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6THE .SECRET OF THE FRENCH MASTER!

¢ . Monsieur Gaston, the new French master, is Iiked by pract«call 'y everyone at Rookwooa’, and none wxil belicve
But they are destined to find out their mlstake 4

ithe story that he is an impostor.

THE FiRST CHAPTER.
ir, Greely‘s Lazt Word !

IR
S Mr. -Greely, master of the
Fifth, enunciated that syllable in
his most stately and ponderous
manner.
. Dr. Chisholm, of Rook-
.wood, frowned.
- He did not want another interview
_with Mr. Greely; in fact, he objected
“to it yvery much. And he was due in
fen minutes to take the Sixth Form in

headmaster

. Greek
“Really——"" he said restively.
Mr. (xreelv had entered the Head's

study with a firma tread. His manner,
_always ponderous, was unusually deter-
mined.

“Sir, I claim a-few minutes of your

time!”

" “Mr. Greely, T am busy now,
the Head. “As Fou can see,
_occupied with accounts.”

. Mr. Greely could see that. Books and
.papers were on the Head's table, the
door of the iron safe bebind the Head’s
chair stood half-open. But accounts or.
_no accounts, Horace Greely had come to
i the Head’s studv to say his say, and he
intended to say it.

* “ A few miinutes, sir, seem to me little
to ask, when I am leaving Rookwood
to-day,” said Mr. Greely.

“The:;e is nothing further
CUsS :

“T am bound, sir, to say a last word
ibefore I go. I have accused your new
:French master, Victor Gaston, of being

a cracksman and bank mbbﬂr whom 1
saw condemned in a Paris law ‘court last
year, under the name of Felix Lamoxx
He denies it—you do not believe me.’

“Nobody believes so wild and foolish
an accusation, Mr. Greely,” said the
flead tartly “Victor Gaston is a
known man—his testimonials are quite
in order. But we have gone into this
before ; I refuse to reopen the matter !””

=i deblre to draw your attention, sn,
fo the fact that the man Lacroxx is
Ynown to have escaped from prison in
‘ Trance.”

“A matter of no moment, sir.”

“A matter of great moment, to my
mind, sir! My conviction remains un-
shaken that Victor Gaston and Felix
Lacroix are one and the same.”

“Nonsense !

My. Greely breathed hard and deep.
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to dis-

Dr. Chisholm regarded him, over his|
pince-nez, coldly, icily.

“There is nothing more to be said,
Mr. Greely. You accused Victor Gaston
on the ground of some chance resem-
blance t6 a man you saw once or twice
a year ago.
privately on the subject you allowed this
to become the talk of the school. Later,
on a tale told you by a jumior boy, you
accused him of having burglarious
implements in his trunk. The trunk was
examined—nothing of the kind was
revealed. I warned you, seriously, that
if your seccond accusation fell to the
ground I should expect you to resign
your position here—the situation had
become intolerable. I was prepared fo
allow you to leave at the end of the
term, but yesterday, sir, you allowed
yourself to lose your temper, and actu-
ally to raise your hand against another
master in the “school.
Gaston in the s1ght of a crowd of Rook-
wood bov

< I

r. Chisholm raised his hand.

“\Tothmg can excuse such an outbreak
—such a scandalous outbreak. If is im-
perative that you should leave Rook-
wood ab once—to- day, in fact. I have
nothing to add.”

Mr. Greely’s purple face became more
purple.

Y did not come heve, sir, to ask for
consideration !” he boomed; “nothing
was farther from my thoughts. ¥t will
be a blow to me to leave Rookwood—a
heavy blow. But I ask for no considera-

‘tion.’

“Then why this unnecessary inter-
view ?” snapped the Head.

“Y feel it my duty, before I go,
to warn you once unore, sir, in the
most solemn manner, that you are
entertalnmg a dangerous character in
this school—that you are nursing a
viper, sir, who will sting you in return,”
said Mr. Greely, in his most impres-
sive manner.

“Nonsense I

Me.
It was really hard to have his impressive.
warning characterised as nonsense.

“Is that all you have to say, sir? 7 he
eJaculated

“That is all.”

“You persist in trusting this man—
this scoundlel who has led a double life
—openly as a teacher French,
socretly as a skilful and da-ng‘erous
cracksman.”

“Nonsense |

“Your own safe,

sir, is the man’s

Instead of speaking fo me

You struck Victor |

Greely made a gurgling sound.,
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4 GRIPPING LONG COHIPLETF TALE OF
JIMMY SILVER & CO., THE CHUMS OF

ROOK~
WOoOoD.

