home chiefly as a place whence he could draw supplies; he lived a clean, straight life, while Skinner smoked and loafed and frowsted, and dabbled surreptitiously in betting. Why had he jumped so greedily at the chance of blackening a fellow who had never offended him? Because the fellow was better than himself. Because a mean nature resented the mere existence of a noble one! Somehow or other, that galling thought forced itself into Skinner’s mind, little as he was used to such reflections. 
  “Hallo, Sidney!” Snoop called from the doorway of Study No. 12. “Still skulking?” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” snapped Skinner. 
  “Come into the study, old bean.” said Snoop amicably. “Look here, I’ve got a wheeze for making that cad Linley sit up!” 
   Skinner made no reply. 
  “I’m not going to get landed with a scrap, like you did.” grinned Snoop. “The brute’s too hefty for me. I’ve got an idea of chalking something on the blackboard in the Form-room, for all the fellows to see.” 
  “Oh, chuck it!” muttered Skinner. 
  “It’s a good wheeze—he can’t know who did it—and Quelchy will see it, and all the fat will be in the fire,” said Snoop eagerly. “He will be shown up as a thief—”
  “He isn’t a thief.” 
  Skinner hardly knew what impelled him to utter those words. They seemed to come out of their own volition.  Snoop stared at him blankly. 
  “What? What do you mean, Skinner?” 
  “Oh; rats!” 
  “If he isn’t a thief you’ve done your level best to make him out one!” said Snoop. “The whole thing would have died out by this time if you hadn’t kept it going. You know that.” 
  “Oh. shut up!” 
  “Well, you know it,” said Snoop tartly. “What the thump’s the matter with you? You seem to have changed all of a sudden. Do you like being licked?” 
  “Shut up!” snarled Skinner. 
  “You say he isn’t a thief. Yesterday you said he was.  What happened since yesterday, if I’d like to know?” 
Skinner was not likely to tell him that. He tramped away down the passage, leaving Snoop staring. 
                                        — — 
                       THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                              The Clouds Roll By! 
MARK L1NLEY took a letter from the rack, in break on Monday morning, and walked out into the quad to read it. Several fellows glanced after him, and Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle. 
  “I say, you fellows, Linley’s got a letter from home,” he said. 
  “How do you know that, porpoise?” asked Bolsover major. 
  “Post-marked Manchester.” explained Bunter. “That’s where his people live.  I notice things, you know.” 
  Bunter really seemed to think it was rather a creditable performance, to notice things that did not concern him. 
  “It’s from his pater,” went on Bunter. “I know his fist—frightfully uneducated, you know! He, he, he! I say, that letter’s written to acknowledge getting Stewart’s ten pounds. He, he, he!”
  “I wonder if the old johnny knows he pinched it.” remarked Snoop, with a giggle. 
 “Oh, he’d guess!” said Bunter. “Wouldn’t he, Skinner?” 
  “You fat fool!” 
  “Eh?”
  “Shut up!” 
  Bunter blinked at Skinner his little round eyes almost bulging through his spectacles. 
  “Oh, really, Skinner!  Don’t you think they’re all tarred with the same brush?” asked the fat junior.  “I fancy they’re all much of a muchness. The old Johnny knows jolly well that Linley never had ten pounds of his own.” 
  “Must know it!” said Snoop. 
  “Oh, cheese it!” said Skinner. “You’re a pair of rotters! If I were a pal of Linley’s I’d bang your heads together!”
  “Why, you cheeky beast—” 
  “You cheeky rotter—”
  Perhaps Skinner was a little unreasonable. He had knowledge that Snoop and Bunter did not possess. They were making remarks that Skinner himself might have made a couple of days ago. Now however, those remarks had a peculiarly irritating effect on Skinner. His conscience, instead of settling down to what he had done, had worried him more and more, and for days he had been haunted by the knowledge of his own rascality. More and more the feeling had grown upon him that he could not keep his discovery a secret—that if he did keep it a secret, he would be a villain, worse than he had ever made Mark out to be. In that harassed frame of mind he was not likely to draw comfort from the gibes of Snoop and Bunter. 
  A wrathful voice chimed in, the powerful tones of Bob Cherry. 
 “Right on the wicket, Skinner, though it’s queer coming from you!  Here’s a pal of Marky’s, and I’m going to take your tip!” 
  Snoop and Bunter roared simultaneously as their collars were grasped in Bob’s powerful hands. 
  Bang! 
  Two heads came2 into violent contact, and two loud yells sounded as one. 
  Skinner grinned sourly, and walked out into the quad. 
  He glanced round him. 
  Mark Linley was leaning against an elm in the distance, reading his letter from home. Stewart of the Shell was near the house, talking to Hobson and Skinner caught a few words. Stewart was still on his old topic—of a fathead who had chucked him a banknote to catch on a windy day. That was a topic of which Stewart never seemed to tire, though poor Hobson was fed right up to the teeth with it. 
  Skinner walked away towards the Cloisters. He made his way to the old tower. 
  Somehow, those gibes of Bunter and Snoop had decided him and made up his wavering mind. He could not keep it up any longer—he could not let a fellow he knew to be perfectly innocent continue to be the butt of such gibes. And now he had at last made up his mind, he was anxious to get it over. 
