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ANOTHER GRAND STORY OF THE NEW FRENCH MASTER OF ROOKWOOD!

The. 18t Chapter.
Lovall Ghips In! :
“Je chande de ¢o heros qufl regnait

sur la Frapce—"

" h?u

“ What?”

“OWhigh ¥

“Ht par droit de maissanke et par
droit de naissance—-""

“Chuck 1, Lovell1”

Arthur Hdward TLovell of the
Classioa]l Fourth “chucked ™ i, not
hetause he waz bidden to do se, hut
beeause he coulda’t wemember what
came next.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
eame -stared at fim, swrprised. The
Fistical Four wdre saurtbering in Big
Quad, at Rookwiood, in the morning
break, and theyt were talking and
thinking of cricket affairs—of any-
thing or everything, but. French
poetry.  Arthur Edward Lovell had
been silent for siyme minutes, which
wag g little unusnml.  He hud broken
hig silance suddesily with that poetic
authorst. ’

“Yohat are you spouting  the
‘Henrigde ' for i quad, yom ass?”
domanded Raby., “Don't we pget
enough of it in Fromeh class?”

“Pop much " saitl Newocome.

“Pon’t worry,” said Tovell
“Tremch comes ne:kt in a guarter of
an hour, and T want to mug up that
muck -a bit. I'vé been tryinz to
learn the vol by hemrt, but the piffle
doesn’t seem to sticke somehow.”

Lovell's opinion of Voltaire’s ¢ole-
brated poem evidently was not a flat-
tering one. 3

“Yon sees, we're bocking up the
new Froggy, ain’t wel” said Lovell,
in egplanation. “Cads like Peele
have made =a set againsk '_chtar
(Jaston, and we're backing him up.
Isn't he a good sort?” .

“He is—he are!” agreed Jimmy
Silver, All the Fistical Four were of
opinion that Victor Gasion, the new
Hrench master at Rookwood, was a
good sort, That opinion wag, shared
by nearly all Rookwood.

“#Well, there’s lote of ways of back.
ing up a master}”’ said Lovell. “T've
punched Peele’s head for slanging
h' ”

im.

#Hg, ha, ha!t”

“Buf you know Peele, Tt doesn’t
.do bim much good to punch his head.
‘Only sepms to make him vicious,
‘gomehow.
going to. mug up French, and show
Mossoo CGiaston thet we really value
his jolly cld instructions,” said
Lovell impressively.

% But we don’t,” said Newcome.

Tovell coughed.

“Well, perhaps. we don’t, a8 &
matter of azbiclute solid fact,” he
pdmitted. “But we ought to.
There's no doubt that we ought to.
After all, onr people pay for it all,
don’t they? I'm going fo be keen on
French and surprise Hroggy with ib
in elass, Thaf's why T'm learning
_the first book of the * Henriade ' by
heart.”

“My hat! That's a large order,”
enid Jimmy Silver. “How far have
you got?"”

“Two lines en far.?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well. everything must have a be-
ginning,” said Lovell. “I've got the
first twa lines all right. Listen !

“Keep them for class, old «gan,”
urged Raby. )

ut Arthur Edward Lovell did not
heed. He proceeded fo spout: y

“Je chante do ce herog qui regnaiy
sur la France———"

“Grive us-a ress!”

I"ve got another idea. T'm’

Tt par drpit de naissance st par
droit de naissance—" .

“Asser! Taisez-vous!” said Jimmy
Silver. “There's some more Freach
for you, Lovell, .It means * Enough!
Shut up!®

“Hag, ha, hat”

Quen ConqQueskF.

Author of the Taies of Rookwood appearing it the
“ Populgr,”) :

To save the life of an enemy, Victor
Gaston betrays himself!

Py

—_—

memory, ospecially for poetry.
You're a bit weak in French, J};mmy.
if you don’t mind my saying so.”
“% don’t mind,” said Jimmy,
langhing. “You can talk any rot
you like, old chap. Tte a free

country.”

on the chair, evidently a playful pre-

paration for Victor Gaston’s arrival.
Lovell grinned, and then he
frowned.

Peele could play any tricks he liked
on other masters, but the chwms of
the Fourth had taken the *‘new
Froggy ® under their special protec-
tion. As the ond study were “hack-
ing him up,” 1§ was not for Peele o
play japes on him: Peele had Leen
warned, his head had been punched,
he had been kicked several times, and
still ho was geing on. Arthur
HEdward Lovell trod softly into the
room.

Pesle’s back wag to him, and he
was  unconscious of Lovell's soft
approach: He squeczed ont the last
drop of seccotine on the seat of the
ehair, and chuckled soffly. The next
moment -he yelled with sudden alarm
as a powerful grip was laid on the
back of his neck,

“Oh! Ow! Who! What—"

Pegle squirmed round in Lovells
grip. He was glad to see that it was
not Victor Gaston or Mr. Dalton. He
wriggled and glared at Lavell,

“Leggo, you beast!”

“That’s for Frogey, what?” grinned
Lovell, .

“Mind your own business |

“This 15 my bizney, old top!
Haven's we told you, lois of fimes,
that you're to let the new Froggy
alone 7%

e Leggo 1 g

“Old "Greely can go for him as
much as he hikes, and we can’t stop

X

! TO SAVE AN ENEMY !

After working upon the look of the safe for some time Vietor Gaston ag
Ho swung open the heavy iron door of the
safe and Gyrll Peale wae rovealed Inside. p

last succeedod in his task,

|

* Naissance,” said Lovell, still un-
heeding. . “ That means birth or.soma-
thing, doesn’t if, Jimmy?”

“Yes, ass.”

“And  *droil? means right, or
something of the sort?”

“Something of ‘the sort,” grinned
Jimmy,

“Then there seets a lot of ditto
repeato sbout that second fine,” said
Lovell, wrinkling ‘his brow in =
mental effort. Meutal efforts did not
come
Lovell. “It seems to mean ‘ Both by
right of birth and by right of
birth’ That doesw’t seem 4o malke
sense,”

“Well,
sense,” snid Newcome.
French poetry.”

“That's s0,” agreed Raby, with a
nod. ] ‘

Jimmy Silver ohuckled.

“You've got it wrang, fathead!”

“No, T haven't,” smid Lovell, with
confidence. “I've got it vight. T
Lknow that.” =

“Ass! The line is, “ KBt par droit
de conguete et par droit de nais-
sance,” P said Jimmy Silver,

poctry never doss make
“Especially

if? i

*Yes, ass,

“You think that’s right, Jimmy ¢

“T know ib 1s, nss,”

“1 hardly think s0,” said Lovell
eagely. “You see, I've got a good

easily . to  Arthyr Edward

“Congquete! That's conguest, sn't
2%,

“Ill get the book, and jolly well
prove that yow're -wrong!” said
Lovell warmly.

