THE FIRST CHAPTER

From the Jaws of Death 1
“Tr’s all up with her!”

Harry Wharton, of the Remove

Form at Greyfriars, muttered the
words between his clenched teeth as he looked
seaward from the rocks.

Crash ! Crash!

The thunder rolled with a thousand deep
echoes among the cliffs.
With a roar almost as
deep as that of the
thunder-crash, the surf
broke upon the great rocks of the Shoulder.
The crowd on the beach surged back from the
waves as they raced up the shingle.

It was a wild night. From the blackness
of the sea gleamed a light—like a faint and
fecble appecal for help where no help was
possible. The ship that was so close to the
rocks was doomed beyond hope. On the
ghore the fishermen of Pegg were crowded,
and a swarm of fellows from Greyfriars.
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By FRANK RICHARDS

It was past bedtime at Greyfriars, but in
such a storm no one could think of sleep, and
at the news that a ship was driving ashore
the whole school had turned out. The Head
himself was there, with most of the masters ;
and the boys had been allowed to crowd
down to the bay on the bare chance that

they might be of some

A magnificent long school story of serviae.
Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars

“It’s all up with
her,” Harry Wharton
repeated, as the roll of thunder died away.
“ Oh, Bob, it’s horrible to stand here—able
to do nothing.”

Bob Cherry nodded glumly.

“1 know that, Harry. But we can’t help
them. They’ve tried to get a boat out, and
it’s been smashed on the rocks. Old Trumper
has been hurt. We can’t do anything. It’s
the worst storm I've seen since I’ve been at
Greyfriars.”
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*“ Look ! "’ exclaimed Frank Nugent. ““ The
light’s out !

“ That means the finish | ”

The single light that flickered from the sea
had suddenly vanished.

Blackness swallowed up the vessel.

The juniors listened for the crash when she
struck ; but the roar of the surf and the
deep roll of thunder drowned all other
sounds.

* Wait for the lightning again ! ” muttered
Harry Wharton.

It came—a vivid gleam that blazed across
the black expanse of the heavens. It showed
the turbid, froth-flecked sea, the great
looming rocks of the Shoulder, and the
disabled steamer that was drifting to doom.
In the bright blaze Wharton could see figures
on the vessel—he even thought that he dis-
tinguished one of them as a boy’s. Then
blackness again swallowed up ship and sea
and sky.

“ Tt is terrible ! ” muttered Dr. Locke, the
Head of Greyfriars. “ And nothing can be
done ? Nothing ? ”

0ld Dave Trumper shook his head. His
tight arm hung stiff at his side, hurt by a
crash on the rocks in the attempt to launch
a boat. The fragments of the boat were
tossing about in the surf.

¢ Nothing, sir. It will be over soon.”

“JIs it an English ship—can you tell 2

Trumper shook his head.

“Jt’s a German, sir. There’s a lifebelt
washed ashore, and the name of the ship is
on it—the Adler. That’s a German word,
ain’t it, sir 2’

Dr. Locke started.

“The Adler! Yes, certainly — good
heavens!” The doctor’s face had grown
paler. Is it possible that this is the Adler
of the Indian Line 2 ”

Trumper nodded.

«] “ope you haven’t friends on that craft,
gir,” he said.

« This i8 terrible. There is a boy—a new
boy for Greyliriars—who is being sent home
{rom Indis on board the Adler!” the Head
exclaimed, greatly agitated.  The ship is
due to arrive in the Thames to-morrow.”

Trumper shook his head again.
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. “Then I'm afeared that boy won't see
Greydriars, sir.”

“ Heaven help him ! ”

The fellows who were standing near the
Head had heard what was said. Their
glances turned with renewed anxiety towards
the black waters. A new boy for Greyiriars
on board that doomed craft—the thought of
it gave them an icy thrill. Dr. Locke turned
to Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
but his words were drowned in the roll of
the thunder.

“ Oh, it’s rotten!” groaned Bob Cherry.
“If we could only get to him——"

Wharton’s face was very white.

“I saw a kid on the deck,” he said. 1
saw him in the lightning. A new kid for the
school—it’s horrible. I remember now hear-
ing that a new kid was coming into the
Remove—his name’s Cholmondeley—Clive
Cholmondeley. And he’s on that craft!”

The juniors shivered. The knowledge that
a Greyfriars fellow was there, in the shadow
of death, brought the tragedy nearer home
to them.

Crash, crash, crash !

Amid the roll of thunder, the raging of the
surf, Wharton thought he heard another
sound—the sound of a vessel grinding on
iron-hard rocks.

The lightning blazed again.

‘ She’s struck ! ” s

Blackness swallowed up the tortured vessel,
grinding to pieces on the sharp rocks. Still
the fishermen and the crowd of Greyfriars
fellows watched the sea. There was a chance
—a_vague chance—that yet some survivor
might be cast ashore in a lifebelt, and they
were ready to risk anything to help him.

Only when the lightning blazed could any-
thing be seen. By the vivid flashes, they
watched with aching eyes. .

Bob Cherry gave a sudden shout.

“Look! What’s that ?2”

He dashed forward into the surf.

“ Cherry | Stand back!” shouted Mr.
Quelch.

But the thunder rolled again and drowned
his voice. Bob Cherry was neck-deep in water,
and the surf would have swept him away ;
but his chums were after him in a twinkling.
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—_————

The juniors, clinging to each other, formed a human chain, and Bob Cherry was able to reach the
unconscious form floating in the water.

Wharton’s grasp was on his arm, Nugent
was grasping Wharton and Nugent was
gripped by Johnny Bull and Mark Linley.
Hurree Singh and Tom Brown dashed to their
aid and grasped them, and the whole body
of juniors, clinging together, surged towards
the shingle amid the tossing surf.

There was a rush of other fellows to aid
them. Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
was on the spot in a moment. Coker, of the
Fifth, was as quick. They grasped the reeling
juniors and helped to drag them out. Cling-
ing together, they staggered up the beach,
hammered at and thundered on by the tearing
surf. And in Bob Cherry’s grasp there was a
dragging form circled by a lifebelt.

Out of reach of the hungry surf at last !

“ Got him ! ” panted Bob Cherry.

It was & boy Bob ‘Cherry held in his grasp—
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a lad of about his own age. The lad was quite
unconscious, but he still breathed. His white,
stony face was handsome in outline, the lashes
of the closed eyes long and dark. He was
half-dressed, as if he had been in his bunk
when the alarm of danger roused him out.

“ He lives ! ” said Mr. Quelch, bending over
the still form. “ Thank heaven one at least
is saved. Take him to the Anchor—quick ! ”

The unconscious boy was carried quickly
into the inn. The Greyfriars juniors followed
—they were in need of dry clothes. All who
helped in the rescue were soaked to the skin.

On the beach many still watched ; but from
the doomed vessel, grinding to pieces on the
rocks of the Shoulder, there came no more
alive. In a warm bed in the inn the rescued
lad lay—tucked up in blankets, with a doctor
looking after him. Before a blazing fire the
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rescuers sat wrapped in blankets, too, while
their clothes were drying. Bob Cherry blushed
very much as the Head laid a hand upon his
shoulder and gave him a word of praise for
his prompt action.

‘“Only one life, I fear, has been saved,” said

-the Head, “ and that has been saved by a
Greyfriars boy. You are a brave lad, Cherry,
and I am proud of you.”

“ Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob, as the
Head moved away.

‘“ Hear, hear ! ” said Harry Wharton. “ It
was jolly plucky, Bob—if I hadn't caught
hold of you, you’d have gone out to sea holding
that chap; and I should have gone after
you, if somebody hadn’t collared me.”

“Jolly plucky ! ” said Johnny Bull. * Bob,
old man, you're & giddy herc.”

“Qh, rats!”

“ He blusheth!” said Nugent. * That’s
right—true heroes are always modest.”

“ Shut up ! ” growled Bob.

« Jolly plucky of you, Cherry ! ” said Coker,
of the Fifth. I must say so.”

“ Look here,” said Bob Cherry sulphurously,
«I’ve got to stand it from the Head ; but I
won’t stand it from you chaps. Shut up !

And the chaps grinned and shut up.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Touch and Go |
« T woNDER,” said Harry Wharton, after a
pause, ¢ who the chap is.”

« 1 was just thinking of the same thing,”
Frank Nugent remarked, with a nod. “I
wonder if he is the new kid for Greyiriars
School 2 ”

« The wonderfulness is terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “I shall be very pleased
if he turns out to be the newest kid from my
own esteemed country ! ” :

«J¢’s very likely,” said Bob. “ He wasn’t
dressed like a shx[_)’s l)py, anyway. He had
only his bags on, with his pyjamas, and a coat.
1 suppose the poor kid was roused out of bed,
and hadn’t time to dress. But his bags aren’t
sailor bags. I shouldn’t wonder if he’s Chol-
mondeley—what a_g,lddy name! Lucky it
st pnmounced as it’s spelt ; life’s too short.”

«] guppose we shall know soon,” said
Wharton thoughtfully. * Queer thing if the
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Greyfriars chap is the only fellow saved from
the wreck. Of course, others may be saved ;-
they may have got a boat away. The boats
were gone.”

“ Washed away, most likely.”

“Yes, most likely ; but it’s possible some
may have got off. I hope so, anyway. The
Head’s with the kid now. 1 wonder if a chap
might ask whether he’s Cholmondeley.  He
belongs to us, you know; Cholmondeley 18
coming into the Remove. He’s been prepared
for the Lower Fourth by a tutor in India, same
as Inky was. Did you know any Cholmon-
deleys in India, Inky ? ”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of
Bhanipur, looked thoughtful.

“ There is 2 Sahib Cholmondeley who has a
plantation in Bhanipur,” he said. “I have
seen him when I was at home.” .

“ Might be the same family,” said Bob.
“Poor kid ! He's a long way from home, and
this is a rotten way to arrive at school—if he’s
Cholmondeley. I'd like to know !”

“ @o in and see him,” said Nugent. * As
the heroic rescuer, you're entitled to ask how
he is going on.”

“Oh, rot !

“ That’s right,” said Harry Wharton. * Our
clothes are nearly dry now, and we shall have
to be getting back to Greyfriars. We want to
know whether Cholmondeley has been saved.
You can ask, Bob, as the heroic——"

“ Shurrup ! ” "

“ Well, go in and see if he’s Cholmondeley.

Bob hesitated, then rose to his feet. The
juniors were naturally curious to know whether
the rescued boy was their new schoolmate. [t
was terrible to think of the boy who had
come so far to Greyfriars having met his death
g0 close to the school—in the surf raging on
the rocks of the Shoulder. It would be a great
relief to their minds if the rescued lad turned
out to be the junior expected at the school.

The clothes were dry now, and Bob Cherry
dressed himself and slipped through the open
door into the adjoining room, where the
rescued lad lay still unconscious in bed.
Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch were there, with
the medical man, speaking in low voices.
Bob coughed slightly, and Dr. Locke turned
his head.
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“Tf you please, sir,”” stammered Bob,
“ we—we should like to know whether that
chap is the new Greyfriars chap, sir § ”

Dr. Locke nodded kindly.

“1 understand, Cherry,” he said. “ And I
am glad to say that such is the case.”

“ Has he spoken yet, sir ? 7

“No; he has not yet recovered conscious-
ness. But his name has been found on his
linen, and letters addressed to him in his
pocket.”

“QOh, good, sir! And—and
danger ?

“Not at all. Dr. Pillbury assures me
that he will be quite restored after a few
days’ rest. You may be quite easy about
that.”

“I'm jolly glad to hear it, sir ! ”” said Bob.
“ Thank you, sir!”

And he returned to his companions.

“Well 27 asked all the juniors together.

“ He’s Chummy—I mean, Cholmondeley—
and he’s not in danger,” announced Bob.
8o cverything in the garden is lovely |

*“ Good egg!”’

Wingate looked into the room.

“Time you kids were back at Grey-
friars,” he said. “ Come along ! ”

And the juniors dressed and quitted the
inn. The hour was late when they reached
Greyfriars, but sleep was impossible. The
storm was still raging with fearful violence,
and every window in the old school was
rattling, and the branches of the old elms
in the Close groaned and crashed.

* What a giddy night ! said Bob Cherry,
as he rolled into warm blankets in the Remove
dormitory.

*“ Anybody saved ?” asked Billy Bunter,
waling up and blinking at the juniors as they
turned in.

Billy Bunter was one of the fellows who
had not gone down to the bay at the alarm
of a shipwreck. Billy Bunter preferred a
warm bed to a storm-swept shore.

*“ One chap,” said Harry Wharton. “ Bob
puiled him out. He’s the new chap for
Greyiriars—Clive Cholmondeley.”

“Oh, good ! ” said Bunter. “ When is he
coming here ? ”

*“ To-morrow, most likely.”

is he in

“I say, you fellows, considering what he’s
been through, we ought to give him a bit of
a welcome,” said Bunter.

“ We're going to, Tubby.”

“I mean, we might stand him a feed,”
said Bunter. “1 suggest raising a sub-
scription all round for a really first-class,
spanking spread, and placing the money in
my hands 32

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can sce anything to cackle
at! You could leave all the arrangements
to me. I'd take care of everything——"

“ Especially the grub ! ”” remarked Vernon-
Smith.

* Ob, really, Smithy, I think it’s up to us
to look after the new chap a bit, considering
the circumstances. But you fellows always were
gelfish !

“ What ?

“If there’s one thing I can’t stand, it’s
selfishness,” said Billy Bunter loftily. “I
never was selfish ; I can say that.”

“ Oh, crumbs ! ”

“ How miich are you going to subscribe,
Wharton, if I make a whip-round ? ”’ asked
Bunter.

“ Nothing—if you make it,” said Wharton.

“ How much, Cherry——1?

“« Nig 17

“ What will you shell out, Johnny Bull,
considering that the chap has been nearly
drowned, you know ?

** I don’t see that his being nearly drowned
is a reason for feeding a fat, greedy por-
poise ! ” growled Johnny Bull. “You
won't get anything out of me! Precious
little Cholmondeley would see of the feed ! »’

“ How much, Bulstrode—?

“ Rats ! ” said Bulstrode.

“1 suppose yowll hand out something,
Toddy ?

“Tll hand out a thick ear, if you don’t
shut up ! ” grunted Peter Todd.

“ Oh, really, Toddy! Look here, you
fellows, in a case like this you ought to rally
round, you know. Make it & tanner each.
Yaroooooh ! ”

Two pillows whizzed through the air
from different directions and caught Billy
Bunter on either side of the head.
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Bift | Biff !

“Ow! Ow! Beasts!” roared Bunter.
“Who threw those pillows? I’ll smash
him! Own up, you rotter, if you're not a
funk | P’II—" .

“1 threw one,” said Bob Cherry. “ Come
and begin the smashing !

“1 threw the other,” said Tom Brown,
the New Zealander. “ I'll take my turn after
Bob when the smashing begins.”

“Ahem! If it was only a joke, I—I'll
let you off,” said Bunter.

““But it wasn’t a joke,” said Bob.

“ It wasn’t a joke,” said Tom Brown.

“Well, I—T’ll let you off, anyway; it’s
too cold to get out of bed and lick you,”
said Bunter.

And he rolled over and went to sleep
again. The roar of the storm outside did not
interfere with the slumbers of the Owl of
the Remove, and his deep and steady snore
was soon rivalling the growl of the thunder.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
The Sole Survivor.
HE clear, bright winter sunlight streamed
in at the diamond-paned window.

The boy moved restlessly in bed, and opened
his eyes.

His face was healthier now. In his long,
deep sleep the colour had come back into his
cheeks, and the haggard, drawn look had

one.
g The boy who had been through the valley of
the shadow of death had awakened again to
life, and he lay silent, with blinking eyes in the
sunshine, wondering.

Where was he ?

His last recollection was of a reeling deck,
a raging sea, cruel rocks looming up through
the surf like savage teeth. Then darkness and
the deep had engulfed him. He had gone to
death, but now he awakened to life. Dimly
he remembered fastening on the lifebelt cre
he slipped from the shattered wreck. Had it
brought him ashore, then ? Was he alive and
3 e?
"aiHe moved his head, and looked round him.
He was in a little l?ed room of the inn, with
the sunshine gleaming on the diamond panes
in the old-fashioned window. He was alive—

he was safe—and there was a sense of comfort
and ease in all his tired limbs as he stretched
in the warm bed.

A little, bald-headed man, in glasses and
a black frock-coat, came towards the bed as
the boy looked round again. J n

“ Well, and how do you feel this morning ?
Dr. Pillbury asked genially. :

The boy gazed at him without speaking.

“ Quite safe and sound ! ” said the medical
gentleman. “ Right as rain, Master Chol-
mondeley ! Do you feel better ? ”’ ,

A look of surprise came over the boy’s
handsome, clear-cut face.

But still he did not speak. He was fully
conscious now—keenly, sharply conscious—
but he was too weak to talk.

“ You were saved last night by one of your
future schoolmates,” said the doctor kindly—
“ one of the boys from Greyfriars ' ” ]

“ Greyfriars 7 the boy murmured in
wonder. )

“ Yes. You will go there to-day, if you are
sufficiently recovered ; but do not talk now.
Go to sleep, my lad.”

‘ Cholmondeley ! ”
“ Greyfriars ! .

Then his eyes closed again. .

“ He is wandering a little, I think,” Dr. Pill-
bury said in a low voice to the stout, kindly
dame who had come in to look after the
rescued lad. * But he will be all right. T
will look in again this afternoon.”

It was hours later when the boy’s eyes
reopened.

He glanced round him dazedly, and then
seemed to remember. His eyes moved, and
he murmured :

“ Cholmondeley ! Greyfriars ! ” .

The red-taced dame turned towards him.
She was a kind fisher-wife, who had taken
charge of the young invalid, nurses not being
available in Pegg.

“ Woke up, dearie ? ”’ she said.
feel hungry ¢ ”

The boy nodded.

He was propped up on pillows to eat broth.
He ate with a keen appetite, and he looked
stronger and better when he had finished. Dr.
Pillbury came in, and gave a nod of approval
as he saw him.
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Two pillows whizzed through the
air and caught Bunter on either side I
of his head. Biff I Biff! ‘“Ow! Ll |
Ow | Beasts |"" roared Bunter.

“ Good—very good,” he said. ‘ Another
night’s rest, and you will be able to go to
Greyfriars, Master Cholmondeley.”

. “To go to Greyfriars ?” repeated the

0

Y.
“Yes. The doctor smiled pleasantly, won-
dering whether the terrible shock of the ship-
wreck had affected the boy’s mind. * Don’t
you remember ? You have come from India
to go'to school at Greyfriars.”

