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A STORY COF THE BOYS OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL!

The 1st Chapter.
Mp. Qreely Goes 16T

“(Greety’s going 1t !”

“That ass, Greely I’

“That footling ass, Greely !

That was not a very respectful way
of alludirig to Mr. Horace Greely, the
master of the Fifth Form at Rook-
wood.

But there was no doubt that, at the
present time Mr. Ilorace Greely wes
regarded, from end to end of Roaok-
wood, as an ass. Vellows in his own
Torm, like Ilansom and Talboys,
ngreeed that Horace Greely was a foot-
ling ass; and Jimmy Silver & Co. of
the Fotrth held oven stronger
opiniens, Pompous Mr. Greely had
always been lofty in his manners,
somewhat dictatorial in his speech.
But never, till now, had Rookwood
suspected that he was so many kinds
of an ass,

A crowd of fellows were converging
towards' Masters' Common-room—the
corridor outsidle that apariment was

swarming, Jimmy Bilver & Co. of
the Fourth were there, and a good
many of the Shell and the Fifth. Even

some Sizth-Formers bad come along,
though generally the Sixth preserved
an air o% heing {ar above the feclings
that stizred common mortals.

Tt was tes-time—rather past ton-
time—and the Rookwood masbers

conerally had tea fogelher in their
Jommortroom.  So most of the staff
were therse—Mr. Bohun and Muy,
Wiggins and Mr. Flinders and Me.
Mooney and Mr, Dalton and Mon-
gieur Victor Gaston, the “new
Froggy,” who was taking the place
of the absent French master.

Quite a cheery buzz of conversation
had been geing on, when Mr, Greoly
enteret.

Possibily the conversation had been
nli thé "more chesry becauss Mr.
Gireely was not thers.
no doubt that the Fifth Form master
genarally dominated the talk in
Common-room, not to the satisfaction
of his volleagues,

Mr. Greoly's entrance was the
signal for silence.

1= expression showed that trouble
was coming.

Me. Richard Dalion, master of the
Fourth, locked slightly impatient.
Mr, Mooney frowped, and Mr.
Wiggine looked painfully resigned.

Victor Uaston zaised his dark eye-
brows a little, hut otherwise took no
notice of Mz, Greely.

It was upon the young Frenchman
that Mz, Greely’s stern, secusing syes
were fixed.

Victor Gaston did not seem fo
observe ib. Not a musele fwitched
in his handsome face. .

“(Gentlemen |7 boomed Mr. Greely.

The whale Commeon-room looked at
him then.

“Centlemen!” Mr, Greely sur-
veyed the Common-room with an eye
like Mars, to threaten and command,
as it sere. “Kindly give me your
attention for a few minutes.”

“Really, #ir!” said Mr. Bohun
testaly.

“ My, Greely 1 murmured pacific
My, Mooney.

“1 am bound to ask you for your
attention,” said Mr. Greely, in his
most pompous manner. A short
time ago, when Monsieur Gaston
cemo to this school fo replace Mon-
sieur Monceau, I made an accusation
againet him,” ;

“You did, sir,” said Mz. Dalion
sharply, “end the Head very properly
%-egaz;vd-.ul that aceusation as ridicu-
Cl1%, !

“T'hat accusation,” said My Greely
Armly, “1 vepeat. I accuse this
young man, Viector Gaston, of bein
g bunk-roblicr, whom I saw tried an
sontenced in Paris last yeat under
the namwe of Felix Lacioix.”

For there was.

By Owen Conquesk.

(duthor of the Talss of Rookwood appaaring in the “ Populor.”)

Mr. Greely, master of the Fifth Form, still persists in
his accusation against the new French master!

e
Victor (Gasion shrugged  his | opon alocked frunk, and fuke from it a
shoulders. set of stecl fools. There were o number
His manner was mildly ¢on- | of fools, all of them of polished steel,
temptuous. A slightly scornful smile | so far as Peele could see. From the

hovered over his well-cut lips,

There was & buzz from the passage
outside. The mews thiat Mr. Greely
was “going it had spread fast end
far. A sea of faces staved in ab the
open door.

A “row ” in Common-room was un-
usual—and entertaining.  Disagreo-
menis in Common-room were frequent
enough at Rookwood, as at all other
schools; hubt “rows” were really
unheard-of. The news of a shindy
among the masters would have drawn
Rookwood fellows from the farthest
corners of the school to the interest:
ing spot.

Mr. Greely did not heed; in fact,
he was not displeased that all Rook-
wood shoutd hear him. All Rookwood
had heard his accusation agalist
Victor (yaston, and laughed 1 to
scorn.  All Rookwood should hear the
undeniable proof that he had now to
bring forward! From My, Greely’s
point of view, he had been persecuted
for doing his duiy—and he was very
keen to gover bis persecutors with
confusion.

My, Dalton rose to his feet, a gleam
in his eyes.

Botween Richerd Dalton and ths
young Frrench master o cordinl friend-
ship had grown up in the few weeks
they had known one another. And

“Iicky ” Dalton wag the man lo
stand by his friend at any timo,
“ Bilenca1” he exclaimed.
“What?” roared Mr. Gresly,
petrified.

In the passage, Jimmy Silver & Co.
of the Fourth grinned at one ancther.
“Dicky ¥ Dalton was the man to des!
with that pompons-ass Greely, in their
opinion.

“I1 repeat, ailence,” said Mr.
Dalton,  *“You have made this
acouration before, Mr, Gresly. Tt is
regarded as ridiculous by all Rock-
wood, from the Head downward. Ou
your own showing, the man Lacroix
was sent to prison last year for five
years—obviously, he is in prison still,
Even if he has escaped, as you fancy,
it proves nothing against Vicior
Gaston, whose testimonials have been
exaniined by the Head, and have
satisfied the ITead! Vou bave no
right, sir, to vepeat this foolish
accusaiion |”*

Mr. Greely turned purple.

“¥ am npot speaking idly, Mr.
Datton [* he roared, “ Silence, young
man! 1 have proof to offer! 1 raise
the subject again because I have proof
1o offer—proof that has just come
into my hands!”

“ Trmpossible I

Victor Gasten looked onriously af
the Fifth Form master. There was
a gleam in his eyes.

“Mais continuez, monsieur," he
said. “This proof—of what does ib
consish?”

“That is what I was about to state,
when Mr., Dalton interrupfed me,”
said Mr. Gresly crushingly. “A boy
—pg junior of your Form, Mr. Delton
~—went to Monsieur Caston’s room
this afernoon——"

The French master started.

“This afteyuoon,” repeated Mr.
Greely. “The boy—Peele of the
Fourth Form—admits that he went to
the room intending to play e trick on
the French master. Monsienr (raston
suddenly entered, and to escape

observation Peale hid himsell in the
wardrobe.” »
“weli?” said Mr. Dalton con-

temptuously, Victor Gaston did not
spenl; his eyes were fixed strangely
on the Iifth Form master.

“From his place of conesalment,”
resuined Mr. Greoly, *‘Peele of the
‘ourth Form saw Monsieur Gaston

beginning, gentlemar, I never had
any doubt that Vietor Gaston, alias
Felix ILacroix, had come here io
carry on his nefarious business of a
cracksman, I suspected that he had
come provided with the tools of his
iniquitous trade. Now an eye-witness
can prove it

My, Greely pansed—not for a reply,

In, ?1139 of himself, Jimmy was
worried.

He liked and admired the youn,
Frenchman, es nestly all Rookwoo
did. A fow slackers and black sheop,
like Oyril Peele, disliked him, but
that was rather a testimonial in his
favour.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had “backed
up” Vietor Gaston, in their own
way, ever since his arrival at Rook-
wood; they had been emnphatically
down on Peele & Co. for making
capital out of Mr. Greely’s accusa-
tion, Their faith in the Frenchman
was greai—all the more so because
Richard Dalton had becomo his
intimate friend. ~ Anyone whom
“Dicky * Dalion liked had & passport
to the esteem of the Rookwood
TFourth.