By Owen Conquest.

object here. I am convinced that he
waits only till he can discover that there
is plunder worth his trouble. Strong
as your safe is, sir, Felix Lacroix will
open 1t with ease. At his trial, sir, it
was mentioned that he possesses a won-
derful skill—that no safe, howsoever
cleverly constructed, presents any diffi-
culty to him. Some mght sir,you will be
robbed, and the man you know as Victor
Gaston will disappear,”

Dr. Chisholin made an angry gesture.

“I havo heard such tirades as this
before from you, Mr. Greely, and I
desire to hear.no more,”” he said. “I
shall be gratified, sir, it you will guit
Rookwood ‘at the earliest convenient

moment.”’

“I have done my duty,” said M.
Greely. “Some later day, sir, you will
remember my warning.”

With that the master of the Fifth
Form strode ponderously from the room.
Dr. Chisholm frowned impatiently.
He glanced at his watch and turned to
his papers again; but there was another
knock at his study door. It was Mz.
Richard Daltont the master of the

Fourth Form, who entered.

“Well, Mr. Dalton ?”

“You asked me to see you, sir, with
regard to taking the Fifth Form, as
My, Greely is leaving so suddenly,” said
Richard Dalton.

“Oh, yes, qmte so—quite so!  Mi.
Gxeel3 has just been here, repeating
once more his absurd statements con-
cerning Monsieur Gaston. It scems to
be quite an obsession,”

S“Quite an obsession, sir,”
Dalton. “I am glad that he has not
succeeded in shaking your faith in
Victor Gaston.”

“Not in the least,” said the Head.
¢“The story is too absurd for a moment's
attention. ~ Bless my soul! Tt is now
time that I was in the Sixth Form-
room; buf we must arrange abouf the
Fifth. It is very awkward that Ma.
Greely is leaving so suddenly ; but after
the scandalous scene in the. quadrangle
yesterday it would be impossible to
allow him to remain after to-day.
Please come with me to the Fifth Forni-
room, Mr. Da,lton, the Sixth must Walt
a few minutes.’

“Very well, siz!” :

Dr. Chisholm, a little perturbed,
walked from the study with the Fourth
Form master. The “sudden loss of a
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member of ihie staff neees=1tated several
changes in the school time-table, and
the -Head detested any departure from
the normal. Fortunately, Mr. Dalton
was able to take the Fifth; and the
“Fourth, his own Form, could be allotted
. to other masters for a time—* whacked

out ” among the staff, as Mornington |.a

had described it.

The Head was “nh Mr. Dalton in the
Rifth Formzroom for a fewy minutes,
and when he left it he went direct to the
Sixth, where he was aheady late. And
for the time, in the stress of other occu-
bations, he did not remember. that Mr.
Greely had interrupted him_while the
door of his safe stood open—that he had
omitted to close and lock it before leav-
ing the study. That little incident was
dostined to have.~far-rcaching conse-
guences. -

3 THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Peele Looks for Trouble—and finds it!
IAY SILVER
J Monsienr Vietor Gaston cheerily
" as he came into Class'room No. 2
to take his class,
““Good-morning, sir!”
“Bonjour, monsicur!” added Lovel!.
‘“Good-morning, ‘my boys!” said
Vietor Gaston, with a pleasant smile.
Phe young Frenchman ' had a very
agreeable smile, and he had a way of
-making himself ‘liked. by his boys. Even
Peeleiwould have admitted that. Vietor
Graston was an improvement on old Mon-
sieur Moneceau. Most of the Fourth hoped
that Monsieur Monceau,: now away for
his health, would reman permanently
in “La belle. France,” and leave his
p;au' to Victor Gaston. They liked
old Mossoo in a way, but they llked

. and 1espected and admired the “new
Frogey.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. aud the rest
of the Fourth, Classical and Modern,
were on their best behaviour. They
knew that, in the present deranged
state of the time-table they -vere
*in” for extra French—many extra

French classes were to fill up the time
Mr., Dalton could not spend with his
Form. But they resolved to bhear it
with fortitude.

There was ouly one fellow in
class who was bent on trouble,
that was Cyril Peele.

