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A THOUSAND MILES OF THRILLS !—sSee Capt. Eyston’s. Own Story Inside !



Thirsting for ven.
geance, the Goat
of the Fifth bikes
out on the trail
—and rides into
Deeper Mystery!

“I'm Jolly Well Going!”

AMPION of the
¢ Sixth, head boy of
Oakshott  School,

- grinned. He was
coming up the gravel
path outside the" bicycle-
house at Oakshott. The
door of that building was
wide open. From the
initerior, voices could be
heard 'in tones of excited.
argument. There were
four voices, all speaking
at once; but loudest of
. all was that of Porringe,
- the Goat of. the Fifth.~
Pie was fairly shouting:
“I'm going! See? You
. swabs can come if you
tike, or you ecan stick here
.and let me down! .I don’t
care! I'm geing!” .

“You silly ass!” came Len Lex’s
quict voice. -

“You goat!” That was a roar
from Harvey. g =
- “You priceless idiot !” A yell from
Banks of the Fifth. .

“You can call a fellow names!” Pic
was bawling. “I’'m going! I told
that nosey tick I’d punch him if I
came across him again! Well, I’ve
come across him again. = I'm going
over to that house en Greenwood
Bown—-"

“Youw're not I” Three voices hooted
in unison.

“I jolly well am! T dow’t eare if
he comes up to the Head! Let him,
if he likes! I'm going over 2
 Campion stepped into the doorway,
a grin on his face, his official ash
under his arm. Porringe stopped in
mid-bawl, as it were. Even the
Goat of the Fifth realised that an
cxpedition the objeet of which was to
punch a’ man’s face had better be
kept from the knowledge of prefects!

“You men seem to be arguing!”

Len Lex, the schoclboy deteetive,
‘was looking very curiously at
Campion. He could see, what did not
oceur to his friends, that the head
hoy- had not barged in by chance.
Campion had come there specially.
From which Len—Detective-Inspector
Nixon’s nephew—deduced, correctly,
that Campion knew what was on, and
~had come there to stop it. Somebody
who knew of Pie’s warlike stunt had
put the head boy wise. . - :

“These chaps,” said Pie, “keep on
jawing! They're too jolly slack to
bike 'as; far ‘as’ Greenwood—that’s
what’s the matter with them. Secc you
later, you men!”

The Modern Boy

Pie grasped his bike and lifted it

from-.the stand. Hitherto, his three
friends had prevented that aetion.
In the presence of a prefect, they did
not intervene. Lo 4
. “Hold on |” said Campion. .« Where
are you going, Porringe?”

“Spin over to Greenwood.”

“Seeing anybody there?” .~

Porringe hesitated. Obviously, he
could not tell the head boy that he
was biking over to Greenwood te seek
out a man and punch his face!

“Well?” said Campion grimly.

“Well, a chap might sce a chap,”
stammered Pie. :

“Quite " agreed Campion. “You
fellows were late for roll yesterda¥.
You came in with a prize nose, Por-
ringe, and you've still got it. You
had a scrap with somebody yesterday
round about Greenwood, and you’re
going over to-day for some more of
the same—what ?” )

Pie breathed hard.

“I suppose a man can go out on his
bike, after class, if he Ilikes,

122

Campion
“A man can,” dssented the prefect,
“but not to hunt for trouble.
gated, Porringe!”
Harvey and Banks grinned. Argu-
ment and persuasion were wasted on

You're

Ceeaivesseseiieneares Wepenperens ’

> ““Open that box ¥ ordered °
the Head. Pie was grinning,
but Harvey. and Banks
hardly dared to breathe as -
Tunstall crossed to the box.

‘Pie. - But gating was an argument
that he could-net disregard. Gated,
he could not visit the house “in the
woed on Greenwoed Dowir and punch
the faee of the :dweller  therein.
Which was a-great relief to Pig’s
friends. TR et

“I—I—1 say, lock here, Campion,”
exclaimed.-the dismayed Pie,. as: the
head boy was turning away, I don't
know hew you got on to this, but—but
I'll explain. I found a vulture-nosed
rotter over at Greenwood .yesterday
who played me a dirty. trick first day
of term—slung my bag out on to a
platform, and when I tried to get back
into the train after rescuing my bag,
the rotter pushed me over and made
me miss the train.... -

“Well, I found him over at Green-.

wood yesterday. These asses dragged
me back to school before I ecould
punch Lis head, so I’'m going.over to-
day to do it!? . . . .

