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The beam of Len’s tarch shone out through the attic window . . .

Just Like Pie!
“ FYORRINGE !”
“Oh blow !” hissed Pie.
Len Lex, the schoolboy
detective, grinned.
Porrvinge of the Fifth was heading

for the gates, after class, when his
orm-master, Mr. Silverson, rapped
out his name. .

Len could mot help grinning,

though he was sorry for poor old Pic.
It was so like Pie, who was gated, to
start walking out of gates l'mht under
the nose of the beak who had gated
him !

Pie, of course, did not notice
Silverson.  The Fifth Form master
was talking to Wegg, the porter, at
his lodge, “and occasionally patting

the head of Wegg’'s mastiff, Biter.
He was full in view if Pie had
glanced tewards the porter’s lodge,
which Pie, of course, did not think
of doing. Pie marched on till Mr.
Silverson’s voice brought him to a
dismayed halt.

Porringe had a “feud ” on with his
TForm-master, the outcome of which
was. chiefly lines for Pie, .Lines, un-
written, had accumulated: and now
Pie had four hundred on hand, and
was gated till they were delivered.

“Have you written your lines,
Porringe?” asked Silverson.

“No, sir!”

“You will go back to the House at
once, Porringe. If your lines are
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not handed to me before preparation
this evening they will be doubled.”

“Oh crumbs !” groaned Pie, and he
turned back.

“The swab!” breathed Pie to Len.
“The awful tick!  Dropping on a
man like that!  I'm jolly glad 1
screwed up his study door the other
day. I believe he half suspects who
did it. Blow him! I say, Lex, will
you do something for me?  You're
not gated.”

“Any old thing !” said Len, at once.

“I'd ask Harvey or Banks, but they
bar Rance,” said Pie. “Anyhow,
tlmv’re not here. But you—--7"

‘Rance of the Sixth? What——"

Len walked towards the House with

Pie, as the latter fumbled in his
pocket and produced a letter there-
from Len stared at it, and stared

at Porringe. Pie was well known at
Oakshott to be an absolute goat.
Len wondered whether he was goat
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Night after night LEN LE3
has broken bounds to watch
for the mysterious ‘‘ Sussex
Man.”” He completes his casl

in this thrilling story!
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enough to be made use of by Raneg
the black sheep of the Sixth, in hi
shady and questionable transactions
outside the school. Apparently, Pi
was ! 1

“You see, Rance asked me to hand
this letter to a man in Oakways,” exs
plained Pie. “It’s something aboul
a book he’s ordered—a crib, 1 suppose
—and it has to be kept rather dark
He would get into a fearful row if
he was spotted getting a crib—seef

“1 sce!” assented Len. He saw @
good deal more than the goat of #
Fifth did ! i

“Just hand ‘it ‘in  at
stationer’s shop,” said Pie.
take in letters, you know.”

“T know.”

“Thanks, old man !”
he went into the House,
Lex with the letter.

When Pie was out of sight, th
schoolboy detective did not start for
the gates. He followed on into the
House and went to the Sixth Form
studies. .

Detective-Inspector Nixon’s nophoﬁ
Len was at Oakshott School chiefly
to trail down the wanted Susse
Man, who was suspected to be &
member of the staff. With that task
and school work and games in addi
tion, he had plenty to do.  But he
was prepared to put in a little ove
time, so to speak, on Rance’s acs
count. His face was grim as he went
into the House, and grimmer as
arrived at Rance’s study.

said Pie.
leaving Le

chair, with his feet on the table.
had had time to throw his cigarette

of it in the air as Len Lex entered.

“What the dickens do you want?
snapped Rance, staring at the Fifth
Former. Len had visited that study
once before : on which occasion he ]ln
knocked Rance all round the room.
Now he looked as if he was.ready to
repeat the performance. The Sixth®
Form man was much biggér than Len,
but he had no desire whatever to t
his luck again.

“A few weeks ago I found out that®
you were sending young Root of the
Fourth with messages to some sport-
ing man outside the school,” said
Len. “I told you I'd give you another
whopping if 1t happened again.” 3

“Tt hasn’t ” snarled Rance. "

“As you say, it hasn't happened
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m,” replied Len. “But you've
iked that goat Porringe of my Form
rop this note in at Jomes’, in
ways.” Len threw the letter at
jance.  “Porringe thinks that it’s
gabout a crib. Is 1t?”