Peele was in his blackest temper.
He detested Victor Gaston—partly
because the French master expected him
to “work, and had little merey on
slackers, partly because he had expected
to be able to *‘rag” the new Froggy
as he had been used to rag the “old
Frogey,” and that expectahon had been
disappointed. Victor Gaston was not
the man to allow rags in class, as Peele

had discovered to his eost. -

But, apart from malice, Peele had
really somie grounds for his bitterness.
He had spied on the French master,
and had seen the contents of the trunk
in Victor Gaston’s room. He knew,
Jrom the evidence of his own eyes, that
in that trunk there had been a set of
steel implements—though they had not
rcome to 'light when- the search was
made. He had informed Mr. 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 bottom of the
trunk, hoping to find there the hidden
uackmans tools. . He had found, in-
deed, a cavity in the trunk, but it was
empty. There was nothmg there to
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cast  suspieion on . Victor = Gaston—
nothing.

Peele was puzzled, perplexed, en-
raged. It \vas noet llke}y to -oceur tfo
his mmd that a man who had been
a cracksman, who had led a double
life, might: have repented——thaﬁ repent-

nce had led him to cast away the im-
pxements of his né¢farious trade just

in time to save himself from discovers.

But Peele knew—he knew that M-
Greely’s accusation was trne—and yet
the man had escaped. Peele had been
flogged. He deserved his flogging for
having played the spy. Bub that was
no consolation to him. No one in the
school believed a word of his story
—his character for untruthfulness was
too well known. No one doubted thar
Mi. - Greely’s accusation had pui the
idea into his head, and that he had
invented his story from beginning to
end. Tt was hard, perhaps, but Cyril
Pecle had only himiself to thank. It
was well known that he never hesitated
to lie when a lie would serve -his
in fact, & dog with a

name.

Victor Gaston took mno special note
of him.#® But when the juniors kanded
in their exercises the French master

found that Peele had adorned his paper’

with a little drawing.

Pecle was clever at drawing, as at
‘many thmg\ He could have made his
mark in the Form easily, enough had
he not been an incorrigible slacker.

His little skefch 1epre:¢>med 2 man
being led away between two gendarmes.
The French  pelicemen were drawn
with a comic touch—and the man who
wallced between them, with handeuffs
on his wrists, bore a distinet likeness
to Victor Gaston.

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

“ Peele !”

‘“‘Hallo!” said Peele

Arthur Edward Lovell gave Peelc 2
glare.

“You are not respectful, my bo;_."
said Victor Gaston mlldw “You

must not answer me in that manner,
Pecle.”
. Peele ~grunted. |

“You have drawn this?” said Vietor

Gaston, holding up the paper for zll
the class to see.

“Yes, sir!” said Peele.

“It is intended, I suppose, as an
insult to me, Peele,” said Vietor
Gaston quietly.

SOh, “wo,,_sir,”

“J had finished my
thought I would draw
didn’t want to waste time. sir.)’

Some of the Fourth g:mned at
idea of Cyril Peele not wishis
waste time.

“I shall net deal w
myself, Peele,” said ¥
the same quiet manmer. “ But there
must be an end to this. You will take
this paper, as it is, to the headmaster,
and hand it to lmr Tell him I have
sent you. Dr. Chisholm will deal with
vou as he thinks fit.”

Peele came ont sullenly before the
class. He took the paper, and left the
class-room with it in his hand.

In the passage ouiside he shook Lis
fist at the closed door, and tramped
away savagely.

He knew that the !-Ivad would be. in
the Sixth Form-room at thaf time, butb
he did not choose to .go there. He
made his way to Dr. Chisholm’s stud

He was in no hurry to take his 1
ing. And by affecting to believe that
he was {o wait for the Head in his
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study, at least he would escape the rest
of the French lesson.

He entered the Head’s study with a
sullen, scowling face. The Sixth did
not come out till twelve, so he had at
Jca\f twenty minutes to wait. Peele
d round the study with mischief
leck. He.was quite ready to
even the Head's study if he
do so without danger of being
1 out. He noticed that the big
door of the iron safe was open, and the
key in the lock, and ciossed over to it
to peer in. Peele had never seen that
safe open before, and he was curiocus.

There was nothing in it, however, fo
interest him. Bundles of paper on the
shelves, and two or three locked
dispateh-boxes and similar things.

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

unfastened and the papers mixed in a -
heap on the floor of the safe. S
He grinned at the thought. ‘5

The Head was away till twelve. He
had a quarter of an hour. He needed ?M
01113 a few minutes—a couple of minutes
—io do almost irreparable damage to §
the Head’s orderly collection of papers.
Then he c¢ould march into the Sixth

Form-room to repert himself, and re- i
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Who was to
been in the

turn to thie French elass.
knew that he had ever
study. at all?
“Safe as houses!” mutte)ed Peele.