¥et Jimmy Silver was troubled
now. He had mot lost the strange
changes of expression in the ¥rench
master’s face, as Mr. Grecly uniolded
his new accusation. Master of him-
self as he was, the eolour had
Huctnated in Vietor Gaston's cheeks.
And Jimmy could not help remem-
bering the strange incident often
dwelt upon by Peele—how Vietor
Gaston had inexplicably got out of a
room after Pecle had locked the doox
on him on the outside.

The incident had never been ex-
planed. Only Peele explained it on
the assumption that * Felix Lacroix ”
wotlld know how to pick locks.

The silence in the Common-room
was long, and it grew painful.

THEE SEARGH

we ars here,
monsieur.’”?

= glanced into the trunk.
articles of clothing, neatly folded, 2 bundle of French newspapers, and
two or three other articles, buf the space was mostly empiy.
ashamed to trouble you, Monsieur Gaston,’’ said the Head.
gwhapa vou will emply the trunk.”’

uistly, sedately, Wictor QGaston complied with Dr.
Chisholm’s wish.

¥ Viotor Qaston lifted out the fray and Dr. Chishalm

Mo saw a number of

] am
‘' But since
“ Bans doute,

but for breath. There was deep
silenee in. the Common-room.

In the passage the buzz of voices
had died away. Mr. Greely’s posifive
statement had a startling effect on the
crowd of fellows who heard if. Most
of them liked the “new Froggy ”—
all of them regarded My. Horaca
Greely as o foptling ass. But in spite
of themselves they were iinpressed by
what scunded like a plain ssetement
of fart.

“1s Pecle prepared to repeat this
story to the headmaster?” asked M,
Bohun, breaking the painful silence,

“He is gquite prepared to do so.”

“If it should prove false, he will
geAex;’)eHed from Rockwood, I should

ope,

“FHe knows the risk he takes, siz!”
boomed Mr. Greely. “I place im-
\ pitert faith in his statement. Openly,

I secuse Monsiour Gaston! Let him
| say that this is false, and let him open
| hiz trunk in the presence of the head-
master! Let him do so without pay-
ing a previous visit to his room. If

found in his frunk, T will withdraw
my words, and apologise to Monsieur
Gaston I”

Mr. Groely paused again.

All eyes were fixed on the French
master. It was a dramatic momént.
The 2nd Chapler.
cglling- in the Head !

Jimmy Silver, in the doorway,
Inoked anxiously across at Vietor
Gaston,

the, burglarious implements are not.

Monsieur Gaston did not speak—hut
his face was ealm. Richard Dalton
glanced at him, with nothing like
doubt in his logk.

“¥ou deny this absurd story, of
course, Gaston,” said the Fourth
Form master, as the Frenchman did
not speak.

Vietor Gaston smiled faintly.

“I should not be likely to admii
it,” he said.

“Quite so, I is ahsolutely your
own choice whether you accede to
the demand that Mr. Greely males.
Refuse if, and no one here will fee}
the slightest doubt of you.”

There was a faint murmur,

Richard Dalton was speaking from
his own loyal heart, which never
entertained a doubt of the man he
had made his friend. But such com-
plete faith was not general in the
Common-roorz. Mr. Mooney, the
master of the Shell, weighed in rather
targly :

“You are nof sdyising Monsicur
Gaston for his goca, Mr, Dalton, My
opinion 18 that he should throw open
his trunk to immediate investigation,
and thys prove beyond the shadow of
a doubt that the boy Peele has lied |”*

“Tndoubtedly ! said Mr. Wiggins,

“Mon ami, these genilemen are
right,” said Victor Gaston. “ Natur-
ally, I should refuse this insultin
investigation—but always afterwards
there might be some doubt.”

#Nob on my part,” said Richard
Dalton.

“But there are others, and I do
nob desire that anyone should doubt

me. Let the Head be called, and let
us go to my room, and Dr. Chisholm
himself shall open the trunk,”

Mr. Greely eaught bis breath.

There was a buzz in the passage.
This acceptance of the ]i‘iff:g Form
master’s challenge was more than
snfficient  #e  restore  confidence,
shaken for a moment.

“Bravo, Froggy!® roared Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“Good old Mossoo!”
Mornington.

“Y¥ou—you mean fhiz!” exclaimed

, shauted

Mr, Greely, obviously very mue
tak:‘en aback.
Mais certainement, monsieur

enswered Victor (aston, with a slight
expression of scorm.

‘Y meke it = stipulation that
Monsieur Gaston docs not enter his
room until he is accomipanied by the
headmaster!” exclaimed Mr. Greely.

“Clest entendu-—1 agree!”

“I think that will seitle the
matter, Mr. Greely,” said Richard
Dalton. “Remain here, if you wish,
and keep Monsieur Gaston under your
own observation; I will call the
Head.”

“Very good, sir!” said Mr. Greely
pompaously.

He sat down at the table.

Me. Dalfon left the Common-room,
making his swvay through the bupzing
crowd in the corridor, with a frown-
ing face.

Round the Common-room door the
crowd grew thicker and thicker. The
excitement sas intense.

“Greely looks a bit sick!?” mur
n‘lursd Raby. “He didn’t ex‘pect
Frogey to take him on like that.”

“Peele has been pulling his leg!”
remarked Newcomae,

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted.

“He ought to have more sense
f&ian to believe Pesle. Of course,
it’s all whoppers from beginning to
end; buf Greely wounld jump st any-
thing to prove hin zilly fairy-ta
abont Frogey.”

Jimmy Silver locked thoughtful.

“It's queer,” he said. “If there's
nothing in it, Peele will get a Head's
flogging, at least; be may be bunked
from Rookwood. He must know that
—he's no fool!”

“You don't believe there’s any-
thing in it Jimmy?® exclaimed
Putlty of the Faurth.

Jimmy  Silver shook his  head
decidedly. ! ¢

“No, T can’t! Bub it's queer that

‘& cunning, sharp fellow like Pegle

should put his foot in it like this!
That beats mel”

Tt beats me, too,” said Valentine
Mornington. *“He must have faneied
he saw what be says, somchow. Butb
it's queer.”

“Hallo, here he is!”

“Peele, you cad-—"

““Peele, you rotter—

* Peele, you Hun——"

Cyril Peele stared round him with
a_scowl of dogged defiance. The
whole crewid of juniors were down on
him now; but Oyril Peele was ex-
Eecting his vindication to come. He

new what he had seen in the French
master’s room; others might doubt
as long as they lked, but Pecle of
the Fourth had the evidence of his
own eves,

“Wait and see!” he sneered.

“You've told that footling ass
Greely——"" began Rawson.

“Tys told Mr. Greely what T saw,”
said Peele coolly. “The man’s a
cracksman, and he’s gét a eracks-
man’s outfit locked up in the trunk
in his room. My helief is that he
came here to rob the Head's safe—""

“You cheeky rotter!” roared
Tiovell.
“ Bump him 1"

“Hands off " yelled Peele, ae the
excited juniors closed round him.
“T tell you, F Yooop! Ah!
Help! Yaroooop!”

Bump, bump, bump!

“Look out! Cave! The beak!”
shouted Oswald along the passage.

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rock-
wood, had turned the corner with"®
Mr. Dalion, At the sight of the
Head the juniors dropped Peele, and
fairly bolied. They vanished in a
tumultwous mob ab the other end of
the passage, lesving Cyril Peole
sprawling on the foor and rosrving.

“What is all thiz?” exclaimed the

Head, in 5 deep voice.

Peele sat up.

“Ow! Groogh! Moooowoh!” he
mumbled.

“Qol?

Peele scrambled up, and went. Dr.
Chisholm rustled inte Masters’ Com-
mon-roem  with Mr. Dalton at lus
side. His severe brow was knitted.
All the masters rose respectiully as
he entered,

“8it——" began Mr. Greely,

(Continued overleaf.)

«¢ The Price of the Past!”’ is the tiptop story of Jimmy Silver & Co, and the new French master of Rovkwood School in our niext issue !
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Dz, Chisholm checkod him with a
wave of his hand.

|

‘Mr. Dalton hes acquaminted mo |
with your amazing statement, M. |
Greely. I altach no importance to it |

whatever.”