“Oakshott seniors,” said Campion,
“are not allowed to go out hunting for
trouble, and punching. people’s faces.
I'm glad I’ve got on. to this. I -you
punched the man’s face,. and bLe
brought it here to show the Head, it
would mean a flogging. TYou're
gated !” < :

Campion walked away. Pie ‘stood

bolding his bike and glaring after
the departing prefeet.. -He- looked
round at his friends. “ B

“How did Campion get on to this?”
he growled. “Some swab must have
told him! Some rotten sneak! Well,
I'm goiug, all the same!” . .

Porringe wheeled his. bike te the
door. Len Lex, Banks, and Harvey
exchanged a look, and hurled them-
selves at their chum, . i

Len hooked away the .bike and

TABBT
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Pie on the Warpath!

swung it back to the stand. Harvey
and Banks grabbed Pie, and hooked
him away from the bike. Pic resisted
fiercely.

“Lend a hand here, Lex!” gasped
Banks.

Len lent a hand. Porringe still re-
sisted, but the three of them were
rather too much for him. They
walked him out of the bike-shed. He
still surged and heaved, but he went.
There was no warlike expedition for
Porringe of the Fifth that aftcrnoon,

Tunstali’s Motive !
“l EN, old sou, you're growing

dense 1
Len Lex made that remark
to limself, angrily and discon-
tentedly. There was a furrow in the

brow of the schoolboy detective as ho
stood, hands in his pockets, appar-
ently interested in nothing in par-
ticular, but with a keen eyc taking
in Tunstall of the Fifth. :

Tunstall, the new fellow at Oak- 4

shott, was loafing by an open doorway
at a little distance. That door gave
access from the quad to the seanior
day-room, which was under the Fifth
Form studies. Dr. Osborne, the head-
master of Oakshott, had stepped in
some time ago, doubtless to speak fo
some of the seniors there. It looked
as if Tunstall was waiting for him
to come out. :

The new fellow constituted a prob-
lem that deeply intrigued the
schoolboy detective; and seldom as it
was that Len found himself up against
a problem he could not solve, he had
to admit that Eric Tunstall, so far,
beat him. L

That Len knew anything of Lis
affairs Tunstall had not the rcmotest
idea. But Len knew from his uncle,
Bill Nixon, that Tunstall was the
heir of Sir Gilbert Tunstall, and that
hie had been sent to Oakshott to make
good after being sacked from his
previous school, Higham.

Tunstall had denied the charges,
and declared they had been faked by
Sir Gilbert's other grandson, Varney,
who had alse been at Higham. He
had been unable to prove his asser-
tions, but Sir Gilbert had given him
this second chance, and sent Varney
travelling with a tutor.

If Tunstall failed to make good, he
would be disinherited, in his cousin’s
favour. And so far at Oakshott he
had .done everything possible to land
himself into trouble—smoking in
Study No. 8, which he shared with
~ Len & Co.; breaking bounds; cutting
roll-call, and visiting a low public-
house. )

Several times other fellows had done
him good turns, keeping him out of
rows, and he had repaid them with
bitter and malicious animosity.

“And what was hig connection with
the vulture-nosed man at the lenely
house on Greenwood Down? Ilc had
betrayed the fact that he knew the
man.
Campion about Pie’s warlike inten-
tions—and Len knew that it must be
the new fellow who had done so.” He
wanted to keep Oakshott fellows away

The Modern Boy

Now somebedy had tipped-

from that lonely house on the down.
Why?

He loathed Pie, and would have
been glad to land him in a row—
which almost certainly would have
been the result of that expedition had
Pie carried it out. Why had he
tipped Campion, and put a stop to it?