And Arthur Bdward Lovell stalked
away towards the house, leaving his
chums grinning. k

Cerfainly i was guite noble of
Lovell to determine to gralify the
“new Froggy " by mugging up his
language. Put it was very doubtful
whether Monsienr Victor Gaston
would derive much gratification from
Lovell's mastery of French, Lovell
was a good man in many ways. He
was worth much on the cricket fisld,
and he was second to none in rageing
the Moderns. Bub in class he was
not brillient, and in French it was
absolutely certain that he never
would shine.

Lovell entered the Iouse, and
made hiz way to No. 2 class-room,
where Victor Gaston was to take the
French class at eleven, His copy of
the “HMenriade” was there. As it
was not yet ten minutes to elaven
the woom should have been vacunt.
Bui as Lovell came up to the door he
heard a sound of a movement within.

Lovell looked in. Cyril Peele of
the Classical Tourth was in the room.

He was bending over the chair
behind the master’s desls, Upon that
cheir Vietor Gaston weuld be sitting

presently. Peels was squeezing ont
the confonte of a tube af eeccoting:

him; as he’s a master,” said Tovell,
“But we can stop you, Peele, and
we're jolly well going to, You're
goitie to wipe that stuff up!™

“T'm not!” yelled Peele.

“You are—with your face 1#

“Oh—ow—grooogh—yooooggghh 1
spluttered Peele, as Lovell’s iron grip,
on the badk of his neck, forced his
face down on the chair.

The next few minutes were horrid
to Pecle, :
Scceotine ‘sticking Victor Gaston's
irousers fo the chair was one thing;
seccoting  rubked up by Peele's
features was quite another,

Pecle wripelod and sguirmed and
kicked and spluttered and howled.
Buk his features rabbed up ths sticky
mess thoroughly, and by the time
Eovell had finishod, Peele’s face was
in a shocking state.

“Mmaun | Grrerrgghh | Monnmm [?

Peele’s remurks weve inarticulate.

“There !” gaspod Lovell. “There
you are!” Ele released the cad of
the Hourth, and Peele staggered
away, erimson and stacky and furious.
“Oh, my hat! You leok a picture!
Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell roared.

Peele clenched his hands convul-
sively, and made a spring a$ Lovell
Up went Arthur Hdward’s hands af
orice, and he grinned over them at
Peele.

“Come on, old beant”

On second thoughts Peele did not
comse on. He gritted his teeth and
rushed from the class-room. There
was not more than time for Cyril
Peele to clean himself hefore the
French lesson. e

Tovell grinned cheerfully. Tustend
of seeking his “Henriade” he took
a duster and finished cleaning the
seat of the chair, and it was spotless
b]y the time the juniors came in to
class, and Monsisur Vietor Gaston
entered; and the “new Frogpy”
never knew how marrow an escape
his trousers had had.

The 2nd Chapter.
K. Greely’s Last Word !

“8i 1

Mz, Groeely, master of the Fifth,
enunciaied that syllable in his most
stately and ponderous. manner.

Dz, Chishelm, headmaster of Rook-
wood, frowned. ;

He did not want another interview
with Mr. Greoly; in fact, he objected
te it very wuch. And he was (iue in
fen minutes to fake the Sixth Form
in Greek. y :

“ Really—" he snid restively.

Mr. Greely had entered the Hend's
study with a firm tread. His manner,
always ponderous, was unusually
determined.

“Bir, I claim a féw minutes of
your time!”

“Mr. Gl‘eel;f, T am busy now,” said
tho Head, “As you can sce, I am
occupied with accounts.”

Mr. Greely could see that. Books
and papers were on the Head's tabie,
the door of the iron safe, behind the
Head’s chair, stood haif-open. But
accounts orno accounts, Horace Greely
had come to the Head’s study to say
his say, and he intended fo say it.

. TA few minutes, sir, seem to me
little to ask, when T am leaving Rook-
wood to-day,” said Mr. Greely.

“'I’hm;? is nothing further to dis-

cu

“I am bound, sir, to say a last
word before T go. 1 have accused
your new French magter,. Vietor
Gaston, of being a cracksman and
bank robber, whom I suw condemnod
in a Paris law court last year, under
the name of Felix Lacroix. He
denies it—you do not belinve me.”

“Nobody believes so wild and
foolich an accusation, Mr. Greely,”
said  the HMead tartly. = “Vietar
Gaston is & known man-his testi-
mionials are quite in order. But we
have gone into this befores I refuse
to reopen the makter
I desire to draw your #ttention,
sir, to the fact that the mih Lacroix
is known to have escaped feom prison
in France.” B2

A matter of no mqméﬁ b I

“A matter of great moment, to my
mind, sir! My convietion’ reinains
unshaken that Victor Gasten and
Felix Lacroix are one and the
sama.’’

* Nonsense 1

My, Greely breathed
deep. .

Dr. Chisholn re%avded him, over
his pince-nez, coldly, icily.

‘“There is nething more to be said,
Mr. Greely. You apcused Vietor
Gaston on the ground of somo chance
reserblance to a man you sawonce
or twice & year ago. Instead of speak-
ing to me privately on tha subject
you allowed this to becomio the fall
of the school. Later, on a tale told
¥ou by a junior boy, you aceused him
of having burglarious implements in
his trunk, The trunk was é¥amined—
nothing of the kind was revealed. 1
warned you, seriously, that if your
second accusation fell to the ground
I should expect you to resign your '
position here—the situation %:ad be-
come intolerable. T was prepared fo
ellow you to leave at the end of the
term, but yesterday, sir, yvou allowed
yourself to lose vour temper, and
sotually to ralse your hand against
another master in $he school.  You
struck Victor Gaston in the sight of
8 '51;’5:\';1 J{_)f Rookwood hoys—>

Dy, Chisholm raised his hand.

“Nothing can excuse such an out-
break—such a scendalous outbreak.
It is imperative that you should leave
Rooliwood at once—to-day, in fact. I
have nothing to add.”

My, Greely’s purple facs became
more purple,

“Y did not come here, siv, to ask

hard and

for consideration!” he boomed;
“nothing was further from my
thoughts. Tt will be a blow to re

to. leave Rookwood—a heavy hlow.
But I ask for no consideration.”

“Then why this unnecessary inter-
view 1 snapped the Head, .

*1 feel it my duty, before E go,
to warn you once more, pir, in the
mpst solemn manner, t you are
enterfaining a dangerous character in

Do all your pals read the BOYS' FRIEND ? If nof, introduce it to them to-day. They're bound fo like our great stories!’
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thiz school—~that you are nursing a | France,” and leave his place to | No one in the school believed a word | “T had fnished my exercise, sir, 50 | were unfasfened and the pepers mixed

viper, sir, who will sting you in
return,’” said Mr. Greely, in his most
inipressive manner.

** Nonsense [** -

Mr. Greely made & gurgling sound,
It was really hard to have his im-
pressive warning characterised as non-
Bense,

*“Js that all you have to say, sir?”

he ajaculated.

“That 1s all.”

“¥ou persist in frusting this man
—thiz  scoundrel who has led a

doubls life—openly as a teacher of
French, seoretly as a skilful and dan-
gerous cracksman.’’