Con1”

“Your schoolfellows are all ready to wel-
come you.”

‘“ Are they ¢ -

“You were rescued by one of them last
night—a lad named Cherry. He has come
over to see you, and I think you are strong
enough to see him, if you do not talk too
much. Would you like him to come up ?”

“Yes. But—"

“ Well, my dear boy ? ”

“ You—you have called me—me—Chol-
mondeley ! "’

“ Yes, quite s0,” said the doctor soothingly.

* Ah, perhaps you are surprised that we know
your name ? Is that it?”

The boy nodded.

“ Your initials were on your linen, and your
name on some things,”” the doctor explained,
“and you had letters on you in your coat
pocket, addressed to you on board the ship,
and which you must have received at some port
of call. That is how we knew your identity.”

“Oh, I'see!”

““ Quite clear now ? ”’ smiled the medico.

“Yes. But—but—I—"

“ You are thinking about your father ? He
has already been cabled to,” said the doctor
reassuringly. “He will receive the cable
announcing that you are safe a considerable
time before the news of the wreck of the Adler
reaches him. He will suffer no alarm. Dr.
Locke thought of that at once.”

“ My—my father!”

“ Yes, Mr. Cholmondeley ! ”

“ Mr. Cholmondeley ! My father | *

Dr. Pillbury gave the red-faced dame a

significant glance.
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“He is still dazed,” he murmured. * No
wonder, considering what he has been through.
Don’t let the Greyfriars boy stay more than
ten minutes. Now, Master Cholmondeley,
good-bye, and your friend is coming up to see
you for ten minutes.”

“ But—but I must tell you—I must tell
jou—"

“Yes, what ? ”

The boy’s voice died away. He did not
reply.

“You have something to tell me ? ”’ asked
the doctor, puzzled.

“ No, nothing.”

* Then good-bye.”

The doctor left, and a couple of minutes
later Bob Cherry entered the room. Bob had
ridden over on his bicycle from Greyfriars to
gee how the invalid was getting on. He came
to the bedside, and the boy's eyes turned to
his inquiringly.

“ Fecling pretty fit, eh ?” asked Bob
Cherry cheerily. i

“Yes; I am getting better. I have had a
shock. I hardly know where I am, or who I
am,” said the boy, with a strange smile.

“ No wonder,” said Bob sympathetically.
“ You must have gone through a fearful time.
Jolly glad we were there to pull you out.”

“You pulled me out ?

«All of us did—the Remove chaps, you
Jknow,” said Bob. “ You're coming into the
Remove. That’s the Lower Fourth Form at
Greyfriars, you know. We shall be jolly glad
to see you there, Chummy—I mean, Chol-
mondeley.”

The boy smiled.

«] suppose they call you something for
short, eh ¢ ” asked Bob, with a smile, too.

“You can call me Chummy, if you like.
1 always—I mean, I should Iike it. I hope
.ou will be friends with me if I come to
Greyfriars.” s

«0f course I will!” said Bob heartily.
-« And there’s no “if  about it. You’re coming
to Greyfriars Tight enough, kid. You belong
to us.” :

The boy was silent for some moments.

« Has anybody else been saved from the
reck 2> he asked.

Bob shook his head sadly.
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“ Nobody’s been heard of,” he said.

“But they have come ashore by this
time ¢’

“ Only dead men,” said Bob in a low voice,
“ and not all of them. There must have been
a good many on board, but only six bodies
have been recovered so far. There are a lot
of under-currents round the Shoulder, and a
man drowned there hasn’t much chance of
floating ashore afterwards.

“ Only men ?”

“Yes, no women,” said Bob, “or kids
either.”

“ Then I am the only one saved ¢ ”

“ The only one.”

The boy closed his eyes for a moment. Bob
Cherry watched him curiously. The fact that
he was the only one saved did not seem to
grieve the lad very keenly. He scemed to be
thinking of something else.

*“ And Mr. Cholmondeley has already been
cabled to that his son is safe ?” the boy
muttered at last, opening his eyes and looking
strangely at Bob Cherry.

“ Yes, rather. The Head thought of that
at once. If your father had heard of the ship-
wreck first, it would have made him f{eel
%retty bad, I should think. Now he’ll get the

cad’s cable first.”

The boy smiled.

“ Well, it was not my doing,” he said.

“ Of course it wasn’t,” said Bob, in surprise.
“ You were fast asleep. But—but you wanted
the cable to be sent, surely ? ”

“ Yes—yes, of course. I—I am rather
dazed now. Ihardly know what Isay,” the boy
muttered, the colour flushing into his cheeks.

Bob Cherry was remorseful at once.

*“ Of course, and here I am jawing to you
like a silly ass, when I ought to be gone.
Would you like me to come over and see you
agaip ? "’

“ Yes, very much.”

“ Then I'll bike over this evening.
easily get leave. Give us your fin.”

And Bob Cherry cordially squeezed the
hand of the rescued lad and left him. The
boy lay back in bed, his eyes hali-closed; iook-
ing at the diamond panes in the window.
Strange thoughts were passing in his mind—
thoughts that would have amazed the red-
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faced, good-natured fisher-dame if she could
have guessed them. But she did not guess
them, and she went on calmly knitting, while
the boy lay there and thought—and thought
—and thought, till at last he fell asleep again,
and his thoughts merged into dreams.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Cholmondeley Arrives !
S Bn‘ queer still, but getting on all right,”
was Bob Cherry’s verdict to the fellows
who asked for news when he returned to
Greyfriars.

““What sort of a chap is he?” asked
Vernon-Smith.

* Seems very decent; speaks nicely, too.
He’s a bit dazed still, no wonder. He’s been
through enough to turn a chap’s hair grey,”
said Bob feelingly. ““ He’ll get over it all

. right, though; and we’ll go easy with him
when he gets here.”

Bolsover major grunted.

“1 don’t belicve in coddling new kids,
whether they’ve been shipwrecked or not,”
he said.

Bob Cherry turned towards the bully of the
Remove with a gleam in his eyes.

*“ T don’t care twopence what you believe in
or don’t ! ”” he exclaimed. “ But if you begin
any rot with Cholmondeley you’ll get into
trouble. That kid isn’t going to be bullied
just after escaping from a shipwreck. You
remember that ! ”

* Oh, rats ! ” said Bolsover major.

** And if you say rats to me again, I'll begin
on you now !’ exclaimed Bob angrily.

** Kasy does it,” said Harry Wharton.
“ Bolsover won’t bully the new kid. We’ll
scalp him if he does. It’s up to us all to make
things easy for him after what he’s been
through. We all know that.”

** Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer, the dandy
of the Remove, ** if you worry him, Bolsover,
my dear fellow, I shall really be driven to
takin’ a hand and lickin’ you myself, don’t
you know.”

The juniors chuckled, and even Bolsover
grinned at the idea of Lord Mauleverer licking
him. Even Bob Cherry, the great fighting-
man of the Remove, had to go * all out ” to
accomplish that difficult feat.

“ Oh, if you're going to lick me, Mauly, I'm
done ! ” said Bolsover, with a grin. ** All the
same, I don’t believe in coddling new kids.”

And Bolsover walked away.

“I say, you fellows, what about the idea
of standing the new kid a feed ?2” asked
Billy Bunter anxiously. “I'm quite willing
te undertake all the arrangements.”

“Rats!”

“But I say, you fellows, don’t walk away
while I'm talking to you!” roared Bunter.
“ Where are your manners—eh? I say—
beasts |

Bunter finished his remarks to the desert
air,

The Removites waited with considerable
interest for the arrival of Cholmondeley at the
school. The fellows in the other Forms were
interested in him, too. His arrival was
dramatic, to say the least. The sole survivor
of a big shipwreck was an interesting per-
sonage. And it had come out, too, that
Cholmondeley was a rich fellow, his father
being a very rich planter in Bhanipur, the
native state of which Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, of the Remove, was Nabob. He was
sent home to Europe for his education, after
being prepared up to a certain point by a
tutor in India.

He would probably be rolling in rupees,
or in their English equivalent, and that idea
made Snoop and Skinner and Bunter very
Ieen to make his acquaintance.

On the following day, in the afternoon,
Cholmondeley arrived.

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars, being a
Wednesday, and football was going on strong
on the playing-fields. All traces of the late
storm were gone, and the day was bright and
sunny. Cholmondeley came over in a trap
from the Anchor Inn at Pegg. He was dressed
in the regulation school kit, sent over from
Greyfriars for him, belonging to a lad his size.

All his property of every kind had gone
down in the Adler, of course, and he required
a new outfit for Greyfriars, and the Head
ordered it for him. Meanwhile, he was
arrayed in Frank Nugent’s Sunday best,
and looked very well in them. His face had
lost its paleness now, and was bright, keen, and
healthy, though there was a thoughtful cloud
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on his brow. But it was natural that a lad
who had been through such terrible peril
should remain in a somewhat subdued mood
afterwards.

Cholmondeley left the trap at the gates,
and walked into the Close with an easy, springy
gait. A shout from the direction of the
football-field came to his ears.

“Goal !

“ Bravo, Bob!”

The boy’s face lighted up, and he walked
towards the football ground. The Remove
were playing the Upper Fourth, and Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were having
all their work cut out to keep their end up.
It was an inspiriting scene, the nimble
figures in footer shirts and shorts flitting to
and fro, and the crowd of fellows round the
field shouting and clapping. Bob Cherry
had just put the ball in, and the Remove
fellows were cheering him loudly.

Clive Cholmondeley’s face lighted as he
looked at Bob Cherry. This was the boy
who had saved his life, never pausing for a
moment to think of the risk to himself. The
new junior’s look, as his eyes rested on Bob,
showed that there was deep and sincere
gratitude and regard in his breast. As
Cholmondeley stood looking on at the restart
df the game after Bob Cherry’s goal, he felt a

" touch on his elbow, and glanced down at a
fat junior, whose plump little nose was
adorned by a big pair of spectacles. The
fat junior nodded to him with great cordiality.

“ You’re Chumchum, ain’t you ? ” he asked.

‘ Cholmondeley.”

“Yes, that’s it. Glad to see you,” said
Bunter affably. “ Not feeling any bad effects
after your swim—eh 2 ”

Cholmondeley smiled.

“Thanks. I'm feeling fit enough now,”
he said.

“I’'m Bunter,” went on the fat junior
confidentially. “ William George Bunter, of
the Remove, a leading chap in the Form.
T've been looking for you, Cholmondeley. I
want to make you welcome to Greyfriars, in
the name of the Form.”

“ You are very kind,” said the new junior.

“Not at all,” said Bunter graciously. “1
should like to look after you a bit, and show
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you the ropes, you know. I'm always very
kind to new chaps. New chap myself once,
you know, though I soon got on to things.
Torce of character, you know.”

“ Yes,” said Cholmondeley, eyeing the fat
junior in surprise. From appearances, he
would never have suspected Billy Bunter of
possessing much character of any kind.

“ I want to look after you a bit, considering
what you’ve been through,” said Bunter.
“ I suppose you’re hungry—what  ”

“ Thank you, no.”

“1 was thinking of standing you a feed at
the tuck-shop to begin,” explained Bunter.
“ Mrs. Mimble has some new pies in to-day.

“You're very kind, but I’d rather watch
the footer, thanks.”

“ Play footer ? ”* asked Bunter.

“No; but I want to learn. I've always
wanted to play, but never had a chance.”

“S’pose you don’t get many chances o,f
footer in India, on plantations and things ?
agreed Bunter.

The colour crept into Cholmondeley’s face
for some reason, but he nodded. But Billy
Bunter was too short-sighted to notice the
new boy’s flushed face. b

“T’ll tell you what,” said Bunter. “T’ll
take you up and teach you footer. I'm nota
chap to brag, but I'm about the best foot-~
baller in the Remove. I'm not in the Form
Eleven. Wharton’s got all that into his hands,
you know, and he plays only his own frlc“nds,
and they keep out a player like me. Sheer
jealousy, you know.”

“ Who’s Wharton ? ”

“ Captain of the Remove. Every Iorm
has a captain here, you know. That chap
running after the ball now. Fellow with
dark hair.”

Cholmondeley glanced towards Harry Whar-
ton. The handsome, frank face of the
Remove captain did not bear out Bunter’s
description of him; and Cholmondeley was
already beginning to have his own ideas about
Bunter’s veracity.

“In fact, you can depend on me to see
you through,” said Billy Bunter kindly.
“ By the way, Cholmondeley, old fellow ['m
in a bit of a hole just now. I’'m expecting a
postal-order; but there’s been some delay
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‘‘ Feeling pretty fit 7 ** asked Bob Cherry, as he came to Cholmondeley’s bedside.

“ Yes,”" replied the boy.

** But I hardly know where I am or who | am.”

in the post, and it hasn’t arrived yet. It will
be for five shillings. 1 suppose you wouldn’t
mind handing me the five bob now, and taking
the postal-order when it comes 2 ”

‘“ Sorry, but——"

“ Of course, I shall hand you the postal-
order immediately it arrives,” said Bunter.
“ You may rely upon that.”

“Yes, but i

“ Well, suppose you make it half-a-crown,
and I'll settle up out of the postal-order this
—this evening,” said Bunter. “ That won’t
hurt you, old chap.”

*“ No, but——"

“ Now, look here, Cholmondeley, I’'m really
in want of a little loan for a few hours. I'm
not a borrowing chap, and this is, in fact,
the first time I’ve ever asked any fellow to
lend me money. If you can let me have
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half-a-crown till my postal-order comes——"

“T would with pleasure, but——"

“1 suppose you can trust me,” said Bunter,
with a great deal of dignity.

“ Oh, yes, but—"

“Then why can’t you make me a little
loan ? ” demanded Bunter.

“I haven’t any money,” Cholmondeley
explained.

“Rp LY

“ Everything I had went down in the
steamer. 1 haven’t a coin of any sort about
me. Otherwise, I should be pleased——"

“ Oh, rats!” growled Bunter.

And the fat junior rolled away. He had
wasted a quarter of an hour on the new
fellow, and without succeeding in extracting
the smallest financial assistance from him.
Bunter’s feeling of disgust was too deep for
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words. He had no further time to waste
upon a fellow who had come to Greyfriars
without & coin in his pockets, and he rolled
off grumbling. Cholmondeley grinned, and
resumed watching the football, untroubled
by any further kind attentions on the part of
the Owl of the Remove.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Mr. Quelch is Surprised !
E, ’S’rnonnmmy thing ! ” said Temple of
the Fourth.

The extraordinary thing that surprised
Temple was the fact that the Remove had
beaten the Fourth Form by three goals
to one. But the Removites did not regard
it a8 being in the least surprising ; they would
have been surprised if the match had turned
out otherwise. Harry Wharton & Co. came
off the football field feeling very satisfied with
themselves and things generally. And as
Wharton was coming away from the ground,
with a coat and muffler over his scanty attire,
he caught sight of the new junior.

“ Hallo, here’s Cholmondeley!” he ex-
claimed. ’

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry in his hearty, powerful tones, as he
ran up tothe new fellow. “So you’vearrived.”

“Yes, here I am.”

“Looking pretty fit, too,” sasid Bob,
scanning the face of the shipwrecked school-
boy. “Glad to see that. Quite pulled
through—what 2 »

“1 hope s0,” said Cholmondeley.

“ These chaps have seen you before,” said
Bob, presenting his friends. “ You haven’t
seen them, because you were in the arms of
Murphy when we dragged you out ! ”

“ Morpheus, you ass!” roared Nugent.

“Well, you had your peepers shut, and
couldn’t see anything,” said Bob. ‘ This
ass is Harry Wharton, captain of the Remove ;
this duffer is Frank Nugent ; the chump with
the broad shoulders is Johnny Bull ; and the
individual with the beautiful rich complexion
is Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, Nabob of Bhani-
pur, Great Panjandrum of Boggley-wollah,
Lord High Rajah of the Black Hole of Calcutta
and First Cousin of the Sun and Moon. We
call him Inky for short.”
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“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bob, you ass ! ”

Cholmondeley grinned as he shook hands
with the chums of the Remove. Bob Cherry’s
breezy introduction placed them on a friendly
footing at once.

“ We're going to have tea in the study as
soon as we've changed,” said Harry Wharton.
“ Will you join us, Cholmondeley ? ”

“ Thank you, I shall be glad,” said Chol-
mondeley.

“ You haven’t reported yourself to Quelchy
yet 2 ” asked Nugent.

“ Quelchy ? ” said Cholmondeley, puzzled.

“ Mr. Quelch, you know, the master of the
Remove—our Quelchy. You'll have to jaw
to him first thing. Trot along, and I'll show
you his study ! ”

“ Thanks !

Cholmondeley accompanied the juniors
into the School House. A good many other
fellows came up to speak to him—to congratu-
late him on his escape, or to give him a
word of welcome to Greyfriars, or both. The
new junior’s first impression of Greyfriars was
decidedly a pleasant one. Most of the fellows
scemed kindness itself—especially Harry
Wharton & Co. Even Bolsover major, in
spite of his stated objection to the *“ coddling
of new kids, did not make himself disagreeable
just then.

And Mr. Quelch, when Cholmondeley en-
tered his study to report his arrival, was very
kind, too.

“I must assign you to a study in the
Remove passage,” he added, after a little talk
with the new junior.  Let me sce—"

He reflected.

“If you plense, sir—" ventured Chol-
mondeley.

"« YCS Z »

“ If there isn’t any objection, sir, I should
like to be put in the same study with Cherry ;
he is in the same Form, I think.”

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“ The lad who saved your life,” he said.
“1 am glad to see that you have a regard for
Cherry, my boy. He is a very manly and whole-
some Jad, and his friendship would be worth a
great deal to you. I am sorry I cannot put .
you into his study, as there are four boys in
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Cheering the Victors of Waterloo !

REAT excitement and joy prevailed in
England in 1815 when it was learned
that the Duke of Wellington had

defeated Napoleon Bonaparte at Waterloo.
Prior to the battle the British had retreated
before Napoleon’s army to the Belgian village
of Waterloo. At eleven o’clock on June 18th
the French Emperor ordered his cavalry to
attack, and for ten hours the stubborn squares
of British infantry held them at bay. But then
the tide of battle turned, and the French
forces were beaten back and began a retreat,
which finally became a rout. The defeat of
the French was so decisive that Napoleon,
four days later in Paris, signed his second
abdication.

The great victory brought a two-fold joy
to the boys of Greyfriars School, for to com-
memorate the memorable occasion the Head,
Dr. Fryer, gave all the scholars a day’s holiday.

