



































































































































“ There’s a watch ’ere, sir,”” said Taggles.

“I can account for it quite easily. The
thief put them there, sir !”

“That is certainly the case,” said the
House-master. “The only question is, who
was the thief ?”

“We all know who it was, sir,”
Blake.

“I suppose no one will suspect Lowther
and Manners and me of stealing the
things?” said Tom Merry disdainfully.
“We all use that drawer in the table at
times, and if one of us put stolen things
there the others would know. I don’t think
anybody present would like to say that we
stole the things.”

“Wathah not. It would be widiculous!”

“Utter rot!” said Kangaroo. “The
things might just as well have been found in
my study, or anybody else’s—only Levigon
has a special dislike for this study.”

“What have you to say, Levison 7’

“I don’t know anything about the things,

sir,” said Levison. “I—I don’t believe
Tom Merry stole them. It’s a rotten trick

said

‘“ Oh, that’s mine ! ”” sdid Tom Merry.
““ It doesn’t go—and I’ve left it there till I send it to be repaired.”” (See Chapter 14.)

of somebody’s. But
I didn’t put them
there—I swear
that |”

“It would be
exactly the same as a
wicked twick you
played upon Mewwy
once befoah, and for

which you were
flogged by the
Head.”

“But I shouldn’t
be idiot enough to do
it again, even if I
wanted to,” gasped

Levison. “I’'m not
a fool. I should
know that nobody
would believe Tom
Merry had taken
them.”

“If the things

were not deliberately
placed here by the
thief to inculpate
the owners of this
study by Levison, they can only have been
stolen by one of these three juniors.”

“And we know that’s rot |” said Blake.

“I don’t know who did it, sir,” groaned
Levison, “but / didn’t.”

Mr. Railton looked at him hard.

“I hope that is the truth, Levison. But
if you are innocent, there is another boy
in the School House who is guilty.”

“ Nobody else would do it, sir I” exclaimed
Blake.

“You’re all down on me,” muttered Levi-
son. “But I—I'm innocent. I don’t know
anything about it.”

There was a long pause.

“T cannot decide immediately,” said Mr.
Railton at last. “I will go now and con-
sult with the Head, and acquaint him with
what has been discovered. I do not con-
demn you, Levison. The matter must re-
main in abeyance till some decision is
reached.”

And Mr. Railton strode away.

Levison looked round at the juniors.
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“You believe I did that?” he muttered.
“We know you did !” said Tom Merry.
“I swear 2

“Oh, dry up!” said Blake.
good of that?”

“On my honour:

“Your honour !” said Blake.
funny 1”

Levison did not reply. He staggered out
of the study, white as a sheet. Innocent
or guilty, he was condemned by all the House
—and, innocent or guilty, he had only
himself to thank for it.

“What’s the

”

“Don’t be

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Condemned !
T HE rest of that day was like a nightmare
to the cad of the Fourth.

He had half expected to be ragged by the
School House juniors, but there was nothing
of that kind. Tom Merry & Co. would have
stopped it. They had not the slightest
doubt of Levison’s guilt, but his punish-
ment was likely to be heavy enough. He
was already sent to Coventry ; even his own
chum, Mellish, turned his back upon him.

“He’ll have to go,” said Blake. “He’s
been a disgrace to St. Jim’s long enough,
and now he’s got to get out. If the Head
doesn’t sack him, we’ll make him glad to
go; but let the rotter alone till we know.”

And that was agreed upon.

The Terrible Three came in from football
practice to tea, looking more serious than
usual. They could not be sorry for Levison,
and yet his downcast looks affected their
spirits somewhat. He had brought it upon
himself certainly, but it was their way to
feel for a fellow who was down.

“Well, it’s no good looking glum about
it.” said Monty Lowther, as he jammed the
kettle on the fire for tea. “It will be better
for him, as well as us, if he clears out. He
may take this as a lesson, and start better
somewhere else.”

“I wonder " said Tom Merry.

“There’s no doubt he did it, if that’s
what you mean. I suppose we can’t suspect
ourselves of having done it?”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, hardly,” he agreed.

“Where have

you shoved Mike’s nuts, you bounders?”

“Table drawer,” said Manners, who was
busy opening a jam-jar.

“Right !”

Tom Merry opened the table drawer, and
then uttered a sharp exclamation :

“My hat!”

“Hallo! What’s the matter? Somebody
pinched Mike's nuts now?” demanded
Lowther.

“No. But look here!”

Manners and Lowther hurried over to
him. In the table drawer lay a large ivory
paper-knife, which all the juniors knew
belonged to Mr. Railton. The Terrible
Three gazed at it in wonder.