* He remembered the flogging he had
“received* in that study the day before
and gritted his feeth. = He reached
“into the safe and -seized bundle after
‘Tundle of papers, tearing them loose
‘and throwing them down in a heap.
‘Among them he found =2 bundle
of banknotes, #nd znether bundle of
cur v notes, and he scattered them
as re y as the rest

In one minute he had deone encufrh
to give the Head hours and heours of
laborious sorting., - He jerked out the
key of the sa{e, and added it to ke
heap, covering it with more and more
papers. The lock™ c¢losed with a|
spring, and if the Head had no second
key he was likely to have some difficulty
in getting the safe open, if Peele closed
it. And he meant to close it when he
had finished.

Serve him right for leaving the
<a'1fe open and the key in the lock!”
murmured Peele. “Careless of him—
jolly careless! I've been caned for care-
lessness myseli—this is the Head’s
turn 1

And he threw down another scaticr-

ing bundle of paper,
into the bottom of the safe.

His chuckle died away suddenly.

There was a step in the eorridor—im-
mediately afterwards
doorknob.

Peele’s heart stood sull.

He knew that step; and he leC\‘V, tco,
thiat no one but the Head was likely to
come to the room.

He was caught!

For a second he was sick with fear.
What had he done? Why had the
IHead come there—why, when he never
left the. Sixth till twelve, and it still
wanted a quarter of an hour to noon?

The study door was opening.

Pecle, desperate, scared out of  his

wits plunged .into the ample space of

the big safe. He drew the -iron door

close atter him, not quite shuttmg it

He was safe from observation there;
and if only the Head would go——
He heard footsteps in the study. -
They approached the safe. They
stopped. © Peele’s heart beat quickly,
almost to suffocation. . If the Head
drew  the iron door open he was re.
vealed, and the econsequences of what
he had done were inevitable: Flog-
ging—expulsion—the end of all things

for him at Rookwood School. Peele
barely breathed. * He heard muttered
words.

“Bless my soul™ I certainiy thought
that T had left the key in 1h0 lock; but
it is not here!”

Click !

Dr.” Chisholm did mnot pull the iron
door open. He clicked it shut!

The spring lock closed.

Peele was in utter darkness.

For some moments he rejoiced. He
was undiscovered, and the Head would
go!

And then

With a rush of terror Peele realised
that he was locked in the safe, unventi-
lated—in an iron prison from which
there was no escape! That rush of
terrified realisation overcame him; he
reeled, and leaned weakly on the iron
wall, Locked in—locked in, without
light, withont air—to die if he were
not released in time!

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 Pecle
beat furiously on the iron door and
shrieked for help.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

In the Shadow of Death !
‘D" &
He was at lunch; and when
the Head was at lunch it was
a service of some peril to disturb him.
Ar. Dalton stepped into the dining-
room in the Head’s house, his face
somewhat pale, a very unusual agita-
tion in his manner. He did not even
noxiee the Head's frown.

“What is 16, Mr. Dalton?”’ asked Dr.
Cubholm ieily. '

“I am afraid it is very serious, sir.
Alay I ask whether you left the door
of. vour safe unlocked this morning 77

“I happened to do so f01 a short
tlmn But I do not see

“1 greatly fear, sir, that a doolish
boy has, for some reason I cannot even
guess, entered the safe and is shut up
within it,” said- Me. Dalton. I is
Peele of the Fourth Z -

“A very troublesome boy,” said the
Head, frowning. “I “had oceasion to
pumah him yesterday, as you know. Is
it possible that he has ventured to play

The Head frowned.

with a chuckle,-, trieks in iy study ?

a- hand on the
‘| he was sent to you in third lesson——

15

T can scaicely he-
lieve 1t.” ]

“He has not come in to dinner, sir,
and cannot be found,” said Mr. Dalton;
“snd I hear from Monsieur Gaston that

52

--“He did not come to me,” said the

“Head.

“He has not beou seen since he left
thp classroom,” said = Mr. Dalton.

“But something living is undoubted?y
shut up in the safe in your study, sir.
Sounds can be -heard——"

“Well, upon my word!” ezc]almed
the Head angrily, as he rose to his
feet.  “This is too much! Probably,
however, it is some animal that crept
into the safe while the door was left
open this morning. The boy could
have no reason for entering it.”

“Only he seems to be missing, sir.’

“1 will .come, Mr. Dalton.”
Dr.  Chisholm followed the Fourth
Form , master. In Head’s corridor

there was a crowd of Reokwood fellows,
in .a buzz of excited talk. Most of the
masters  were already in the Head’s
study—the door stood wide open. The
alarm had spread all over the school.