A few weeks later boys of Greyfriars were
again reminded of Wellington’s victory. It
was on a Wednesday afternoon, when most of
the fellows were out of doors. But a few were
within the school when a fellow rushed in at
the gates and passed the word round that a
column of soldiers were approaching. All the
juniors within gates clambered on to the school
wall, the better to view the soldiers passing
by. Such a sight wasa rarity and was not to be
missed. .

At last two mounted officers appeared in
sight, followed by rank after rank of soldiers
in their war-worn scarlet uniforms. They were
Infantry of the Line, and, as the juniors
soon learned, had just landed in England
fresh from their victory at Waterloo. The men
were marching to London from the coast.

The juniors cheered wildly as the soldiers
passed. Many of them were still wearing band-
ages over their wounds received in battle, but
all were in happy mood and greeted the boys
cheerily. Column after column went by, and
the fellows cheered and cheered again until
the last had disappeared along the lane. To
the end of his days, every Greyfriars boy
who saw it treasured the memory of this sight
of the Iron Duke’s invincible infantry, the
finest fighting soldiers in the world !

HA (

65

No. 13 now—Cherry. Linley, Hurree Singh,
and Wun Lung. I must put you into No. 14.”

“ Very well, sir.”

“ Another matter. It appears that every-
thing you possessed has gone down in the
steamer. Nothing is likely to be recovered.
The headmaster has ordered a new outfit for
you, the bill for which will be sent in due
course to your father. As you will require
pocket-money, that will be advanced by the
Head.”

Cholmondeley started.

“ Money, sir ! ”

“Yes. I understand you have none.”

“ None, sir.”

“ What amount of pocket-money did your
father arrange for you to have ? ” asked Mr.
Quelch.

“I—I—I don’t know.”

Mr. Quelch looked surprised.

“You do not know ? It does not appear
that your father arranged it with Dr. Locke,
as the Head asked me to speak to you about
it. Perhaps the matter was overlooked.”

“ Yes, sir, that is it.”

“You will require something,” said Mr.
Quelch. “ Five shillings a week is a sufficiently
large allowance for a boy in the Lower Fourth.
If your father wishes you to have more, or
less, he will tell us so when he communicates
with Dr. Locke. Meanwhile, I shall hand you
five shillings every Saturday.”

“1If you don’t mind, sir, I—I'd rather not.”

“ What do you mean, Cholmondeley ? ”

“1—I"d rather leave it till—till my father
sends me money, sir,” stammered the new
junior, flushing. “I don’t want any, really.
If my father wants me to have an allowance,
he will say so, and—and then——"

Mr. Quelch nodded. Cholmondeley’s agita-
tion surprised him a little; but there might
be many reasons to account for his unwilling-
ness to take the money. Mr. Quelch knew
nothing of the boy’s father. He might be a
stingy man, who declined to make his son an
allowance at all, wealthy as he was, for all
the Remove-master knew. That would
account for Cholmondeley’s embarrassment
on the subject.

“ Very well, Cholmondeley ; we will leave
it till your father has written,” said the
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Form-master. “ Now, considering what you
have gone through, I shall be very easy with
you at first in the matter of lessons. But I
think we had better go over your work a little,
so that I can see where to place you.”

“ Certainly, sir.”

And Cholmondeley went through a brief
but keen examination at the hands of the
Remove-master. Mr. Quelch was a little
surprised by the result. 1t was understood
that the Anglo-Indian junior had been
specially prepared for the Lower Tourth
Form at Greyfriars. But, if so, the prepara-
tion left a great deal to be desired in some
respects. Upon some points Cholmondeley
was much better informed than the best
scholar in the Remove.

Of history and general literature he knew
very much and his knowledge of mathematics
was up to Fifth Form standard. His know-
ledge of English was thorough, and his
geography was on a level with Mr. Quelch’s
own knowledge of the subject. But of French
and Latin—both compulsory subjects at
Greyfriars—he hardly knew anything. In
French the fags of the Second Form could
have beaten him easily, and of Latin he knew
hardly as much as a “babe” in the First
Form still struggling with Balbus and the
wall that Balbus was building.

Mr. Quelch looked very thoughtfui indeed.
Cholmondeley looked uncomfortable and self-
conscious, evidently quite aware of his
deficiencies.

“ This is very peculiar,” Mr. Quelch said
at last. “I understood, certainly, that your
tutor had specially prepared you for entrance
into my Form, Cholmondeley. In some
respects you are suited for a much higher
Form; but in two subjects, at least, it will
be very difficult for you to take your place in
the Lower Fourth. In French and Latin the
Form work would have no meaning to you,
as you do not scem to have grasped the very
clements of them. Yet I cannot put you into
a lower Form, considering your age and your
proficiency in other subjects.”

“I1—I mean to pick up, sir,” stammered
Cholmondeley. “If you’ll give me a chance,
sir, I'll work like anything. I'm a good
worker ! ”
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The Form-master smiled. :

“ Well, that is the right spirit,” he said.
“If you are willing to work very hard,
Cholmondeley, you may recover lost ground.
I should be willing to give you some extra
coaching in Latin, and Monsieur Charpentier
will be kind enough to help you with your
French, I am sure. I will speak to him if you
wish.”

“ Oh, thank you, sir!
kind.” .

“T hope I shall always be willing to tak,e;
trouble for a boy who wishes to progress,
said Mr. Quelch.” “ That is arranged, then.
For the present, you shall have some ecasy
exercises to occupy you during the lessons
you are not yet fitted for, and we will do our
best in our spare time to improve your know-
ledge of those subjects. Now you may 8o,
Cholmondeley.” .

And Mr. Quelch shook hands with the new
junior, and dismissed him.

Cholmondeley drew a deep, deep breat,ll
when he was outside the Form-masters
study.

“Safe through that!” he .murmurcdz.
“ But how long—how long is it going t(:)last E
Is it worth while 2 Is it worth while ?

Unconsciously the boy had muttered the
words aloud. He started as another voice
broke in :

“ Hallo—hallo—hallo ! Talking to yourself,
old son ? Tea’s ready ! ”

Cholmondeley flushed crimson as he faced
Bob Cherry. Bob took his arm and walked
him away to No. 1 Study, where the festive
board was spread. And during that merry
meal the new boy recovered his spirits, and he
was soon very lively and cheerful.

You are very

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
A Tough Customer ! .
STUDY No. 1 was crowded for that little
tea-party.

The study belonged to Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent, but it was the headquarters
of the Famous Tiye, and when the chums of
the Remove stood a “ brew,” it generally took
place in No. 1. Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Mark
Linley were present, as well as the owners of
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the study. Billy Bunter had dropped in ; but
Wharton had dropped him out again, and the
Owl of the Remove was not now visible. Clive
Cholmondeley was the guest of honour, and
the juniors made much of him.

They had a natural kind desire to make his
arrival at Greyfriars as pleasant as possible,
after the terrible experience that had greeted
his arrival on the shores of the Old Country.

For that reason, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
chatted to him about India, Bhanipur,
plantations, rupees, ghauts and nullahs, and
other things with weird and fearsome names.
But, somehow or other, the new boy showed a
disinclination to talk about India.

It was understood that Clive Cholmondeley
had been born in India, and brought up there
till his present age, and so India must have
secmed like home to him. But it was not a
subject to his taste, as soon became clear.

“1 think I have had the estcemed pleasure

‘1 say, Cholmondeley,

old fellow,” said

Bunter, ““ I’'m in a bit

of a hole just now.

Can you lend me five

. shillings till my postal-
order comes ? "’

of sceing your honourable and august father,
my worthy Cholmondeley,” Hurree Singh
remerked pleasantly in his wonderful English.

The new junior looked 2t him.

“My father!” he repeated.

“Yes; the estcemed Sahib Cholmondeley.
Is he not the owner of the Mahalja plantation
in Bhanipur ?

Cholmondeley nodded.

“ Then it is the sameful sahib. He has a
concession granted by my estcemed father,
the late Nabob of Bhanipur, many years ago,”
said Hurree Singh. “1 have ridden over his
honourable plantation.”

“You have!” exclaimed Cholmondeley.
“Oh!”

“You didn’t expect to meet here a chap
who’d seen your quarters at home, did you ?
Bob Cherry grinned. “It’s a giddy small
world, you know, after all !

“Yes, it scems s80,” said Cholmondeley,
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upon whom a strange depression seemed to
have fallen. “ Are there any other chaps here
from India ? ” 3

“No; Inky is the solitary specimen. But
we've got & Chinaman in the Remove,” said
Harry Wharton. “Why, it might have
happened that you'd have known Inky, you
know. Queer to meet an old acquaintance,
wouldn’t it be ? »

“ Very queer!” said Cholmondeley.

“I did not have the pleasure of seeing our
esteemed friend,” said Hurree Singh. * He
was away at school in Calcutta, I think, when
I ridefully beheld the plantation. It was a
great misfortune for my esteemed self ! ”

Cholmondeley laughed.

*“You can have the pleasure of sceing me
now,” he remarked.

*“ I suppose you get a good time out there 2
Johnny Bull remarked. “Lots of sport—
tiger-shooting, and things 2 ”

* Not for kids like me,” said Cholmondeley.
“1 don’t like India. By the way, I was
watching your match this afternoon——"

Cholmondeley’s wish to change the subject
was so evident that the juniors politely
dropped India at once.

“You play footer ? ”” asked Harry Wharton.

“No, but I want to. I've never had a
chance to play, but I should like to, very
much, if I have a chance here.”

“ Games are compulsory here,” said Whar-
ton. “ Every chap is bound to take healthy
exercise, whether he wants to or not. If you
are keen on footer, we’ll back you up. You
can start practice to-morrow, and we’ll all
rally round and give you points.”

“Thanks! I shall be jolly glad!”

“1If you'd like to put down your name for
the Remove footer-club, I'm sec.,” said Frank
Nugent, taking out a note-book.

“Yes, rather!”

** The subscription can stand over for a bit.
You didn’t bring any rupees ashore from the
Adler, 1 suppose 2 ”

“ Nothing at all.”

*“ Quelchy will fix up that for you if you ask
him,” said Wharton. “ It will take some time
to get letters to and from India. You can’t
go without pocket-money all the time.”

Cholmondeley flushed.
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 I—1’d rather leave it till I get money from
—home,” he said, pausing a little before the
last word. ‘1 don’t like borrowing, or any-
thing of that kind. Don’t put my name
down yet, after all.” !

“ Oh, 'l put it down ! ” said Nugent. *So
long as the subscription comes in before the
end of the term, that will be all right. Lots
of the fellows leave theirs over; in fact, 1
have to chase them sometimes for their subs.
If you don’t like to ask Quelchy for any tin,
we'll raise a loan for you, if you like, in this
study, to be repaid when you get your giddy
rupees from India.” :

“ Oh, no, no ! ” said Cholmondeley hastily.

“But you can’t go round with nothing in
your pocket, for weeks on end ? ” exclaimed
Nugent, in surprise. .

“I—I don’t like borrowing, if you don’t
mind. Thanks all the same!”

“ Well, that’s all right; but vou'll find
that yowll want some tin,” said Harry
Wharton. “If you change your mind, the
offer’s . still open, unless we happen to be
stony at the time.”

“ Right-ho ! ” said Cholmondeley.

When tea was over, Johnny Bull walked
off with Cholmondeley, to take hirp to his
study, the new junior having 1uf9rmed
him “that Mr. Quelch had assigned-him to
No. 14.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Not Rolling in Money ! )
CHOLMONDELEY had started well in the
Remove. )

The fellows made many variations upon
his imposing name, but Cholmondeley only
laughed. He did not mind in the least.
As Bob Cherry remarked, the world generally
had found life too short to promounce that
name as it was spelt, and it was therefore
pronounced Chumley. But the Removites
were not content with Chumley; they
varied it with Chump-chump, and Chew-chum,
and Chin-chin, and Chew-gum, and many
other fearsome varicties, all of which the new
junior took in good part. .

He was a good-natured fellow, and his
chief drawback, from the point of view
of most of the fellows, was a queer and

)



inexplicable liking for study. Chew-gum,
as Bob Cherry remarked, scemed to have
the extraordinary idea in his head that
school was a place where you came to learn
things.

Under the influence of that extraordinary
idea, Cholmondeley swotted over his work,
especially French and Latin.

Mr. Quelch, who afforded him every aid
in the classics, was delighted with his keen-
ness, and more than satisfied with his progress.
Monsicur Charpentier, who gave him extra
French, was more than delighted with him.
The new junior secmed to devour French,
which Mossoo took as a great compliment
to his language, and he was willing to render
the new boy any amount of assistance.
German was not a compulsory subject, and
the new boy did not take German in class;
but he had let fall a remark indicating that
he would have been very glad to be numbered
among the pupils of Herr Gans.

*“ A rotten swot!” said Bolsover major,
in utter disgust.

Bolsover major certainly was never accused
of swotting, or of doing any work at all if he
could help it.

If Cholmondeley had been nothing but a
swot, the juniors would very soon have
come to regard him with feelings like Bolsover
major’s, but he was almost equally keen on
outdoor games of all kinds.

He tackled football, under the tuition of
Harry Wharton & Co., with a keenness that
was very surprising in a fellow who was also
a “ swot.”

And not only footer, but at running,
jumping, rowing, and swimming the new
junior was very keen, and remarkably pro-
ficignt. He could pull a boat against the
curreént on the Sark with perfect ease, and he
could swim wonderfully well ; and he did not
shrink from a dive into the river in cold
weather, when the hardiest of the Remove
fellows considered it judicious to let swimming
alone. He seemed as hard as iron all over,
and able to stand almost anything; and so
they understood how it was that he had been
saved from the wreck. He had gone through
experiences that terrible night which would
have killed any other fellow at Greyfriars,
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probably, but they had left no lasting effect
upon him.

“ Blessed if I quite make the chap out!”
Frank Nugent confessed in No. 1 Study.
“He’s a blessed swot, but he’s as keen
on games as we are. He’s coming on wonder-
fully with his footer. If he keeps on like
this, you'll have to find him a place in the
Form eleven, Harry.”

“Glad to,” said Wharton.
fellow for a back.” -

“He’s as strong as a horse. It’s queer,
very queer. I heard that the chap was sent
home from India not only for his education,
but because he was rather delicate. He
couldn’t stand the climate. Why, this chap
could stand the climate of the North Pole
and the Equator rolled together!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“He certainly is jolly tough,” he re-
marked. ‘It must be a mistake about his
having been delicate in India. That chap
never was delicate.”

“But Dr. Pillbury comes to see him
regularly on account of it,” said Nugent,
“and I heard old Pills saying that the sea
voyage must have improved him marvellously
if he had been delicate only a few months
ago. I can’t quite get on to it; he puzzles
me.”

Cholmondeley was, indeed, puzzling in
Several ways. :

The fellows noticed that he did not like
talking about India. He avoided the subject
as much as he could, and he answered very
shortly if he was questioned. He never
gave any details of life on the plantation
or the school in Calcutta, and he showed
an utter ignorance of any Hindustani lan-
guage. That was the greatest surprise of all,
but it was an undoubted fact, for Hurrec
Jamset Ram Singh had tackled him on the
subject.

Notwithstanding his own wonderful know-
ledge of English, the nabob would have
been very glad of an opportunity of speaking
his native tongue. Naturally, he would have
been glad to chat to the Anglo-Indian in the
language of India; but Cholmondeley knew
not a single word, and he had to admit it.
Tor a boy who had lived more than fourteen

“Just the
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years in the country that was simply astound-
ing. He must have spoken to the native
servants. He must have come into constant
contact with natives, and yet he had not
picked up a word of any native language.
If he had, he had forgotten it in so short a
time.

The Nabob of Bhanipur was amazed, but
he said little about it to the other fellows
But at times Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dark
eyes would rest upon Clive Cholmondeley
with a peculiar expression in their depths,
an expression that caused Cholmondeley
1o start when once he caught it by accident.
It was not an expression of suspicion, but
it was a perplexity that was very akin to
suspicion.

Yet of what was there to be suspicious ?
It would have puzzled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh to answer that question, yet he was
not satisfied.

There was also the question of the pocket-
money. For several days Cholmondeley
had no money in his pockets, owing to his
repugnance to accepting an advance from
Mr. Quelch, and his steady determination
not to borrow in the Form.

He found it somewhat awkward.

The juniors generally had their tea in their
studies when they were in funds, and they
pooled funds for the purpose. In No. 14
Johnny Bull, who had plenty of money, was
quite willing to make Cholmondeley a loan,
or to stand the “ feeds " until the new fellow’s
money came. But Cholmondeley did not
want to sponge on Johnny Bull, and in any
case he had to have money sooner or later, to
stand his share, the only alternative being
to have tea in Hall, and avoid the study at
meal times. That thought crossed his mind,
but he knew the remarks that would have
been passed if he had dome it. It would
have been taken as proof that he had no
money, or any prospect of getting any. and
the fellows would have wondered and sur-
mised endlessly at such a circumstance,
considering that Clive Cholmondeley was
the only son of a rich planter.

After a couple of days Cholmondeley was
driven to accepting Mr. Quelch’s offer to
advance him pocket-money, and all the

fellows were surprised that he had refused
it in the first place. ’

Billy Bunter was alrcady snifling emphatic-
ally on the subject. Bunter had looked
forward to the arrival of the rich planter’s
son as a certain harvest for himself. The
impecunious Owl of the Remove, who was
a borrower of wonderful skill, did very well
out of Lord Mauleverer and Hurree Singh,
and some other fellows who had plenty of
money. He had expected to do equally well
out of Cholmondeley, but he was disappointed.

“ That chap Chum-chump has taken us in,”
Bunter confided to the fellows in the common-
room. “He’s not rich at all. Hasn’t had
a penny in his pockets for two days, and now
he’s only having five bob a week from Quelchy.
Five bob! And he made out that he was
rolling in money.”

“ He hasn’t said a word about his money,”
said Harry Wharton.

Bunter snorted.

-“Well, we all understood that he was a
rich chap, so it amounts to the same thing.
I regard him as having deceived us. He’s
nearly as poor as Linley and Penfold, and I
don’t believe his father’s got a plantation in
India at all. More likely some poverty-
stricken Civil Servant with three hundred
a year.” —

“ Inky’s scen his father’s plantation,” said
Nugent.

““Well, if his father’s got money, why
doesn’t he send Chew-gum some?” de-
manded Bunter.

*“ Better ask Chew-gum.” -

“ Five bob a weelk’s not bad for a kid in the
Lower Fourth,” said Bulstrode. ** Your pater
doesn’t send you so much as that, Bunter.”

“But I get postal-orders from my titled
relations.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” ) 3

* Besides, my pater ain’t a rich planter,
sa:d Bunter. “1 don’t believe the fellow’s
rich at all. He refused an invitation to
Loder’s study: i

“ We advised him to do that,” said Harry
Wharton. * Loder would have got him into
playing cards formoney. We all know Loder.”