“Nonsense

Your own safe, sir, is the man’s
object here. Y am convinced that he
waits only till he ean discover that
there is plunder warth his trouble
Strong as your safe is, sir, Felix
Lacroix will open it with ease. At
his trial, sir, i& was mentiohed that
he possesses a wonderful skill—that
no safe, howsoever eleverly con-
structed, presents any difficulty to
him. Some night, sir, you will be
robbed, and the man you know as
Victor (Faston will disappear.”

Dr. Chisholm made an angry ges-
ture,

“T have heard such tirades as this
before from you, Mr. Greely, and 1
desire to hear no more,” he said. “I
shall be gratified, sir, if you will quit
Rookwood at the enriiest convenient

Victor Gaston, They liked old Mossao
in a way, but they hiked and respected
and admired the “new Froggy.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. and the rest
of the Fourth, Classical and Modern,
wete on their best behaviour. The
knew thet, in the present derangeg
state of the time-table they were
“in” for extra French—many exira
French classes were to fill up the
fima Mr. Dalton eould not spend with
his Form. But they resolved to bear
it with fortitude.

There was only one fellow in the
¢lass who was bent on trouble, and
that was Cyril Peelo.

Peele was in his blackest temper.

He detested Victor Gaston—partly
bocause the French master expected
him to work, and had litile mercy
on slackers, partly because he had
expected to be able lo “rag” the
new Frogpy as he had been used to
rag the “old Fropgy,” and that ex-
pectation had been disappointed.
Victor Gaston was not the man to
allow rags in class, a8 Pesle had
discovered to his cost.

But, apart from malice, Peels had
really some grounds for his bitter-
ness. e had spied on the French
master, and had seen the contents of

of his story—his chavacter for un-
trathiulness was too well known., No
one donbted that Mr. Greely's
accusation had put the idea intn his
head, and that he had invented his
story from beginning to end, It was
hard, perhaps, but Cyril Peele had
only himself to thank. It was well
known that he never hesitated to lis
when a lie would serve his turn. He
was, in fact, a dog with a bad name.

But Peele was feeling a sense of
deep grievance and resentment
against  Vietor Gaston, whom he
believed to be a dangerous chavacter;
against the Tourth Form fellows,
who laughed at his story of what he

had seen; against the Head, who
had  administered the fogping.
Peels, in fact, was fecling a good
deal liko Ishmael of old—his hand

against every man, and every man’s
hand against him,

So Peele was in his blackest temper
now; all the more so because his
features still felt the effect of rubbing
the seccotine off the master’s chair.
Lovell had not handled him gently.
Peele was in the mood for trouble,
and trouble was not long in coming in
the French class that morning.

Victor Gaston tock no special note

I thought I would draw g litfle. I
didn’t want to waste time, sir.”

Some of the Fourth grinuned at the
idea of Cyril Peele not wishing io
waste time.

“I shall not deal with this incident
myself, Peels,” said Victor Gaston
in the same quiet manner, *But
there must be an end to this. You
will take this paper, as it is, to the
headmaster, and hand it to him. Tell
him I have sent you. Dr. Chisholm
will deal with you as he thinks fit.”

Poele breathed hard. 5

He been unable to restrain his
insolence, but he was not quite
prepared for the conseguences. Per-
haps he had expected that Vietor
Ciaston’s conscience, or feay of causing
discussion on the subject would make

im pass over the insult in silence.
But whether the man was Victor
Gaston, French master, or Felix
Lacroix, cracksman and safe-robber,
he was not the man to acoopt in-
solence from a fellow like Pecle.

“¥You hear me, Peele,”

“Berve you jolly well right, you
chesky cad!” murmured Arthur
Edward Lovell,

cele came out sullenly hefore the
cless. He took the paper, and left

moment.*

“1 have done my duty!” said Mr,
Greely. “Bome later day, sir, you
will remember my warning ¥

With that the master of the Fifth
Form trod ponderously from the
room,.

Dr. Chisholin frowned impatiently.
He glanced at his ywatch, and turned
to his papers again; but there was
andther knock at the study door. It
was Mr, Richard Dalton, the master
of the Fourth Form, wha entered.

“ Well, ‘Mr. Dalfon |

“You asked me io see you, sir,
with regard to taking the Fifth Form,
as Mr. Greely is leaving so suddenly,™
said Richard Dalton.
*0Oh, yes, quite so—guite so. Mr.
Greely has just been herve, repeating
ones more his absurd statements con-
cerning Monsieur Gasion. It seems
to he quite an obsession.” !

“ Quite at obsession, sir,” said Mr.
Dalton. “I am glad that he has noi
succeeded fu shaking your faith in
Victor Gaston.”

““Not in the least,” said the Head.
“The story is ftoo absurd for a
moment’s attention. Bless my soul! It
iz now time that T was in the Sixth
Form room; but we must arrange
aboud the Fifth! It is very awkward
that Mr. Greely is lcaving so sud-
denly ; but after the seandalous scene
iy the guadrengle yesterday it would
be impossible to aliow him to remain
after to-diy. Please come with me
to the Fifth Form room, Mr. Dalton;
the Sixth must wait a few minutes.”

“Vary well, sir,”

Dr. Chisholm, a little perturbed,
walked from the study with the
Fourth Form master. The sudden
loss of a member of the staff necessi-
tated several changes in the school
time-teble, and the Iead detested
any departure from the normal. For-
tunately, Mr. Dalton was able to
take the Fifth; and the Fourth, hiz
own Form, could be allotted to other
masters for a bime—* whacked out ?
among the ‘ttaff, as Mornington had
described it,

The Head was with Mr. Dalton in
the Fifth Form-oreom for a fow
minutes, and when he left it he went
direct fo the Sixth, where he was
alrendy late. And for the time, in
the stress of other occupations, he
did not. remetnber that Mr. Greely
had interrupted him while the door
of his safe stood open—that he had
omifted to close and lfock it before
leaving the study. That little ineci-
dent was destined o have far-
reaching consequences,

The 3rd Chapter.
Paele Looks for Ttrnuble-—uand Finds

Jimmy 8ilver & Co. greeted Mon.
gsieur Victor Gaston cheerily as he
came inte Class-room No. 2 to take
his class.

“Good-morning, sie!”

“Bonjour, monsieur|”
Lovell.

“Good-morning, my boys!"' said
Victor Gaston, with a pleasant smile,
The young Frenchman had a very
apreeable smile, and he had & way of
making himself liked by his boys.
Hven Peele-would have admitted that
Victor Gaston was an improvement on
old Monsieur Monceau, Most of the
Foursh hoped that Mongieur Mon-
cean, now away for his health, would
‘remain permanently in “La helle

added

l
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him [ have sent you.

MORE TROUBLE FOR PEELE!

Dr. Chisholm will deal with you as he thinks fit.””
the class. He took the paper on which he had made his insulling drawing,

papse, as it is, to

in his hand.