" “Yes,” hissed Rance. “It is!”
“Will you open it and let me see?”
#¥%No, I won’t!”

“I thought not! Silverson stopped
e at the gates and sent him back
do his lines. If he’d spotted this
it would have been a Head’s flogging
or Pie—and perhaps the sack! I
lancy there’s nothing in that letter
0 put it on you. It would be landed
the bearer, if caught. You can

horses with racing men at
kways till you're spotted and

bunked, for all I care, but you can’t
‘make use of a man in my study like
hat, Rance.”
- “There’s no harm in this letter——"
B Like me to take it to Dr.
~ Osborne ?”
& There was a whiz as the letter shot
drom Rance’s hand into the fire.
‘That suggestion evidently alarmed
Rance.
. Len langhed.
L “Get out of that chair, Rance!” he
#aid. “If Campion, or any other
A ect, knew of this you’d be re-
ported to the Head, and turfed out
£ Oakshott. It’s rather a pity I'm
ot a prefect, isn’t it? Get out of
t chair !”
‘Get out of my study
nee.
I'm waiting for you to get out of
chair! I whopped you for
ending young Root. I'm going to
op you for trying to send Por-
nge!  Will you get out of that
hair ?”
“No!” yelled Rance.
“I think you will!” said Len cheer-
fully. He grasped the back of the
emehair, whirled it over, and Rance
out—with a crash.
~ “Now put up your hands, you
‘worm !” said Len.
" For the next five minutes it seemed
'to Rance that he was in the middle
2of a whirlwind.  The table rocked,
thairs flew, books and papers were
pattered—and when Lex walked out
the study he left an unhappy
8portsman lying on his back, gasping
tlor breath in the midst of the havoe.

|

1

hissed

: Caught !
;ﬁ ARK and damp, the winter
{ ’ night was far from attractive.
) Len Jiex, muffled in a dark

percoat, his collyr turned up, his
ap pulled down, shivered a little. In
the Fifth Form dormitory the Oak-
ott Fifth slept the sleep of the
Sjust; and the schoolboy detective
Swould gladly have followed their
Xample, The cold wind, with a spot
it two of rain, caught him as he
i opped silently from a back window,
ut the sash after him, and crept
oft-footed across the quadrangle.

- There was a gcamper, a whine—and
seuttling form, with eyes that
leamed from the dark, touched him.
m bent, patted the mastifi’s head,
pothed him with a whisper, and he
a8 gone again. Len had carefully
ade friends with the = porter’s
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mastiff, which was let loose at night
since the Sussex Man had visited the
school. And so, he had no doubt, had
the Sussex Man himself, whoever he
was—for he came and went without a
sound from the mastiff.

Under a thick, dark oak, opposite
the window of Mr. Silverson’s study,
the schoolboy detective settled down
to watch in the cold wind and damp
darkness. Few nights had passed
since Len came to Oakshott without
the Scotland Yard inspector’s nephew
keeping watch for some wakeful
hours; but hitherto Len had per-
formed his vigils indoors. But that
had to be changed now, since his dis-
covery that Mr. Surtees, the master
of the Fourth, also suspected that the
Sussex Man had his headquarters in
Oakshott School, and often prowled
the house at night.

Surtees, like Len, had suspected
Bullivant, the games master, only to
learn that he was on a false scent.
Whether Surtees had formed any
definite suspicion in another direction,
Len did not know—but he knew that
the Fourth Form master was still on
the watch, with a keen and suspicious
eye on Silverson’s study.

Len had little doubt that at the
l)rosout moment Surtees was up. Had
1is suspicions—Ilike Len’s—turned on
Mr. Silverson, the master of the
Fifth? At all events, he would watch
Silverson’s study, which Len knew,
and Surtees suspected, was the way
the night-prowler came and went, by
the casement that opened on the
quad.

Len, blotted in the darkness under
the oak, waited, while the cold wind
whistled by him. The last stroke of
twelve died away, and then a pale,
moving gleam caught the watchful

eye of the schoolboy detective. The
study window was opening."