*“ Loder won’t ask him again. He knows
now that he’s as poor as a church mouse.”
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“ All the better for him if Loder lets him
alone. But what the deuce does it matter
to you whether he’s got money or not?”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

*“ Well, I don’t like being imposed upon ! ”
said Bunter virtuously.

“ Oh, rats!”

But other fellows, as well as Bunter, re-
garded it as curious. They had expected
the rich planter’s son to have valuable
possessions, and to cut a figure in the Form
with hismoney. But Cholmondeley evidently
had no more money than he needed, and had
not the slightest desire to cut a figure in any
way. His chief desire scemed to be to work
hard at his lessons, and to play hard at footer,
and that was enough to make him liked by
both masters and boys. Although there
were one or two points about Cholmondeley
that puzzled them, Harry Wharton & Co.
liked him well enough, and considered him a
really decent fellow.

Cholmondeley was not at all effusive. He
was friendly with everybody who cared to be
friendly with him, and that was all. Only
towards one fellow did he show any special
regard, and that one fellow was Bob Cherry.
And Bob was quite willing to meet him half-
way, and pal with him,-and in a few days the
two were great friends.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Another Survivor !
Bon CHERRY burst into No. 14 Study on
Saturday afternoon with an excited face.

Cholmondeley was there, sitting at the
table with his books, with the keen interest
of an arduous student in his face. The
Remove were playing footer that alternoon,
and Chew-gum was to act as a linesman, but
he was filling in the time before the match
with another grind at French. He looked up
with a pleasant smile as Bob came in.

“Ready ?” he asked.

“ Oh, no ; match isn’t for half an hour yet !’
said Bob. ‘ Got to shake down our dinner
first. I’ve got news for you.”

* News for me ? ’ repeated the new junior.

“Yes. You're not the giddy sole survivor,
after all,” said Bob. * There’s a man saved
from the steamer.”

Cholmondeley rose from the table, gazing
at Bob with wide-open eyes that were almost
glazed.

His face went so white that Bob sprang
towards him, thinking that he was ill.

*“ Chummy, old chap!” exclaimed Bob,
in alarm.

Cholmondeley gasped for breath.

“You—you startled me,” he muttered
thickly. “ Did you—did you say there was
another saved from the wreck ? ”

“ That’s it. Jolly good news, ain’t it ? ”’

‘c Oh ! ”

“You're ill, Chummy,” said Bob. Bob
had dropped into the habit of calling Chol-
mondeley by that affecticnate abbreviation
of his name. “ You look as white as chalk.”

“Do I?” muttered the junior,” passing a
hand across his brow, and wiping away big
beads of perspiration. ‘‘ It—it was a shock.”

“I don’t quite see why,” said Bob. * But
I suppose you haven’t really got over that
night yet. Your nerves are out of order, kid.
Anyway, it’s a jolly good thing they weren’t
all drowned after all, isn’t it ?

‘“ Oh, ripping ! ”” said Cholmondeley, with a
strange, bitter smile. * Ishould be a scoundrel
if I wished they were all drowned, certainly.”

Bob was puzzled and vaguely distressed by
the strange words.

“Who 18 it ? ” asked Cholmondeley, in a
low voice. ““ A—aboy ?”

““ No, a sailorman.”

“ It’s very strange nothing’s been heard of it
for nearly a week,” said the junior. “ Why
didn’t the man make it known before ?

*“ He was chucked ashore a long way down
the coast hanging on to a spar,” said Bob.
“ He was more than half dead when he crawled
out of the sea at a fishing village a good
distance from here. He’s a German, you see,
and speaks only a little English, and so he
wasn’t able to explain, and he was ill, too,
and he’s lain several days in a fisherman’s
cottage. They looked after him, you know.
Only yesterday it came out that he had been
one of the crew of the Adler.”

* Yesterday ! ” said Cholmondeley. * How
do you know about it ? It’s in the papers, I
suppose ? 7’

“1 suppose it is,” said Bob; ‘“but I



haven’t seen it. I don’t read the newspapers,
of course.”

“ Then how do you know ?

Bob grinned. .

“T've seen the man!” he explained.

Cholmondeley started violently.

“You've seen him !

“ Exactly ! ”

“You don’t mean to say he’s anywhere
about here,” said the new junior, his face going
white again.

“Yes, I do; he’s at Greyfriars now.”

Cholmondeley sank into his chair.

“Here!”

“ Yes.”

) “QIn heaven’s name, what has he come here
or?”

“To see you!”

“ To see me ! ” said Cholmondeley, speaking
in a strange, low voice—a voice so strained
and weak that it seemed to proceed from some
cunning mechanism, and not from a human
throat at all.

Bob Cherry was more and more amazed.
He had rushed to the study to tell his friend
that good news—that all his ship-companions
had not fallen victims to the hungry sea. He
had expected Cholmondeley to be pleased.
He must be pleased, surely ? But what did
the utter dismay in his face mean ? More than
dismay—fear ! Bob Cherry felt that he could
hardly trust his eyes; but it was fear, livid
fear, that he saw in the white, strained face of
Clive Cholmondeley.

‘ I—I say, Chummy, I don’t quite catch on
to this,” said Bob. “ Don’t you want to see
the man ?”

¢ I—I—yes—no—of course !’ stammered
Cholmondeley. *“ You haven’t told me what
he wants to see me for ? Why should he come
here and trouble me ?

“ You’ll understand when you know who he
his. His name’s Fritz Lasker. He says that
he was treated very kindly by you when you
were a passenger on the Adler, and he waited
on you, and looked after you when you were
sick. He wants to see you. I suppose he’s got
some sort of liking for you, Chummy, and
that’s the reason.”

“ Fritz Lasker!”

“ Yes ; you remember him, I suppose, if he

looked after you on the steamer—a little dark
chap with a pointed nose. He’s downstairs
now,” said Bob.

“T remember him,’
a strangled voice.

“Is it true about his looking after you when
you were sick ? ”’ asked Bob, in wonder. “I
must say the man’s looks ain’t very—well,
very up to the mark. He may be piling it
on. I suppose he knows you're a rich chap,
and may want to get something out of you.
I suppose he’s lost his kit in the shipwreck,
and he may not get it back from the company
very easily—sailormen often get done in.
Still, it wouldn’t hurt you to give him a leg
up, if you’ve got lots of tin.”

“I—I—yes! Quite so!”

“You don’t look over pleased at bis
coming,” said Bob. ‘‘Look here, Chummy, if
the man’s an impostor, and you don’t want
to see him, say so, and we'll send him off. If
he’s not what he makes out, he’s not-going to
bother you for money. Now I come to think
of it, I suppose that’s what he’s after.”

“ That’s what he’safter,” said Cholmondeley
recovering bimself. “The fact is, this man
Lasker was a slacker in the crew, and wasn’t
worth his salt. He was given the job of
helping the steward because he was no use
forward. He had no claim on me at all, and I
don’t see why I should sec him. He is utterly
good-for-nothing, and he has simply come
here to get money out of me.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“ That alters the case,” he said. “If he's
a rotter, we’ll buzz him out. But don’t you
think you’d better see him ? He can come up
here if you like.”

“No, mno!” exclaimed Cholmondeley
hastily. “ I refuse to see him ! I will not see
him ! I don’t like the man ! He’s a rascal |

- Oh, ho ! ”” said Bob. “ If that’s the tune,
we’ll fire him out.”

“Don’t let him come up here,” said
Cholmondeley, with feverish nervousness.
“ Get him out of the school. I can’t see him—
I won’t ! It—it brings back all I went through
that night. I haven’t really got over it—my
nerves, you know——"

“1 understand,” said Bob Cherry sym-
pathetically.

said Cholmondeley, in
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“I dream
about it at night
sometimes,’
muttered Chol-
mondeley. “The
storm—the ship
going down—
the men drown-
ing under my
eyes—I want to
forget all about
it! Oh, why
wasn't I drown-
cd that night
along with the
rest ¢ the boy
broke out sud-
denly, in a pas-
sionate cry, as
he covered his
face with his
hands and burst
into tears.

Bob Cherry
gazed at him in
deep distress.

Without more ado Win. .,
gate grasped the scaman e

by the collar and ran
him down to the gates
and out into the road.

“I—I say,
I'msorry,Chum-
my!” he said.

“I—I didn’t
know you felt about it like that, you know.
I say, don’t blub, old chap ; it makes me feel
rotten. I suppose your nerves were rattled
by the strain of it, though I'm blesscd if any-
body would take you for a nervous chap.
I=I say, Chummy, don’t, old man.”

*“ Get that man away ! ” said Cliolmondeley
miserably.  ““Get him away—out of the
school. I can’t see him! Make him go!”

“You bet!” said Bob. “ You shan’t see
the bounder, rely on that. Pull yourself to-
gether, Chum, old man.” ’

And Bob Cherry left the study, greatly dis-
tressed. That the scene of the shipwreck,
fearful as it had been, had left such an impres-
sion upon Cholmondeley’s mind was a startling
discovery to Bob.

Bob Cherry descended the stairs and came
out into the Close, where a crowd of juniors
were collected round a small, dark, lithe man
in sailorman’s garh. The man was evidently

a foreigner. The juniors were all talking to
him at once. As a survivor of the shipwreck
he was a very interesting object to them. His
desire to visit Clive Cholmondeley, the only
other survivor of the shipwreck, was natural
enough. The fellows guessed that he was not
wholly disinterested in wishing to see Chew-
gum ; but, after all, there was no harm in a
poor wrecked sailorman getting a little mone-
tary help from the rich planter’s son who had
been a passenger in his ship.

Lasker had asked to see Master Cholmon-
deley, whom he had heard had been saved
from the wreck, and was at the school. He
was waiting for Bob Cherry to come back, and
meanvwhile he talked in broken English to the
curious juniors, answering their questions as
well as his imperfect command of the language
would allow.

“So you looked after Chew-gum when he
was sick ? ” said Bolsover major.
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“Dat is so, sir! ”

Bolsover chuckled.

‘“Then what a liar the fellow is! He says
he’s never been seasick in his life. I heard
bim say so myself. Didn’t you, Skinner ? »

*“ That I jolly well did,” said Skinner.

Harry Wharton listened with a clouded
Lrow. Heremembered that in some talk about
sea-voyages and sickness Cholmondeley had
mentioned that he had never been sick at sea.
But he was not prepared to believe that
Cholmondeley had lied upon so trivial a
matter. He did not like Lasker’s looks. The
man had a cunning face, and little shifty eyes
that never met a glance directly. It was far
more likely that the man was “ piling ” on
about his services to a rich planter’s son in
]order to make out some kind of a claim upon
him.

“ He was ver’ seeck,” said Laslker, shaking
his head. “ Delicate poy—ver’ seeck ! ”

“Not much delicacy about him now,”
grinned Johnny Bull. “ Why, he’s as strong
as a giddy clephant ! ”

Lasker, although he spoke English very
imperfectly, appeared to understand it quite
well. He glanced curiously at Johnny Bull.

“ Not strong,” he said, with another shake
of the head. * Ver’ wesk—feeble. Seeck for
a veek after leafing India. And it is great
vunder tat he is safed from te shipwrecl,
pecaus it is tat he cannot schwim ! ”’

“Can’t swim ! roared Bolsover.  Why,
he swims like a fish !

13 ‘,’at ! bEl

“I’ve seen him swim ! ” howled Bolsover.
“ What are you giving us? I don’t believe
you know the chap at all! Can’t swim! My
hat ! He could beat any fellow in the Remove
at swimming, I know that.”

The German sailor shook his head.

“ Looks to me as if you don’t know him at
all,” said Harry Wharton abruptly.

“Me know him ver’ well. Me look after
him on schiff. He give me sometimes tips.
He ver’ generous young gentleman. I tink
tat he help me on my vay now, ain’t it, tat
I have lose everyting in te shipwreck.”

“ Had lots of money, had he ? ”” said Billy
Bunter. :

“ Ver’ mooch—ver’ mooch ; always plenty

(

banknotes,” s=aid Lasker. “He was ver’
generous, also. I tink he help me now.”

“Bit of a change since he came to Grey-
friars,” snifled Bunter.  He jolly well hasn’t
any money now, or if he has he keeps it jolly
dark. You jolly well won’t get any money
out of Chew-gum, I know!”

“Tried yourself, haven’t you?” grinned
Nugent.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry rejoined the group. The
German sailor’s eyes turned upon him in-
quiringly. Evidently he had expected Chol-
mondeley to come back with the junior.

“Vere is mein young master, sir 2 he asked.

“ Cholmondeley doesn’t want to sec you,”
said Bob shortly. “I’'ve asked him, and he
says he’d rather not see you.”

Lasker looked astounded.

“Not see me! Vy not, sir?”

“ As a matter of fact, he doesn’t think much
of you, and he refuses to see you,” said Bob
bluntly. “ You'd better clear off, my man !”

The man’s dark eyes gleamed.

“T know not vy he refuse to see me,” he
said. “I hear it from his own mout, or I do
not go. Master Cholmondeley he like me on
der schiff. 1 vas alvays to look after him, as
he was seeck. Me nurse him, and also I vas
only man on schiff tat could speak to him in
Hindu language, vich he like mooch to speak,
pecause tat I have in India worked.”

“ Why, you blessed Ananias!” exclaimed
Bob indignantly. “ That settles your case.
You hear him, you fellows? He says he’s
talked to Chummy in Hindustani, and we all
know that Chummy doesn’t know a giddy
word of it.”

“ Awful liar, I call him,” said Johnny Bull.
“He’s an impostor ! Clear out!”

. “Buzzoff | said Harry Wharton, *“ You're
a spoofer, and Chummy doesn’t want to see
you. You can travel.”

The German seaman looked amazed and
bewildered.

“ 1 speak der troof | ” he panted. ** Master
Cholmondeley not say tat I not speak to him
in Indian language. Many time—many time
on steamer. Der troof—der troof ! ”

“Rats! Chummy can't speak the lingo,
I tell you.”
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“He speak him shrieked Lasker. “1
tell you that, yes, yes! Ja, ja! Ja wohl!
He speak him many time mit me in schiff.
He like to speak him—he lcarn from his
ayah when he small knabe—little boy in
India—so he like to speak him!”

“ What an awful liar the man is!” said
Bob. “ Look here, Cholmondeley won’t see
you, and you’d better travel, or you'll get
pushed out ! Savvy?”

“ Niemals ! ”  shrieked Lasker. “1 go
not—I go not mit me! It is vun lie—you
have not tell my young master tat 1 am here !”

Bob Cherry flushed crimson.

“You confounded rascal! Do
dare—"

“T go not—1I vill not go! I vill sce mein
young master tat I have serve!” The man
waved his fists excitedly in the air. “1 wvill
not go! It is vun lie!”

“ You'd better clear off ! ” said Bob.

“1 vill not go! 1 say tat I vill go nicht
—nicht—— Niemals!” shouted Lasker.
“ Mein young master he not say so—I know
tat! It isvunlie!”

“ Look here,” shouted Bob, “ I'm fed up
with you! Get out, or I'll put you out!
Do you understand that? You're a liar
and an impostor, and if you don’t go. I'll make
you ! ”’

’ And Bob strode at the man with flashing
eyes and clenched fists. There would have
been a secrimmage the next moment, for the
man evidently did not mean to go, and Bob
Cherry was in deadly earnest. But just then
Wingate, of the Sixth, strode up. and his
sharp voice broke in :

you

“Hold on, Cherry! Stop that! Now,
what’s the row ? ”
THE NINTH CHAPTER
Cholmondeley Refuses !
INGATE strode between the German

sailorman and the cxcited junior. Bob
Cherry dropped his hands. Wingate was
head prefect and captain of the school, and
he had to be obeyed.

* The rotter’s called me a liar snorted
Bob. * He’s come to worry Cholmondeley
for money, because he was on the ship that
went down, and Chummy says he’s only a

(
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cadger, and he doesn’t want to see him.”

“It is vun lie ! ”

“Stop that my man!” said Wingate
sharply, pushing back the enraged Bob as he
spoke. “If you call a fellow a liar, you’ll
got hit—and hard ! ”

“My young master vill see me, ven he
know I come mit me!”

*“ Who are you ?” demanded Wingate.

*“ Mein name is Fritz Lasker. Tat young
gentleman he no tell Master Cholmondeley
tat it is Fritz Lasker, or he no send me avay !
shrieked Lasker. “I tell you I have walk
here, many mile, to see him. He help me.

I am ruin in te shipwreck, and Master
Cholmondeley is fery generous. [ serve him
on te schiff. Iam his servant dere. He alvays

call me Fritz. I say tat I vill see him ! ”

1 don’t see why Cholmondeley shouldn’t
see him, if what he says is true.” said Wingate

“ But it isn’t true ! ’ growled Bob.

*“ How do you know ?”

“ He gays he talked Hindustani to Chummy
on the ship, and we all know that Chummy
doesn’t know a word of it. Inky knows it—
don’t you, Inky 2 ”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded assent.

“The knowfulness is terrific | ” he said.
“1 have thinkfully reflected that perhaps
the esteemed Chew-gum would speak to me
in my own august language, but he does not:
know an honourable word.”

“ And he says he looked after Chummy
when he was seasick,” growled Bob, *‘ and
Chummy himself told us that he never was
seasick m his life.”

“It is vun lie; he not say so!”  yelled
Lasker.

“ You confounded rotter——"

“Hold on!” said Wingate. “This is

jolly queer. The man looks as if he were
telling the truth, and Cholmondeley may
have forgotten. Anyway, why can’t he see
the chap; it can’t be much trouble to him
just to see him ? ”

“ He doesn’t want to,” said Bob. “It
upsets him to hear anything about the ship-
wreck. He was jolly near in hysterics just
now in his study, because I spoke to him about
it. He’s just a bundle of nerves on that
subject.”
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Wingate stared. .

“I’ve seen him about, and he never struck
me as being much afflicted with nerves,” he
said. “ That sounds to me like rot! Let
Cholmondeley see this man—it can’t do any
harm. He can send him about his business
fast enough.” .

* He won't,” said Bob.

“He will,” said Wingate. “ Go and tell
him he’s to come here—that I've sent for
him ! ”

“1 tell you he’s upset.”

“ Oh, rubbish ! T’ll see how upset he is.
T’ll go and tell him myself.” Wingate turned
to the German seaman. ‘ Wait a minute
or two, my man!”

*Ja, ja!” said Lasker.
kind to a poor sailorman, mein Herr. All tat
1 ask is tat I see mein young master. If he
send me avay mitout anyting, I go at vunce—
I do not ask him twice. But I know him—
I know him vell. He was ver’ kind to me.”