% Peele,’” sald Monsisur Gaston quistly, ““you will take thie
the Headmaster, and hand it to him,

Tell
Poola came out sullenly befors
and loft the olass-room with it

the trunk in Vietor Casion’s room.
He knew, from the evidence of his
own eyes, that in that trunk there
had been a set of steel implements—
though they had not come io light
when the search was made. He had
informed My, Greely; and Mr.
Greely, nothing doubting, had taken
the story to the Head. How the
Frenchman had escaped the danger
Peele did not know. It had dawned
on him that perhaps there was a false
bottom to the trunk: and in Gaston’s
absence he had taken the desperate
step of smashing in the botfom of
the trunk, hoping to find there the
hidden cracksman’s tools. He had
found, indeed, a cavity in the trunk,
but it was empty. There was nothing
there to cmst suspicion on Victor
Gaston—nothing. °

Poele was puzzled, perplexed, en-
raged. It was not likely to cceur to
hiz mind that a man who had been
a cracksman, who had led a'double
life, might have repented—ihat re-
pentance had led him to cast awey
the implements of his nefarious trade
just in time to save himself from
discovery.

But Peele knew—he knew that Mr,
Greely’s acousation was trne—~and yet
tfhe man had escaped. Peele had
been flogged, He deserved his
flogging for having played the spy.
Buf that was no consolation to bim.

of him. But when the juniors handed
in their exercises the Fronch master
found that Peele had adorned his
Paper with a litile drewing,

Peele was clever at drawing, as
at many things. He could have made
his mark in the Form easily enough
had he not been nu incorrigible
slacker.

His little sketch represented 2 man
being led away between two gen-
darmes. The French policemen were
drawn with a comic tovch—and the
man who walked between them, with
handcuffs on his wrists, bore a distinet
likeness to Victor Gaston.

The French master looked at the
paper, and a grim expression came
over his handsome face.

“ Peele I’

“Hallo 1” said Peele.

Arthur Edward Lovell gave Peele
a plare.

“¥ou are pob respectful, my hoy,”
said Victor Gaston mildly. *You
must not answer me in that manner,
Peele.”

Peele grunted.

“You have drawn (his?” said
Victor Gaston, holding up the paper
for all the class fo see.

“Yes, sir!” said Peele.

“It 1% intended, I suppose, as an
insult to me, Poele,” said Vietor
Gaston guietly.

“0Oh, no, si,” eaid Peele airily.

the class-room with it in his hand,

In the passage outside hs shook
his: fist ab the closed door, and
tramped away savagely.

He knew that the Head would be

in the Sixth Form-room at that
time, but he did net choose to gzo
thers,  He made his way to D
Chisholm’s study.
_ He was in 5o hurry to take his lick-
ing. And by affecting fo believe
that he was to wait for the Head in
his study, at léast he would escape
the rest of the French lesson.

He enteréd the Head’s study with
2 sullen, scowling face. The Sixth
did not come out till twelve, so he
had at least twenty minutes to wait.
Peele looked round the study with
mischief in his look. He was quite
ready to “rag” even the Head's
study if he could do so without danger
of being found out. Ha noticed that
the big door of the iron safe was
open, and the key in the lock, and
crossed over to it to peer in. Peele
had never seen that safe open hefore,
and he. was curious.

There was nothing in if, howaver,
to interest him. Bundles of paper on
the shelves, and two or three locked
despatch-boxes and similar things,

Peele wondered viciously whether
he should venture to disturb the
papers; undoubtedly it would give the
Head plenty of trouble-if the bundles

in 2 heap on the foor of the safe.

He grinned at the thought.

He stepped to the door of the study
and listened, The passage was de-
serbeck—-&ziont), save far a distant hum
from the Third Form-room.

Thers was no danger. He stepped
back to tha safe with a malevof;nt
gleam in his eyes.

“Lhe Head was avay il twelve. He
had a guarter of an hour, He nesded
only a few minutes—a couple of
minutes—io do almost irreparshle
damage to the Head's orderly colleo-
tion of papers. Then he could march
into the Sixth Form room ie report
himself, and return to the French
olags, Vf'hp was to know that he had
aver beon in the Head's study af all?

afa as houses I muttered Peole.

He remembered the fogring he had
received in that study the day befors
and gritted his teeth. reached
into the safe and seized bundle after
bundle of papers, téaring them loose
and throwing them down in a heap.
Among them he found a bundle of
banknotes, and another bundle of
curtenc{ notes, and he scattered them
as_vecklessly as the rest.

_one minute he had done encugh
to give the Head hours and hours of
laboricus sorting. He jerked out the
key of the safe, and added it to the
heap, covering it with more and more
papers, The lock closed with a
spring, and if the Head had no second
keiy he was likely to have some diffi-
o l?v in getting the safe open, if
Pecle closed it. And he meant to
close it when he had finished.

“Serve him right for leaving the
safe open apd the key in the lock!”
murmured Peele.  “Clareless of him
—jolly eareless! I've been caned for
carolessness myself—this is the Head’s
burn 1"

_And he threw down another scatéer-
§n§ bundle of paper, with a chuckle,
info the bottom of the safe,

His chuckle died away suddealy.

. There was a step in the corridor—
tmrediately afterwards a hand on the
doorknob.

Peele’s heart stood still,

He knew that step; and he knew,
too, that no one hut the Head was
likely to come to the room.

Ho was caught!

Hor o second he was sick with fear.
What had he done?— Why had the
Head come thero—why, whon he
never leff -the Sixth till twelve, and
it still wanted a guarter of an hour
to noon ¥

The siudy door was opening.

Peele, desperate, scared out of his
wits, plunged into the ample space of
the big safe, He drew the iron door-
close after himy, not quite shutbing if.
He was safe from observation there;
and if only the Head would so—

He heard footsteps in the study.

They approached the safe. They'
stopped. Peele’s heart beat guickly,
almost to suffocation! If the Head
drew the iron door open he was re-
vealed, and the consequences of what

e done were inevitable. Flog-
gimg—oxpulsion—the end of all things
for him ai Rookwood School. Peele
barely breathed. He heard muttered
words.

“Bless my soul! I certainly
thought that I had left the key inm
the lock; but it is not here I’

Cliek !

D, Chisholm did not pull the iron'
door open. He clicked it sl !

The spring lock closed.

Peele was in utier darkness.

Hor somoe moments he rejoiced. He
was undiscovered, and the Fead
would go!

And then—

With a rush of terror Peele realised
that he was locked in the safe, un-
ventilated—in an iron prison from
which there was no escapo! That
rush of terrified realisation avercame
him; he reeled, and leaned weakly on
the iron wall. ~Locked in--locked in,
withouy light, without air—to die if
he were not released in fime!

Flogging, expulsion, anything mat-
tered little now, in comparison with
that! He had hoped that the Head
would go; now he prayed that he had
not gone. With desperate fists Peele
beat furiously on the ivon door and
shrieked for help.

‘The 4ih Chapter.
In the Shadow of Death !

“Dg. Chisholm—"

The Head frowned,

He was at lunch; and when the
Head was at lunch it was s service of
some peril o disturb him.