Len’s heart gave a quick beat. All
through that term he had watched for
the Sussex Man—but the mysterious
cracksman had cracked no crib since
Len had been at Oakshott. The term
was half-through now—it was time,
high time, for the Sussex Man to be
heard of again. And if Silverson, the
reckless secret gambler of the Turf,
had to recoup himself for his late
heavy losses—of ‘which Len knew,
little as Silverson guessed it——

But was it Silverson? TLen Lex had
had a list of four suspects—Silverson,
Bullivant, Surtees, and one unknown
—whose shadowy = figure he had
tracked to the old oak near masters’
gate, in which the cracksman’s tools
were concealed. Bullivant had been
cleared—and Surtees, he knew now,
was playing detective. ~The Sussex
Man was one of the other two—the
master of the Fifth or the shadowy
unknown! And one of the two was
stepping over the low  sill from
Silverson’s study.

In the deep gloom, Len could make
out only a dim, shadowy figure, as
tall as Silverson’s, muffled up in a
coat and.a cap, pulled low, the peak
almost hiding the face. = Silverson or
the other? =~ One of the two! Was
Silverson fast asleep, at that moment,
in his bed-room adjoining the study,
or was this he?

The shadowy figure stepped softly
down. The casement was pushed to
behind him; but Len, straining his
ears, heard no sound.. He knew that

that casement closed with a spring
lock, to which only Mr. Silverson had
a key.
him.

Silverson would lock it after
But the one who stepped out

%

% » » the signal that Detective-Inspector Nixon, out there in the darkness,
was waiting for !
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The Schoolboy Detective

over the sill left it ajar for his
return. It was not Silverson !

Softl{, the tall, shadowy figure
stepped away.

Who was this creeping, stealthy
prowler of the might, if not the
Sussex Man? Len was about to move
from the oak, to follow, when a faint
sound from the window chained him
to the spot.

The window was open again.
Another figure stepped out—bare-
headed! Len set his teeth! = Surtces

—the amateur detective on the prowl
again, barging in where he could
only complicate matters and cramp
the style of Detective - Inspector
Nixon’s nephew.

Len had to back into deep cover,
and stay there. Ostensibly, he was at
Oakshott as a schoolboy, not as a
detective. If Mr. Surtees spotted him
‘out of House bounds at midnight, it
meant goin%up to the Head in the
morning. is mocturnal activities
would be at an end. Len blotted him-
self from the sight of Surtees as cave-
fully as from the eyes of the Sussex
Man.

Surtees left the window wide open.
Quickly he passed the oak where Len
stood, following the shadowy figure
that had already gone. ‘

Silently, Len Lex followed on
behind the Fourth Form master. Not
a sound ecame from any of the three,
treading softly through the damp,
clinging gloom. But the tall figure
ahead was glimpsed occasionally—
heading, as Len expected, for masters’
gate. There it halted, squeezed into
the space between the old oak and the
wall, and reached up to a branch that
was out of a boy’s reach unless he was
unusually tall, but within a man’s.

As Len knew, the eracksman’s tools
were parked in a hollow in the top of
that gnarled old trunk. It was clear
enough now—the Sussex Man was
going for his ecrib-cracking outfit
as Len had seen him do once before!
Yet on that night there had been no
crib cracked. Was there still room
for an error?

It was not for Len, at all events,
to act now—he could not reveal him-
self to Surtees. What was Surtees
going to do? Len soon discovered.,

As the tall figure swung, holding
to the oak branch close to the wall,
Surtees made a sudden rush forward.
His grasp closed on that dim figure,
and dragged. The climber came
crashing down.

Len watched, with intent eyes and
beating heart. Was it the Sussex Man
who had crashed on the earth, in the
grasp of the Fourth Form master?
If so, Len might have no choice about
revealing himself, for Surtees, in
another moment, might be fighting
for his life! The Susséx Man would
not be taken without putting up a
desperate fight., Tensely, he watched.

The tall figure sprawled, gasping.
Surtees was over him—a knee planted
on his chest! A flash-lamp was in the
I'ourth Form master’s hand. The
sudden lights glared on a white,
startled, terrified face. Surtees gave
a- cry of astonishment; Len. Lex
barely suppressed one,

“Rance!” exclaimed the master of
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study.

the Fourth, his voice sharp with sur- ¢

prise. “What are you doing here,
Rance ?”