The Head frowned portentously: a
he swept * through - the ecrowd an
entered his study. He could hear now
the sounds that told of a prisoner in
the iron safe—a dull beating, hammer-
ing sound, -that came faint and muffled
through thick metal: ‘Amid the sound
of beating other -almost indistinguish-
able sounds could be heard—sounds of a
voice deadened by the thick iron, but
whether a human voice or not it was
hard to say.

Mr. Mooney, the master of the Shell,
was tapping on the iron door, appar-
cntly as a message of hope to the indi-
vidual shut up inside. He stepped bhack
as the Head appeared.

Seldom had the Head looked 5o
angry. This disturbance in the sacred
precincts of his study roused his deepest
ire. .

“Really,
barked.

‘It seems that a junior is shut up in
the safe, sir,” said Bulkeley of the

33

gentlemen—=" he almost

Sixth.
“Nonsense |”
’lI_I’ y}!
“Really, sir » said Mr. Dalton.
“I do not supposc so for . one

“Chisholm.

935

moment !” exclaimed Dr.
“Why should a boy enter the safe?

“But you can hear, sir,” murmured
My. Mooney.

“It unfortunately happens that I left
the safe door unlocked for a short time
this morning.” The Head was. deeply
annoyed at having his act of careless-
ness brought to light in this public way.
“Doubtless some dog wandered in.”

‘The voice sounds to me human, sin,
said Bulkeley. “And Peele of rhe
Fourth certainly is missing I

“Nonsense! He is a most trouble-
some boy, and is probably playing
truant !’ snapped the Head.

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

i Undoubtedl}
whatéver for all this
may say uproar!”

Silence followed the Head’s remark.
He took a bunch of keys from a pocket,
and began to examine them, to pmk
out the key of the safe.

Having examined them,
and examined them again.

Masters and boys waited in siles
tension, © The strange sounds {ro
Tre PorvLar.—No. 452,

But I see no reason
disturbance—I

he frowned,
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“behind the iron-door of the safe con-
tinued. But no one doubted—save,
perhaps,” the Head—that, vague as the
sounds were, they came from a human
being. -

Knock, knock, knock!

The corridor swarmed, and most faces
were pale. Almost all Rookwood seemed
to have crowded to the spot.

For a fellow shut up in the iron safe

was doomied fo inevitable death by
suffocation, unless he was released in
time. 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 called attention to the strange cir-
cumstances.  Then the ocrowd had
gathered, and the alarm had spread.

“You have the key, sir?” exclaimed
Mr. Dalton. ~
““I--TI should have it here.”

The Head’s tone and manner were
rather unecertain. ;

“Dr. Chisholm. If it is Peele in the
safe, he must have been there some
time—he may be already sinking into
suffocation! For mercy’s sake, sir, do
1ot lose a moment!”

'; The Head laid down the bunch of
ceys.

His face was white now, as a dreadful
realisation forced itself into his mind—
tho realisation of a- fearful truth that
banished all his anger,

“I remember now,” he said, and his
voico faltered. “The key is not here!”

“You have ouly one?”

“Qaly one. I left it in the lock of
the sate this morning.
interrupted me, and took my atten-
tion from it. Then you came in, Mr.
Dalton, and I walked with you' to the

-Mr. Greely|

Fifth Form-room. Afterwards, when
taking the Sixth, I remembered leav-
ing the safe unlocked, and hurried here
to close it. To my surprise, the key
was not -in the lock; but I thought, at

.the moment, that I must have put it

back on my key-ring and forgotten it.
But——-"

“But, sir——" breathed Richard
Dalton, :

“It is evident that the key was in
the lock, That wretched boy came
here, and must have taken it. Appar-
enfly it is in - his possession—and he
is locked in the safe!”

“Good heavens!”

“The lock closes with a spring,” said
the Head, in an agitated voice. *I
found the door ajar, and closed it.
Naturally, it never occured to me for

-one moment that anyone might have

cntered the safe in my absence. How
could I possibly dream of such a
thing?”

Knock, knock, knock !

“This—this is terrible, sir!”? ex-
claimed Mr. Dalton. “The boy——"

Dr. Chisholn shuddered.

“One moment, sir.” - The
portly voice of Mr. Horace Greely
boomed at the study doorway. *May
not the key have fallen to the floor—
may 1t not be at hand?”

“It is possible,” said Mr.
though without much hope.
search, af least.”

In a moment a dozen masters and
seniors were searching the floor for the
key, while the Head stood leaning on
the table, perspiration on his brow.