Mz, Dalton stepped into the dining-
room in the Head's house, his face
somewhat .pele, a very unosual
agitation in his manner. He did not
even notice the Head’s frown.

{Continued overleaf.)
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“What is it, Mr. Dalton? asled
Dy, Chizholm ieily.

“T am afraid it iz very serfous, sir.
May T ask whether you left the door
of your safe unlogked this morning ?”

I happened to do so for & short

time. But I do not seg~——"

1 greatly fear, sir, that & foolish
boy has, for some resson 1 cannoh
even guess, ontered the safe and is
shut up within it,” ssid Mp. Dalton,
It is Peele of the Fourth——"
¢ %A very troublesome hoy," said the
Head, frowning. “U had occasion to
?unish him yesterday, as you know.

g it possible that ho has ventured
to play tricks in my study?
searcoly believe it.”

“He has not corne in to dinner, sit,
and cannot be found,” sald Mr.
Dajton; *and I hear from Monsieur
Gaston that he was sent to you in
third lesson——r-o>

“He did not come fo me,” said the
Head.

“He has not been seen since he left
the. classroom,” said Mr. Dalton.
“ But something living is undoubtedly
shut up in the safe in your study, sir.
Bounds can bo heard——"

* Well, upon my word!” exclaimed
the Head angrily, as he rose to his
feet. “This 18 too much! Probably,
hawever, i is some animal that crept
into the safe while the door was lefs
open this morning, The bay could
have no reason for entering it.”

“Only he seems to be missing, sir.”

“1 will eome, Mr, Dalton.”

Dr. Chislinlin followed the Fourth
Fonn master. Ih Head’s corridor
there was & crowd of Rookwood
fellows, in a buzz of excited talk
Mosk of the masters were alresdy in
the Head’s study—the door stood wide
open. The alzim had spread all over
Rookwood School.

The Head frowned portentously as
he swept through the ecrowd and
entered his study. He could hear
now the sounds that fold of a
prisoner in the iron safe—a dull beat-
ing, hemmering sound, that oome
faint and muffled through thick
metal,  Amid the sound of beating
other almost indistinguishable sounds
could be hcard--sounds of a voics
deadened by the thick iron, bub
whether & human veice or hob it was
hard to say.

Mr, Mooney, the masier of the
Shell, was tapping on tho iron daor,
spparently as e messsge of hape to
the individnal shut up ineide. Ho
stepped back as the Head appeared.

Seldom had the Head looked so
angry, This disturbance in the saored
precincts of his study voused his
deopest ire.

“Really, gentlemen——2" he almost
barked.

_ "It seems that a junior is shut up
in the safe, sir,” said Bulkeley of the
Sixth.

“Nonsense "

(13 H?In !!J

“Really, sir—" sajid Mr. Dalton,

“I do not suppose so for one
nioment!” eoxclaimed Dr. Chigholm.
“Why should a bey enter the safe?”

I can

“But you can hesr, sir,” mormured |

M}-.IMooney.

‘It unfortunately happens that ¥
left the rafe door uniocked for a
short time this morning.” 'The Head
was deeply annoyed at having his
ach LE carelessness hrought to light in
this public way. ‘ Doubtless some
dog wandered 1n.”

_“The yoice sounds to me humsn,
sir,” sald Bulkeley. “‘And Pecle of
the Fourth certainly is missing 1

“Nonsgense! He iz a most trouble-
gome boy, and is probably playing
truant!"” snapped the Head.

“At all events, sir, you have the
key of th.e safe, and the matter may
be speedily seb .at rest,” said Mr.
Dalton quietly.

“Undoubtedly! But I ses mno
veason whatever for all this disturb-
ance—I may sey uproari”

Rilence foliowed the Head's semark.
Ho tock a bunch of keyx from a
pocket, and began fo examing them,
1> pick out the key of the safe.

(Centinued from
DrEVIOUS FAGE.)

Having examined them, he
frowned, and examined them again.

Masters and boys waited in silent
tension. The strange sounds from
Liehind the iron door cf the safe con-
tinved, But no one doubted—save,
porhaps, the Head—that, vague a3
the sounts were, they came irom a
human being. ‘

The dull beating on the iron door
had given place to loud, sharp knock-
ing, which could only mean that the
follow unprisoned in the safe had
found something bhard to use as s
hammaer.

Dalton, and I walked with you to
the Fifth Form room. Afterwards,
when taking the Sixth, I remembered
leaving the safe unlocked, and hurried
here to close it. To my surptise, the
key was not i the lock; but
thought, at the moment, that I must
Ji.ve put it back on my key-ring and
forgotten it. Bui—-"

“But, sie—" breathed Richard
Dalton,

“Tt is evident that the key was in
the lock. That wretched boy came
here, and must have taken 3. Ap-
parently it is in his possession—and
ha is locked in fhe safe!”

“Good heavens!”

“The lock closes with a spring,”
said the Head, in an agitated voice.
“T found the door ajar, and closed it.
Naturally, it never occurred to me
for one moment that anyone might
have entered the safe in my absence.
How could I possibly dream of such a
thing 7"

Knock, knock, knock!

YThis—this is terrible, sir!” ex-
claimed Me Dalton, *The hoy—-"

Dr. Chisholm shuddsred.

“QOne moment, siv.” The deep,
portly voice of Mr., Horace Greely
boomed a4 the study doorway. *May
nob the key havs fallen to the foor—
may it ot bo at hand 17

“It is possible,” said Mr, Dalton,

BOYS' FRIEND FAVOURITES!

Ope cantict help admiring the
mystery man who calls himself the
Duke, for the clever way in which
he goes about his nefarious work,
and the cool arvogance of his manner
is fascinating in the extreme.

The veal name of the Duke iz not

THE DUKE.

known, neither is his age. The man
is & complete mystery.

Coming io England from _ the
Bowery, New York City, the Duke
soon made hig presence felt in the
motropolis.  Many were the cribs
which he ¢racked, and though s0-
to-house searches were made for him
in all the distriets where criminals
were known to hang out, the Duke
was never caught. He was as
elusive #8 a sparrow.

Then thers. came g time when the
Duke, tiring of the ordinary round

y crithe, tutned his  misguided

ius to sport nncl' dportsmen wit!

thel sole purpase of bringing thei
faif nemes into disgrace. And in a
certain measure the master-criminul
succeedod in this direction, although
a number of well-known sportsmen
banded themselves tegother as Clean
Sport Crusaders, ftheir intention
being to do battls with the master-
crimﬁml. Without deubt the Duke
met a fos worthy of his steel when
the Hon. Rolio Dayton, the leading
light of the Crusaders, took it upon
himself to leave no .stone unturned
to bring about the master-eriminal’s
arrest, The Duke and Rollo Dayion,
had many tussles, but slways the
master-criminal  eseaped when he
found himgelf in a tight corner. At
last, hewever, the Duke vanished:
All trace of him was lost for some
time. Then, in the disguise of a

| Trench

Mr. Greely, for the moment, was still
thére—and Mr. Greely’s brain wes
working. His desp voice broke the
horrified stillness in the Head's

studg:
“Dr. Chisholm "

The Head did not fook at him—
did not seem to hear.