  Mark Linley little dreaming of what was coming, was reading his letter from home with a bright face. There was good news in that letter. Old Mr. Linley had found a new job, better than the old job, as he gleefully told his son and the ten pounds had saved the little houce from disaster. Now there were better prospects, and the old gentleman’s cheery satisf action showed through every line of the letter. Marks face brightened like the sun coming out from the clouds as he put the letter in his pocket at last. 
 “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”  The Famous Five, sauntering round the quad, came on Mark under the elms. “Enjoying life—what?” bawled Bob Cherry. 
  Mark laughed happily. 
 “Well, yes rather!” he answered. “I’ve had jolly good news from home. It’s all serene there now. I knew you’ll be glad.” 
  “What-ho!” said Harry Wharton heartily. 
  “The gladfulness is terrific, my esteemed and absurd Marky!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “As the English proverb remarkably observes, there is a silver lining to every pitcher that goes longest to the well.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Skinner came from the direction of the Cloisters. He hesitated as he approached the cheery group, but finally made up his mind and came on. The looks he received were not cordial. 
 “Well, what are you butting in for?” growled Johnny Bull. 
  Skinner flushed. 
  “Not wanted. I suppose?” he sneered. 
  “The wantfulness is not terrific, my excellent and execrable Skinner!” 
  “Hook it!” said Nugent. 
  Skinner’s face darkened, and his hand closed almost convulsively on a crumpled banknote in his pocket. After all, why should he speak out? 
  “Hold on, you men,” said Mark Linley quietly. “Skinner’s got something to say, haven’t you, Skinner? I believe I can guess what it is, too.” 
  Skinner started. 
 “You—you can guess?” he stammered. 
  Mark smiled. 
  “Yes; I believe you’ve made up your mind that you were mistaken about me, Skinner, and you’re going to say so.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. 
   Skinner’s look was very curious. 
  “You think I’d own up if I found out I’d made a mistake?” he asked. 
  “Any decent fellow would!” answered Mark. 
  Skinner’s hard face softened. 
  “Well, that wasn’t exactly what I was going to say.” he said slowly. “But you’re right, Linley. I’ve made a rotten mistake. and I’m sorry. You give me the credit for being decent enough to own up. and you’re not wrong there. I hope. I came up to ask you fellows to come with me to speak to Stewart of the Shell.” 
  “What on earth for?” asked Bob. 
  “Because you’d like to hear what I’ve got to say to him, especially Linley.” 
  “Blessed if I catch on!” said Bob. “But lead on, old bean! Follow in your father’s footsteps, you men!”
  In a state of considerable wonder, the Famous Five and Mark Linley followed Skinner to where Stewart of the Shell stood talking with Hobson outside the House. 
  They regarded the Removites disparagingly as they came up, as was the way of the Shell. But their looks changed as Skinner drew a crumpled banknote from his pocket. 
  “What—” ejaculated Stewart. 
  “What—” exclaimed Hobson. 
  “I found it.” said Skinner. “I’ve looked at the number on your paper on the board, and its the same. It’s your banknote.” 
  “Great Christopher Columbus!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, 
  “My hat!”  Edward Stewart turned the crumpled note over in his hands and examined it, and fairly grinned at it. He had long given up hope of ever seeing that tenner again. “I say, where did you find it, Skinner?” 
 “It was stuck in the ivy on the old tower.” 
  “I knew it was somewhere.  ” said Hobson, with conviction, “You remember me saying, Stewart, that I felt certain it was somewhere ?“ 
 “You did.” agreed Stewart. “With a brain like yours, old bean, it’s what you would say!” 
  “Look here, Stewart—” 
  “I say I’m awfully obliged, Skinner !‘ said Stewart.  “I offered a pound out of this to the finder, and if you like—” 
  “Thanks! I’m not Bunter!” said Skinner loftily. 
  Stewart laughed. 
  “Well, I’m no end obliged! Queer that you should find it when you’re the chap who was making out that a man had found it and kept it! I knew at was all pie all along. Come on, Hobby! I’m going to change this tenner before you have a chance to chuck it away again!” 
  “Look here, Stewart—” 
  The Shell fellows walked away towards the school shop, Stewart smiling gleefully, and Hobson as pleased as his friend, with the knowledge that Stewart’s eloquence on that painful topic, which had seemed endless, had come to an end at last. 
The Famous Five stared at Skinner. He had quite taken their breath away. 
  “Well, my hat!” said Wharton at last.  Two
  “Thanks, Skinner!” said Mark Linley in his quiet way. “You’ve done me a jolly good turn as well as Stewart! It was jolly lucky, your finding that bank note!” 
  “It mightn’t have been!” muttered Skinner. “But—but I’m glad I found it—glad it’s all come right.” 
  “I say, you follows——” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! News for you, Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry. “Skinner’s found Stewart’s banknote—” 
  “Wha-a-at!” 
  “And Stewart’s gone to the tuckshop with it! After him!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bunter blinked for some moments while his fat brain assimilated this startling intelligence. Then he darted of in the direction of the tuckshop, his fat little legs fairly twinkling as he flew, followed by a roar of laughter from the chums of the Remove. And there was still louder laughter when, a few minutes later. Billy Bunter shot out of the doorway of the school shop like a pip from an orange, with a boot that looked like Stewart’s close behind him. 
THE END. 