“My only hat !” said Lowther at last, with
a deep breath. “Isn’t Levison satisfied
yet? What has he done that for?”

“He must be balmy in the crumpet,” said
Manners. “Why, he’s left it lying plain in
view, not even hidden under the papers.
He must have known that we’d find it the
minute the drawer was opened.”

“It must have been Levison, I suppose.”

“Who else ?” said Lowther.

“Might be some silly ass’s idea of a joke,”
said Tom Merry. “Levison is a rotter,
but I can’t understand his being such a crass
idiot as this. I'll take this back to Mr.
Railton. The sooner the better.”

Tom Merry picked up the paper-knife,
and took it out of the study. Blake met
him as he went down the passage to the
stairs.

“Hallo! Been borrowing Railton’s giddy
paper-knife?” Blake exclaimed, in astonish-
ment. “I hope you mentioned it to him
first.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“We’ve just found this in our study,”
he replied.

Blake whistled.

“Levison again, of course? But what

“T suppose 80,” said Tom Merry. “I’'m
beginning to think he’s out of his senses.”

“He’s in his study,” said Blake. “Come
in and ask him.”

He opened the door of Levison’s study.
Levison was alone there, sunk in an atti-

( 185 )



tude of utter dejection in the armchair.
He looked dully at the two juniors.

“Did you put this into my study, Levi-
son?” asked Tom, holding up the ivory
knife.

Levison grunted.

“0Of course I didn’t.
mean "’

“I’ve just found it there

“I’ve been in this study ever since les-
sons,” growled Levison.

“And everybody else out of the house,”
said Blake significantly. “I’'m blessed if
I understand you, Levison. What did you
do it for?”

“I didn’t do it!” howled Levison.
“There’s s thief in the house. I know
that1”

“We all know that!” said Blake drily.

Levison sprang to his feet.

“T tell you there’s a thief in the house,
and he’s trying to put it on me! I've
missed something myself now. Somebody’s
taken my fountain-pen.”

Blake sniffed.

“Think of something better than that,”
he suggested contemptuously. “Do you
expect anybody to swallow such a yarn as
that?”

“No,” groaned Levison, “I don’t! But
it’s true. I wasn’t going to mention it. I
knew nobody would believe me. But it’s
true all the same.”

Tom Merry looked at him curiously. It
seemed to him that for once there was a
ring of truth in the voice of the Cad of the
Tourth.

“Have you really lost a fountain-pen?”
he asked.

“Yes; it was a birthday present, and cost
a guinea,” said Levison. “It was the most
valuable thing I had. I left it here on the
inkstand, and now it’s gone. Of course,
nobody will believe I’ve lost it.”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows in
thought.

“There’s a thief in the place, and he’s
taking advantage of my being in the Head’s
black books to pile it on me,” said Levison
bitterly.

What do you

1
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“Rot!” said Blake. “A thief takes
things to keep, I suppose. What would be
the good to him of stealing things and stick-
ing them where they’re sure to be found?
I’ll bet your fountain-pen will turn up in
study—if you’ve really
missed it—and you’re the chap who put it
there. Why should anybody else do it%”

“I’'m going to see,” said Tom. “Come
with me, Blake |”

“Right you are!”

They hurried to Tom Merry’s study.
Manners and Lowther were getting the tea.
Tom Merry pulled open the table drawer.

“This seems to be Levison’s favourite
place for putting things,” he remarked.
“I’ll look here first.”

“What are you
Manners.

“Levison says he’s lost his fountain-pen.”

“Rubbish I”

“Hallo! Look here!”

Tom Merry had turned over a heap of old
papers in the drawer. Underneath them
reposed a fountain-pen.

“Not ours!” said Monty Lowther.

“Regular receptacle for stolen property,
this study,” chuckled Blake. “Lucky for
you fellows we know it’s Levison.”

Lowther knitted his brows.

“Isn’t he fed up with it yet?’ he ex-
claimed. “My hat! I’ll jolly well hammer
him for shoving his things in this study.”

The Terrible Three and Blake returned to
Levison’s study. Tom Merry threw the
fountain-pen on the table.

“Is that yours, Levison?” he demanded
contemptuously.

Levison nodded glumly.

“Yes, that’s mine! Where did you find
it?”

“Where you put it—in my study,’
Tom Merry wrathfully.

Levison passed his hand across his brow.

“I don’t understand it,”” he muttered.
“I can’t understand it. I’ll swear I never
put it in your study. I just missed it—that
was all1”

There was a shout from the passage.

“Look out, Levison |”

)

looking for?” asked
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“What’s the row?” asked Tom Merry,
looking out of the study.