“Dr. Chisholm! The boy's life
must be savéd—by eny means, the
boy must be saved from death!”

“IMave you a suggestion 0
make?” Tho Head looked up.
“Make it! Sav: the life of that
wretched boy, Mr, Greely, and I am
your debtor for lifel” 3

“Thove is a man in this scheol, sir,
who ean save him.”

::wa—hqw?”h e

v opening the safe.

“The safe %armot be opened by
any man at Rookwood.”

“By one man, sir, it can be opened
—by an experienced cracksman, sit, to
whom the fask of opening that safs,
or any safe, is mere child’s play,
sir!” boomed Mr. Greely. .

Richard Dalton turned passionately
on the Fifth Form master.

“Mpr. Greelyl At this fearful
moment do_you dare to renew your
foolish  talk  concerming  Victor

Gaston, my friend !”

“1 dare. sir—to save that unhap}iay
boy’s hfe!” said Mr. Greely, “1I
shall g6 at once, sir, to Victer

sportsman, he purchased
Cheleea Villa Football Club, inci-
dentally saving them from going into
1iqnidation. But the Duke was soon
“placed.” It was Dayton, who
played as an amateur for the Villa,
who penetrated the master-criminal’a
disguise. ‘Thus the Duke, who
thought to strike at sport through
Chelsea Villa, again found that his
rriasf. bitter enemiy had foiled his
plans.

Even then the Duke avoided the
arm of the law, and afterwards he
made sevetal unsuceessiul atternpis
on Rolls Daytons life, Bub the
mester-ciiminal’s phenomenal luck in
svading justice ceme to an end ai
last, He was capturéd through Day-
ton and sentenced to a long term .of
imprisonmant, but before he was pit
behind prizon bars he contrived 'to
send a message ta Rollo Dayton to
the' effect that he would escape and
be rovenged. Tb had always been the
Duke's boast that no prison had ¥e't‘.
Peeu built that could hold him for
ong.

Ag;ul now the Duke is free agam.
He has fulfilled his vow that he
would escape from prison, and the
first thing % :
is to be rovenged upon his sworn
enemy. Whether he succeeds in this
sinister business remains to be seen.
Clertain it is that it is no idls threat
on the Duke's part, for once he has
got hig sinister mind upon a thirg he
will do his utmost to carry it out.

{Rolle Dayton is the Box¥s’ FRIEND
Fubourite for next Monday. Look
out for #f)
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The knocks were.loud, sharp, ring-
ing, and Jimmy Bilver, looking with
a pale face into the study, remem-
bered that Pesle of the Fourth had a
pocket-knife with a metal handle.

Knock, knock, knock!

The corridor swarmed, and mozt
faces were pale. Almost all Rook-
wood sesmed to have crowded to the
spot. : .

For a fellow shut up in the iren
safe was doomed tfo inevitable death
by suffocation, unless he was released
in fime. And much time had elapsed
before the sounds had been heard.
A fellow passing the study, after the
Head had gone to lunch, had first
heard them, and ecalled attention o
the stranie circumstance. Then the
crowd had gathered, and the alarm
had spread.

“You have the key,
claimed Mr. Dalton.

“T—1 should have it here.”

The Head’s tone and manner were
rather uncertain.:

“Dr. Chisholm, If it is Peele in
the safe, he must have been thers
some fime—he may be already sink-
ing into suffoeation! For merey’s
saks, sir, do not lose a moment!”

The Head laid down the bunch of
leys.

His face was white now, as a dread.
ful realisation forced itself inte his
mind—the realisation of a fearful
truth that banished all bis anger.

“1 remsmber now,” he said, and
his voice faltered. *The key is not

sir?¥  ex-

here I
“VYou have only one?”
“Only one. I left it in the lock

of the safe this morning, Mr, Greely
interrupted we. wad took my abten-
tion from it Then you came in, Mr,

"mu‘f,h without much hope. * L&t us
search, at least.”

In & moment a dozen masters and
feniors were searching the floor for
the key, while the Head stood lean-
ing on the table, perspiration on his
Brow. y

“Dr. Chisholm,” went on the
Fourth Form master, ‘‘is there no
other merns of opening the safe?”

13 11

“Help must be brought immedi-
ately—a locksmith—->"

“No locksmith could open that
safe, The makers—— But thers is
no time—the boy will be dead !

There was a deep hush in the
study. In the dead silence came the
| dull knocking from the interior of
the iroy safe-—fainter now, as if the
unhappy prisoner was slready losing
his strength.

The Head gave a groan. He had
elosed the iron door—hs knew it now
—on & human being—a youny rasecal,
doubtless, who had izken the key
from the safe, and so precluded all
posgibility of his own rescue; but in
closing f]";a iron door the Head had
condemned ihat hapless boy to death!
The knowledpe of it shook him to

very soul!

Ignock, knock, knock!

A whisper of horror ran down the
crowded eorvidor. There was no key.
Poelo had the key, and Peele was
locked it the safe—to die!

The Rockwood feilows locked af
one anothér with white faces.

Mr, Greely was breathing hard,
A sfrange gleam was in his eyes. In
an hour more the station cab wonld
have heen at the door to take him
| away from Rookwood for ever. Buf

Gaston—and unless he is & greater
villaie than I believe him to be, he
will save the life of that unhappy

boiyl’

lorace (Greely stalked away. T¥e
left a dead silence behind him in the
reom-—-a gilence breken only by the
sound, growing fainter and fainter,
of the doomed junior knocking on the
iron door that shut him in {o death!

Enook, knock, knook !

The 5th Chapter. H
Self-Condemnead,

Jimmy Silver & Co., in the front
of the crowd swarming round the
Head’s doorway, looked at one
anothar in silence. In spite of them-
selves, in siite of their firm and loyal
belief in the master they admired,
Mr. Greely's words had made an
itmpression even on the Fistical Four.
Indeed, they almost hoped that he
was right—ior unless he was right,
it was absolutely certain thag notging
could save Cyril Pecle's life.

The knocking on the inside of the
iron door was growing faimter and
fainter—dying away as the strength
of the choking bey ebbed.

Peels was not a good fellow-—ha
was no credit o his school. Ti was
some rmore of his impish trickery that
had led him into this fearful strait.
They knew that. Bnt death was too
terrible—all Poele’s sins could be for-
given him, if enly his life could be
saved, Thers were few risks that
Jimmy Silver would not have run to
save him; but he wus helpless. No
one could aid the hapless junior—no
ane, unless it was & man to whom the
“Yeracking ** of safes was an mceus-
tomed job—unless, in & word, Horace

e has sei himself to do |

| Holas! T4 is not casy for me,

Greely had been right all along the
ine, and Victor Gaston, French
master, was one andsthe same mian
with Felix Lacroix, cracksman snd
bank robber.