= Sirl I-I—" stutiored Mr.
Greely.

Another comnmanding gesture from
the Head,

MF told you before, Mr. Grecly,
that T had the very best recommenta-
tions with Momsieur Victor (aston.
Ho is & known man in his profession,
"Yhat he ever bore the name of Felix
Lacroix 1 do not credit for one
moment, I blame myself for having
yielded so far ag to make inquiries
concerning this man Lacroix. 1 have
naw been informed, Mr. Greely, that
the bank-robber, Felix Lacroix,
escaped from prison a few weeks
after he had received his sentence.”

“Did T not sny so?” exclaimed Mr,
Greely.

“You di. And I have this fo tell
vou, Mr. CGreely, that the ocireum-
stance that a
Lacroix has escuped from prison does
nob in the shightest degrée shake my
faith in Vietor Gaston.”

Sy

“T'here is no connection between
the two, save a. fancied resemblance
scon by me one but yourself,” said
the Head, “Now, sir, I shall mvesti-
gaie this further accusation you have
made. Vour statement that Vietor
Gaston-is Felix Lacroix is, I am cer-
tain, uefounded ; ‘but it is an acewsa-
fion that he cannot ectually disprove,
as he has no means of producing a
Lank-robber who is now in hiding
irom the French police. But this
lztest acousation, sir, can be put o
the test, I will examing the trunk
you speak of in Monsienr Gaston's

room. It shall be opened to the view
of the whole stalf of this school, Al
unless the criminal implements to

which you have ulluded, sir, are found
ihere, I shall expect you fo resign
your position at Rookwood,”

There was a hush,

Mr, Greely set his plump lips hard.

“I submit, sir,” he said. "I do
not foar the test. 1 have done my

duty, and if I am to suffer for if I
am prepared I”

There was a touch of dignity in the
sortly 19{th Form mastér as he spoke.
Jr. Chigholm bowed coldly.

“We will, then, proceed to Mon-
sieur (tastor’s room ab once—with

Monsieur Caston’s permission,” hé
added courteously, turming to the
French master.

“Certainly,
Gaston,

“You will call Peele of the Fourth,
My, Dalton. He had better be pre-
senb, as this accusation rests on his
statement.”

*NYery well, gir!”

said  Vietor

s
Sz,

And Dr. Chisholm turned, and
‘rustled in great dignity from the
Common-room. %

The 3rd Chapter.

: Put to the Proof!
; “What a giddy procession!” re-
marked Valentine Morningfon of the
Clagsical Fourth, “Iike a giddy
circus

Soms of the fetlows grinned.

Morry’s deseripiion was a little
inreverent, considering the great im-
portauce of the personages compos-
ing the procession. Certainly it bore
no resemblance whatever o a cireus

. Dproeession.

¢

Tizst went the Head, lofty, grave,
commandivg, dignified.  Affer him

went My, Dalton and Vietor Gaston, |

side by side. After them the rest of
the Bogkwood staff, in twos. Pecle
cruised in the ofling, as it weve, like

u light frigate keeping company with |

a line of battleships. 3

It was a most bmposing procession.
But-follows in the Rookwood Fenrth
were capeble of sceing humour in
everyfhing, especislly Merningion.

“Where are they going?? asked
Tommy Dodd of the Madern Fourth,
arriving on the scene as the proces-
sion started up Big Staircase.

“Into the Ark, I should think,”
answered Mornington. “The animals
went in two by two, you know.”

bank-robber nemed i

By Owen Conquest.

(Continued from previeus page.)

“Ha, ‘ha, ha !

ome of the masters glanced round,
| and the chortle was instantly sap-.
' pressed. Really it was a0t a tine
for laughter.

Stately and dignificd, the Head
arrived at the door of Victor Gaston’s
room. 'The French master opened it,

and stood graccfully aside for his
numerous visitors to enter. Hortun-
ztoly, the apartinenis in the Rook-
vood Hehool House were spacious.
| Othievwise the French master might
| bave had some difficulty in accommo-
dating so many visitors all at onee.,

After the staff had marched in the
coiridor outside was swarmed with
fellows of all Forms. Nobody wanted
to miss this show. Seribus, indeed
solemn, as the proceedings were,
irreveront fags actually lovked upon
them as a show—indeed, somo of
them desoribed the proceedings as o
“shindy.”

All eyos tn the room were on Victor
Gaston now.

and inserted it in the patent lock of
the trunk.

The lid was raised. .

Round the hig trunk stood the
Rookwood staff, and they all leoked
into t, They saw a tray packed with
shirts and similar articles, The Head
made a slight gesture. Shiris and
collars and nockdies were useful, and,
indeed, indispensable articles, But
they seemed to introduce an elemnent
of the ridiculous into these grave pre-
ceedings.

Vietor Gaston lifted out the tray,

The intorior of the mysterions
rink was revealed,

From that interior Poele had seen
the Frenchman lift the leather bag
containing the set of steel imple-
menig. He had seen that, unless he
had been dreaming while he erpuched
hidden in the wardrobe watching the
man. Yet what did the iey coolness
of the Frenchman mean? ¥He could
not have got rid of the tell-tale im-
plements. Peele knew that he had

neol been to the reom since the time

he had been watehed there.

Peele began
whether ho had, after all, been the
viefim of & delusion. Certainly 1%
‘bc’ga.n to look like it.

The Head, with a touch of disdain-
ful impatience in his face, glanced
into the trunk. e saw a number of
articles of clothing, neatly folded, a
bundie of French newspapers, and

| two or three other articles, but the

Mr. Greely gazed ab him in wonder |

space was mostly empty.
“T am ashamed to troulile you. Mon-
sieur Gaston,” sald the Hesd; “but,

to wonder dazedly I

All ‘Horace Greely’s pompous im-
Feri:tm'e had Jeft him now. He stood
imp, dismayed, crushed.

“It is clear,” said the Head, “that
Mr, Greely has been deceived. - That
is no excuse, however, for his con-
duet in renewing his absurd aceuss-
tion against a gentleman whom we all
respect.” He bowed to Monsicur
Gaston. "My, Greely, you see for
yourself, T presume, that your state-
metits are absolutely unfounded.”

Mr. Greely choked.

¥l-T-it—it would eppear so,”
lie articulated,

:‘ me wit}}dmw your accusation?”

“ A plain answer, sir ! snapped the

ead.
« “I—T am bound to do so!” gasped
Mr. Greely. “I—{ have been de-
fe.éved. I—T have certainly been mis-
B 1

“¥ou owe Monsieur Gaston an
apology.”

Mz, Greely almost squirmed.

“I—1 apologise I he stuttered.

“Do not distress yourself, -
sienr,” said Vietgr Gaston. “You
have done me an injustice. But T am
assured that your motives were good
—it is only that you have made a
mistake, Isf it be forgotten.”

“Monsicur Gaston is gencrous,”
said the Head. “But such incidents
as these cannot be allowed to recur at
Rockwood. Mr. Greely, you know
the consequences of your action.”

The Fitth Form master raised his
head. :

“ 1 luow, sir! T resign my position

It can be tryly said thet Valentine
Mornington, who shares with Kib
Erroll Study No. 4 i ‘the Classical

TFourth Foru passage, is one of the
most amaring characters in al! Rook- |
woad. ;
Morny, as he is called by all his
friends m the school, has, in the past,
heen a somcwhat wild and vecklass
youth. As a matter of fact, on one |

PR

shudy-nate,

VALENTINE MORNINGION
OF
ROOCKWOOD SCHOOL.

occasion he has actually been ex-
pelled! But the days when Morn-
ington played the “ giddy blade ” are
now past, and in spite of the fact that
he still retaing somo of his old reck-
tessness, le is nmow quite a siraight
and decent fellow. And for this fuct
Kit Hrroll, his 'staunchest friend and
v is wmainly responsible.
Vhere Mornington in the days goj{',e
by would not dream of listening to
the reasoning of any other fellow in
the school, he wonld always zive XKit
Erroll u hearing, and the latter’s
sound -counsel in time sank home.
There is no doubi whatever that to-
day Mornington values the friendship
of lis loyal stady-mate. Certain it
is that Morny could not have a bettor
fellow with whom in associate.