Len despised the shady, dingy,
blackguardly tick from the bottom of
his heart. It was galling, humiliat-
ing, to be ‘beaten by such a rank
outsider. Yet the fellow had him
hopelessly puzzled.

Tunstall made a sudden movement,
ceasing his slack loafing.  Len

- watched.

Dr. Osborne emerged from the door-
way. His glance fell on Tunstall, and
he frowned slightly-—an expression
which told the schoolboy detective
clearly what opinion he was forming
of the new man in the Fifth. But
Tuustall did not seem to see the Head
—though, as Len was perfectly well

awarve, he had been waiting and
watching for him to come out. He

did not look at his headmaster, or
scem in any way aware of his
approach. He loafed away, a little
ahead of Dr. Osborne, his hands still
in his pockets.

One hand came out of a pocket.
Something drepped from it. It was
a small packet, and it lay on the path,
behind Tunstall, as he loafed on.

Len’s eyes—and Dr. Osborne’s eyes
—tfixed on that packet. It was a
packet of cigarettes! The Head un-
doubtedly supposed* that’ the dingy
fellow had dropped it by accident; he
could hardly have imagined otherwise.

But Len Lex knew it was no acci-
dent. This was what the fellow had
been waiting for! It seemed contrary
to scuse. to suppose that a fellow,
with so much at stake, wanted to be
sacked. But Len had been driven to
that astounding conclusion already—
and now he had proof of it.

Dr. Osborne came to a stop, He
glanced at the packet-on the path,
then called : .

“Tunstall 1”

The new Fifth Former gave a start
and turned his head. o

Len watched his face.
nervous uneasiness in it.

There was
The fellow

had done this intentionally; he had

known that the Head would sce that
packet and call him back. But at the
same time, the wrath of the head-
master scared him. He had little
nerve and no ecourage-—which, with
utter recklessness, was a strange and
surprising combination.

“Did—did you call
stammered Tunstall.

“1 did, Tunstall! Come here!”

Tunstall came, with lagging steps.

me, sir?”?

Pie Plays Up!
C H gum!” murmured Pie

O Porringe, as he stared

down from the window of
Study No. 8. .

The window-sill was almost directly
over the buttress on which Lex of the
Fifth was leaning. Pie spofted him
there—and the idea had come mtc his
playful mind of making Lex jump by
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dropping a cushion on his head from
above. .

So behold Pie at the study window,
cushion in hand—ready.. Grinning.
he looked down. Then he. observed
Tunstall loafing by the day-room
doorway. :

Pie loathed Tunstall —and -he
strongly suspected him of having
tipped Campion about that intended
expedition to Greenwood Down. He
decided to let Tunstall have it instead
of Lex. Pic took aim. Luckily, ke
dwelt long on that aim—which saved
him from catching Dr. Osborae as he
emerged from the doorway. By great
good fortume, the cushion did not
whiz as the Head emerged—and at
sight of the Head below, Pic dropped
it in the study behind him. )

Tunstall was going—the Head was
going—so there was nothing left for
Pie but to return to his original idea
of dropping the cushion on Lex. He
waited for the Head to get off the
scene first, however. And then Pie
ejaculated “Oh gum!” as he wit-
nessed the incident of the cigarette
packet.

He watched breathlessly as the Head
called Tunstall back. This time the
smoky swab had fairly done it! Pic,
forgetting that he loathed the fellow,
felt quite concerned for him' as he
stood furtively wumeasy wunder the
Head’s grim glare. Dr. Osborne’s
deep voice floated up to Pie.

“Pick up that packet, Tunstall—
haud it to me.”

The new man picked up the packet
and haunded it, in silence, to his head-
master.

“You droppeﬁ this, Tunstall !” said
Dr. Osborne.
“Did—did - I, sir?”? stammerecd

Tunstall.

“You did, Tunstall! Now, listen
to me,” said the Head sternly. “You
bhave been here only a short time,
Tunstall, but my attention has been
very particularly directed to you. 1
have discussed you, very seriously,
with your Form-master. I have had
to take note of reports from prefects.
I have been driven to doubt, Tunstall,
witether you can be allowed to remain
at this school. - Now evidence of your
conduct has met my own eyes !”