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

“None !

Dalton,
“Let us
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“Help must be brought immediately
—a locksmith——>

“No locksmith.- could open that safe,
The makers—- But there is no time
—the boy will be dead!”
. There was a deep hush in the stu&y.
In the dead silence came the dull knoek-
ing from the interior of the iron safe—
tainter now, as if the unhappy prisoner

| was already losing his strength.

The Head gave a groan. He had
closed the iron dosr—he knew it now
—on a human being—a young raseal,
doubtless, who had taken the key from
the safe, and so prectuded all possi-
bility of his own rescue; but in clesing

_the iron door the Head had condemned

The know-
shook him ‘to the very

that hapless boy to death!
ledge of it
soul |

Knock, knock, knock !

A whisper of horror ran down the
crowded corridor. There was-no key.
Peele had the key, and Pecle was
locked in the safe—to die!

The Rookweod fellows looked at one
another with white faces.

Mr Greely was breathing hard. A
strange gleam was in his eyes. 1In
an hour more the station cab would
have, been at the door to take him
away from Rookwood for ever. But
Mr, Greely, for the moment, was still
there—and Mr. Greely’s brain was work-
ing. His deep voice broke the horrified
stillness in the Head’s study:

“Dr. Chisholm !” :

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

“Dr. Chishelm! The boy’s life pmist
be saved—by any means, the boy must
be saved from death!”

“Have you a suggestion to make?”
The Head looked up. “Make it! Save
the life of that wrefched boy, Mr.
Greely, and I am your debtor for
life 1

“There is a man in this school, sir,
who can save him.”

“How—how 27

“By opening the safe.”

“The safe canmot be opened by auy
man at Rookwood.” g

“By one man, sir, it can be opencd
—by an experienced cracksman, sir, to
whom the task of opening that safe,
or any safe, is fiere child’s play, six!”
boomed Mr. Greely. ;

Richard Dalton turned passionately
on the INifth Form master. o

“Mr. Greely ! At this fearful momont
do you dare to renew your foolish tall
concerning Victor Gaston, my friend?”

I dare, sir—to save that unhappy
boy’s life I” said Mr. Greely, €I shall
sir, to Victor Caston—
and unless he is a greater villain than
I believe him to be, he will save the
life of that unhappy bLoy!”

Horace Greely stalked away. He
left a dead silence behind him in ths
room—a silence hroken only by the
sound, growing fainter and fainter, or
the doomed junior knocking on the iron
door that shut him in to death!

Knock, knock, knock!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Self Condemned !

IMMY SILVER & CO., in the
J front of the crowd swarming
round the Head’s doorway, looked
at one another in silence. In
spite of themselves, in spite of their
firm and loyal belief in the master they
admired, Mr. Greely’s words had made
impression even on the Fistical
Four. Indeed, they almost hoped that
he was right—for unless he was right,
it was absolutely certain that nofhing

1 could save Cyril Peel’s life.

The knocking on the inside of the
iron door was growing fainter and
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fainter—dying away as the sirength cf

the choking boy ebbed.

Peele was not a good fellow—he
was no credit to his school. It was
some more of his impish trickery that
had led him into #his fearful strait.
They knew that. But death was too
terrible—ell Peele’s sins could be for-.
given him, if only his life could be
There were  few risks that
Jimmy Silver would not have run to
cave him: but he was helpless, No
one could aid the
hapless junior — no
one, unless it was a
man to whom the
“cracking > of safes
avas an accustomed
job—unless, in a
i Horace
Greely had  been
right -all “along the
fine, and Victor
Graston, French
or, was one and
ithe same man with
Felix Bbacroix,
cracksman and bank
robber.

There was a whis-
per in the crowded
passage as an
athletic  formm = ap-
‘pearcd there — a
handsome face, now
‘strangely pale, with
dark, handsome ecves
that had now - a
} d lock. Vietor
sten strode down
corridor, the
crowd making. re-
spectful way for
him, looking neither
to the right nor the

left. He 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 came
Horace Greely, with ponderous tread;
hut no one looked at the portly Mr.
Greely. Every eye was upon the hand-
some Irenchman—every eye noted the
ghastly pallor of his face, his eyes
haunted with despair. And  Jimmy
Silver, as ho looked at him, knew that
he was looking not on Victor Gaston,
French master, but en Felix Lacroix,
bank robber, criminal, hunted by the
French police, hidden from justice
within the time-honon of Rook-
wood. And he knew, too, i
looking on a brave man, =
unfaltering steps to his doom.