Wally, of the Third, had dashed up-
stairs in a state of wild excitement.

“The police !I” he gasped.

Levison gave a cry.

“The police I”

“Yes; Inspector Skeat, from Rylcombe I”
yelled Wally. “You ass, why didn’t you
own up when you had a chance?”

Levison flung himself into his chair with
a sob.

“I'm innocent—I’ll swear I’m innocent !”

The juniors looked at him. They felt no
desire to rag him now. They left the study
quietly, and Tom Merry took the paper-
knife to Mr. Railton’s room. The House-
master was not there, 80 no explanation was
needed, and Tom Merry was glad not to have
to say anything more against Levison at
that moment. Mr. Railton was at the door,
speaking to the burly police-inspector from
Rylcombe.

Inspector Skeat and Mr. Railton passed
into the Head’s etudy together. In the
hall, the fellows clustered in excited groups,
seniors and juniors. There was no doubt
in any mind that the Head had telephoned
for the police, and that Imspector Skeat
had come in response to look into the matter
of the thefts in the School House. The
fellows waited in anticipation of Levison’s
being sent for.

The Head’s bell rang, and a few minutes
later Toby, the page, came along. There
was a general exclamation.

“Levison’s in his study, Toby.”

“The ’Ead don’t want Levison,” said
Toby.

“Not Levison I” exclaimed Blake.
then 7”

“Master Merry |”

There was a gasp from all the juniors.

“Tom Merry1”

“Me!” exclaimed Tom Merry, in amaze-
ment.

“Yes, Master Merry. You’re to go to the
’BEad’s study at once! Inspector Skeat
wants to see you.”

“My hat!”

Tom Merry’s countenance was crimson

{

“Who,

157

now. Levison, who had come downstairs,
with a face like chalk, turned on him with
a snarl.

“You—you
Tom Merry !
Inspector Skeat doesn’t want me!
want youl”

“Bai Jovel It’s vewy queeah!”

“And please, Master Merry, you’re to
take your monkey,” said Toby.

That was the climax! The juniors simply
yelled with astonishment. They could
understand the Head wanting to see Levi-
son, or even Tom Merry; but what in the
name of all that was miraculous did he want
to see Tom Merry’s monkey for?

“My only chapeau!” said Digby. “It’s
Tom Merry’s minor who’s in trouble, then.”

“I—I think I guess,” muttered Tom
Merry. “Fur Cap has gone to the police
about the monkey, perhaps. But he can’t
claim him. Ie sold him to me.”

“And we’re witnesses of it,” said Manners
and Lowther together.

Tom Merry went up to his study, and
came down with Mike on his shoulder. And
the crowd buzzed with eager excitement in
the passage as Tom Merry passed into the
Head’s study with Mike.

All sorts of suggestions were put forward
as to the probable consequences to Tom;
but Tom Merry was not worrying.

? he cried. “It’s you,
The Head doesn’t want me—
They

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Light at Last I
Tou MERRY entered the study with perfect
coolness.

Mr. Railton and the fat inspector were
with the Head. Tom Merry had no doubt
that the inspector’s visit was in connection
with Fur Cap and his claim to the monkey.
If it had been in connection with the thefts
in the School House, Mike would hardly
have been sent for. Tom Merry was glad
now that he had confided the whole matter
to Mr. Railton.

“Toby says you wanted to see me, sir,
and my monkey,” said Tom Merry.

“Yes, Merry,” said the Head, while the
inspector glanced curiously at the little
creature on Tom Merry’s shoulder. “Mr.,
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Railton tells me that
you explained to him
how you came into pos-
session of the monkey.
Kindly explain to
Merry, Inspector
Skeat.”

“You had that mon-
key from a man named
Michael Hadd, Master
Merry 1’ the inspector
asked.

“I don’t know his
name, Mr. Skeat. We
called him Fur Cap.
He was a ruffianly-
looking rotter—ahem |-
I mean person—and
wore a dirty fur cap.”

“That’s the man,”
said the inspector, with
a smile. “His name is
Hadd. He is a
criminal, and the
police in the next
county have been look-
ing for him for a long
time. He came this way :
to carry on his little
game with his monkey
in a new quarter, but
we’ve spotted him from his description. He
sold you that monkey—eh #”

“Yes, sir. I made him!”

The inspector smiled.

“He declares that you took it by force.”

“So we did in the first place, Mr. Skeat.
He was ill-treating it in a brutal way. But
I ofiered to pay for it, and afterwards I
paid him, when he tried to steal it, and he
agreed that the monkey was mine. If he
claims it i

“He won’t be likely to claim anything
for the next two years,” said the inspector,
laughing. “He was very keen to get that
monkey back, wasn’t he?”