Three from Four!

EN backed away into the dark-
ness, but he could still see and
watch the strange scene by

masters’ gate, under the ancient oak.
Len could have laughed! Not the
Sussex Man, but the sportsman of the
Sixth, going out of bounds at mid-
night! Going, no doubt, to deliver
the message that Pie had been pre-
vented from delivering !

Len understood now. That was the
shadowy figure he had tracked mary
nights ago-—Rance of the Sixth! It
was not for the cracksman’s bag of
tools that the unknown man had
climbed the oak-—but only because
that was an easy spot for a fellow as
tall as Rance to get over the school
wall !

A third “suspect ” was eliminated
from the sthoolboy detective’s
list now, and one was left—Vernon
Silverson! The net was closing on
the Sussex Man!

Surtees’ amazed voice came to Len :

“Rance! You! And I thought
that——"

There was a groan from Rance. He
was found out now, and his dingy
game was up. Surtees removed his
knee, and the wretched sportsman of
the Sixth staggered to his feet. He
had chanced it once too often! Three
or four times that term he had left
and returned, secrctly and safclg, Ly
the casement of Silverson’s study.
Once, by some chance, he had becn
shut out, but he had got back into
the House before rising-bell,  owing
to the antics of the goat of the Fifth.
Now he had chanced it again—aud
was a lost man!

It had been so urgent to be “on”
for the two o'clock at Parsley the next
day, and Len Lex had stopped that
message sent by Porringe. But ine
wretched Rance was not thinking
about the two o’clock at Parsley now !
He was thinking of his coming inter-
view with his headmaster, and w!at
was to follow that!

“J—I——" stammered Rance. Mis
voice trailed away. There was nothing
for him to say. He was caught out
of the House at midnight—caught
going out of the school over the wall !

“Follow me, Rance!” said Mr.
Surtees quictly.

Rance tottered after him, back to
the open casement of Silverson’s
Len Lex flitted in the dark-
ness behind. He was curious to sece
what was going to happen now.
Surtees stepped in ab. Silverson’s
casement—Rance followed him. There
was a sudden blaze of illumination,
as Surtecs switched on the electric
light.

From the darkness without, Len
saw him cross to Mr. Silverson’s bed-
room door, and tap. Len could not
hear what he said, but he heard a
click as the bed-room door was un-
locked, and the Fifth Form master
appeared, in a dressing-gown, with
a surprised, startled face. Len moved
closer to the open casement.

“ What — Surtees — what——" He
heard the startled voice of the Fifth
Form master.

A
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“I'm sorty £6 disturb you, Silver
son, but I thought I'd better call ';_
in the ecircumstances,” said Surtees.
“A Sixth Form boy has been using

our study window for breaking

ounds !” E

Silverson’s glance turned on the
trembling Rance. The expression on
his face was strange. Silverson: was
surprised—startled—as any maste
might have been by such a discover
But the keen eyes of the schoolboy
detective read much more than that
in the face of Vernon Silverson. -

Was he thinking that this escapade
of Rance’s might, by chance, have
happened on a night when the Sussex
Man was ln‘ow]iug abroad? And o
what might have happened then
Len Lex fancied so. But if Verno
Silverson was thrown off his balance,
it was only for a moment. That
strange look on his face, in which
Len’s searching eyes read suppressed
rage and fear as well as surprise,
vanished in a moment; the next,
Vernon Silverson was the grave,
shocked Form-master. :

“Is it possible, Surtees?” he said
“You actually found this boy Ranc
out——"

“I followed him by your study
window, Silverson, and caught him in
the act of climbing over the school
wall at that old oak by masters
gate—-" 4

Vernon Silverson started. With all
his nerve and self-command, he could
not suppress that start. To Mr.
Surtees, if he noticed it, it conveyed
nothing. It conveyed much to the
schoolboy detective, who knew that
the Sussex Man's tools were parked in
that old oak!