There was & whisper in the crowded
passage, as an athletic form appeared
there—a handsome  fage, now
strangely pale, with dark, handsoms
eyes that had now a haunted look.
Victor Gaston strode down the
corridor, the crowd making respeotful
way for him, looking neither to the
right nor the left, %{e saw none of
the sea of faces round him—he saw
nothing there—he was looking far
beyond Rookwood; looking into the
imagined distance where the prison
gates yawned for him—unless he
allowed this boy to die!

Behind the French master canie
Horace Groely, with ponderous fread :
but no one Ivoked at the porily Mr,
Greely, Ivery eye was upen the
hendsome  Irenchman—every eye
noted the ghastly pallor of his facs,
his eyes haunted with despair. And
Jimmy Bilver, as he looked at him,
knew that he was looking, not on
Viotor Gaston, French masier, but on
Felix Lacroix, bank robber, eriminal,
hunted by the French police, hidden
from justice within the time-honoured
walls of Rookwood. And he knew,
too, that he was lgoking on & brave
man_going with unfalteving steps to
his doom,

Knock, knock, knock !

Fainter and fainter came the sound,
the dymg appeal for help from one
now almost in’ the grip 0? strangula-
tion. The Frenchman gave a con-
vulsive start as he heard it

Ho entered the study.

Quistly, with his old aceful
manner, Victor Gaston howed to tha
Head, and the pale-fuced crowd of
piasters and seniors. He was valm—
with the ealmness of a man who knew
that all was last. Y

Richard Dalton fouched him on the
arm. They were friends, these two,
and in Richard Dalton’s heart there
was no doubt,

““Victor !
old fellow I

Vietor (Gaston’s look, in'reply, froze
the words on Richard Dalton’s tongue.
it was a kind and affectionate look,
and it was a confession. The Fourth
Form master stood dumb.”

In silence, Victor Gaston crossed to
the safe. He stood before it, search-
ing i with his eyes. From within
cams the faint, despairing kuocking.

He furned to the Head.

“You have no key?”

None.”

“The koy must have been taken by
the boy now locked up in the safs,”
My. Mooney explained. | #Dr. Chis-
haolm closed the door withotit knowing
that anyone was inside.” " *

(Gaston nodded.

¥ A locksmith " mutterod Bulkeloy
of the Sixth,

The Fronchman smiled.

“Inutile.” he said. “Quite useless !

You cannot_help here,

| You are absolufely cortain, Dr. Chis-

holm, that thers is no key?”

““ Absolutely—only the one inside
the safe with that wretched boy."

“And there is not a moment to
spare.”

The Head proaned.

In the doorway Mr. Greely stood,
his eyes fized on the French master.
Victor Goston did not look at him,
If he gave the Tifth Form master his
triumph at long last, that mattered
little to him now., He sfood hefors
the iron safe, and all could see, in his
working face, the ferrible struggle
that was takinﬁ place inwardly,

Knock, knock, knock ! |

“Vietor!” said Richard Dalton
hoarsely. “If is impossible—I can-
not balieve—"

*Mon pauvrs ami!” Victor (las-
ton's voice was very soft. “My poor
friend, you have trusted me, and it is
because you have frusted me, thas T
have becomo worthy of vour trusi--
that I bhave thrown hehind me a
double life; that Felix Lacroix has
disappeared, leaving in his place only
Vietor Gaston. But fate is too strong
for us, my friend—the price of the
past bas to be pard! Heaven knows
I had repented—MHeaven knows I
moant te live a straight life—that
never since I became your friend, has
my hand been stained with crime—
that never again should ik have been
so stained! You will believe thaf
much of me—of Felix Laeroix!*

“Victor 1 groaned Richard Dalton.

“1 canmot leave this boy to dis,
when I csn save him~—and 1 can save
him only by betraying mysegf 4

ut
aven Felix Lacroix is not an ahan-
doned villain. I must save the hoy.”

#¥ou can save hini?" breathed the

cad.

“71 can save him—and will! T can

{Cantinued on page 16.)
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save him, beeause T am Felix
Lacroix ; and when T have saved him,
I go hence to the prison that has
waited for me too long.”

The Frenchmen said no more. The
knocking had died away in the safe
—all was silent.

Dr. Chisholm waved his hand in dis-
missal, The study was cleared. Only
the Head vemained, with Richard
Dalton and My, GGreely. Outside in
the corridor the crowd was hushed.

Felix Lacroix was busy! Once or
twico he spoke, o ecall quietly for
seme tool he needed. Richard Dalton
huyried to obey, The ecracksmen’s
outfit was buried deop at the bottom
of the river, The tools he was accus-
tomed fto use were no longer at hand.
But Felix Lneroix was a past-mastor
in his strange art. As the French
police kunew only too well, there was
no safe that could have baffled him
for long. He worked with a sef white
face, with perfect coolness—calm and
steady. He was working for an
enemy’s life, und his own condemna-
tion, and he waorked coolly, steadily.
without a pause.

While he worked, the Head stepped
to the telephone, to call up the school
doctor. That was all. By ths time
the ¥renchnian was finished, the
doctor's car was heard on the drive.
Victor Caston, alias Felix Lacroix,
stepped back from his fmsk. The
heavy iron door swung open.

He stooped into the interior of the
safe, aml lifted out . Peole _of _the
Fahpthiv T his—gbiniy " et 2100
junior was while as chalk, and quite
insansible,

“He lives!” wsaid Victor Gaston
simply.

“Thunk Heaven!" Treathed the
Head.

My, Dalton took the seuseless
junior  from Victor Gasten, and
carried him from the study.  Poelo
was handed over to the doctor's
charge, still unconscions, But he was
in no dangor—he weuld live.” A

quarter of an hout more in the airless
safe, probably, and only a dead body
would have heen taken out. But
Peels had been saved—saved ol 2 ter-
rible cost to his rescuer.

Mz, Dulton, with & pale, set face,
canie back to the Head's study.

Jimmy Silver capehi him by the
slecye.

“Mr. Dalton! Is it true—is i true
that—that——"

Jimmy’s voice broke.

“Tt iz true™

“I—1 don't eave,” almosit sobbod
Lovell, “He's a splendid fellow—1
don’t care wiint he was! He’s given
himself away to save Peele—he's a
splendid chap, und it's a roiten shame
i they send him to prison—a zoften
shame "

Mr. Dalion entered the Head’s

gtudy again, and the door ¢losed. And
the hushed erowd broke up, discuss-
ing the strange affair in whispers, and
wondering what was to happen to
i Victor (Gaston—-now known to all

Rookwoad as Felix Lacroix, cracks-
man and conviet,

e

The 8th Chagpted.
The Prics of the Past.

“T am ready !

Victor Gaston spoke in low, quiet
tones, bresking the silence that had
reiguned in the Head’s study. Mr.
Daltgn looked af him, in miserable
| silonce. Mr. Greely ecoughed. Dr.

Chisholn: fixed his eyes on the man he
| had trusted.

“¥You are Folix Lacroix?”