The new Fifth Former shifted un-
casily, but did not speak. He was
scared by his headmaster, and his
look certainly did not indicate that
he had deliberately planned al this.
Len Lex knew that he had, though he
could not begin to guess why. Such
an idea did not, naturally, eccur to
the Head, or to Porringe at the study
window.

“ 1 shall now,” pursued Dr. Osborne,
“take the matter into my own hands
aud make a striet investigation,
Tunstall. If it should prove that
your possession of these cigarettes is
merely an isslated act of thoughtless
folly, you will be given an imposition
and the matter will end there. But if
I find any further evidence of bad
Labits on your part, I shall send you
away from Oakshott. You will now

go to your study, Tunstall, and I shall

aceompany youw.”
“Very well, sir!” stammered the
Fifth Former. .
He moved away towards the door of
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the House—passing Len as he went,
the Head rustling after him. Len’s
eyes werc on the sallow, furtive face
“as the delinguent passed him, and he

could read that furtive face like.an .

open hook. Tunstall was scared,
uneasy, but inwardly gleating. His
game was to geb himself expelled,
witheut appearing to desire anything
of the kind-—and he was getting away
with it, They passed on to the door-
way, leaving the sclicolboy detective
sorely perplexed. .

Porringe, at the window, had heard
every word, In threc or four minutes
they would arrive in BStudy No. 8,
where Dir. Osborne would iunspect
‘Tunstall’s belongings. That was the
finish for the rotter. Pic knew, with-
out looking, that in Tunstall’s box in
the coruer there was evidence enough
to sack a dozen fellows.

Pie had a kind lieart. It would be
ever so much more agreeable in Study
No. 8 if that tick was turfed out, but
Pie couldn’t and wouldn’t see a man
sacked, if he could help. He jumped
acrogs to Tuustall’s box.

Half a dozen packets of cigarcttes,
five or six racing papers, a eouple of
race programmes that hinted of actual

. visits to the races, met his eyes. And
there was a shect of paper, covered
with writing in Tunstall’s hand—a
list of horses, with the odds marked.
. By his own haud the fellow would
be condemned, if the Big Beak’s eyes
fell on that. If the mad ass had
actually wanted to leave himself no
hiope, he could not have been more
thorough about it!

The sight of that heap of rotten
rubbish tempted Pie to leave the
miserable blackguard to his fate. The
sooner he was kicked out of Oakshott,
the better. But it was only for a
monient. The next, Pic was grabbing
those inecriminating articles from the
box iu frautie haste. ’

What to do with them? Where to
shove them out of sight? Nowhere
in that study! Piec grabbed up a
satchel intended for school books,
crammed the things inte it, and
jumped towards the door. Footsteps
were coming up the passage. He
jumned back!

Those footsteps must belong to the
Head and Tunstall, and he dare not
be seen leaving the study with the
satehel. -

Hce remembered Len, . under the
window. If Lex was still there

Pic hounded to the window and
Tfeaned out, satchel in hand. Len Lex
was still there, deep in thought about
something, apparently. Pie gasped
with relief.

Len Lex came out of that deep
reverie with a jump as a satchel
dropped at his fect. He glaneed up
and his eyes fixed in amazement on
Pie’s excited face, staring down. Pie
pointed to the satchel—made wild
eesticulations—he dared not call, for
the Head was almost at the door.

Len Lex, luckily, was quick on the
uptake. For o moment he wondered
whether Pie had taken leave of his
senses, then he caught on. He
stooped, picked up the satchel, put it
under hiig arm; and strolled away.

Pie, breathless with relief, turned
from the window—to face Tunstall

- The Modern Boy

and the Head as they entered Study
No. 8. :

Booted Down the Passage!
ARVEY and Banks were stand-
H ing .at the door of Cayley's
study, talking to that Fiith
Fornter, when Tunstall came along,
with the Head rustling and frowning
behind him.