The Dandy of the Fourth is a nick-
name by which Mornington is known,
and thig on account of the expensive
and up-to-daie clothes that he wears.
He slso sports an eyeglass and
favours a top-hat. In spite of his
fastidious tusies Mornington is by no
means a wealthy fellow.

0 SR T S e b S e

T ey b

| Quite ono of the best-looking boys‘

in the Fourth, Valentine Mornington
is an excellent scholar, Neverthe-
less, he is not one to pay much atten-
tion to lessons, for, to use his own
expression, they bore him stiff |

Morny is fifteen years and nine
months of age, two months younger
than Van Ryn, the sidest boy in the
Fourth.

Tike most boys at Rookwood.
Mornington does well in sports, It
is, however, at foothall that he shines
most of all, and he holds & regular
place in both the Junior School end
tho Classical Tourth Form teams.
He 35 also guite good at ericket,
being useful vwith both bat and ball,
And Jimmy Silver, captain of the
Fourth, hardly ever drops Mormning-
tor frop his side when King Cricket
bolds sway at Rookwood, As 4
matter of facl, Jimwy experiences
great difficulty m keening un a good
crickot  eleven, and fellows  like
Maimy, who are always conzistent,
can gonerally be sure of their place.

There is no doubt that Morningion,
now that he is reformed, is a credit
to Rookwood. Btill, a fellow of his
uneertain temperament: is liable io
break out ab any time :nd to fall hack
info his old rockdess ways. However,
11 is to be hoped that Mommnington
will not do this. Bub who knows?
Time slone will show,

f ($he Duke is the Boys’ Frmwno
Fovourite for next Monday.y

R e o

and perplexity, His belief was eom-
plete that the man was a criminal
playing a part at the school. ITe was
absolutely convinced of the truth of
Peelo’s statements. Pecle was fairly
well known o be untruthfal, but his

| earnestness in making his report to

Mr. Greely had nof been possible to
doubt. And #f he was speaking
falsely ho was facing the “spck.”
Pardon for such a statement, if un-
founded, was impossible.

Peele simply could not have risked.
it, muech as he detested Vickor
Gaston. Bo Mr., Greely was sure of
his ground, ¥Yet the coolness and
self-possession of the French master
amazed and disquieted him. How
could the man be so cool, so self-pos.
sessed, with conviction at hand?

“Where is the trank 7

¥ was the Head’s desp voice,

“Here, sirl”

Victor Gaston puinted to the large
metal-bound trunk.

“One moment!” interposed DMy,
! Greely. “Let us make sure that this
| iz the trunk in quesiion. Pesle!*
| _“That is the {runk, sir!” feltered
Peele.
Peele was uneasy now. He knew
what he had seen; he could beliove
his eyes. ¥ef the Frenchman’s cocl-
ness confounded him, as it confounded
My, Greely.

“Monsieur Gaston, will you be
kind enough to unlock that trumk 7
said the Head,

“Certainly, sir.”

Vietor Gaston produced a bunch of
keys. From the keys he solected one,

T i e S e e 0 e i e A

since we are here, perhaps vou will
empty the trunk.”

“Sang doute, monsieur.”

Quietly, scdately, Vietor Gaston
liftod the articles from the trunk and
laid thern aside.

Cyril Peel’s brain swam. He
could see the boitom of the trank
now-—everyone present eould see it
There was no sign of the leather case
he had described fo Mr. Greely—no
sigh of the set of steel implements.

Was he dreaming—had he been
dreaming ? His brain was in a whizl.

Mzr. Greely starad into the trunk
with a fixed stare. His belief had
been complete, unshaken. Buf he
had to truss the evidence of his eyes.
The mysterious trunk was empty, and
nothing of a criminal  nature,
nothing of a suspicious nature,
had been vevealed. The trunk was
as harmless as any other master’s
trunk at Rookwood Schaol,

Dr. Chisholm’s grave face grew
graver and grimmer. His eyes fixed
themselves on Horzee Groely, with an
almost_terrifying expression. There
was a long silence, broken at last by
the Head’s deen voice.

“Well, Mr. Greely?”

The Fifth Form master did not
speak. He could not. Ia was simply
dumbfounded.

Mr, Dalton spoka guictly.

“¥ am afrald that you have allowed
an unserupulous boy o deceive you
with an absued story, Mr. Greely,”
he said. At that moment, the Fourth
Torm master quite pitied the unhappy
Mr Greely.

in this school. I am ready to leave
Rookwood. T have done my duty—at
least, what I conceivo to be my duty,
If I must suffer for it, I do not com-
plain. 7

And Mr. Greely, with that, walked
out of the room. The crowd in the
ﬁgssa.ge respectfully miade zoom for

im o pass, ‘Fhat Mr. Greely was a
“footling ” @ss, that lie had made a
ghastly inistake, all the school
believed,  But he was down now—
down and out—and there was not o
murmur as he went.

The 4th Chapter.
The Broken Link'f

Cyril Peele stood with hiz knees
knocking together.

The Head’s glance turned on him,
and that glance almost froze Peele’s
IBIFOY.

%is turn had come !

nless he had been under some
strange delusion, some mysterious
aberration of the senses, he had seen
what he had told Mr. Gieely that he
had seen. Yot the frunk stood empty
before him, and ho was convicted in
all eyes as g reckless slanderer and
deceiver. Deceiver he wwas, by
nalure—he hed never scrupled to de-
ceive when deceit served his turn.
And it is the fate of liars never to be
bolieved when they ave telling the
truth.

“ Peele 7

Th? wretched junior made a faint
sound.

“Peele! Vou have told Mr.
Greely a Falsehood, a wicked slander
of a muaster in this school 1”

“I—T-—— No, sir!” groaned Peele.
“I saw—1 mean, I~1 thought I saw
what—"

“Hilepcs!  You have not a good
reputation in your Form, Pesls; you
are known to be habitually wntruth-
ful. Bat this example of your falsity

asses ell bounds. guch 2 bog cannot

e suffered fo remain at Rookwood.
Peele, you are expelled from this
school,”

Pecle's miserable glance turned on
Mr. Dslten, The Fourth Form
master was distressed and troublod.

“I cannot speak a word for you,
Peele,” he said.  “¥ou have scted
recklessly, wickedly., VYou must take
the just consequences.” ;

Victor Gaston glanced at the boy,
and there was a sirange expression on
his face.

“ May I speals, sir?” he asked.

“ Cerfainly, Monsieur (iaston,” said
the Head graciously.

“This boy, sir—if is on my account
that you ere sending him away from
the school. That is very distressing
td me, sir. He has injured me, but
I forgive him very fresly. Might I

eg of you, sir, fo attempt to take
2 mare lenient view.”

Dr. Chisholm frowned.

His word was law in Rookwood,
and it ivked him fo have the slightest
of his docisions questioned in the
slizhtest degree.

" Really, Monsieur Gaston,” he said
stiffly. :

Peele stared at the Frenchman
blankly. Was this the criminal he
had denounced—this man who was
trying to save him from the fatec he
had brought upon himself?

“It is perhaps impertinence for me
to speak, sir,” said Victor, Gaston
difidently., “But i is T who am the
injured party in this matter, is it not
sof. I feel sure that this unhappy
bor did not fully realise what he was
doing: If he should be given another
chance, I am assured he will inake the
best of it.”

There was a long pause.

“Very well,” said the Head at Tast,
“It is due to you, Monsieur Gaston,
to Dbe vindicated by the severest
possible punishment of your reckless
accuser. Ab vour personal request,
howover, I will rescind that punish-
ment, Peele shail he iféggeﬂ-
Pecle, g6 to my study and remain
there till I come.”

Pesle linped from the room.

Jimmy Silver & Co. allowed him to
pass in silence.. Ile had cscaped ex-
gg]sum from Rockwood, but he was

oked for a flogging: and o flogging
without any
the juniors.
Cyril  Peele

was enough for him,
demonstration. from
Slowly, wretchedly,
Himped down the stairs.