Knock, knock, knock!

Fainter and fainter came the sound.
the dying appeal for help from one now
almost in the grip of strangulation. The
Frenchman gave a convulsive start as he
heard it.

He entered the study.

Quietly, with his old graceful man-
ner, Victor Gaston bowed to the Head
and the pale-faced crowd of masters and
seniors. He was calm—with the calm-
ness of a man who knew that all was
lost.

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

S“Victor!
fellow {*

You cannot help here, old

TO SAVE AN ENEMY !
succeeded in his task.

Victor 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. o

In silence Victor Gaston crossed to the
safe. He stood before it, searching ‘it
with his- ey From within came the
faint, despairing knocking.

He turned to the Head,

“You have no key ?”

“ None.”

“The key must have been #aken by
the boy now locked up in the safe,”
Mr. Mooney explained. ‘Dr. Chisholmn
closed the door without knowing that
anyone was inside.”

Gaston nodded.

“ A locksmith !”? muttered Bulkeley, of
the Sixth. <

The Frenchman smiled.

“TInutile,” he said. “Quite useless!
You are absolutely certain, Dr. Chis-
helm, that there is no key ??

“ Abselutely ! Only the one inside the
safe with that wretched boy.”

“ And there is not a moment ioc spare.”

The Head groaned.
doorway Mr. €réely stood. his
=d on the French master. Victor

€ look him. If he gave
triumph at
mattered hittle to him
fore the iron safe, and
working face, the
at was taking place

¢ Dalton
Xt 3s impossible—I cannot

‘“Mon pauvre ami!  Viclor Gaston’s
voice was very soit. “ My poor friend,
you have trusted me, and it is because
you have trusted me that I have become
worthy of your trust—that I have
thrown behind me my double life; that
Felix Laeroix has disappeared, leaving
in his place only Victor Gaston. But

A8

After working upon the fock of the safe some time, Victor Gaston at last
He swung open the heavy iron door of the safs, and Peele was revealed—
lying white and unconscious inside !

fate is too strong for wus, my friend—

the price of the past has to he
paid! Heaven knows I had re-
pented! Heaven knows I meant {o

live a straight life—that never, since ¥
became your friend, has my hand been
stained with crime—that never again it
should have been so stained! You will

believe that much of me—of TFelix

Lacroix
“Victor |’ groaned Richard Dalton.
“T cannot leave this boy to die, when

122
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(Sez Chapter L.)

I can save him—and I can save him only
by betraying myself. Helas! It is not
casy for me, but even Felix lacroix
is not an abandoned villain. I must
save the boy.” et

“You can save him?” breathed the
Head.

“I can save him—and will! I can
save him,-because I am Felix Laeroix;
and when I have saved him, T go hence
to the prison that has waited for me too
long.” : : =

The Frenchman 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 remained, with Richard Dal-
ton and Mr. Grecly. Outside in the
corridor the crowd was hushed.

Felix -Lacroix was busy!  Once or
twice he spoke, to call quietly for some
tool he nceded. Richard Dalton hurried
to obey. The cracksman’s outfit was
buried deep at the bottom of the river.
The tools he was accustomed to use were
no longer at hand. But Felix Lacroix
was a past-master in his strange art. As
the French police knew only too' well,
there was no safe that could have baffled
him for long. He worked with a seb
white face, with perfect coolness—calm
and steady.  Heé was working for an
enemy’s life, and his ewn condemnation,
and he worked coolly, steadily, without
a pause.
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While he worked, the Head stepped
to the telephone, to call up the school
doctor. That was all. By the time the
Frenchman was finished, the doctor’s
‘car was heard on the drive. Victor
Gaston, alias Felix Lacroix, stepped
back from his task. The heavy iron
door was swung open.

He stooped into the interior of the
safe, and lifted out Peele of the Fourth
in his strong arms. The junior was
white as chalk, and quite insensible.

“He lives!” said Victor Gaston
simply. - .

Mr, Dalton took the senseless junior
from Victor Gaston, and carried him
from the study. Peele was handed over
to the doctor’s charge, still unconscious.
But he was in no danger—he would live.
A guazter of an hour more in the airless
safe, probably. and only a dead body
would have been taken out. But Peele
had been saved—saved at a terrible cost
to his rescuer. {

Mr. Dalicn, with a pale, set face,
came back to the Head’s study. Jimmy
Silver caught him by the sleeve.

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

Jimmy’s voice broke. 3

“I—I don’t care,” almost sobbed
Lovell. “He’s a splendid fellow—I
don’t care what he was! He’s given
himself away to save Peele—he’s a
splendid chap, and it’s a rotten shame
if they send him to prison—a rotten
shame !”

