



































































































































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.

HA (

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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