In Monsicur Gaston’s room there
was something like an ovation for the
Frepch master.

The Head spoke graciour words
and shook hands with him before he
went.  The other masters followed
his example. Richard Dalton re-
mained after the others had gone.

“T am rather glad that this has
oceurred, Gaston,” said the Fourth
Form master. **It has-been a painful
incidént, bub it-has finally cleared you
from any possible suspicion. Iven
Mr. Greely must now recognise his
mistake.”

: think

*Yaou
Gasion,

“T hope so, at least. And no one
else has ever distrusted you, except-
ing that wretched boy Peele. Tt was
kind—it was neble of you to speak
a word for thas wrotched boy !

Gaston smiled slightly.

“Why should he suffer 7’ he said,

“He has injured you—slandered

on wmost wickedly I exclaimed Bir.

alton warmly, ““He deserved to be
expelled.”

“1 should be sorry if he suffered on-
my account, all the swme,” said
Victor Gaston. * Ag for the flogging,
that does not matfer; it will instruci
him not to play the spy. Right or
wrong, it is base to play the spy.”

He smiled again.

“And you, Dalton, you never fosk
faith in e ,

“T pever had a moment’s doubt,”
said Richard Dalton.

“You bave not known me long, but
you have become my very good
riend, mon vieux,” said Gaston, He
looked earnestly at the young Form
magter.  “Richard, mon ami, yan
shall never have reason to repent of
our faith in me, If in the past 1
Ea‘ve been pguilty of errors, in the
future at ieast 1 shall never be un-
worthy of your friendship.”

I do not think your errors can
heve. heen very great, old fellow,”
said Richard Dalton, smiling. “ And
we shall always be fricnds T hope.”

Wien Richard Daltor had foliowed
the rest, Victor "Gaston closed the

L

said  Vietor
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Fm}? and guistly tuimed the key in the
ack,

Then he eame back to the empby
trunk, anved stood looking into if,
standing for several minufes motion-
less, with a dark and gloomy expres-
sion on his hatdsome face. Strange
thouglita “were working in his miod, .

He stierad af last and bent over the
trunk.

His hand groped over the bottomr
of the trunk and touched a hidden
spring. A gecret lid rose, revealing
that the trunl had a false boftom,
with a npyrow cavity beneath. From
that ouvity the Trenchmen drew a
leather 'casé. o closod the lid again.

His brow darker than ever, he
stood with . the leather ease: in his
hand,  epening it, and starin
gloomily af the array of bright stee
implements it contained,

He closed the case ai last, and
{hrust it inte an iuner pocket undep
his coat, !

Phen he'quitted the room.

The . gloomy expression was gone
from his face, hiz Jook was careless
and debonair &s usual, .as he strolled
down the big staircase and out mto
the quadrangle. ) :

Richard Dalton was at his study
window ; but the Frenchman did nes
appear. to cbserve him, He walked
down to the gates. Appareutly he
did not want company in his walk,

Davkress had fallen when the
French paster retmped to Rook-
wood. And no cne in the school was
likely to'guess that in deep dusk by
the river he had plunged that tell-
tale case of implements inte deep
water—io sink into thick mud af the
bottom, and fo remain for ever
hidden. Whatever his motive, the
link had been broken hetween Victon
Gaston, Trench master, and Felix
Lacroix, Hunted by the French pelice.

_ The 5th Chapter.
A Dog With a Bad Name [

Arthur Edwerd Lovell grinped as
Peele of .the Fourth came limping
into the “passage by the studies
Pesle hdd come bacl-trom the Head's
sindy—arid he looked as if he had not
enjoyed his mterview with Dr. Chis-
ho{m. ¥iis face was pale, his lipa
twitching, his eyes burning., Bitter-
ness arid malice were “ writ large” in
his features.

Az g rule, Tsllows who had the ill-
luek $o hif, np against a Head's flog-
ging were sure of sympathy. But
thore was,littie or no symputhy for
Peele in the looks of the [ellows in |
the Feurth Form passage. Peele had |
asked for it—begged and prayed for |
it, ps Morry put it--and now he had
got it. Evén had his allegations been
4rne, still Peele did not deserve much
sympathy. . It was nob for any bad
. gualities; “ouf Ior his good qualifies;
that he-disliked the French master,
Ce1+ain!\rde?uel'e wonld not heve found
fault with the worst of characters
who had,allowed him to slack and
loaf through the French class' with
impunity.

There had been & great deal of
dlacking in the Wrench *sets” in
Monsienr Moncean’s time. That was
changed "under Victor Gaston. He
expected his pupils f0 work, arnd
most of ‘the fellows played up—as
schoolboys generally will when they
have a muoster who takes his work
earnestly. Put incorrigible slackers
like Pacle felt = sense of versonal
injury st being expected fo work.
He had always dlacked at Trench—hs
had often *“ragged” the Trench
master in elass—and he was enraged
to come scross a French master who
put a stéf to slacking and who put
down ragging with a steady hand.

Peele’s motives were well-knowr—
and his tunfruthfulness was equally
wwell-known. All the Fourth thought
about his story was that it was a
strangely, “thin ¥ story for a cunning
fellow like Peele to put up. As Pubby
of the Fourth observed, a fellow of
Peele’s sxperience in lying ought to
have been sdble o spin a better yarn
than that.

Peele glanced round him at the
Ciassical juniors as he wenf to his
stady. is look was lowering and
savege. Rawson was near his sbudy
door, und Peele shoved him roughly
aside, out of the way.

Rawson turned on him eangrily
Tom Rawson was a burly fellow,
quite equal to handling two or thres
Peelos. iPossibly because he could
have handled Cyril Peela so- easily
Rawson toole that rude shove with
patience, He stapped back, touched
by Peele’s white face.

Pocle went into his study and
slammed the door. His studymate.
Gower, ywas there,

“Had i* bad?” asked Gower, with
2 curious look at him.

Poels nodded without, speaking.

“You were an awful ags, you |

know,” said Clower. “‘It svas fop
thick, old chap! TI'm as much up
sgainst Mossoo as vou ave, bub—
really——"" (ower shook his head.
* Altogether too thick !”

Peela’s eyes gleamed at him.

“Dows that mean vou don’t believe
me?” he asked.

“Believe you?”? Cower stared.
“You don't mean to say that your
yarn about the new Iroggy was
true?”

“Byery word of it !* hissed Poela.

“0Oh, can it!” said Gower. *“‘The
door’s shut—nobody can hear you but
me—s0 whal's the geod of keepin'
that up?”

Peels leaned henvily on the table.
Ha did not feel inelined fo sit down
just then, T'he Head had not spared
the rod.

“Ti waa true!” he =aid thickly.
“HEvery word! TI'd swear ib auy-
where! HHow he got oubt of it I
don't know ! Bus it wastrue! Why,
I should have been sacked if the
brute hadn’t put m: a word for me.
De you think I’d have risked the
sack 7"

“Well, wou did!” sald Gower
“And i was jolly decent of him to
put in a word for yon ‘after what
you'd said about hims.”

Peele’s thin lips writhed in a sneer,

“Was it? Perhaps he's got a bit
of a conscience. Ile krew that I’d
told only the truth. And I dave say

he didn't want me sacked, and iy

copie kicking up a shindy about if,
¥ father would have innde a pretty

Silver, or Lovell, or Tommy Dodd,
there would have been plenty of
believars—strange as the story was.
It was his own character ke had to
thank for the general disbelief. But
then such a story could not have been
told by a decent fellow, for a decent
fellow” would not have played the
spy, and g0 could not have discevered
what Peele had discovered:

Vet Pecle knew thal he had told
the ituth, and he puzzed - and
puzzled cver the strange, utterly un-
locked for outcome of) the affair.
What had become of the set of stecl
instruments which, with hiz awn eves,
| e had seen the Frenchman replaco
| in the trunk before locking 1t? But,
! aching from the flogging, Peele was

in no'state to think oub that problem,

and he dismissed it from his tire
| mind at last.