“Rance, you may go hack to your
room,” said Mr. Surtees. “You will
appear before Dr. Osborne after:
prayers in the morning!"” i

Without a word, but with a face
like chalk, the wretched sportsman of
the Sixth tottered from the study. A
few more words were exchanged
between the two masters—but all, as
Len noted, on. the subject of Rance.
Surtees did not give the faintest hint
why he had been up that night;
Silverson was not to know that he
had been watching for the Sussex:
Man. Len wondered whether—now
that he had made two catches and
found himself each time on the wrong
scent—Surtees was fed-up with play
ing detective. He hoped so. i

The casement clicked shut, and the
two masters parted, Surtees following
Rance from the study. Mr. Silverson
stood, for some moments, quite still,’
after he had shut the study door on’
Surtees:  Now that he was alone—
never dreaming that eyes were on him
from the dark outside the window—
the grave expression dropped from his:
face like a mask. He stood breathing:
hard and deep, the changing ex
pressions on his dark, handsome fae
telling of a wild mingling of emotions
—black and Dbitter rage, fear and
uneasiness. But the light was sud-
denly turned off, and the man in the
study vanished in darkness. 4

When Len climbed in at the back
window . and tiptoed to the Fifth
Form dormitory, he knew that his

(Continued on page 30) ‘
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The Schoolboy Detective

{Continued from page 26)
case was complete, or as good as
complete. At long last, Detective-
Inspector Nixon, of Scotland Yard,
was within measurable distance of
clapping the handeuffs on the wrists
of the Sussex Man!

Closing In!
ETECTIVE.- INSPECTOR
D NIXON turned his little two-
seater in the mud in Parsley
Lane, and followed a cart track that
led away across the damp pasture-
land. Where that track wound
through a straggling patch of leafless
trees and damp brambles, Mr. Nixon
came to a stop and stepped from the
car.

The spot seemed absolutely solitary
—no human being in sight except the
man from Scotland Yard. Yet Mr.
Nixon showed mno sign of surprisce
when a voice came from the misty
thickets.

“Hallo, Bill I” said the voice.

Mr. Nixon grinned, and plunged
into the thickets. He shook hands
with his nephew, at the same time
searching his face with keen eyes.

“Well?” said Mr. Nixon. Bill was
a man of few words.

“Well! All's well, Bill !” answered
Len. “I've kept you waiting a long
time, but I think, on the whole, it
was worth the term’s fees at Oak-
shott. I’'ve had a good time there,
Bill.  T'm in the first cleven.”

Mr. Nixon grunted. He had not
come there to talk football.

“I've made some jolly good pals,
and I'm getting on well in class. T
can’t say 1 like my beak—mnobody
likes him much! Still, it looks like
a'new Form-master taking the Fifth
this term, probably before long !”

Mr. Nixon glared.

“You chattering young monkey!
Have you got the Sussex Man?”

“In my pocket!” answered Len.

Mr. Nixon did not take that answer
literally. His look became keener—
more ecager—and he drew a deep
breath.

“Bullivant ?*

“Innocent as one of the pretty
little lambs you can see skipping on
these Sussex downs !”

“Surtees ?”

“A well-meaning but rather fat-
headed young man, who fancies him-
self in the role of amateur detee-
tive !”

“The nameless one?”

“No longer nameless—Rance of the
Sixth, a blackguard of the first water,
now sacked from- Oakshott, and out
of the way!”

“Silverson ?”

“You've rung the bell !” said Len,
with a nod.

“Sure?”

“Did T ever pull your leg, Bill?”
asked  his mephew reproachfully.
“Have I ever sold you a pup? Bill,
I'm surprised at you!”

Detective-Inspector Nixon grinned.

“Go it!” he said.