“You are ver’

“ Well, that’s reasonable enough,” said -

Wingate. “I don’t see why Cholmondeley
can’t see him. We’ll see about it.”

The captain of Greyfriars strode into the
School House. Bob Cherry hurried after
him. The crowd round the sailorman was
increasing now—the news of his arrival had
spread, and the fellows had forgotten even
football in the curious interest excited by the
dispute.

The general opinion certainly was that Chew-
gum should see the man—there could surely
be no harm or trouble in a couple of minutes’
interview. If the man was a worthless char-
acter, it would be easy enough to send him
away—Chummy was not bound to give him
anything. Why Cholmondeley should refuse
even to sce him was a puzzle, which only
Bob Cherry understood, or thought he under-
stood. Bob, who was very disturbed and
distressed, caught up with Wingate on the
stairs, and stopped him.

“ Look here, Wingate,” he exclaimed, it
won’t do! I didn’t like to bring it out before
all the chaps, but Chummy is frightfully
upset. He’s haunted by what he went
through, and he quite broke down when I
told him about this chap—in fact, I left him
blubbing.”

“ Blubbing ! ” exclaimed the Greyfriars
captain, staring.

“Yes: he was quite knocked over. He
says he dreams about that shipwreck at night,
and goes through it all over again. His
nerves are just in rags.” )

“1 don’t see why he can’t see this man for
a minute, all the same. However, I'll speak
to him.”

The Sixth-Former went on to the end study.
He knocked and entered, and found Clive
Cholmondeley sitting at the table. The
junior’s elbows rested upon the table, and his
face was buried in his hands. Ile started up
as Wingate came in, and turned upon him a
face so white and haggard that the scnior
started in alarm. .

“ Cholmondeley ! What’s the matter with
you ? ” Wingate exclaimed. )

“ Nothing,” muttered the boy thickly;
“ nothing. I—I’m upset, that’s all.”

* What are you upset about ?”

“Oh, I suppose you can’t understand. It
haunts me—that terrible scene, and—and
I can’t bear to think of it.”

“Well, I don’t wonder at that,” said Win-
gate, gazing at the boy’s haggard face. There
was certainly no doubt that Cholmondeley was
upset ; his looks showed that plainly cnou’r?rh.
‘It must have been pretty bad. But

“1 don’t want to see that man—I suppose
that’s what you’ve come about ? I don’t want
to think about it at all. I want to forget it

“But now, surely you can see that man for
a minute ? He says he’s tramped here to
see you, and it’s rather hard 22 )

“"He’s a rotten, worthless rascal !” squl
Cholmondeley fiercely. ** He hasn’t any claim
on me—not in the slightest. He was the worst
man in the crew of the ¢ Adler,” and was c_lls-
honest, too. He knew how to butter up a silly
kid and get tips out of him i

“Qut of whom?” asked Wingate, as
Cholmondeley broke off in confusion.

“Oh, I don’t want to talk about him.
He’s a rascal, and 1 won’t see him! I can’t
be forced to see him if I don’t want to, I
suppose ¢ He’s come here for money, and I
haven’t any to give him.”

Wingate paused.

“ Well, if you’re determined not to see him,
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1 don’t want to force you,” he said at last.
“ But it’d settle the matter much better if
you'd just go down for a minute, and tell him
to go about his business.”

“You can tell him! Let the servants
throw him out! 1 tell you he’s a dishonest
rascal ! I can answer for that. Doesn’t he
look one ?

“Well, he doesn’t look over-honest, I
know; but he’s very much in earnest about
wanting to see you, and he says he will go
away at once if you tell him to.”

“ Tell him I said so, then ! ”

“Very well; I think you ought to see
him, but you can please yourself. And, for
goodness’ sake, try to pull yourself together,
Cholmondeley! I know you went through
a rotten experience; but you oughtn’t to
allow your nerves to run away with you like
this.”

“You don’t quite understand,” muttered
Cholmondeley.

“No; I don’t,” said Wingate.

He left the study, and shut the door after
him.

Cholmondeley sank back into his former
attitude with a groan.

Wingate descended to the Close, and found
half Greyfriars gathered round the ship-
wrecked seaman. Gosling, the porter, had
arrived upon the spot, and was evidently
ready to undertake the task of ** firing ” the
German sailorman out. Lasker ran towards
Wingate as he came out of the House.

“Vat does he say ?” he exclaimed. ““Mein
young master—he vill see me ?

The Greyfriars captain shook his head.

“ He won’t see you, and he says he will
give you nothing. You must go ! ”

Lasker gritted his teeth.

“Itis vun lie! He not say tat—I know he
not say tat!”

“ What!” exclaimed Wingate. * Look

here, I don’t want to handle a shipwrecked
man roughly ; but if you don’t go this minute
T’ll take you by the neck and run you out!”

* Hear, hear | ”” said Bob Cherry.

“I not go—nicmals—niemals!” shouted
Lasker. “I vill sec him pefore tat I go! It
is vun lie to say tat my young master no vish
see mel”
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‘ Are you going ? ” demanded Wingate.

 Nein, nein, nein ! ”

“ Then I shall shove you out ! ”

And without more ado, Wingate grasped the
seaman by the collar, and ran him down to the
gates. The man struggled for a moment, but
he was powerless in the grasp of the muscular
captain of Greyfriars, and he was run out into
the road in a few seconds. There Wingate
released him, and shook a warning finger at
him.

“Now clear off ! ” he said. “ You're not
wanted here. Gosling, if that man tries to
get inside the gates again, set the dog on him.”

* Yessir,” said Gosling.

Lasker gave Wingate a furious look, and
seemed about to rush upon him. But he
thought better of it, and turned away, and
tramped down the road.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Quite a Surprise for Bolsover!
ELL,” said Bolsover major, “if that
doesn’t take the cake ! ”
“The whole giddy cake factory!” said
Skinner.

“ Begad ! ”” Lord Mauleverer remarked. *I
don’t see why Cholmondeley couldn’t have
spoken a word to the poor beast—even if he
is a cadger.”

* After all, the poor brute’s been through
the shipwreck, same as Chew-gum,” said Tom
Brown. “ Might have seen him, T think.”

Most of the fellows thought so.

Cholmondeley’s obstinate refusal to see the
German sailorman excited surprise and
comment on all sides. The fellows didn’t
understand it, and most of them disapproved
of it. The man might be a cadger ; he might
be a bad character. But he was the only
survivor of the shipwreck besidesCholmondeley,
and that fact might have made the junior
treat him with some slight consideration.
Whatever he was, and whatever he wanted,
it was not right to turn him from the door
like a dog.

Even Harry Wharton & Co. found little to
say in defence of Cholmondeley. Bob Cherry,
even, was a little uneasy in his mind. Only
he had seen Cholmondeley break down in his
study and burst into passionate tears. But

)
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why should the remembrance of the ship-
wreck, after all, affect the junior so strangely ?
It had been a terrible experience, but the boy
had recovered his health ; he was strong and
well. It was amazing that mere mention
of the wreck should overcome him in that
way. Was there some other reason for his
emotion, then ?

Bob Cherry found himself asking that
question almost unconsciously.  Then he

smiled at the thought. What could a fellow
like Cholmondeley possibly have to conceal ?
And yet—and yet——

Bob had looked on Lasker as a liar—and a
foolish liar at that—for making statements
. that it only needed a word from Cholmondeley
to disprove. And yet, when Bob came to
think over it calmly, Lasker had certainly
seemed to be telling the truth, from his
manner, from his rage and excitement even.
Besides, why should & man male statements
he lmew could be instantly disproved ?
It was idiotic. He had said that on board
the Adler, on the voyage from India, he had
talled m Hindustani to Cholmondeley. That
was, in itsclf, a far more likely statement
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than Cholmondeley’s declaration that he did
not know a word of Hindustani. Yet if
Cholmondeley knew anything of that language,
why should he conceal the fact ? He could
have no possible motive.

Then Bob blamed himself for allowing
a doubt to creep into his mind for a moment
of the fellow he had made friends with.
Lasker was a rascal, and a fool, and a rogue—
anything, in fact ; but Cholmondeley was not
deceiving him. Why should Cholmondeley
deceive him ? No possible motive could be
assigned.

Cholmondeley’s left crashed on Bolsover’s chin and
the burly Removite went down on his back with a
bump that shook the study.

Yet, in spite of himself, a trace of uneasiness
remained in Bob’s mind.

After Lasker had been run out by the angry
captain of Greyfriars there was a rush
of the Remove fellows to see Cholmondeley.
They wanted to know what he meant by it,

as Bolsover major remarked. But they
found the door of the study locked, and in
reply to thumps upon it Cholmondeley called
through the keyhole that he was at work
and didn’t want to be interrupted.

“Why didn’t you see the German ?”
bawled Bolsover in return.
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“1 didn’t choose to.”

“You cheeky rotter! If you talk to me
like that, I'll give you a thick ear | ” shouted
Bolsover angrily.

“Oh, rats |

“Let us in ! ” howled Skinner.

“I won’t! Clear off; I've got work
todo!”

“You're going to be a linesman, and the
match is just going to begin!” Vernon-
Smith called out.

“ Wharton can find somebody else.
going to work instead.”

“ Johnny Bull, this is your study as well
as that rotter’s! Call to him to open the
door ! ” exclaimed Russell.

“Rats!” said Johnny Bull promptly.
“ Let him alone.”

“Look here, Chum-jam, you cad, if
you don’t let us in, I'll lick you ! Bolsover
major roared through the keyhole. *T’ll
lick you the minute you come out. Savvy ?”

“Rats!”

Whether the junior suffered from * nerves ”
or not, evidently he was not afraid of the
burly Bolsover, the bully of the Remove.
Bolsover turned crimson with wrath at that
disrespectful reply, and the other fellows
chuckled They were not sorry to see the
overbearing Bolsover taken down a peg.

“ Well, wait till you come out, that’s all
said Bolsover ; and, bestowing a final, furious
kick upon the study door, he departed.

And after that the new junior was left in
peace, to work, if he felt so inclined. But
after the juniors were gone there was no
sound of a pen from the study. Any fellow
who had listened outside the door might
have heard hurried, irregular footsteps,
and that was all.

Cholmondeley was not working.

He was pacing the study, tirelessly, rest-
lessly, with white face and gleaming eyes,
his hands clenched, his fingers working
and twisting.

Fear, anger, despair were in his drawn face.
Bob Cherry would have been astonished
and shocked if he could have seen him then,
and, in spite of his trust, he would have
realised that there was something more

than a matter of “ nerves ” here.

I'm
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Harry Wharton & Co. dismissed the matter
from their minds as they went down to the
football.  Cholmondeley was not wanted
particularly ; linesmen galore could be found.

But the other fellows did not forget,
especially Bolsover major.

The bully of the Remove had let the new
junior alone hitherto, but that was at an end
now. Cholmondeley could not remain
locked up in the study all the afternoon,
and when he came out Bolsover meant to
have a little talk with him. Bolsover major
declared that Chum-jam had acted caddishly
towards the shipwrecked sailorman, and
that he ought to explain, and that he ought
to be jolly well ragged for his heartlessness
if he had nothing to say for himself. A good
many fellows agreed with Bolsover, though,
as a matter of fact, it was pretty clear that
the Remove bully was only justifying in
advance his fixed intention of picking a
quarrel with Cholmondeley.

When the footer matech was over and
the players came off the field, Harry Wharton
& Co. remembered Cholmondeley. They
learned that Bolsover major meant to
*“ go ” for him.

*“ 1 suppose we can’t interfere,” said Harry
Wharton, as he changed. * Chum-jam is big
enough to look after himself. But we’ll seo
fair play, and we’ll see that Bolsover doesn’t
take it too far.”

“ We jolly well will ! ” growled Bob Cherry.

The Co. were to have tea in No. 14 that
afternoon with Johnny Bull. They arrived
at the end study in a body, and Cholmondeley
unlocked the door at Johnny Bull’s knock.
He was calmer now—and though his face was
a little pale, otherwise he seemed quite him-
self. The juniors could not help looking at
him curiously, and Cholmondeley flushed
under their gaze.

“ Well, now for tea,” said Johnny Bull,
*“ 1 suppose you know Bolsover major is look-
ing for you, Chummy, on the giddy warpath ?”

Cholmondeley laughed.

“ Well, he can find me now, as soon as he
likes,”” he remarked.

“You don’t feel nervous, ch ? »

“ Hardly.”

“He’s a big beast, and awfully strong,”
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* behind him. ““ Now

hinted Bob Cherry.
“We'll see fair play,
and stop him when
you’ve had enough ;
but I'm afraid
you're going to be
licked, Chew-gum.”

“ We shall sce!”

“Yes, we shall
jolly well see, you
rotten funk ! ” said
Bolsover’s voice at
the door, and he
strode into the
study with Skinner
and Stott and
Snoop and half a
dozen other fellows !

e
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you come down to
the gym, you cad,
and I’ll take some
of the cheek out of
you. If you don’t come, I'll lick you here ! ”’

“You’'ll be civil in my study, Bolsover,”
said Johnny Bull, his eyes beginning to gleam.

 Let that rotter come out, then ! ”

“I'm not coming to the gym,” said
Cholmondeley coolly. *“ It’s not worth while
going so far to lick you. If you fellows don’t
mind waiting for tea for a couple of minutes,
I'll give Bolsover all he wants, and get done.”

“Oh, my hat !

“ You hear him ? ” roared Bolsover. “ He’s
asking for it. Now I’m going to give it to him.”

The bully of the Remove rushed at Chol-
mondeley.

The other fellows cleared back.  Chol-
mondeley had certainly ‘ asked for it,” and
he could not complain if he got it.

All expected to see the Anglo-Indian
crumple up under the furious rush of Bolsover
major. But that did not happen. The surprise
of his life was waiting for Percy Bolsover.
His lashing fists were knocked into the air, and
Cholmondeley’s right came crashing upon his
nose, and his left followed it up, catching
Bolsover on the point of the chin. The burly
Removite went down upon his back with a
crash that shook the study.

. Oh l ”
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“ Gentleman to see you, sir,”” said Trotter.
**What | ’’ Cholmondeley, with a white face,
sprang to his feet as the German sailor
appeared in the doorway.

It was a gasp from all the juniors. They had
observed before that Cholmondeley possessed

uncommon strength. But they had never
dreamed that he could hit like that.

Bolsover lay dazed on the floor. His nose
was streaming red, and every tooth in his
head was aching. His chin felt as if it had been
hammered off. It was a full minute before he
sat up. Skinner helped him to his feet and he
stood unsteadily, leaning on Skinner’s shoulder.
Cholmondeley regarded him calmly.

“ Do you want another round ? ’ he asked.

“No,” said Bolsover huskily; “ that’s
enough ! ”

And he went unsteadily from the room.

“ My hat ! said Bob Cherry, with a deep
breath. “ Poor old Bolsover didn’t know he
was waking up a giddy prize-fighter. Chummy,
old man, you ought to be in the ring. I don’t
fancy you will have any more fights on your
hands.”

*1 didn’t want that one,” said Cholmonde-
ley. “ All you fellows will witness that I
wasn’t looking for a row with Bolsover.”

“No; Bolsover was looking for it, and he
found it,” grinned Johnny Bull.

The chums of the Remove gathered round
the tea-table in No. 14, talking football and
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other indifferent matters, but as a matter of
fact thinking of what had just happened.
This junior, who knocked the mighty Bolsover
about as if he had been a punching-ball, was
the delicate boy who had been sent home
because he was not strong enough to stand the
Indian climate. What did it mean ?

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Cholmondeley Stays In !
“"T"BAT German isn’t gone!” Tom Brown
remarked, a few days later, as he
came into the common-room.

“Isn’t gone ? ” said Wharton. * Where is
he?”

*“ He’s staying at Pegg ; I've just seen him,”
said the New Zealand junior. ‘“I’'ve been
over there on my bike. He was smoking
outside the Anchor. - I knew him at once.
And old Trumper told me he’s a fixture
there.”

“ What is he hanging about for, I wonder ? ”’
said Nugent. “ Does he still want to see
Chummy ? ”

“ That'sit ! ”

“ The silly ass ! He can’t expect to get any
money out of Chummy, after what happened
here the other day.”

“It’s jol queer,” said Tom Brown
thoughtfully. I asked Trumper about him.
It seems that he’s put up at the Anchor, and
he confides to the men in the tap-room every
night a tale of woe—all about Chew-gum.
Piles it on about how he looked after Chew-
gum when he was sick at sea, and how Chew-
gum promised to do something for him after
the steamer got to England. Of course, it
wasn’t expected to arrive in little pieces.”

*“ He’s lying,” said Bob Cherry indignantly.
* If Chummy had promised to do anything for
him, he’d do it like a shot.”

* Chummy is a decent chap,” said Harry
Wharton. “ I don’t believe for a minute that
he’d either break his word or forget a promise.
He’s not that sort.”

“ It’s just gas ! ” said Johnny Bull.

*“ 1 suppose it is,” said Tom Brown. * Only
the queer thing is, he seems to have an idea
that Chew-gum is being kept somehow from
seeing him. He tells everybody who will
listen to him, in broken English, how devoted
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he was to Cham-jam, and how kind Cham-jam
was to him, and swears that Cham-jam
wouldn’t have sent him away without a
word. He thinks that Chew-gum is being
prevented from seeing him somehow.”

“ What rot !

“ Well, we know that isn’t the case,” said
Bob Cherry. ‘“ We all know that Chummy
says he’s a rascal, and won’t have anything
to do with him.”

“ What is he hanging on for?” asked
‘Wharton.

“ To see Chew-gum ! ”” grinned Tom Brown.

“ What !

“ When he’s tipsy—the longshoremen and
the fishermen stand him a lot of beer, you
know, on the strength of the shipwreck—he
weeps in the tap-room at the Anchor, and
swears that he’ll never, never go till he’s
seen Chummy.”

“ He ought to be cleared out,” growled
Bob.

“I don’t see how he could be. He can
stay at the Anchor as long as he likes, I
suppose. And Trumper told me that he takes
a walk round the school every now and then,
looking for Chew-gum outside the gates,
hoping to meet him walking out some day.”

“It's rotten!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
knitting his brows. * The rogue hasn’t any
right to pester Chew-gum in this way. He
ought to be stopped. If I catch him hanging
round the school, I’ll jolly well give him a
dot on the boko.”

“ No danger of Chum-jam meeting him,”
said Bolsover major, with a sneer.

“ How do you know ?”

“ Because Chum-jam takes jolly good care
not to.”

“Rot!”