They looked on with grim faces as
Tunstall went into Study Ne. 8 and
the beadmaster follewed him in. No
fellow wanted an expulsion in his
Form, especially in his own study, and

Harvey and Banks would gladly have.

kicked Tunstall for getting himself
sacked. But they knew that it could
mean nothing else now. The Head,
ohviously, was therc to inspect his
persenal belongings, and the result
was a foregone conclusion. All Study
No. 8 knew what the beaks would find,
if they came to look.

They went along to the doorway of
Study No. 8 and stood looking in. Pie
was standing with his back to the
open window, looking rather red and
breathless. Dr. Osborne seemed un-
aware of Pie at the window, and of
Harvey and Banks at the doov. His
attention was fixed on Tunstall—and
from Tunstall it went to the box in
the corner, on which the name
“E. Tunstall ” was plainly painted.
He pointed.

“Open that box, Tunstalll”

Tunstall hesitated. His manner
was that of a fellow who feared what
would come- to light. Len Lex, had
he been there, would have vead it
more accurately. Len knew that the
fellow wanted to be sacked—unsus-
pected of wanting it! Len would have
known that he was playing a part to
keep up appearances. .But his hesita-
tion was taken at faec value by those
who were present. -

“You hear me, Tunstall!® The
Head’s voice was deep. “Open that
box at once.”

“Very well, sir

Harvey and Banks hardly breathed
as Tunstall crossed to the box in the
corner. They knew what would come
to light—what must come to light!
To their surprise, Pie winked and
grinned at them from the windows
behind the Head’s back. What the
unexpected wink implied, DPie’s
friends had not the remotest idea.

Tunstall lifted the lid of the box,
throwing it back, and stepping aside
for the headmastér to look down
into it.

Three or four more Fifth Form men
gathiered behind the two at the door-
way, looking in. All the Oakshott
Fifth knew Tunstall’s ways, and
knew what this meant. All the
spectators—excepting the happy Pie
—waited with bated breath for the
storm to burst.

Dr. Osborne’s face was dark with
suspicion as he looked into the box,
but it cleared. He doubted the new
fellow in the Fifth—doubted and sus-
peeted him; but he was glad and re-
lieved to find no grounds for doubt
and suspicion. For a long moment
the Head looked, then he turned to
Tunstall, with a much kinder expres-
sion than before. .

19
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“You may turn out
stall !” he said. . -
unstall was so wutterly taken
aback -by the, change in the Head’s
manner that he could only goggle at
him blankly. . .

But an imperative gesture from the
Head drove him to the box, and his
eyes almost started from their sockets
as he looked into it. There were
various ' articles—books and eother
things—in the box, but nothing was
to be seen that any Qakshott fellow
might not have had. Like a feliow in
a dream, Tunstall turned ou$ the box.

The Head desired to make sure that
nothing dnbicus was hidden there—
and nothing was! The ineriminating
articles had been full in view, on top
of the other things, before Pie's
masterly hand got to work. Now
they were gone! Nothing came to
light that would have speckled the
most spotless reputation!

“You may replace those things,
Tunstall.” The Head’s tonc was still
kinder. “Now, if there is any other
receptacle in this study belonging to
you, please point it out.”

Tunstall shook his head.

“N-nothing, sir!” he stammered.

Harvey and Banks exchanged an
astonished look. That sudden visit
must have taken the ‘‘bad hat” by
surprise—he could not have got ready
for it! They had fully cxpected him
to be bowled out—he looked as if he
had expected it himself.

Dr. Gsborne scanned the dismayed,
furtive, uneasy face. It was difficult
to read; but any fellow might have
Jooked confused and troubled, with
his headmaster searching his study.

“I shall not doubt your word, Tun-
stall,” said the Head, after a pause.
“But for your own sake I must clear
up this matter definitely.” e
glanced at the deor. “Harvey!”

“Yes, sir!” stammered Harvey.

“You have heard Tunstall’s answer,
Do you bear it out?”

“Oh, yes, sir!” 'said Iiavvey.
“Tunstall’s got nothing in this study
to keep things in, except that box.”

“Thank ycu, Harvey!”