EcK (Scientific Dept. B), 60, High St.,
" Stoke Newington, London, N.16.
Send for LATEST CATALOGUE-—FREE.
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“Three from four leaves one, Bill
~—that’s simple arithmetic, not beyond
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the intellectual powers of Scotlan
Yard !” 4
“Have they thrashed you at Oak
shott, Len?”
" NO !1? -»
“Ah,” said Mr. Nixon, “that was
mistake ! They ought to have
Carry on!” 3
Len chuckled, and went on:
“Silverson doesn’t know 1 know: -
I should hate to mention it to him-
but he loses money on horses as f
as the Sussex Man annexes it
cracking cribs. He goes out on hall
holidays on his motor-bike—business
not pleasure, Bill! A careful sports
man, the Sussex Man, he surveys i
country very thoroughly before h
opens his campaign. And if he sef
out in the direction of Parsley, i
motor-bike may be spotted parked i
Trant Woods—the opposite direction
Bill!—by a stout lad who has hg
the advantage of training under tl
keenest and brightest detective-il
spector at Scotland Yard !” 1
“Young ass! Get on!”
“Last week,” said Len,
dined with Tord Trant at
Elms. A little interior knowledge
a wealthy mansion, Bill, is alway
useful ‘to a bloke in the Sussex Man'
line of business. ;
“We park our motor-bike in Tran
Woods, carefully covered up fra
sight, when we'rve supposed to be i
quite a different spot,” he went o
“ Later, we dine -with Lord Tran
And we're sorvely knocked out b
heavy losses on ‘the Turf, I won
Bill, whether his lordship of Trant i
booked for a midnight call ?* 1
“The fattest crib in this part
Sussex, barring those that the Su
Man has alrveady cracked !” said Mp
Nixon. 3
“Next on the list, perhaps !” saif
Len. “Who knows? Now, to com
down to brass tacks, Bill,
thinned it down to Silverson !
Sussex Man is just as easy to catel
as a weasel. It's no good knowin
his name and address, if you can’
fix ‘it on him! T’'ve handed you i
name and address, Bill—you've g ‘
to do the fixing !. :
“Suppose that a man about yow
size, Bill, was hearing the chimes
midnight, in the vicinity of Oak
shott, and kept one eye open for g
light to show from a certain
window-—" 3
“Well P 4
“That would be a tip that the
Sussex Man had started. Pufting
salt on his tail in the dark is anothe
matter. He can’t honk out on hi
motor-bike at night, without telling
all Oakshott. Shanks’ pony for ¢h
Sussex Man, Bill. Having seen
light in the window, you stroll hack
to the little car you've got parked
somewhere handy, and beat him to i
You're at Trant Elms well ahead of
him, Bill. 4
“Of course, to err is human. I
mayn't go to Trant Elms, but I think
he will. 1f he doesn’t, we try again,
Bill, another time. But if he
does L
Mr. Nixon breathed deep. b
“The Oakshott Fifth will be glad
to get a new beak!” remarked Len
(Continued on page 32
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The Schoolboy Detective
(Continued from page 30) :
Lex casually. “Nobody likes Silven
son! ‘He’s got stealthy ways.”
Mzr. Nixon grinned. 4
For five minutes more, uncle and
nephew talked in the thicket. Then
Mr. Nixon returned to his car and:
vanished, 3
Not till a quarter of an hour later
did Len Lex stroll out of the thicket,
on the other side, and saunter awa 5
He dropped in at the sports shop in
Oakways on his way back to the
school to collect a new foothall.
“Got it?” asked Banks of
Fifth, when Len came in. j
: “lIl(-rc ! Len displayed the Soccer
rall, 4
“You've been a jolly long time
walking down to Oakways gnd back I"
said Harvey. “Stopped to jaw?”
“Well, yes, I stopped to jaw a bit [
admitted Len. “Let’s ‘punt this
footer about till tea, shall we? Its
a jolly good ball, I belicve,” )
And they did.

the

The Light in the Window!

HE man who moved in the dark-"

I ness made hardly a sound.’
Had the schoolboy detective
been—as he had often been—on wary
watch near that study door, his ‘keen
ear might, no doubt, have picked up
a stealthy movement in the miduight
silence. But there were no ears to”
hear as the dark figure crossed Mp,
Vernon Silverson’s  study to the®
window and stood there, face pressed |
to glass, for a full minute before
opening the casement. b
The casement opened softly. The
dark figure stepped over the low sill,
and with the faintest of clicks, the:
spring-lock closed behind., The dark
figure flitted away. A murmur of a
soothing voice, as a dog scampercd in |
the gloom, then silence. i
The dark figure stopped under the |
ancient oak mnear masters’ gate. A
sinewy arm reached up, the figure
swung on a_ branch, and groped in
the dark. When it dropped back, |
there was something in its hand— k
something that disappeared under a
long dark coat. Then the gate, to |
which only masters had a key, opened
and shut softly. x
The man who crept away in the |
misty, winter night left ‘Oakshott
School sleeping behind him—with an
exception. A minute after mastors’
gate had closed, Len Lex stood by it, §
listening. Not a sound of a footstep
on the road oufside—the prowler of =
the night was as soft-footed as a cats !
Misty darkness and silence had &
swallowed him. -