“I know what I've noticed,” sneered
Bolsover. ‘ Since that man was here, Chum-
jam hasn’t been once outside the school gates.
He was booked to walk out with you fellows
on Sunday—and did he go 2 ”’

“He didn’t feel fit,” said Bob.

“ And he had arranged a pull on the river
with Russell for Monday—and he made some
excuse, and didn’t go,” went on Bolsover.

“That’s so!” said Russell. “ Said the
weather was too cold for river bizney. So it
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is—but he never noticed it before Monday.”

“And I heard you fellows asking him to go
for a spin on the bikes yesterday,” grinned
Bolsover, “ and he refused.”

“He hasn’t a bike.”

“ Didn’t you offer to lend him one ?

“1 suppose he’s not bound to go biking
if he doesn’t want to,” grunted Bob Cherry.

“QOh, he wanted to, right enough. He’s
sticking inside gates because he’s afraid of
meeting the sailorman.”

“ Afraid ! ”

“ That’s the word ! ”’ said Bolsover major.
“He’s afraid to meet him. Why should a
fellow take the trouble to skulk about inside
gates to avoid a man unless he’s afraid of
him ? ”

“He doesn’t want to be bothered with
him ! ”

¢ So he’s making himself a prisoner. Would
any of you fellows stay inside gates for three
days on end to save being bothered, as you
call it ? Why should he be bothered ? The
man would clear off if Chum-jam told him to
go, and if he didn’t, it would only need a
word to a policeman. Lasker wouldn’t be
allowed to bother him, if he was made to
stop it. It would be easy enough. But
Chum-jam prefers to stick in the school ; and
T'll bet you that he doesn’t go outside gates
till Lasker has cleared out of the neigh-
bourhood.”

Bob Cherry sniffed.

“ And why should Cholmondeley be afraid
of that German seaman?” he demanded.
“As you know so much, perhaps you’ll
explain that, too.”

Bolsover shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know that,” he said. “I know
the fact, though ; he’s afraid of the German.
I’ll answer for that!”

“ Faith, and it looks like it entirely,” said
Micky Desmond. ““ All the same, Chum-jam
is a broth of a boy.”

* He isn’t afraid of you, anyway, Bolsover,”
grinned Snoop.

Bolsover scowled. His easy defeat at the
hands of the new junior rankled bitterly in
his breast, and it had cost him much of his
prestige in the Remove. Small boys whom he
ragged and cuffed threatened to tell Chum-
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jam, and get Bolsover another licking, and
that was bitterly exasperating to the bully
of the Remove. He had talked among his
friends of having another try with Chol-
mondeley ; but they observed that he made no
movement whatever towards carrying out
that scheme. He knew, and all the Remove
knew, that Clive Cholmondeley was too much
for him.

“I didn’t say he was afraid of me—I said
he was afraid of the German,” snarled
Bolsover ; “ and I bet you he won’t go out of
gates to-day, though it’s a half-holiday.”

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry. ‘ We’re going
over to tea at Cliff House, and we're going
to take Chum-jam. Hazel’s gone to ask him
this minute.”

“He'll say no!”

“Bosh!”

“See what Hazel says, then!”
Bolsover major.

The juniors waited rather curiously for
Hazeldene. Hazeldene, whose sister Marjorie
was a pupil at Cliff House, was taking the
chums of the Remove over with him to tea,
and most of the juniors would have been very
glad to go. The juniors had agreed to ask
Cholmondeley to accompany them, partly
because they liked him, and partly because
Marjorie and Clara wanted to see the lad
who had survived the shipwreck. Hazel had
gone to No. 14, where Cholmondeley was
swotting over his books as usual, to ask him,
and the juniors did not suppose for a moment
that he would refuse.

But the grin on Bolsover’s face showed
that he was not in any doubt of the result.
Hazel came into the Common-room.

“You fellows ready ? ” he asked.

“ Quite ready,” said Frank Nugent.
Chum-jam coming ? ”

“No, he says he’s got some exercises to
finish for Mr. Quelch—extra toot, you know.”

The Removites exchanged glances; Bol-
sover’s grin became more pronounced. He
had been right—Cholmondeley had declined
the invitation. Was it for the sake of grinding
at Latin, or because, for some mysterious
reason, he did not dare go outside the school
gates while Lasker was in the vicinity ?

“Did you tell him Marjorie has asked
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him ? ” said Bob Cherry very uncomfortably.

Hazel nodded.

“Yes; but he can’t come. It doesn’t
matter, does it? What are you looking so
jolly serious about ? He can come another
time, I suppose ?

“Yes; when the sailorman’s gone away ! ”
chuckled Bolsover.

“ T’ go and speak to him,” said Bob Cherry.

“You can speak to him till you're black
in the face, but he won’t come ! ”’ said Bolsover
sneeringly.

Bob Cherry quitted the room without
replying. He found Cholmondeley busy with
his Latin grammar. He was writing away at
a great rate. Bob tapped him on the shoulder.

“Won’t you come over to Cliff House,
Chummy ? ” he asked. “ Marjorie Hazeldene
would like you to come—and so should we.
You might come.”

“I—I promised Mr. Quelch to have my
lesson ready,” said Cholmondeley. . ‘‘ He’s
giving me an extra hour to-night—and I
can’t disappoint him. He’s doing it all for
nothing, you know, and it’s very kind of him
to help me in this way.”

“ That’s right enough,” said Bob. “ If you
really can’t come. Only Marjorie would like
to see you. I've told her about your being
saved from the wreck, you know. She is a
ripping girl, and most of the fellows are jolly
glad to go over to Cliff House. We shall have a

T'm sorry,” said Cholmondeley.
“ Don’t think me an ungrateful beast, but 1
really can’t come.”

“ We're going over again next Wednesday,”
said Bob. *‘ If I can arrange it with Marjorie,
will you come then 2 i

Cholmondeley hesitated.

* Next Wednesday ! ”” he repeated.

““ Yes ; that’s a week from now.”

“1—I'd like to come, if you want me to;
but—but I think I’d better not,” said Chol-
mondeley, his face reddening. “ You see,
I’m really imposing on Mr. Quelch’s kindness
by —by being so behind in my Latin, and he’s
very patient with me. I think I ought to put
in every spare hour at my Latin.”

““Is that your real reason ?” asked Bob
Cherry bluntly.

(¢
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Cholmondeley avoided his eyes.
“I don’t quite understand you,” he
muttered.

“ Tl tell you what some of the fellows are

saying. You ought to know, anyway,”
said Bob. “They think you're afraid to
go out.”

“Indeed! Why ?”

‘ Because that German chap is still hanging
about the school.”

“Is he ? ” said Cholmondeley.

“ Didn’t you know ? ”

““ How should I know, as T haven’t been out
of gates since he was here ? ”

“ Why, of course, you couldn’t know,” said
Bob, greatly relieved. “ We didn’t know till
Tom Brown just told us. He’s seen him in
Pegg.”

Cholmondeley’s lips quivered.

“Then the man is really staying about
here 2 7

“Yes; and looking for a chance of meeting
you, from what Tom heard. But, of course,
it’s all silly rot about your being afraid to
meet him. I know that. But as the fellows
have got the silly idea into their heads, you’d
better come out, Chummy, just to show them
that it’s piffle.”

“T don’t care what they think.”

“N-no—no; but—"

“ They can think what they like. I’'m not
going out while I've got swotting to do. On
the whole, I won’t come next Wednesday ;
thank you all the samne.”

“ But look here, Chummy——

“I’'ve made up my mind about it,” said
Cholmondecley.

“Oh, if you put it like that, that’s all
right,” said Bob Cherry, and he left the study
at once, considerably huffed.

His chums were waiting for him downstairs.
Bolsover & Co. were waiting, too, curious to
know whether Bob had succeeded in persuad-
ing Chum-jam to go out. Bob Cherry’s clouded
face brought a chuckle to Bolsover’s lips.

“So he won’t listen to the voice of the
charmer ?” said Bolsover, and the other
fellows grinned.

“He’s got work to do,” said Bob curtly ;
*“ and he didn’t know till I told him that the
German was staying in the neighhourhood

)
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LAUGHABLE LIMERICKS

By The Greyfriars Rhymester.

A STURDY voung boxer named Russell
Was the winner of many a tussle.
And the fags in the Third
Paid a tanner, I’ve heard,
For the pleasure of feeling his muscle !
*® % *
I know a young fellow named Cherry
Who is chock-full of energy—very !
In an argument keen
At St. Jim’s, this young bean
“Squashed ” Manners and D’Arcy and
Merry !

* EY

Coker started, with harmless intent,
On a motor-bike journey through Kent.
He killed a fat boar
And chickens galore—
There was slaughter wherever he went !
*
A foolish Fourth-Former named Scott
A fierce burst of energy got.
‘“ Fetch some cakes!” ordered Fry,
So he murmured “ Ay, ay!”
And instantly “ went for ” the lot!

#* *

I’m sorry for Gosling, the porter.
He wished working-hours were made
shorter. )
“ For I’m lazy,” said he,
With a sly wink at me,
“ An’ I never does more than I oughter ! ”

»

* A

The fellows all chuckle and snigger
At Bunter’s preposterous figure.
He’s as lazy and fat
As an overfed cat,
And he hasn’t a ha’perth of vigour !
£ *

A frivolous fag named Hop Hi
Endeavoured to hop to the sky.
But his pigtail, you see,
Got caught in a tree,
“Well, ’m ‘hanged’!”
with a sigh.

he exclaimed,
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at all. So that knocks your silly rot on the
head, Bolsover.”

“ Not at all. He was staying in, in case the
man was banging about to see him,” said
Bolsover coolly.

“ Oh, rats ! ”

Bob Cherry swung away. The chums of the
Remove cycled over to Cliff House, and as
they came up to the school they caught sight
of Lasker. He was plodding along the lane
with unsteady steps, evidently under the
influence of drink. He stopped as he saw the
schoolboys, and scanned them with keen eyes,
and they knew he was looking to see if
Cholmondeley was with them. A disappointed
look came over his face, and he tramped on
towards Greyfriars.

“ Looking for Chum-jam again!” grinned
Nugent. “ Why, in the name of the dickens,
doesn’t Chummy see him and tell him to clear
off 2”

But that was a question none of the juniors
could answer.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Face to Faco !
DR. Locke was in his study when Trotter,
the page, presented himself, with a
peculiar expression upon his round, chubby
face.

* If you please, sir, that man has come ! ”
said Trotter.

“ What man ? ”’ asked the Head.

“ The German, sir.”

“ Whom % ”

“ The German man wot was saved, arter
all, from the shipwreck, sir,” said Trotter.
“He came ’ere last week to see Master
Cholmondeley, sir, and Master Cholmondeley,
’e wouldn’t see him. Now he’s askin’ to see
you, sir.”

“Indeed ! ” said the Head. “1 was not
aware that he had been here. Does the man
state what his business is with me ?

‘“ No, sir ; only he wants to see you. Shall
I tell Gosling to turn him out, sir ? He says
he won’t go till you see him, but Gosling
already- 2%

s Indeed this is very meortunate said
the Head. ‘‘ But I should not like to have a
shipwrecked sailor roughly used here. I will
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certainly see him. You may show him into
my study, Trotter.”
“ Yessir |
Trotter departed, and came back in a few
minutes with Fritz Lasker. The man’s
flushed face showed that he had been drinking,
but he was quite in control of himself. He
had his cap in his hand, and his manner was
very respectful, and indeed cringing. He
crept rather than walked into the room, and
stood fumbling with his cap.
““ You wished to see me ? ” said Dr. Locke,
eyeing the man. ‘‘ What can I do for you ? ”
“T tank you to have seen me,” said Lasker
humbly. “I am ver’ poor sailorman, dot
have on te coast shipwreck been.”
“If you are in want of assistance— "’
“It is not tat, sir. I am not ein beggar.
It is tat I vish to see mein young master.
On der schiff I serve him—Master Chol-
mondeley——and he was ver’ kind to me, and
he promise tat he do somet’ing for me after
te voyage. Now I am shipwreck, and I am
save, and he is save, and all te odders trown
mit demselves. Vy is it tat I see him not ?
Mein young master vould see me—I know tat.
Tey keep him from speak a vord to poor
Fritz.”
The Head was surprised.
“You wish to see Master Cholmondeley—
is that it 2 he asked.
¢ Ja, ja, mein Herr—tat is it! And it is
tat he see me if he know. I come, but tey
vill not let tat I see him.”
“ That is very curious,” said the Head.
“ There can be no objection to your seeing
Master Cholmondeley that I am aware of.
You say you served him on the steamer %
“T look after for him ven he is sick, mein
Herr, and he vas fery fond of Fritz, and he
say he nefer forget. I know tat he see me if
he know I come.”
¢ Certainly you may see him,” said the Head
kindly. “ Have you asked to see him before?”
“Ja, ja! But te poys say he von't see
me—tat is vun lie! Dey like to play joke
on a poor shipwreck sailorman who speak
little English.”
The Head frowned.
“ I hope nothing of the sort has happened.
Perhaps you did not rightly understand, as

you speak so little English. But certainly
you shall see Master Cholmondeley. I am
sure he would not refuse to see you, under the
circumstances. Wait one moment.”

Dr. .Locke touched the bell, and Trotter
came in.

“ Trotter, do you know whether Master
Cholmondeley of the Remove is indoors ? ”’
b “”Yessir 17 said Trotter. ‘‘In his study,
sir.

* Take this man to his study, then.”

Trotter looked dubiously at the sailorman.

“ There appears to have been some mis-
understanding, and the man was refused
admittance to see Master Cholmondeley.”
said the Head. “ Did you know of this 2

“It was the young gentlemen kept him
out, sir,” stammered Trotter. * Master Chol-
mondeley said he wouldn’t see him, sir.”

“Indeed! Are you sure of that ?”

“So the young gentlemen were saying,
sir. Master Cholmondeley did not speak to
me about it, sir.”

‘It was some mistake, I suppose,” said the
Head, frowning. “I am sure Master Chol-
mondeley would not be so hard-hearted. Take
this man to his study.”

“Yessir !

“ Follow the page, my man,” said the Head
kindly. “ He will take you to Master Chol-
mondeley.”

“Ich danke Ihnen—I tank you much,
mein Herr ! ” said Lasker, his face lighting
up. “I have know tat it vas a mistake.
Mein young master neffer refuse to see poor
Fritz.”

And Lasker followed Trotter from the study.
Several fellows came round to look at him in
the passage. Harry Wharton & Co. were
away—at tea at Cliff House. All the fellows
were out of doors, as it was a half-holiday,
but several had followed the German in.

“ Going to chuck him out, Trotter?”
asked Snoop.

“No, DMaster Snoop. The Head has
ordered me to take him to Master Cholmon-
deley’s study,” said Trotter.

“ Gee whiz! Then Chum-jam’s going to
see him, after all 2
“ Yes, sir.”

Lasker followed Trotter upstairs, and along
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the Remove passage. Trotter knocked at
the door of the end study.

“ Come in!” called out Cholmondeley.

Lasker gave a sudden start as he heard the
voice.

He caught Trotter by the arm, and pulled
him back as he was about to open the door.
The page stared at him.

“Who is tat ? ” muttered Lasker.
is tat speak ?

“ Master Cholmondeley, o’ course,” said
Trotter. “ Don’t you know his voice, arter
torkin’ so much about your young master,
and the rest of it ?

“ Mein Gott !

“ What’s biting you now ? ”” said Trotter
pleasantly.

“Ach! Mein Gott! You say tat tat is
te voice of Master Cholmondeley ? ”

“Yes, I do. Don’t you know it 2 ”

“ Mein Gott! Und is dere another Master
Cholmondeley in dis school 2

“ Course there ain’t,” said Trotter. “ We
don’t grow Cholmondeleys on the bushes “ere.
There ain’t but one, and that’s 'im ! ”

“ Mein Gott !

“If you've done swearing, and if you’ll
leggo my arm T’ll take you in!” suggested
Trotter.

The German scaman stared at him dazedly.
He seemed overcome with astonishment at
the mere sound of Clive Cholmondeley’s voice.

“ Mein young master, den he is decad !

Trotter stared at him.

“ His voice don’t sound as if he’s dead, do
it 2 he demanded.

“Ach!”

*“ Look ’ere, you're squiffy ! ”” said Trotter.
“ That's wot’s the matter with you! Do you
want to get into this ’ere blessed study, or
don’t you want to go into this ’ere blessed
study ? Ican’t stand ’ere all the arternoon.”

“1 vill go in, mein poy.”

Trotter opened the door of the study.
Cholmondeley was sitting at the table, with
his back to the door, but he turned his head.

“ What is it 2  he asked.

“ Gentleman to see you, sir | ” said Trotter,
with a grin.

€ Wha.t ! ”

Cholmondeley sprang to his feet as the

“Who

Qerman sailor appeared in the doorway.

Trotter stared at them blankly.

The new junior’s face had gone as white as
chalk, and the face of the German seaman
was strange in its look—astonishment, admi-
ration, envy, and a devilish cunning all secmed
to be blended there, and triumph !

“Well, my honly ’at!”’ said Trotter. ““If
this don’t beat it !

Cholmondeley did not speak or move. He
stood as if rooted to the floor. his eyes fixed
upon Fritz Lasker. Lasker, with a horrible
grin overspreading his face, came into the
room, his eyes fixed in turn on Cholmondeley.
Cholmondeley broke the tense silence at last
with a painful gasp.

“Lagker! Youl!”

“T haf come to see mein young master ! ”
said the seaman, still grinning. “ It is so great
a bleasure to see mein young master.”

Cholmondeley started, and drew a deep
breath. He looked as-if he had feared some
terrible blow, and the blow was averted. He
turned quickly to Trotter.

“You can go ! ” he said.

Trotter was not willing to go. He would
have liked to see more of that curious scene.
But Cholmondeley took him by the shoulder
and pushed him out of the study, and closed
the door after him, and locked it. Trotter
heard the key click in the lock. Curiosity was
overmastering the page, and he might have
succumbed to the temptation of applying his
ear to the keyhole; but there were two or
three juniors in the Remove passage, and that
was impossible. So Trotter reluctantly went
his way, with a marvellous tale to relate to
the cook and the maids in the regions below.

In the locked study Cholmondeley turned
again upon Lasker. He was still fearfully pale,
but something like firmness had returned to
him.

Lasker
triumph.

“ So you’ve found me ! ”’ said Cholmondeley.

Lasker nodded and chuckled.

“ Mein Gott! De vat you call cheek ! ”” he
said. “I know now vy it is tat mein young
Master Cholmondeley refuse to see poor Fritz.
I know vy he never come outside te school.
I know. Ich weiss! Ich weiss! Ha, ha, hal”

was grinning with malicious
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The man’s laughter was not pleasant to
hear.