After prep that evening Pecle canie
downt to the junior room, and found
most of the Fourth there. Curieus
glances were cast at him. Peele had
almost recovered from his flogging by
that time, thongh he was still a little
pale, Jimmy Silver & Co. were falk-
ing cricket by the big window. The
match with CGreylriars was coming
along, and that was a matter of keen
interest fo the Fistical ¥our. They

did nof heed Peele till he came up fo
them, ‘

“You fellows think I was tellin’ lies
ubout the new Froggy?” said Feele
in a low voice.

! Bnort from Arthur Edward Lovell,

“Invisible fools!” grinned Lovell.
“Has Froggy brought the jolly old
cloak of darkness to Rookwood with
him ¥ f

Jimmy Silver langhed.

“1 tell you I've thought it out!”
Peele was slmoest feverishly earnest.
“T1 know the tools were there, There
must be somne secret place in the
trunk, It's a big, heavy trunk, and
there’s room for . A false bottom
to it, perhaps, I've heard of such
things, hat's the only cxplanation,”

“Oh, my het !’ ejsculated Lovell
“T can think of an easier explanation
than that. Thevs never was anything
of the kind, and yon made it all up
fram start to finish, becauss you've
got a down on Froggy. Isn’t that
nearer the mark?®

“*Ha, ha, ha i :
“1 know I'm o dog with a bad
name,’” gaid Peele bitterly. “But

this is the truth”

“You are—a jolly bad ‘dog with a
jolly bad name,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell emphatically, “and if you
keep harping on this subjeet youw’ll
get a jolly bad licking.™

“T tell you—--"

“That will do!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver fmpationtly. “Btop i, Peele,
Another word about Froggy, and
we'll lay you ovor the table and give
you six,”

Peele gave the Fistical Four a
bitter look. But he did not speak
another word. He turned, and walled
sullenly out of the room, Jimmy
Bilver made a ‘grimace.

MASTERS AT LOGCERREADS !

l sieur Qaston was taken quite by surprise.

Suddenly WMr. Groeoly raised his arm, and steuchk with all his

force at the handsome face before him,
His arm flew up, and he partly warded the blow, but it fook effect,
and sent him d¢raghing down the sfeps.

“ Mon Dienl? Mon-

fuss, I ean tell youw—hearin® from me
that I'd been booted out of Rockiveod
for calling a thief a thief. T can tell
you, there’d have been such a fuss
that Lacroix couldn’t have stayed on
here ealling himself Gaston.”

Gowser shook his head.

“You can always argue, Peele,” ho
said, “But there's nothing in it
Old Greely made 2 silly mistake—and
you hcoked on to it beeause you hats
the new Froggy. That’s all there is
about it, What’s the good of sayin’
you savw him take burglars’ tools from
his trunk, when the Head and all the
masters looked, and there was nothin’
there

“I know—I know——" breathed
Peele.

“ Accordin’ t& your own yarn, he
put themr back in the trank and
locked it, and never went to the room
again till he went with the Head and
the whale jolly procession. ¥Yet the
things weren't there! Dash it all,
Peele, you ought to make vp a better
story thap that.,”

Pecle pressed his hatids to his burn-
ing forehead. The mystery of it
puzzlad him, baffled him, bewildered
him, ¥t ho knewavhaj he had seen.

“Cut it out!” was Gower's advice.
“Don'y say anythin' more about if,
old bean. Ti was a missfive, and the
sooner you drop it the better I

Peele scowled by way of apswer,
and Gower left the Ebucig. Gower did
not helieve a word of the siory—
which wus natural enough, consider-
g how it had been disproved, and
considoring his knowledge of Pesla

Pecle was teft to his reflections, which |

were black enough. e knew that
had tho story been told by Jimmy

“We know you were, you mean!”
he growled.

“T give you my word that it was
the truth 1 said Peele.

“And what's your word worth?”
asked Raby, with a curl’ of the lip.
“Yon gave your word that you knew
nothing about Tubby Mufin's guinea
when 1t was missing, didp’t you?
Your word’s worth about as much
as your hond, and that’s worth
nothing,” i

Peele’s lip quivered. It was the
hest he could ezpect. He had lied
too often for his most sclemn assey-
erations to be received without doubt.

“Cut it out, old bean,” said New-
come. “Make up something better
next time; or, better still, don’t laf
there be a nexb time.”

“Tt was true!” muttered Pecle.

Jimmy Silver rose .to his feet.

“That will do, Peele,” he said.
“Youw've slandered KFroggy, and
you'to only here now because he
begged you off irom the Heed, I
you're not decent edough to hold
vour tomgue after that, you’ll be
made to hold it, Even if what you
said was frue, you omnly show your-
solf up as a spy. And we all know
ik wasn’t true—mnot a word of it "

v hell you—"

“(heese it! Another word zhout

Mossoo, and you'll get a Horm rag-

ging.”

“%—Iear, hear 1 said Arthur Bdward
T.ovell.

“Will you let me spesk a word?”
higsed Peele. “T've thought it oub
now. I know how Gaston pulled the
wool over their eyes. I know the
| tools were in the trunk—they’re there

now.”

Horace Gresly no more.

“That chap gives me a bad taste
in the month,” he said. “Why can’t
he stop his rot? Now, about the
Groyfriars matech, you fotlows 77

And Junmy Biver & Co. forgot
Pesle.

The 6th Chapter.
The Wan who Repented.

“Poor old Pompey!” murmured
Hansom of the Fifth.

Talboys and Tumsden grinned.

Pompey, otherwise My, Ilorace
Grealy, the master of the Fifth Form,
stood in the doorway, looking . out
into the dusky quadrangle, where the
summer stars gliunmered on the frees
and walks, and a faint, red glow still
lingered in the west, Mr. Greely's
portly, majestic form occupied ihe
doorway, his plump, purple face waz
dark with ithought. That snmmer's
evening Mr. Greely was not a happy

marn.

The three Fifth-Formers, strolling
by. noticed him, and grinned. They
anderstand the

dicd nhot fesl or
tragedy of Horace Greely. They
knew that he was tc go. In a few

weeks’ time Rookwood would know
He was, in
fact, stmply staying i1l & new master
was appointed to the Fifth. His re-
signation had heen offered and
accepted, in the ¥rench master’s
room that afternoon, aficr the
strango scene there.  And all the
Fifth thought about it was, that the
pompous ass had got it “in the
nack,” and they wondered what soré
of a merchant would come along
later to take his place.

No one, probably, would have sus-

|

‘cealed under the portly, purple ex-

terior of Mr, Greely. But there was.
Leaving Rookwood was a terrible
blow to him. For long years he hed
been a master there, and with his
powerful volce and portly personality
had dominated the Common-room.
Indeed, he could scarcely imsgine
Rookwood without Horsce Gureely,
end he did not entertain the least
doubt that his departure would be a
severe loss to the school. Long years
had he passed in the classic shades
of Rookwood—miany more years had
he expocted to pass there. Mis dis-
missal came as a shattering blow.
And he was te go, leaving his vival
firmly rooted there, a man be he-
Jlieved—a man he knew—to be &
‘breaker of the laws—a man leading
a double life!

Lost in  painful thought, Mz,
Greely stared out into the starry
quadrangle with a Iump in  his
throat. His colleagues would not be
sorry that he was going—he kuew
that, Probably it would be g relief
to some of fhem. In the incessant
bickering of Masters’ Common-room
Mr, Greely had made himself more
or less unpleasant to every member
of the school \staff al one time or
another. Hasvecially he had prided
himself upon his gift for putting
younger masters in their place. Now,
somehow, Mr. Greely  would have
liked to think that somebody would ..
miss him when he went. £

An athletic, rathor graceful figure.
came ugrthe gravel path in the sfar--
light, Mr. Greely knitted his. brows
at the sight of Victor Gaston. The
French master was returning from
his long ramble.

Victor Gaston came up the steps
My, Greely was in the middle of the.
big doorway, and he did not stiv. 21k .
fixed his eyes upon the Fremchwman. !