The frown was gone from Dr,
Osborne’s face now., The senior of
whom be had heard such dubious
reports had passed the test. It wasa
relief to his mind,

“Tunstall,” he said quietly, “I am
sorry that your ewn conduct has made
you subject to suspicion. You have
only yourself to blame, as you must
realise. The matter ends here. You
will write an imposition for having
had cigarettes in your possession. I
shall mentien it to your Form-master.
And T hope, Tunstall, that you will
after all do well at Oakshott!”

Tunstall stood dumb. Dr. Oshorne
rustled out of the study, the seniors
in the passage respectfuliy making
way for him. He rustled away to the
stairs, and disappeared. Len Lex
passed him on the study landing, and
came up the passage, a faint smile on
his face.. That smile widened as he
leoked into Study No. 8 and read the
dismay and suppressed disappoint-
ment and rage in the face of the deo-
linquent. Len tossed an empty
satehel on the table. Poiringe gave
a cheery chuckle.

that box, Tun-
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H Farringdon Street,
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MopErN Boy air-minded ? Ask

SNOWED UNDER !—Are readers of
Mr. A. R. Dobson, Secretary of

the League of Air-Minded Youth! We,

published details of the League in our
March 27th issue, with Mr. Dobson’s
address. The result was an avalanche
of letters from readers which made it
necessary for extra staff to be engaged !

If you're still thinking of writing to
Mr. Dobson, don’t Thesitate. The
League has been formed with the idea
of giving every air-minded boy in the
country a chance to learn all he wants
to know about aviation, enabling him
later on to become a pilot or engineer,
or to play some part in Britain’s air
future. ‘There are two sections, one for
boys up to fifteen, the other for
members above that age. Membership
is free in the Junior Section.

Three divisions have been formed so
far in Surrey—XKingston, Chertsey, and
Epsom. That’s only a beginning. The
Government is interested and may give
valuable help towards spreading the
movement -all over Britain.  Watch
Mopzery Boy for further news!

. .

. AIR ACES OF TO-MORROW !—

‘When Mr. Dobson first formed his
League, he was thinking only of boys.
But ficods of letters came from girl
readers of this paper—and why not?
Amongst the youngsters of to-day are
not only the C. W. A. Scotts and
Tommy Roses of to-morrow, but the
Amy Mollisons and Beryl Markhams as
well! As a result of this response, the
‘League is to have yet another section,
for girls.

Anyhow, the invitation is still open
to all who are interested, and here again
is the address of the Secretary : A, R.
Dobson, Esq., 1, The Priory, St. Mark’s
Hill, Surbiton, Surrey. Enclose, if you
can, a stamped, addressed envelope for
reply.

OST—AN ECHO !—Sounds pretty

rummy, what? And needing a

word of explanation. Well, it’s all to
do with Uncle Herbert’s astonishing
hobby. He collects his own voice in
echo form! IHe’s working up to be
world’s champion when he suddenly
finds himself up against the mystery of
THE MISSING ECHO! That’s next
Saturday’s  “ Told-in-the-Tuckshop
story. And it’s a BEAUTY !

Next on the list is Scotty of the
Secret Squadron, in another exciting
(S}Ire;?t War flying story, THE CAMERA
Y

Then comes the Schoolboy Detective,
searching for his missing chum and
hearing suspicious noises from behind
the shuttered windows of the HOUSE
OF MYSTERY !

Tabu Dick goes on the trail of a
jungle killer. Where the beast’s spoor
ends The Boy Who Must Not Be
Touched finds a human footprint !

In KING ALARIC'S SWORD, Von
Eimar finds himself getting all the luck.
He reckons that vast trehsure to be as
good as in his own pocket. But it’s a
good job he cannot sce ahead !

p
. . - . .

HE OLD BOY gives the answers to
his puzzles on page 10:

WHAT'S THE WORD ?—The word
is HABIT. If you take away the first
letter, there’s stilt A BIT left; if you
take away the second letler, there’s still
a BIT left; and IT is still there if
you take ocway the third letler.

PUZZLE PROVERBS.—(1) TOE,
(2) CHIN, (3) EAR (lwo ears, as a
wmaller of fact), (4) NOSE, (5) TOOTH,
(6) CHEST.