“ Quiet ! ” muttered Cholmondeley. “ They
may hear you from the passage.”

“Vat do I care ? ” sneered the German sea-
man. ““ Mein Gott! It is you tat must fear,
not Fritz Lasker.”

“ Silence !

“ Mein young master ! ” chuckled Lasker.
“ Oh, himmel ! Tat it is you—you ! Tatis vy
it is tat I may not sce mein young master.
Ho, ho, ho!”

Cholmondeley bit his lip till the blood came.
His glance wandered round the study, as if in
search of some weapon with which to silence
the mocking tongue of the rogue. Lasker
chuckled and chuckled again.

“ Vat a surprise for te young gentleman !
he said. “ Oh, mein Gott ! I come to see mein
young master—Master Cholmondeley—and I
find—you ! But fear noting. I am not a fool !
Fritz Lasker knows his pizness. He knows vat
a secret may fetch. He, he, he! Tom Handley,
stewards’ poy, ship’s brat, tief, and liar, vat
you pay me to keep tat secret, and keep you
out of te prison, hein ?

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
A Change of Front !

UITE a crowd of fellows had gathered in the
Remove passage. The news had spread

that Fritz Lasker, the shipwrecked seaman,
had succeeded in penetrating to the presence
of the new junior, who had so long denied
him. The determination Cholmondeley had
shown to keep the seaman away from him
had excited much remark, and now the juniors
were very curious to know what would come
of the interview. After what he had said of
Lasker, Cholmondeley could only order him
out, of course. He had excused his treatment
of the shipwrecked German on the grounds that
Lasker was a liar, 2 rascal, and a cadger with-
out a claim on him. It followed, therefore, that
he must order the man out at once, and if he
would not go quietly, Gosling was quite pre-
pared to run him out by force. The juniors
would not have objected to lending a hand for
that matter. And they expected every moment
to hear the study door thrown open, and to see
the German come forth, or, at least, to hear

(

Cholmondeley call for aid in ejecting him.

As the interview lengthened, the surprise
grew among the Removites. Fellows who
went near No. 14 Study heard a murmur of
low voices, but even those who were least
scrupulous could not listen at the door with
the other fellows looking on. Only Billy
Bunter was sufficiently dead to a sense of
shame as to be capable of playing the caves-
dropper under the eyes of a crowd. Bunter
rolled along the passage to the door of No. 14,
and Tom Brown promptly collared -him and
rolled him away again.

“ No, you don’t!” said the New Zcaland
junior grimly.

Bunter wriggled in his powerful grip.

“ Let me alone, you beast! I suppose a
fellow can stoop to tie up his shoe-lace without
you chipping in, can’t he 2

“ You can tie your shoc-laces at this end of
the passage, you spying rotter!” said Tom
Brown, dumping the fat junior down at the
head of the stairs. “ You're not going to
spy on Chum-jam.”

1 wasn’t thinking of spying on him,” said
Bunter indignantly. “1 was just going to—
to—to hear what they said.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 consider this jolly suspicious,” said
Bunter. “ Chum-jam has been telling whop-
pers. If what he said about Lasker is true,
why doesn’t he turn him out ?”

“ Some blessed lies somewhere,” said Bol-
sover major ; “ but you’re not going to listen
at the door, all the same. That’s a bit too
rotten ! ”

“Tt’s no business of ours, anyway,” said
Tom Brown.

“It’s jolly queer, though,” said Ogilvy.
“1 say, I suppose the man can’t have done
Chum-chum any harm, can he ? He was a bit
tipsy.”

“They were talking,” said Bunter. “1
heard their voices when that New Zealand
beast collared me. I think I’ll go and 4

“The New Zealand beast will collar you
again if you go along the passage, and he
will bump you next time,” said Tom Brown.

“1 say. you fellows 5

“Shut up!” said Bulstrode. “ You're
not going to spy. But I say, chaps, I don’t
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Billy Bunter sat up in the passage, blinking

In wild alarm and surprise. Bob Cherry

raised his boot again to help him on his

way farther. ““Ow! ow! ow! Stoppit, you
beast !’ howled Bunter.

UL TS

‘know if it’s safe for that rough-iooking
customer to be all this time with Chum-jam.
He may do the kid some harm. Suppose we
look mn.”

** Might knock at the door and ask Chum-
jam if he’s all right,” said Vernon-Smith.
“It’s a jolly queer business altogether, and
1 don’t trust that German chap’s looks.”

The juniors agreed upon that, and they
went down the passage in a body, and Bol-
sover major thumped on the door, and turned
the handle. But the door did not open. It
was locked on the inside. The juniors were
really alarmed now. If the German was the
bad character Cholmondeley had represented
it was quite possible that he was doing some
harm, that he might have robbed or injured
Cholmondeley, and locked the door to prevent
interruption. Bulstrode knocked at the door.

“ Are you all right, Chum-jam ? >’ he called
out.

Cholmondeley’s voice came back.

“Yes. What’s the matter ?
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“Oh,” said Bulstrode. “ We thought
that German chap might have cut up rusty, as
the door was locked.”

“T'm all right.”

“Do you want him thrown out 2 ”

“No, no!”

“Oh, all serene!” said Bulstrode.
may as well clear off, you fellows.
seem to have made friends, after all.”

The amazement of the Removites was at
its height now. Cholmondeley was evidently
getting on all right with the seaman, whom
he had termed a rascal and an impostor, and
whom he had denied admission so long as he
could help it. What it meant, the juniors
did not know, and could not guess; but the
whole business was so strange that they could
not help wondering and surmising.

“ May as well clear off,” said Tom Brown.
““ No need to hang about here.”

“ Clear off if you like ! ”" sneered Bolsover.
“I'm going to stay. Chum-jam is waiting
for us to clear off, to let the man out, I

“ We
They
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believe. He’d rather we didn’t see him.”

Tom Brown thought the same, as a matter-

of fact, and that was why he had suggested
clearing off. He walked away without reply-
iug, and several of the fellows followed him ;
but a dozen or more remained to sce the
(erman sailorman when he came out. Lasker
had been more than half an hour in the
study when the door opened at last, and
Cholmondeley looked out into the passage.

Bolsover major grinned as he saw him.

“ Looking to see if the coast is clear ! ” he
jeered.

“ But it isn’t | ” chuckled Snoop.

Cholmondeley looked at the juniors, and
bit his lip. Perhaps he guessed Bolsover
major’s intention, and saw that it was useless
to wait. He turned back into the study,
and the next moment Lasker came out. There
was & grin of satisfaction upon the man’s
hard, bronzed face.

Evidently the interview with Cholmondeley,
now that it had been brought about at last,
had turned out quite satisfactorily from
Lasker’s point of view.

Cholmondeley came down the passage with
the sailorman, and the wondering Removites
made room for him to pass.

“So you've made friends—eh?” said
Bolsover major.

Cholmondeley did not reply, but walked
straight on. Bolsover tapped the German
seaman on the shoulder.

“8So you've found your young master—
hey 2 he asked. “ Glad to see you, wasn’t
he 2”

“Tank you; ja, ja, mein Herr!”
Lasker. ““Mein young master is ver’ kind
to me. I did say tat he vould sce me ven he
know tat I come.”

“ He refused to see you before ! ” growled
Bolsover.

“ Tat vas a mistake,” said Lasker calmly.

“Oh! So youre satisfied, are you?”
said Bolsover, somewhat taken aback.

“Ja, ja! Tat is so.”

And the German seaman followed Chol-
mondeley downstairs. Some of the juniors
kept them in sight, and saw Cholmondeley
conduct the man to the school gates, where
they parted.

said

“The fellow’s an utter liar!” Bolsover
confided to his friends. “He wouldn’t see
Lasker, I suppose, because he’d made the man
some promises, and didn’t want to keep them.
Lasker must have some hold over him, to
make him toe the line like this. It looks fishy
to me. I think Chum-jam’s antecedents want
inquiring into!”

Cholmondeley had gone into the School
House. He knew that the attention of all the
juniors was concentrated on him. He knew
that they were making all sorts of surmises
about his inexplicable conduct ; but he knew,
too, that they could never hit upon the true
explanation of it. If nothing fresh occurred,
the talk would die away in the long run, no
doubt. But the new junior knew that he was
walking in slippery places.

He knocked at Mr. Quelch’s door, and the
Remove-master bade him come in.  Mr.
Quelch was engaged upon the literary work
that occupied most of his spare time, but he
gave the new junior a kind nod and a smile as
he cntered. Cholmondeley had won golden
opinions from the masters by his keen devo-
tion to work. It was not only that he worked
hard, but he loved his work—he pursued
knowledge for knowledge’s sake, and such a
pupil was sufficiently rare at Greyfriars.

“ Well, Cholmondeley, you have not finished
your exercises yet ?”’ the Remove-master
said.

“ No, sir,” said Cholmondeley. “I have
come to see you about another matter. If you
can spare me a few minutes 2

“ Go on, my boy ! "

“I have just had a visit from a scaman
who was saved from the wreck of the Adler.
He is in want, sir, and I want to help him.”

Mr. Quelch looked rather sharply at him.

““ I have heard of a bad character, a German
seaman, coming here and trying to iorce
himself upon you, Cholmondeley,” he said.
“Is that the man ? ”

Cholmondeley coloured.

““ That is the man, sir. I’m afraid he is not
a very good character ; but he was of a lot of
service to me on board the steamer, and I told
him I would do something for him when we
reached Epgland. Now he is destitute—he
has lost everything in the wreck, and it will be
%0 )




a long time before he can get any compensa-
tion from the Adler Company. I have pro-
mised to help him, sir, and 1 want some
money. If you would be kind enough to make
an advance to me, my father will repay it.”"

“H'm!”

“ My father is very rich, sir, and he always
lets me have as much money as I want,” said
Cholmondeley, the flush decpening in his
cheeks. ““ If you sent him a cable, sir, he would
pay for it, and he would authorise you to
advance me money to any amount.”

*“ How much do you wish to give this mar,
Cholmondeley ?

“ I have promised him five pounds now, sir,
and some more later.”

Mr. Quelch looked very grave.

“ That is a large sum for a schoolboy to give
away, Cholmondeley.”

‘It is not much to me, sir. My father gave
me a hundred pounds when 1 left India, but
it was lost in the wreck.”

“Indeed. Well, I will speak to the Head
about it, Cholmondeley. I could not hand you
such a sum on my own responsibility. A cable
to India, too, would be very expensive, and
the Head must decide. When do you want the
money ? 7

“To-day, sir, if possible. The poor fellow
has run up a bill at the Anchor, and the land-
lord is pressing him for the money.”

“1 will speak to the Head presently,
Cholmondeley, and you may come to my
study at six o’clock.”

“ Thank you, sir!”

“One word more,” said the Remove-
master, as Cholmondeley turned to go. “1It
is very right of you to be generous to a ship-
wrecked seaman, but you must now allow
generous impulses to carry you too far. If
you give the man five pounds, he should be
satisfied with that, and should not ask for
more. If he should pester you for money, you
had better speak to me, and I will see him and
send him about his business.”

“ Very well, sir.”

And Cholmondeley left the study. His face
was calm and steady as he went back to his
own room—till the door was closed upon him.
Then he strode to and fro, with clenched fists
and haggard looks.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Remorse |

Bon CHERRY came into No. 14 Study when

the chums of the Remove returned from
Cliff House. He expected to find Cholmondeley
there ; but the study was cmpty. But he soon
heard the story of the sailorman’s visit, for it
was the talk of the Lower School.

Bob Cherry heard the chatter and strode
into Study No. 1, where he found Wharton
and Nugent. His ruffled looks drew their
attention at once. Billy Bunter was in the
study, and he had just been giving them a
graphic account of the visit of Fritz Lasker
and its curious outcome.

“ Why the frown, Bob ? ” asked Wharton
and Nugent together.

“TI’ve just been hearing lies about Chum-
jam,” growled Bob. ““ Snoop had the cheek to
tell me that he was friendly with that German
rotter, and- 4

“ Bunter’s just been telling us the same ! ”

“ Oh, he has, has he ? ”” said Bob, with a
glare at Bunter, which the Owl of the Remove
was too short-sighted to see.

*“ Yes, rather,” said Bunter. “ Jolly queer,
I call it. After saying that the man was a
rogue and a cadger, and so on, to have him in
his study jawing to him for half an hour, and
then to walk down to the gates with him, as
friendly as you please. And now he’s gone out
—first time since Lasker showed up here. Not
afraid to go out any longer—he, he, he! I—
I say, what are you doing, you idiot ? Ow!
Help! He’s gone mad! Ow!ow!low!?”

Bump !

Billy Bunter descended into the passage
outside with a loud concussion. As he sat up.
blinking in wild alarm and surprise, he saw
Bob Cherry’s boot raised to help him along,
and he picked himself up in frantic haste and
ran for his life.

“You don’t believe what that fat rotter
has been saying, I suppose ? ” demanded Bob
Cherry grufly, as he swung back into the
study.

‘Wharton and Nugent were silent. They did
belicve it, as a matter of fact; it wasevidently
quite true. Even Billy Bunter, Ananias as he
was, would not have told untruths that could
immediately be disproved, and with no object
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to serve. Bob looked quickly at his chums,
and his face flushed redder.

“Can’t you see what this means?” he
exclaimed angrily. “If Cholmondeley had
allowed that man to see him, and treated him
in a friendly way, it shows that he’s been lying
—or jolly pearit! He can't have doneit |”

“ I’m afraid he has, Bob | ”

“ So you take that fat beast’s word against
Chum-jam’s, do you ? ”

“1 wouldn’t take Bunter’s word against a
cockroach, but it’s true, Bob. You say Snoop
has told you the same thing. Besides, it’s easy
enough to prove. Ask any of the fellows.
Bunter says there was a crowd of them round
when Lasker came. Ask Tom Brown or
Ogilvy—you'll get the truth from them!”

Tom Brown was in the passage, and Bob
put his head out of the door and called to him.

The New Zealand junior came up.

“ What’s Bunter been doing this time ? ”
he asked. “He’s yelling out downstairs that
you’ve gone mad and jumped on him!”

“Tll jump on him again!” growled Bob.
“He’s been telling lies about Chum-jam! He
says that that German chap has been here,
and Chum-jam has seen him, and been frieadly
with him, and rot like tha -

“ Well, that’s true ! ” said Tom Brown.

“True!” yelled Bob.

“ Quite true! I don’t know how Bunter
came to tell the truth, but he’s done it this
time! I saw it all—so did half the school for
that matter!”

Bob stared at Tom Brown aghast. He knew
that Brown would not iie—and he was not one
of the fellows who followed Bolsover’s lead—
against Cholmondeley.

“ You saw it ? ” said Bob.

“Yes.”

“ Then—then—then what about what
Chum-jam said about the man—about his
being a rogue and an impostor— %"

“ That’s what all the fellows are asking,”
said Tom. “ It’s a queer business; but I sup-
pose we needn’t meddle in it. Chum-jam can
look after his affairs himself.”

Bob Cherry did not reply. He went out of
the study without another word, his rugged
face quite pale. He had knocked Bunter about
for saying what wus the truth—he knew that

now ! His temper had risen at once at an im-
putation against hisfriend—but theimputation
was quite true. It remained now to have an
explanation with Cholmondeley. Bob walked
about the Close by himseif, with a moody
brow, till he saw Cholmondeley come in, and
then he followed him into the house, and up
to his study. Bob Cherry slammcd the door
shut. Then he turned to Cholmondeley.

“Will you tell me what this means,
Chummy ¢” he asked huskily. *“Tve
chummed with you, and I've pitched into a
fellow for saying things about you—and it
turns out. that the things are true! You told
me you wouldn’t sce the German fellow—that
he was a liar and an impostor, and had no
claim on you! Now you've received him in a
friendly way, and had kim in your study, and
walked down to the gate with him, and so on'!
You seem to have changed your opinion of
him all of a sudden ! ”

Cholmondeley’s lips quivered.

1 suppose you think me a liar 2 ”” he said.

“ Tell me what it means.”

Cholmondeley sank into a chair.

It means that I’m a liar and a rascal, and
that I’'m not fit to have you speak to me—
that’s what it means ! ” he said, with a choke
in his voice. “ It means that I'm a swindler,
and—and I wish I"d gone down in the Adler!
I wish you hadn’t been there to save me—
that’s what it means! I can’t lie to you some-
how ! Better let me alone—I'm not fit for you
to talk to! Go and tell the whole school what
I’ve said, if you like—I don’t cate ! ”

“T'm not likely to do that,” gaid Bob,
whose face had grown very pale. I haven’s
known you long, Chummy; but I've been
your friend, and I've stood up for you! It
you've told lies, what have you told them
for?”

“ Oh, don’t ask me ! 1 should only have to
tell you more lics, and I cau’t do it ! ” groaned
Cholmondeley. “1 thought I could. but I
can’t. I'm a liar and a thief and a rascal, if
you want to know—go and tell the fellows.”

“1won’t do that. I don’t believe you know
what you're saying. Look here, has that man
got any hold over you ? ” demanded Bob.

Cholmondcley nodded his head without
speaking.



“1've broken the law and |
could be sent to prison!”
said Cholmondeley. Before
the startled Bob Cherry
could reply the new boy
walked away into the dusk.

“Tell me what it is—I’ll help you out.
We'll all help you,” said Bob eagerly. “1I
know you are a square fellow at heart, any-
way.”

“1 can’t tell you. You wouldn't touch me—
vou wouldn’t speak to me if you knew,” said
Cholmondeley, with a groan. * Don’t speak to
me any more—I can’t stand it. If I’d been
lucky 1 might have had a chap like you for a
friend—but it wasn’t to be. I’ve lied to you—
that ends it. Now leave me alone.”

The wretched boy covered his face with his
hands. Bob stood looking at him. What did
it all mean ? He could not understand ; but
he knew that the boy before him was stricken
with remorse and shame—for what? He
could not guess. What could he have done to
place himself in the power of Lasker ?

*“ Chummy, old fellow,” said Bob at last,
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“I—I don’t understand you, but—but I’m
your friend all the same. I don’t care what
you've done—perhaps something silly—but
I know you never meant any harm. I'd swear
to that. And I’'m sticking to you.”

“ You wouldn’t if you knew.”

“I would ! ”

Cholmondeley shook his head.

“You wouldn’t—you couldn’t.  You'd
shrink away from me—so would all the rest—
a liar, a thief; an impostor ! Oh, I can’t stand
it!”

“ Chummy !
saying ? 7

“ Don’t talk to me ar.; more. I shan’t speak
to you again. Now get out—get out. Leave
me alone ! ”

The boy was shaleen by sobs. Bob Cherry
stood looking at him for some moments, and

)
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then "quietly left the study and closed the
door.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
The Stolen Name I
CHOLI\IONDELEY kept very much to him-
self during the following days. He
avoided Bob Cherry.