Tven yet the Head seomed hardly
able to believe it

A weary smile crossed the French-
man’s pale, handsoms face,

“I am Vietor Gasion,” he said.
“In the hands of the police of Paris
T gave the pame of Felix Lacroix!
That iz all. All you know of Vietor
Gaston is true; but you did not know
that he had led a double lie—you
know 1% now.”

“But why—why—"

The Head stammered.

“Why? How can Il say? 1hada
git—a strange gift. I exercized it in
sport @l first. I was poor and ambi-
tioug, 1 found that ¥ my hands no
desle awas secure.”  SeraseCaston
Mahrigeed  his shouldeks. "Add to
mlhn.,t. it you like, that | was & scoun-
drol——

¥ Nover 1 gatd Richard Dalton.

“ A seoundrel would net have he-
traved hims=elf to save a boy's Life, as
you have done,” said the Head,
strangely moved,

“ Ah, monsiour, ws all have our
limit,” said Vietor Gaston. “But 1
fear thet when fivst I came to Rook-
wood, I should not have been capable
of this! If the boy's life is saved, it
is Richard Dalton who has saved it
Ile made me his friend, He trusted
mo. 1 swore | would be worthy of
his frust. The tools that that
wretched boy sow in my frunk were
buried deep in the river only yester-
day, With them, 1 buried, as I
hoved, all my pust with ifs crimes.
But it was not to be! T hoped that
Felix Lacroix was gone for ever—
that Vietor Gaston, a man of honour,
could lock honourable men in the
face while life should last! And i
has ended thus!”

“In sacrificing yourself o save one

who hated youw,” =said Richard
Dalton. “It was like you, Victor,

and whatever your pest may have
been, you are still my friend, if you
| care to remam so.”

Vietor Gaston shook his head.

*“That is over,” he said. I ghall
not drag your name into shame with
mine.” - He glanced at the. Head.
* Monsieur, Felix Lacroix, cracksman,
conviet, prison-breaker, stands before
you! ¥You have only to telephone ta
the police. I shall not resist,”

The Head did not speak.

“Bir!” My, Greely’s portly voice
“Bir! It is not the Head's
duty--in the eircumstances—to de-
nounce you. 8ir, I denounced you to
the Head because it was my daly;
but now, sir, after what you have
done; I should be proud to shake you
by the hand.”

Dr. Chisholm nodded slowly.

“Whatover you wore, Victor
Gaston,” he said, “I only know what
you have done. You could have kept
your secret—you betrayed yourself o
save s Jife! That at least was noble,
and atones for much! You are free,
Monsieur Gaston—fres to go as you
choose. It is not my duty to desain
you. Seek safety while you ecan,
hefore this is known outside the walls
of Rookwood—and take my hearifelt
wishes for your safety.”

“ And mine !” said My, Greely.

Victor Gaston drew a deep breath.
Hiy eyes were on_ Richard Dalton,
i]’.‘hedma.ster of the Fourth held out his
hand.

“We part friends, Victor,” he said,
#1 know what you will be in the
fujure, whatever vou niay have been
in the past. T trusk you.” :

“1 shall not fail,” said Vicior
Gaston, 'in a low voice,

He prossed Richard Dalton’s hand,
bowed to the Head, and was gone.

Rookwood knew Victor Gaston no
more. :

Mr. Greely, of course, remained—
the Fifth did not lose their Form
master.  Certainly they would nof
have wissed him so much as the
juniors missed Victor Gaston. Twenty-
four hours after *Felix Lacroix’
had ieft Rookwood, the police were
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secking him: but he had vanished,
and even Peele. when he emerged
from the sanatorium affer days of il
ness, hoped that the man who had
saved him wonld escape with his free-
dom. And long alter Monsieur
Woncean had returned to his place al
Rookwood, Jimmy Silver & Co. con-
tinued to talk of Victor Gaston, with
a kind remembrance of bim, for
petting the wrong he had done, in the
remem%)ranoe of the noble atonement
of the man who had been self-
condemned.
TEE END.

(Special next Monday — “The
South African Match!® A stunning
long story of the South Africen
oricketers’ visit to Rookwaod. Don't
andss 4! Order your Boyy FRIEND

T “Why shanld [ give

[ in advonce and aueid disappeini- |

mgntl)

The
o

S

mand, and to Jim’s surprise, he found
himself answering him.
“I'm playing for the
team,’ he answered.
Two bleared and glinting
seeined to pierce Jim’s soul.

Clounty

ayes

“What’s your name?"” ihe siranger’

asked.

Again Jim answerod.

“Lyle,” he returncd.

Why should he answer? Why
should he be bothered with this
broken-down wretch who looked as if
he had been on the tzamp for years?

Jim swung in past the gate, and
the groundsman on duty there closed
it with a cheery * (Good-morning,
Jim, lad, and good luck to-day!”

The man who had questioned him
leant: against the wall of the cricket-
grotmd for a bif, busy with his
thoughts. He opulled out some
coppers and a sixpenny-piece.

Ninepence was all he possessed.
And it needed a shilling to gain him
admission fo the County ground.

As taxicabs and motor-cars began

to pull ap at the gates, he ran for-

ward, opened the doors, and looked

expectantly for {ips.

In one of the cars came Harry
Nolson, captain of the County, who
had Walter Grogan soated next to

i

The loafer opencd the door. Nelson
and Grogan stepped down.

“Spare a_copper, sir, pleaset”
whimned the loafer, ab whom Nelson
looked in disgust.

thing " demanded the eaptain of the

"
You ahy-:

'Pride of the County!
(€

4 Arthur § Hardy

(Continued from page 5.}

“You're fit and able to

County
Why don't you

work, 1 suppose?
work 77

“Can't get a job, sitw. Spare me &
oopper, sir.”

A whimsical smile played sbout the
handsome captain’s lips.

“It depends upon your answer!”
he cried. “Tell me what you want
the maoney for.”

The down-at-heel loafer grinned,
and, what was more, he spoke the
truth.

“1 want to'see young Lyle bat for
the County,” he said, “and I haven’s
got the money to go "

“ By Georgel”

The reply
greatest surprise of his life, His hand
strayed to his poecket.

Ho drew out haif-a-crown and gave
it to the man.

¥ There you are.-
you pass the gate |” he cried.
can buy yourself something to eat,
and you look as if you need it.”

The loafer murmured his thanks.
Nelson led him to the turnstile
entrance, saw him pay the money and
pass in and then went back to his
friend.

“Can you beat that, Wally?” he
said. “That fellow wanted to see
our new bowler perform. And he's
in rags.. Wonder what he was onee?
But let us huyy in, or else we shall
keep the others waiting.”

But let me ses
“¥ou

(Whe is the strange laufer who
seems so keen to sce Jim Lyle in
action?  On no aecount must youw
miss next Monday's fong tnstelment
of this great ericket story. OF
your Boys FRIEND in advance
don’t ferget to ntraduce (he “ Gres
‘Un fo all your pula. ;}“ﬂy’e‘s
bound to like our prewt stories,)
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