“Bon soir, monsieur ™ said Victor
Gaston polifiely. :

To. Mr. Greely’s mind it séemed
that the young man was mocking
pim. In the cool, smiling face he
thought that he read an ironieml
triumph, It was too much. A surge
of wrath came up in Mr. Greolys
breast, Faor the moment he sdw.ved.-
He forgot where he was. He forgos
that he was a senior Form master,
he fargot the dignity of his position,
he forgol everything but his bifter
detestation of this man, who had
boaten him all along the line, and
who was to be left in triumphant
possession of the ficld of baitle. He
was to g0, and this man-—this villain
whot lie had striven in vain fo -yn-
mask—vas o remain. And he was
cool, smiling, ironical, at least, it
scomned so to Mr. Greely’s enraged
eyes. The Fifth Form master ralsed
iz arm and struck with all his foree
at the handsome face before him.

“Mon Dien!” Y

The Frenchman was taken guite by
surprise. His arm flew up, and he
partly warded the blow, but it ook
effect, and sent him crashing dowm '
the steps. ’

There was a shout. 4 ;

“Gronly’s going it 7 yellad Tubby
Muffn elong the nassage. “He's
Imocked down Froggy !*

“My hat!”?

“ Phew ¥

Thers was a rush to the spot.
Seniors and juniovs, prefects and fogs,
crowded up, amazed, in consterna-

tion.

A% the bottom of the steps Vietor
Gaston sprawled, dazed and breath-
Jess,  On the stens stood Horsce
Greely, vanting, flaming with wrath,

And from the starlight of the quad
came the Head, returning to the

| House from the school iibrary.

pected that there was sentiment con- |

Dr. Chisholm stopped dead. He
could scarcely believe his eyes:

Vietor Gaston strnggled to his feet,
There was a smear of red on his
mouth, and his eyes were hlazing.

“A fight!” yeﬁerl Tubby Muffin.
“Greely and Iroggy! Ow!
Leggo my ear!”

“Silence !” said Mr. Dalton, com-
pressing Tubby’s ear for a moment,
and thon hurrying to the doorway.

My, Greely stood panting. The
Fronchman had his fool on the steps
to mount, his hends clenched.

“Gaston!” exclaimed Richard

alton.,

“Stop !” It was the Head's thums
derous voice, (

Mr, Greely spun round towards the
Head. At the sight of him all his
wrath evanorated. He realised what
he had done. The purble face of the
Fifth Form master grew white,

“Bir—" he stammered.

“(lontrol yourself,
Gaston,” said ‘the Head icily.
bave seen what oceurred. This is no

Ow!

Monsieur
e 1

| place for a display of fstiouffs, I

command you to keep the peace.”
Victor {Faston breathed hard.
“T am at your orders, sir,” ba said
{Continued on page 832,

Waiter Edwards agein'! « Convict 3791 the first of a great new series of stories about the Duke and Rollo Dayton appears in our next issue!-



832

Published
Every Maonday,

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Prlca
Twopenos

28/6/24

The other men were listening eagerly
Black Dano stroked his beard with a
huge, podgy band and scowled.

“There may be some truth in it,” he
spid to the men who had gabhered round.
¥ZSome {oreign pigs wmay have heard
fumours that our cance ecarried a valu-

ble eargo. If it Is lost, if is Jost. While
gh.at s ip stays in the river, the next
gonsignment must be taken through the |
Forest by bearers. And our losses must
be reecovered. Make these dogs of
Indjans work doubly hard. For every
pound of and every ounce of
gold brought iu, let them bring two.
‘We have been too kind, and allowed the
dogs to get lazy. Send the word round,
and if it is mot obeyed, kmife, pisiol,
whip, and halter to man, woman, and
llihltld, and the blazing torech to their

uts.”

“Those are good words,” said one of
the men, with a laugh, “They are too
fat, More work will thin them dewn.”

Tie old woman went back to her pos,
and ps Glie sun was going down, and if
was the time for drinking, Black Dano
brought out hie bottle of spirits, a glass,
and a gourd of water The slave-driver
had wo suspicion of danger, but felf per-
featly secure. No vessel of any size
conld come within a hundred miles of
him. Hven if the chennel had been deep
enough, o labyrinth of narrow waterway:,
and thousunds of acres of reed-grown
morasses and alligater-infested swumps
lay befween his fastuess and the river,

He might have been more uneasy had
he poticed how the old Indian woman
kept walching him drinking and smoking
as the light failed, All his hirelings
came from the south, gaol-breakers or
eriminals flying from justice. Like him-
self, they only understood the dialect of
the Indians imperfectly, The old erone, |
who hated Dauo with a venomous hatred,
bad given him the first message from the
Yorest, not the second one, and it was
days old. The second she kepl to her
Eﬁ]f as she crouched beside the smoky

B,

ruliber

“Phe big ship stays down the river, |

mother,” +ag ‘the message shouted
through the trees, “hut-the little ghip
is drawing near, pulling a boat, and
both ecarry white men with gums. And
we think the boy who gnides them is the
boy who fled from Andario’s village when
Black bBane put it to fire and sword. And
it may be that these strange white men
who love gold ave miore cruel even than
Black Danpo, for so they must be i they
do not fear him, so we are fleeing into
the forpsts fo escape them.”

When the moon emmne up over the
clearing, Dlick Dano Lad finished his
bottie of spirits, amd was sprawling
across the table, snoring heavily. Shouts
awnkened him, One of his punitive
parties -hag returned after burning a
village and shooting down the native
population who had beem either too un-
wise or too infirm not te escape into the
forest, They had killed a couple of pec-
cory, and they started two fires to roast
the unimals, while their captain reported
fo Black Dano.

Just as ng moon rose over The trees,
ditnming the Jurid light of the fires, and

| the warm night air was heavy with the

sutell of yoasting pig, a man stepped out
of the shadow of ihe frees, a man

dressed in a blue serge reefer suib and’

white-topped yachting-cap. He cartied a
little gold-topped cane. 45 the men
round the flre leapt up, their hands ot
their knives and revolvers, and Black
Dano lifted himself heavily to his feet,
the stranger paused fo strike a match
and light a cigaretfe. Then he walked
forward,

“Qood-evening 1 he said. “I geem to
have startled you! Such a display of
weapons may perhaps be taken as a com-
pliment, but they are objectionable.
Kindly put that one down.”

It was Ferrers Lord, and he spoke to
Black Dano, who held a revolver in hig
great fist, -Then like a flash the pliant
little gold-topped cane swished, and out
down agross the giant’s wrist. The
agony of it brought a roar of pain from
the beardsd fthroat of the biackguard,
and as the weapon fell from his para«

Iysed hand, Ferrers Lord took one leap
across the table, dived behbind Black
Dm}‘ﬂ. and locked both arms round his
neck.

Not a man dared 1o fire, for Ferrers
Lord had made a barrier of the huge
body of their chief.
himself backwards, his tongie lolling out
of hiz mouth, hiz eyes bulging, and such
a grip a3 he had never experienced in his
lifetime erushing his windpipe flat. Black
Dano’s men .stood motionless, irresolube,
spellbound. And_then, with a tigerish
scream, the old Indian woman soatched
a knife from one of them, ran forward,
and made a Iunge ab Black Dano’s heart.

e knife misced, struck the tuble, and
broke off short at the hilt, for at that
instant both mon fell. Moonlight and
firelight sleamed on bayoneted lifles as
the men of the Lord of the Deep formed
a circle round the clearing, and Prout's
deep voice bellowed “Hands upl!” With
almest superhuman  strength Ferrers
Lord dragged Black Dane over fhe fallen
table and hench.

"My cane, please, Ching " he said; ard
the prince picked it up and put it in
his hand.

While his men rounded np and disarmed
the gang, Ferrers Lord lashed the chief
of the Indian-forfurers until he howled
for merey, and until his own strong arm
grew fired. Im the momming the hoaf,
towed by the launch, went creeping
through the tortuomns chanvels loaded
with prisoners. What their fate was to
be they did not dream, but others kpew,
In that lomely, ice-bound island in the
Polar seas, called Desolatia, Ferrers Lord
had room for such scum of the earth in
His conviet-ganss,

THE END.