Five long minutes the schoolhoy *
detective waited. But there was no %
sound ; the man was gone. Then he
squeezed between the old oak and the ©
wall, and worked his way up, with °
legs and clbows pressed on the wall 4
and the trunk. b

He reached the top of the massive
trunk where the branches jutted,
drew from its place the wooden cover
wedged over the cavity in the oak,
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goped into the cavity within,
empty ! The bag of cracks-
ools was gone !
‘drew a deep, deep breath. This
ere was no room for an error.
n who had .clambered there
ten the Sussex Man’s tools !
m who had stepped from
jerson’s - casement—who ? Len
W, but he was going to be sure.
ropped from the oak, and glided
0 the House.
y, a shadow in the dark, he
led to the back of the building,
ere he had dropped from an obscure
idow to keep his watch—a watch
b night after night, and rewarded
! Softly he drew himself in
window.
House was very silent and still,
od soft-footed down the big
T, and turned into Silverson’s
The study door opened
y and closed again after him.
dthout a sound, he crossed the
dy to the door of the bed-room
ming. He turned the door-
3 1t was locked. With an car
keyhole he listened for the
t sound—but there was none—
‘breathing of a sleeper, no faint
e of a bed as a sleeper stirred.
apped.
gainst all his belief, Silverson
een there, he must have
ed at that tap. And if so, and
heard him stirring, he had to
. a  prompt retreat—leaving
erson to belicve that it was a
of some reckless japer. But,
expected, he heard nothing !

Silverson had not awakened—be-
cause Silverson was not there !

The door was locked—the key gone !
But a locked door did not stop him.
He had come prepared for that. His
hand slipped into his pocket, then
approached the lock, and there was a
click. TLen. pushed -the door open a
few inches and flashed on his torch.

The beam of light fell on Silver-
son’s bed. It had not been slept in!

Five minutes more, and Len was
far from Silverson’s quarters. He
was in an attic over the Fifth Form
dormitory, of which the little window
looked over the tops of the Oakshott
oaks, and gave a view, in the day-
time, of ficlds and woods and rolling
downs. Now there was nothing to be
seen but cloudy sky. At that window,
Len turned on the light of his torch,
and the strong, steady light shone far
into the winter night.

No eye within the House, even if
wakeful, could have seen it. And the
Sussex Man, well on his way to crack
the marked out crib, was out of sight
of Oakshott before then. But a
watchful eye, Len knew, would spot
that light—an eye that had watched
and waited for it, dark night after
night. Unless Detective-Inspector
Nixon failed, the hunt was up--and
Bill' Nixon would not fail !

For five minutes that steady light
shone from the high attic window—
though one minute was enough, or
more than enough. But the school-
boy detective allowed a margin. Did
he hear, far off in the night, the

(Continued on next page)
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The Schooiboy Detective

throb of a car? He fancied that he
did, and he shut off the light.

The schoolboy detective had done
his work—the rest was up to Bill!
Ten minutes more, and Len Lex fell
asleep in the Fifth Form dormitory.

A Surprise for the School!
“ EEN Silverson?” asked Pie.
S “No,” replied Len.

“Nobody has! Weird, ain’t

it?”
It was, as Pie. declared, weird.
The Fifth . Form master had not

turned up to prayers, or to breakfast,
or to take his Form. It was rumoured
that he was absent. Banks had heard
that his bed had not been slept in,
which looked as if he had been out
for the night. Harvey had heard
that Dr. Osborne had had a telephone
call from 'I'rant—several fellows, in
fact, had caught agitated words
uttered by the Head to members of
his staff. Something, it was clear,
was up—>ilverson, it seemed, had dis-
appeared, nobody knew how or why.