“Very keen indeed, sir.”

“His living depended on it,” the inspec-
tor explained. “The monkey was trained
to steal. He carried him about on an
organ, under pretence of his being an ordi-

As Mr. Railton and Tom Merry
reached the study doorway they
caught sight of Mike, He was
carefully packing the watch away
in the study-table drawer !
Chapler 16.)

(See

nary performing monkey; but the animal

was an expert thief. He would nip into
open windows, or run into rooms in places
where the rascal stayed, and steal things
and take them to his master. We have
found a good deal of stolen property on
Hadd, especially watches and handy things
like that.”

Tom Merry started.

“We learned from Hadd that you had the
monkey,” said the inspector. “I have come
for him, but as you have bought him, your
claim will hold good. A rather dangerous
pet, however, I should say, unless he has
got out of his old habits. Has he stolen
anything while you have had him %’

The Head and Mr. Railton exchanged a
quick glance.

The same thought occurred to both of
them at once.
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Inspector Skeat smiled, and took out his
watch, detached it from the chain, and laid
it on the table. The monkey’s eyes were
upon it at once.

“If you turn your heads, he will nip up
that watch and run for it,” said Mr. Skeat.
“If you have lost any propert here, as I
suppose from your expression, gentlemen,
you will most likely find it in the same
place as that watch, when he has taken it
away.”

“My only hat1” said Tom Merry involun-
tarily.

They turned their backs on the monkey.
Mike slipped down from Tom Merry’s
shoulder, and as the junior also turned
away, in a twinkling the monkey had
pouched the watch and scuttled out of the
study.

“Find out where he puts that watch,
Merry, please, and bring it back,” said the
Head.

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

Mr. Railton also followed the monkey.
They reached Tom Merry’s study, Mike
being out of sight; but as they entered the
study doorway they saw him again. Mike
was carefully packing the watch away in the
table drawer in the study.

“My word !” murmured Tom Merry. “I
suppose he saw me put my watch there, and
he’s as imitative as—as—as a monkey I”

Mr. Railton smiled.

“I think this explains the mystery of the
thefts, Merry,” he said. “This very for-
tunate discovery clears Levison.”

They returned to the Head’s study, Tom
with the monkey on his shoulder again.
The Head listened with obvious relief to
what they had to tell him.

“Your visit here has come at a very for-
tunate moment, Inspector Skeat,” he said
cordially “There have been thefts in the
house, and one of the junior boys was under
suspicion. The stolen articles were dis-
covered in the same drawer as that in which
that monkey placed your watch. I am very
grateful to you for this. It has prevented
a great injustice from being done.”

“I am very glad of it, sir,” said the in-
spector.  “After this, I suppose Master

Merry will raise no ojection to my taking
the monkey away.”

“I could teach him better, sir,” Tom
Merry said, looking appealingly at the
Head. “I’ve taught him lots of things, and I
could teach him to be honest now, I know.”

“Perhaps,” said the Head. "Inspectqr
Skeat must take the monkey now, as he is
required in the case against this ruffian
Hadd; but doubtless he will be returne’d
to you, and if you can cure him of his
peculiar habits you may keep him.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Tom Merry.

And when Inspector Skeat departed,
Tom Merry was surrounded by an excited
throng simply thirsting for information.

“Explain, you ass!”

Tom Merry waved his hand.

“Silence for the chair! Skeatey came
here for Mike. Fur Cap is in prison, wait-
ing for trial, and Mike is wanted in the

evidence. The rotter trained Mike to steal
things. That was why he wanted him back
80 badly. It was Mike who stole those things

and planted them in the table drawer in my
study,” announced Tom Merry.

“Wha-a-at |”

Levison gave a violent start.

“The—the monkey !” he panted.
the monkey ! Oh!”

“Yes, and jolly lucky for you we found
it out,” said Tom Merry. “It’s quite true,
you fellows. Skeatey knows all about him.
He let Mike pinch his watch, and Mike
scuttled off and shoved it in the drawer in
my study, and Railton and I watched him.
There isn’t any doubt that Mike put the
other things there now. Of course, I didn’t
think of Mike. It was so natural to suspect
Levison of doing anything rotten !

“Still, I'm glad it’s been cleared up.
Levison, my son, you depart from this court
without a stain on your character, except-
ing the old stains, which won’t wash out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Levison stalked away, scowling. That
was all the sympathy he received. It wasn’t
much, but it was as much as he deserved.

THE END

“It was
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