Mr. Dalton entered the Head’s study
again, and the door closed. And the
hushed crowd broke up, discussing the
strange affair in whispers, and wonder-
ing what was fo happen to Victor
Gaston—now known to all Rookwood as
Felix Lacroix, eracksman and convict.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Price of the Past!
66 AM ready!”
Victor Gaston spoke in low..
quiet tones, breakine the silence
. that had reigned in the Head’s
study. Mr. Dalton looked at him in
miserable silence. Mr. Greely coughed.
Dr. Chisholm fixed his eyes on the man
he had trusted. :
“You are Felix Lacroix?”
Even yet the Head seemed hardly able
“to believe it.
‘A weary smile crossed the French-
man’s pale, handsome face. ;
“I am Victor Gaston,” he said. “In

Y secure.”

the hands of the police of Paris I gave
the name of Felix Lacroix!- That 1s
all. All you know of Vietor Gaston is
true; but you did not know that he had
led a double life—you know it now.”
“But why—why—"
The Head stammered.
““Why? How can I say?
—a strange gift. I exercised it in sport
at first. I was poor and ambitious. I
found that iz my hands no lock was
Victor Gaston shrugged his
shoulders. “Add to that, if you like,
that T was a secoundrel 2,
“Never !” said Richard Dalten.
- ““A scoundrel would not have betrayed
himself to save a boy’s life, as you have
done,’” said the Head, strangely moved.
_“Ah, monsieur, we all have our
limit,” said Victor Gaston. “But I fear
that when first I came fo Rookwood, 1
should not have been capable of this!
If the boy’s life is saved, it is Richard
Dalton who has saved it. He made me
his friend. He trusted me. I swore I
would be worthy of his trust. The tools
that that wretched boy saw in my trunk
were buried in the. river only yesterday.
With them I buried, as I hoped, all
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my past with its crimes. But it was not
to be! I hoped that Felix Lacroix was
gone for ever—that Victor Gaston, a
man of honour, could look honourable
men in the face while life should last!
And it has ended thus!”

“In sacrificing yourself to save one
who hated you,” said Richard Dalton.
“1t was like you, Victor, and whatever
your past may have been, you ave still
my friend, if you care to remain so.”

Victor Gaston shook his head.

““That is over,” he said. “T shall not
drag your name into shame with mine.”

“boomed.

He glanced at the Head., *Monsieur,
Felix = Lacroix,” cracksman, convict,
prison-breaker, stands before you! ¥Yeu
have only to telephone to the police. I
shall not resist.”

The Head did not speak.

“Sir!” Mr. Greely’s portly voice
“Sir! It is not the Head’s
duty—in the circumstances—to denounce
you. Sir, T denounced you to the Head
because it was iny duty; but now, sir,
after what you have done, I should be
proud to shake you by the hand.”

Dr. Chishelm nodded slowly.

“ Whatever you were, Victor Gaston,”
he said, “I only know what you have
done. You could have kept your secret
—you bhetrayed yourself to save a life!
That at least was noble, and atones for
much ! You are free, Monsieur Gaston
—free to go as you choose. It is not my
duty to detain you. Seek safety while
you can, before this is known outside the
walls of Rookwood—and take my heart-
felt wishes for your safety.”

“And mine!” said Mr. Greely.

Victor Gaston drew a deep breath.
His eyes were on Richard Dalton. The
master of the Fourth held out his hand.

“We par friends, Victor,” he said.
“J know what you will be in the future,
whatever you may have been in the past.
T trust you.”

“7 shall not fail,” said Vietor Gaston,
in a low voice.

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

Rookwood knew Victor Gaston no
more.

My, Greely, of course, remained—the
Fifth did. not lose their Form master.
Cerbainly they would not have missed
him so much as the juniors missed
Victor Gaston. Twenty-four hours after
“Felix Lacroix ” had left Rookwood,
the poliee were secking him ; but he had
vanished, and even Peele, when he
emerged from the sanatorium after days
of illness, hoped that the man who had
saved him would escape with his free-
dom. And long after Monsieur Mon-
ceau had returned to his place at Rook-
wood, Jimmy Silver & Co. continued to
talk of Victor Gaston, with a kind re-
memberance of him, forgetting the
wrong he had done, in the remembrance
of the noble atenement of the man who
had been self-condemned.

$ THE END. —

{(Look out for another topping long
story of Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rook-
wood, newt week.)
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