After third school, every fellow in
the Fifth asked every other fellow
what the dickens had become of
Silverson, and mnobody could answer
the question.

“Old Bully
marked Harvey.

Len smiled.

Mr. Bullivant was talking to Mr.
Surtees in the quad. He certainly
looked bucked —he was actually
grinning !

“What about it now, Surtees?” he
was heard to say.

“Sorry, old man!” was Surtees’
reply. “You know what it looked
like! T own up I never thought of
Silverson! I'm amazed now.”

Which was so much Greek to fellows
who caught the words.

“You men,” said Pie to his friends,
“there’s something up! You needn’t
grin, Lex—you’'re a bit of an ass, and
you mever see anything! What do
you think I've found out? Inspector
Stace, of Parsley, was here this morn-
ing while we were in class—and
another man came with him—man
named Dixon or something g

“Nixon?” asked Hatvey. = “I've
heard of that johnny—~the Scotland
Yard man who was after the jolly old
cracksman %

“That's it—Nixon! Well, they’ve
been here, and what do you think they
wanted ?” Pie paused for dramatic
effect. “They went rooting over
Silverson’s rooms.”

“Not really?” asked Len.

“Really !” assured Pie. “Some-
thing's happened to Silverson, and

looks bucked!” re-

the police have taken it up. That's
perfectly clear to me. T tell you you
needn't  grin, Lex—I'm absolutely

certain of what I say.”

It was after dinner that the ncws
trickled in of a happening at Trant
the previous night. The Head and
his staff, no doubt, had known it
carlier L\(‘I)DO(‘V had noticed how
worried and worn the Head looked,
and how the various members of the
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staff gathered and talked in |
voices.

The Sussex Man had been takei

He had been taken, it seemed
the open safe at Trant FElms—I
Trant’s mansion., How the police l
tracked him, how they had knol
that he was there, had not transpire
It looked as if they had been fo
warned, and the man had as good

on lus shouldor wlule he was 1n
very act of lifting his lordship’s bo
and other valuables from the saf@

The cracksman who had had so lo
and successful a run was in the han
of the police, and Sussex was lil
to see no more, for many yean
come, of the Sussex Man. Which
good news, though further deta
that followed were not so welcon
and indeed made Oakshott fellows
their eyes and wonder whether
were dreaming !

“Silverson !” said Porringe, 8
almost a hollow voice. “Our bea
I never liked him, but—but—
son! Oh crumbs!” i

“What about Silverson?” ash
Len Lex ¥

“He’s ‘the man—the Sussex M

Len Lex raised ]ns eyebrows,

“Pulling my leg?” he asked.

“l'ath('.ul I It’s all over the scho
said Pie. “I say, Banker, have ¥
heard—-"

“I've heard!” said Banks.
“Can you beat it?” said
“Bilverson—our beak! T never lik
him—too much like a cat, for me
“It’s a bit of a knock for the Hea
said Harvey. *“An Oakshott maste
still, it’s a jolly good thing he's be
bowled out !” 3
“But how the dickens did thcy Bl
him ?” asked Banks.
“Yes, tell us that, Pie, old ma
said Len. “T'm fearfully interest
“Nobody seems to know,” said P
“But those Scotland Yard sportsi
are awfully deep! That man Nij
must have spotted him somehow |
may come out how he did it, but
beats me. You see, he’s not been
anywhere near the school, and
soul inside the school knew anythin
or suspected anything—not even me
I never liked the man, and ne
trusted him—but I never dreamed’
anything of this sort, of course—au
I'm pretty keen! How the dicke
they put salt~on his tail T can’t gue
Can_you, Harvey?” 1
Harvey shook his head.
“Any \.ll"g(.‘mll()llh, Banker ) 38
“No!” said Banks. “You got au

idea, Lex?” i
“Lex?” gaid Pie, laughing, &
lot Lex knows about it! He doi

even seem able to get it into his h
that Silverson was “the Susses Man af
all, now I've told him! . Lot of g
asking Lex!”

And the schoolboy detecti
l'lufrhod and left it at that!

Meet Len Lex and his chums

again  next Saturday—in the

EXTRA-SPECIAL BUMPER

CHRISTMAS NUMBER! See

‘“ The Editor Talks,” page 22‘
this issue.
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