(Another troai! —“Spudges
Catch!” Next Monday's great new
story of Prince Ching Lung, Gan
Wage & Co., and Spudge. Don't
miss atf | Order your Boxs’ FRIEND
in advegnce ond ovoid disappoint.
mentd)
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quietly, And indeed, after the fivst
momexnt or two of intense anger,
there was something like conipassion
in the glance he gave My Greely,

Richard Dalton siipped his arm
throngh his friend’s.

“Core i he whispered,

He led (Gaston away. The Head's
thunderous {rown was fized upon the
unhappy Fifth Form master.

“Myr. Greely, you have strangely
forgotten voursell. It was my infen.
tion fo allow you fo remain here #ill
n nmew master was appointed to the
Fifth. Aftor this outrageous display
that is, of course, impossible. I re-
guest you, Mr, Gresly, to leave Rook-
wood by an early frain in the
marning.”

“ Bir, I——

Heedless of the I'ifth Form master’s
stammering  voice, Dr. Chisholm
swept into the house. Mr Greely
glaficed round him. The white in
his face changed to crimson. With
faltering steps he made his way io
his study and closed the door. i

Not till he had disappeated did |
Mr Dalton allow his friend to enter |
the bhouse, In passages and studies |
excited discussion was ﬁomg on, and |
all Rookwood apgreed that My, |
Greely’s amazing action was the |
Hmit—the very outside edge, as
Mornington pub it. !

Vietor (laston left Myr. Dalton in
the hall and went np io his room.
He was taking the Yourth Form
master’s sage advice to keep oui of
My. Greely’s way for the rest of that
evening.

He entered his room and switched
on the electric light. He had been
long out of gates—it was some houts
since ke had been in his room. Buj
as he glanced round him he gave a
start. The room had not been un-
visited in his absence. ¢

The great trunk, which had been
the subjoct of investigation that day,
lay on its side, 'he strong wooden
bottom of the trunk had been hecked
open with many & gash.

. Victor Gaston stood and stared af

(el 1” he mustouzed,
Long he ;
broken trunk. Who had done this?

His enemy, Horace Greoly? That
was impossible] . Peele? = Ves, he
knew that it was Peele! Krowing

what he had seen, knowing, after re-
flection, that the criminal tools must
be hidden in some secret receptacle
in the trunk, Cyvil Peele had done
this. 'The bottos of ihe trunk,
stashed in, revealed through several
openings the space under ihe false
hottom inside. It revealed the spaco,
and nothing more, The searcher had
been disappointed, after all.

Vietor Gaston breathed deep and

ard.

Repentance had come fo -the men
who had sinned, and it had come just
in time to save him,

stood looking alb the

The cracksmian’s tools, dropped an
hour ago into the river, buried in
mud under flowing waler, were gone
-~for ever. The man who had sunk
to erime, and who had repented and
resolved upon a brighter future, had
broken that Link with his past, and
ihat regolve had saved him, TFor
had the tools been still in the hidden
place in the trunk this would have
revealed them, and the discovery of
them would have justified Peele in
what he had done, and proved beyond
doubt the guilk of the man he had

eecused, As it was Peele had dis-
covered nothing !

“Mon Disul? muttered Victor
VGaston, “Is it an omen? thero

paraon for the past, and honour and
solf-Fespect for the Fiture?  May
Felix Lacresx vanish for ever from
the knowledge of men and Victor
Gaston take his place, an honourable
man among mmen of honour? Is this
a. ¥aming to me that the straight
path is the path of safety?”

It seemed so—he believed so, But
at the back of his mind, like a trou-
bling shadow, lingered the thought
that Nemesis lies alwvays in wait for
the evil-doer, and that somehoyw,
somewhen, the price of the past had
to be paid.

THE END.

(“The Price of the Past!” i= the
topmng long story of Jimmy Silver
&: Uo. and the new French master at
Rookwoosd School.  Dow't miss it!
Order your Boys’ FuisnD in edvance
end avoid disappointment!)

Black Dano heaved

Address your letters to:

THE RETURN OF THE DUKE,

Blippery as an eel, always ready to
doublecross those who oppose him,
and with his old agility at turning
up when least expected, our old
friend, the Duke, makes his bow
next week, I had something to say
fast week concerning the new series
of yarns spbecially written by Walter
Hdwards sbout the Duke and Rollo
Dayton, The first story appears on
Monday next. Well your pals, This
is an exfra golden #reat, and no
eIroL.

T CONVIOT 379"

That is the fitle of the prand tale
which will be found in nexi week’s
issue of the Boxs' Frimnp, It is a
real top mnotcher, and will make all
past records lock tame affeirs. Wealter
Hdwards was out. to surpass himself,
and he has done it. The Duke will
get a tremendous welcome, no matter
in what garb he comes, but the title
of the grand story, though it is sug-
gestive of the broad arrow and other

inister things, does no more than the

compelling drama and the all in #vip
of an irresistibly appesling yarn.
Mind you do not miss this clever and
bafling mystery.

“ SPUDGE’S CATCH !

Among the faany other good at-
tractions for our next number musb
be reckoned the matehless mew tale
by Sidney Drew. (Gan Waga and his
companions are wallowing in the
mazes of the tropical jungles away
i the backlands of Drazil, and they
have tligie shave ol hairauiding adven-
tures. By this time the Eskimo is
accustomed to sivange surroundings,
and he manages to make himself at
home in hot swhmps which have no-
thing in common with the snowy
scenery of his native home. Bidney
Direw is great in his new story.

“THE PRICE OF THE PAST !

Sooner or later the transgressor is
bound to go off tho deep end. In
next week’s wonderful Rockwood
yarn by Owen Conguest we get a
whiff of the day of reckoning so far
as the very mysterious French master
is concerncd, Bad deeds have to be
paid for. I consider mext Monday's
story will take a very prominent
place indeed in the annals of Rook-
wood. Tt is an out and ont clever
tale, with plenty of brilliancy about
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Your Editor is always pleased fo hear from his readsrs upon any pubject.
Editor, “‘ Boys’ Friend,” The Fleefway House,
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it, and just the kind of thing to cap«
tivate the yeader. Victor (Gaston is
.z _personage whose career ab the
school wiﬁ not be forgotien in &
hurry.

“ DOWN ON THE FARM !

You will appreciate the next story
of Don Darrel and “ Bulldog ” Hold-
fast. The two famous characters find
themselves called upon to nmravel a
sensational mystery which has pué
cveryons by the eats in a far away
countryside. It is an eminently sea-
sonable yarn, with a breathless in-
torest right through it. To be down
on ‘a farm suggests having a guist
time in the woods and fields, but
there are always excepiions, On this
pceasion we find happenings of
fremendous import, and a mystifica-
tion which taxes the ingenuity of
everybody concerned.

#'THE PRIDE OF THE COUNTY ! %

Nothing could beat the continun-
tion of A.'S. Hardy’s cricket serial,
Jim Lyle acquits himself in grand
style amidst circumstances which call
{or every quality of manhood. But
sich traits can be looked for with
confidence in a fellow who iz a
cricketer born. The coming vhapters
of this great story are chock-full of
the right spirit and all the magic of
Jthe summer game.

“THE SECRET OF THE
GALLEONS& !>

By Roland Spencer.

Just & word herc ahout the now
serial in our Companion Paper, the
“Gem.” Look out for ib.  “The
Secret of the Ualleons |* is one of the
fincst adventure sstories ever penncd.
Tt i3 an adventure yarn eut and ouf,
with just such a background of
romance as catches the imagination
and stirs the heart. The plot comes
straight out of the old days svhen the
Bpanish Armada met its grim destiny
on the voyage home, and went down.
But here and there the secret of tha
testing place beneath the waves of a
golden galleon +was kept and handed
on throvgh the years. The new
“Gem ™ serial deals with just such
o cage, and the adventures that arvize
therefrom are legion. T can confi-
dently recommend this fine story to
all my chums.

Your Editor,
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