More than once Bob sought him out, but
Cholmondeley did not respond to his cordiality,
and gradually Bob realised that the friendship
was at an end.

His regard for Cholmondeley remained
unchanged, and he knew that it was the same
with Chum-jam ; but the new junior wished to
break off. He had stated his reason—that he
was not good enough to be Bob Cherry’s pal,
and that Bob would refuse to speak to him if
he knew the truth.

What was the truth? Bob could not
imagine—but he knew that Lasker knew, and
he guessed that Chum-jam was paying Lasker
the price of silence. It came out, as things will
come out, that Chum-jam had visited Lasker
more than once at the Anchor, and that the
man was spending money at a rate that made
the villagers open their eyes. A letter would
come for Chum-jam in a rough, foreign hand,
with the Pegg postmark, and the same day
Chum-jam would go out—and somehow or
other, probably through Billy Bunter, who
was famous for his discoveries at keyholes—
it became known that Cholmondeley was
having a good deal of money from the Head, a
cabled authorisation having been received
from Mr. Cholmondeley in India.

Bob could not help putting two and two
together, and he often wondered miserably
what was Lasker’s hold over Chum-jam, and
always he tried to think that it must have been
some foolish escapade which Chum-jam was
taking too seriously—and yet he knew that it
must be more than that.

Chum-jam had very little to do with the Co.
now. He avoided them, and even avoided
football, the game he had taken up so keenly,
to keep away from them. He devoted all his
attention to his studies, but even into his work
he did not put all the keenness of old. Mr.
Quelch noticed the falling-off, though he did
not remark upon it. He thought the boy
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looked pale and unwell, and did not urge him
to work. Cholmondeley had fallen into the
habit of walking alone in the old Cloisters
when he was not at work, and after onc or
two attempts Bob Cherry gave up joining
him there.

The boy was 8o subdued and troubled that
even Bolsover major felt his rancour against
him die away. Even Snoop at length ceased
his jeering allusions to Lasker. All the new
junior’s brightness and high spirits seemed to
have faded away since the day Lasker had
succeeded in penetrating to his study.

What was the matter with him ¢ What had
he done ? Bob Cherry had not said a word of
the half-confession Cholmondeley had made to
him even to his chums, but he thought alout
it incessantly.

It was about a week after Lasker’s visit that
Bob made one more attempt to break through
the icy barrier that had grown up between him-
self and his friend. It was a dim November
evening—an evening that was destined to be
long remembered in the Greyfriars Remove.
Bob had been watching a footer match—he
was not playing himself—and when it was
over he strolled away in the gathering dusk,
and caught sight of Cholmondcley crossing
the Close towards the dim old Cloisters. He
quickened his steps and joined him. Chum-jam
also quickened his steps to avoid Bob, but
the latter refused to be avoided.

“Look here, Chum-jam,” he said, over-
taking Cholmondeley. ““I'm mnot going to
be shoved off like this. If youlll say out
plainly that you don’t want to pal with me,
I’ll leave you alone, but——"

“ You know it isn’t that,” said Cholmonde-
ley in a low voice.

“Yes, I know. Then whatisit?”

“T've told you.”

“Silly rot about not being good enough
to pal with me!” said Bob impatiently.
“Well, I don’t believe it. I don’t believe
you’ve done anything wrong. I don’t believe
that scoundrel Lasker has any real hold over
you. It’s all rot. And I’'m not going to have
you moping about by yourself and getting all
sorts of blue devils. Do you hear ? I'm not
going to stand it ! ”

“ It may all come out ! ” said Cholmondeley
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huskily. “Don’t you understand ? Lasker
was saved from the wreck, after all. Suppose
somechody else was eaved? I shouldn’t
wonder.  And then, if I’'m disgraced, you
don’t want to be known as my pal. I don't
want to disgrace you, too.”

“Do you mean to say that everybody on
the steamer knows this, whatever it is, as well
as Lasker ¢ ”

“Yes.”

“ Then it can’t be anything serious. Whether
you tell me or not, I'm sticking to you, and I
won't believe a word against you, even from
yourself.”

Cholmondeley shook his head.

“ Goodness knows how I'd like to let you
stick to me, Bob ; but I can’t. It may all come
out ; it’s always possible. I thought I was safe
for some years at least—till it was time to go
back to India. But then Lasker turned up,
and—and—— Let me alone, Bob ! If you
keep on, I shall end by telling you, and then
I shall have to leave Greyfriars.”

*“ Leave Greyfriars 2’ said Bob blankly.

“Yes.”

“ Good heavens, Chummy ! Is it so serious
as that ¢ Do you mean to say that—that—"

“T’ve broken the law, and I could be sent
to prison if they knew,” whispered Cholmonde-
ley. “ Now do you understand ? ”

He walked away before Bob could reply,
and disappeared into the dusk. Bob Cherry,
fecling as if he had received a stunning blow,
went into the House. He hardly noticed
where he went in his confusion of mind.
Cholmondeley’s whispered confession had
thrown him quite off his balance.

There was a buzz of voices in the Common-
room. Bolsover major had been down to
Friardale, and he had come in brimming
with news. He had a newspaper in his
hand, and the fellows were crowding round
him, reading it over his shoulders. There
were exclamations of surprise and wonder
on all sides. Bolsover major shouted to
Bob Cherry as he caught sight of him :

*“ Hallo, Cherry ! This way! Here’s news
for you—news of your friend, Chum-jam.
Chum-rats!| Ha, ha, ha!”

“ He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

Bob Cherry turned upon them fiercely. He
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was in no humour to stand chaff of any sort,
and especially upon the subject of Clive
Cholmondeley.

“ What do you mean, you rotten cads ?”
he demanded, with lowering brow.

“I mean that he’s found out!” roared
Bolsover. ““ Oh, the awful spoofer | Now we
know why he didn’t want Lasker to see him.
Now we know what he’s been handing that
fellow money for. My hat! They’ll both be
arrested now.”

“ What ! ”

“Lasker is an accessory after the fact,”
said Ogilvy. ““That’s the law. He’ll be
arrested for helping Chum-jam with the
swindle.”

“What are you talking about?” Bob
demanded furiously. “ If you’ve got anything
to say against my pal, Chum-jam——"

“Your pal Carrots!” roared Bolsover.
“His name’s no more Cholmondeley than
mine’s Smith. His name is something else—
but it’s not Cholmondeley. Look at this
paper—it’s here in black and white. He’s
an impostor—a swindler ! Clive Cholmondeley
has been found ! ”

“ What !

““ There was a boat got off from the Adler
before she went ashore, and it was picked up
by a Russian ship. Captain and six seamen
and a passenger saved—and the passenger
was a boy named Clive Cholmondeley, who
was being sent to school in England. Here it
all is in the paper! Couldn’t make it known
that they were saved till the Russian ship
got to port—that’s how they haven’t been
heard of yet. Now they've wirelessed from
Odessa. They don’t even know that a swindler
has been passing himself off here as Clive
Cholmondeley !

“Oh!” gasped Bob.

“And look here; here’s another para-
graph ! ” chortled Snoop. “ Look at this !”

““ We understand that a boy saved
from the wreck of the Adler, off Pegg,
represented himself as being Clive

Cholmondeley, and was received at

Greyfriars School under that name.

As there was only one English boy

besides Master Cholmondeley on the

ship, this person is undoubtedly a
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ship’s boy named Handley, previously
supposed to have been drowned in the
wreck. We understand that Scotland
Yard is taking this matter up.”

“ That means that the bobbics are coming
to arrest him !’ said Vernon-Smith. * My
hat! Can’t help feeling sorry for the poor
beast! What a wonderful nerve to play a
game like that on us.”

Bob Cherry snatched the paper away from
Bolsover. Even yet he had a faint hope that
it was all some horrible joke—some fiendish
rag planned by the enemies of Cholmondeley.
But a glance at the paper banished that hope.
There it was, as Bolsover had said, in black
and white. Clive Cholmondeley was in Odessa,
with the captain and other members of the
crew of the Adler. And the boy who had
called himself by that name at Greyfriars—
he was in the Cloisters now, unconscious of his
impending doom—while in an express, prob-
ably at that very moment, was the detective
charged to arrest him.

Bob Cherry flung the paper in Bolsover’s
grinning face, and dashed out of the room.
He knew all now. Cholmondeley was an
impostor, a swindler, a thief, for had he not
taken money under his stolen name? But
whatever he was, be should be saved. There
might be time yet for the wretched boy to
escape before the police arrived. Whether
he was doing right or wrong, Bob Cherry
hardly kmew; he did not stop to think.
Through the mist of the November evening,
he ran breathlessly for the Cloisters.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Pals to the Last !
TBE boy who had been known at Grey-
friars as Clive Cholmondeley was in the
Cloisters. He was pacing there with moody
brow when Bob dashed in. Bob caught him
by the arm, and Cholmondeley glanced
quickly into his face.
“ You've got to go !’ panted Bob.
“What! What do you mean 2 ”
“ It’s all come out ! ”
Cholmondeley reeled against one of the
stone pillars.
“ It’s in the papers ! ” Bob panted. “ Some
survivors of the Adler were picked up by a

Russian ship and taken to Odessa. Clive
Cholmondeley was among them.”

‘“Oh, heavens!”

* And you—you——"

The boy groaned.

“I'm Tom Handley ! Heaven forgive me !
But I'm glad he’s saved. I'm glad it’s all over
—I don’t care.”

“ What did you do it for?” said Bob
miserably. “ I could never have suspected it.
What did you do it for, Chummy ? ”

“It was forced on me. You don’t under-
stand. I was a ship’s boy—lucky to get a
job on that German steamer,” said the boy
drearily. “T always had a longing for some-
thing better. I spent what little money I
could get on books. And then, when young
Cholmondeley came on the steamer, he took
mo up; and—and he was weak and a bit
silly, but he was a good chap. He was sick
and ill on the steamer, and I looked after him
a lot, and we became friendly. He lent me
books ; he let me do lessons with him—and
I was simply hungry for them. I couldn’
help thinking, thinking, thinking—why
shouldn’t I have his chances? Why should
he go to Greyfriars, with plenty of money
in his pocket, and I remain a ship’s drudge—
1, who wanted to learn ten times more than
he did ? I envied him, but I liked him all the
same. And when the wreck came—when the
boat put offi—and it seemed the only chance
of life—I shoved him into it. He would
never have got into it by himself. I saved his
life, as it turns out, just as much as you saved
mine.”

“T'm glad of that!” said Bob.

“ But—but when I woke up in the inn,
they told me nobody else had been saved—
and I knew it was a hundred chances to one
against that boat having lived through the
storm—they said I was the only survivor—
and they called me Cholmondeley. You sce,
the real Cholmondeley had given me some of
his clothes and things, so what I was wearing
was marked with his name—and I had his
coat on, with his letters in the pocket. I had
got the coat to put round him in the boat,
but it was dashed away from the ship, and I
couldn’t get it to him. He was a kind lad—
he knew I had nothing, and he gave me
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clothes and things—and when they called
me Cholmondeley in the inn, and said I was
the sole survivor, it came into my head—
Cholmondeley was dead, and his people were
thousands of miles away in India—why
shouldn’t I be Cholmondeley, and let it go
at that ? It was wrong—wicked—I know ;
but then I wasn’t very clear in my mind just
then—I did it.”

“T understand,” said Bob.

“T tried to he honest,” groaned the boy.
“T tried. Goodness knows how I tried. As
if I could be honest when I was an impostor
and a liar! I wouldn’t take any money—

you remember I wouldn’t take any money in
Cholmondeley’s name at first 2 ”

“1 remember,” said Bob.

“But I had to. But then I accepted only
a little, and I swore to myself that I would
carn it later and pay it back. And then came
So long as he didn’t

that villain, Lasker.
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see me he believed that I was Cholmondeley,
and he couldn’t hurt me ; but as soon as he
saw me, he knew me, of course——"

“And then—" !

 Since then I've been paying him to keep
quict—stealing Cholmondeley’s money to
pay him,” said the boy bitterly. “ In for a
penny, in for a pound, you know ; that was
how I had to look at it. I didn’t foresee all
that, of course. All I thought of when I took
Cholmondeley’s name was getting into school
in his place and getting a good education.
And even then I'd have stopped, I think, only
I found Dr. Locke had cabled to Mr. Chol-
mondeley that his son was saved. Nobody
had the slightest suspicion; nobody in
England knew Cholmondcley by sight.” He
broke off.

I think I understand,” said Bob. “ Any-
way, I'm sorry for you, and—"

“ Sorry for me—a swindler, liar, cheat ?

‘“ Give us your fin
and clear,” sald
Bob Cherry.
Handley grasped
Bob’s hand.
‘““Heaven bless
you! [I’Il go
straight after
this, honour
bright | "
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“ Yes,” said Bob steadily. “ And I want
to help you. You’ve done wrong—awful
wrong, but I believe you’re a decent chap at
heart, all the same. I believe you’ll go
straight after this, if you have a chance.”

1 will—I will, but I shan’t have a chance.
1 shall be arrested for this and I shall be sent
to prison—at least, to a reformatory.”

“You've time to get clear,” said Bob.
“1 don’t thick the Head knows yet. The
detective will be here any minute, but he’s
not here yet. You've got to clear in time.
Do you understand ¢ ” .

The boy’s eyes gleamed with new hope.

“You—you came here to warn me ?” he
muttered.

“Yes. You've got to get out while there’s
time,” Bob said hurriedly “ Look here!
Take all the cash I’ve got, take my watch,

too—you’ll need it all—and get over the -

wall and clear. Hark! That’s the gate-bell
now. It may be the detective. Don’t lose a
minute | ”

“I—I can’t take this i

“Rats! Bosh!” Bob Cherry thrust the
money and the watch into the boy’s pockets.

“You'll need every penny. Now, give us

your fin, and clear.”

“ You—you’ll give me your hand after—"
The boy’s voice broke.

“ Here it is. Give me your fin. And—and
when you’re quite safe, old man, write to me
and tell me how you're getting on, and that
you're going straight, honour bright.”

The boy who had been known as Chol-
mondeley grasped his hand.

“ Heaven bless you, Bob Cherry—Heaven
bless you! Tl keep my word, honour
bright !

One moment later he had dropped {rom
the outside of the school wall, and was
running swiftly up the road in the dark ; and
at the same time a stout gentleman with a
hawkish eye was inquiring in the School

House for a young gentleman who had called
himself Clive Cholmondeley, but whose real
name was Tom Handley.

The gentleman from Scotland Yard in-
quired for Cholmondeley, but he inquired in
vain. The Head, astonished and shocked,
gave orders for the boy to be searched for,
and Greyfriars was searched from end to end,
Bob Cherry assisting in the search. But
Chum-jam was not found. He had vanished,
and it became evident at last that he had
taken the alarm and fled. The gentleman from
Scotland Yard retired disappointed, and
consoled himself by arresting Fritz Lasker
at the Anchor Inn, in Pegg village.

It was a nine days’ wonder at Greyfriars.
Tom Handley was not seen again, and so far
as he was concerned the matter had to be
dropped. But as it was evident that Lasker
was a party to the imposture, and that he had
taken a share of the plunder in cash, Lasker
went to prison for three months, which would
have been nearer his deserts if it had been
three years.

The real Clive Cholmondeley never came to
Greyfriars. His health had been so affected
by the storm and its stress that he was sent
to the South of France instead. In the
Greyfriars Remove the fellows continued to
talk of Chum-jam for a long time, and to
speculate as to whether he would get clear;
and when it became certain at last that he
had got clear, even Bolsover major was not
sorry. Bob Cherry did not forget his pal,
“wrong 'un” as that pal had turned out
to be, and he firmly believed that Chum-jam
would keep his word and that from that time
forward he would “go straight.” And in
that Bob Cherry was right, and long after-
wards he knew that he had done right in
putting his faith in the boy who had been
saved from the sea and who had come to
Greyfriars under a stolen name.
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Running a schcol paper provi&es plenty of pleasure

—and trouble—when the day’s Form work is done.

By MARK LINLEY.

HIS is one of our most important ways

I of spending our time after school is

over. Producing the HERALD is always
a labour of love, and the Remove boasts
many fellows with a humorous and literary
turn of mind who will see that the HErALD
is kept going.

First among these is our Editor-in-Chief,
who is a tireless worker in this good cause.
Although he does not write a terrific lot of
matter, Wharton probably works harder than
anybody. There are lots of facts and figures
to go over in running a school mag., and
Wharton is master of them all.

Hats off to our worthy editor !

Vernon-Smith is Sports Editor, and always
has his hands full. Greyfriars not only boasts
football and cricket elevens, but has its
rowing eights, tennis courts and tournament,
Middle-school hockey team, boxing champion-
ships, cross-country and marathon running,
field sports and swimming races. In addition
to these, some of the fellows and one or two
masters go in for fishing in the Sark, while
Mr. Prout and Mr. Lascelles occasionally
shoot over Popper Court preserves with their

guns.
All of these activities are in the hands of
Vernon-Smith. He is kept pretty busy.
He has his own staff of reporters, including
Tom Brown, Squiff and Bulstrode, and these
three fellows have to attend and report on the
various sports meetings and matches.
Sub-Editor Bob Cherry is in charge of the

'

General News, and he also has his reporters—
Peter Todd (who does the Law Courts and
Parliament notes), Johnny Bull (who does
class-room and Rag reports), and Dick Pen-
fold (who covers holiday activities and village
sketches). Penfold also looks after the
poetry columns of the HERALD.

Frank Nugent is Art Editor, and arranges
for all the drawings. And right well he
does it. Drawings can make so much
difference in a paper that this is a very
important department.

Next on the list comes Harold Skinner.
In many ways Skinner is a bit of a rotter;
but he has a fine sense of humour and is the
greatest practical joker in Greyfriars. Skinner
writes those screamingly funny Society Notes,
Hints on Beauty, Children’s Corner, News
from Fagland, Diary of a Fifth Form Fathead,
and many other laughable contributions.
We do not always get on well with Skinner,
but we admit that the HErALD wouldn’t be
the same without him.

Every Friday evening Study No.1 is the
scene of much bustle and activity, for Friday
is press day, and the copy has to be sent off
to the printer. Johnny Bull, who is Official
Chucker-Out, has his hands full ; and many
dull thuds and anguished yells show that
unwelcome contributions are being rejected,
and unwelcome contributors ejected.

Long live the GrevrriaRs HERaALD. Long
may that bright and breezy echoolboy paper
entertain chums all over the world.
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