. . . . .

SEE YOU AGAIN NEXT SATURDAY!

Pic on the Warpath!

“Some fellows,” remarked Banks,
I thought that
swab was fairly copped when the

‘(Ild
have given any fellow ten to one, in
doughnuts, that the Beak would find
enough in that box to sack half Oak-

“So he
would, -old beans, if I hadn’t been

“have all the luck!

Head blew in.”
“8o did I!” said Harvey,

shott.”
“Ha, ha!” chirruped Pie.

here! Ha, ha!”

They looked at the gleeful Pie,

The Modern Boy

Tunstall had been utterly mystified.
Now he began to see light!

“You!” he breathed.
you do? Did you——>

He choked.

“I can tell you,” explained Pie.

“I'm sick enough of secing you in
But I wasn't going to

this study!
gee a man sacked.”
“You—yon—-"
stall. .
“But what——"" yelled Banks.
““Ha, ha!” Pie chortled.
the Beak knew——ha, ha!

20

“What did

stuttered Tun-

“1 say, if
He would:
feel like sacking me instead of that

‘swab, what? Ha, ha! You see, 1
spotted it all from the window, and
chucked Tunstall’s tripe down to Lex
in  time—just in time—in that
satchel.”

“You priceless chump!” moancd
Harvey. “If you’d. got spotted, get-
ting that putrid tick out of =a
scrape *

“Near thing I said Pie. ‘“‘But a
miss is as good as a mile! But, 1
say, we don’t want a bunking in this
study, what? Not even that tick!
But it was jolly near it—and x| idea
is that that sweep ain’t going to dis-
grace this study, so what about boot-
ing him up the passage?”

Tunstall had been standing
clenched hands, struggling to
the rage he felt, as he‘learned what
Pie had done. At those words, how-
ever, he turned quickly to the door.

“Pie,” said Harvey, “talks scnse
sometimes. Go it!”

Three boots crashed on Tunstall as,
he dodged out of the study. He went
staggering and yelling into th~ puas-
sage; and the three followed him up.
They followed as far as the study
landing, where Tunstall, howling,
dodged away among the Fourth Form
studies and escaped. |

Len Lex grinned. The fellow who
had planned to get the boot had got
a booting instead. But what could
all mean?

with
hide

Limping Home!

ORRINGE grinned as he wheeled
his bicycle out on Saturday
afternoon. There was a Foin
match on, on Big Side, and Harvcy,
Banks, and Iex were playing in lle
Fifth Form eleven. Pie was mnot,
Harvey, who captained the Fifth
Form side, had received the offer of
his chum’s services, and had replied
that the next time he played marbles,
he would be glad to avail himsclf of

them, but not till then!

Which reply led Porringe to tell
Cedric Harvey, at considerable
length, what ke thought of him and
his intelligence.  Nevertheless, thero
was a cheery grin on Pie’s face as lLi¢
set, forth on his own, with his jigger.

- He would rather have played for his

Form, but with his three comrades
kept busy, he was at liberty to carry .
out the deferred expedition to the
house on Greenwood Down. :

His wrath against the ‘‘nosey
tick ” was quite unabated. The man
had been so utterly and ncedlessly
offensive—ecausing Pie to lose a train,
cutting short his acquaintance with a
fellow to whom he had taken a liking,
and -whom he had never seen since.
Punching that nosey tick’s wua--
pleasant face seemed, to Pie, an
urgent matter—all the more because
of the opposition he had received on
the subject. Opposition did not cause
Pie to doubt his wisdom—it made him
obstinate.

He rode away in quite a cheery and
anticipative mood.

Campion had gated him, to put the
stopper on that warlike expedition.
But that was several days ago, and

‘the head boy had said nothing on

the subject since—perhaps having for-
gotten 1t, or supposing that Pie had.
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That gating, Pie counsidered, mno
lenger held good ; or, if it did, he was
prepared to disregard it. ~

Anyhow, he was going to bike over
to the house in the wood, on the down,
and if hc had the good fortune to
drop on the vulture-nosed man, he
was going to push that beaky nose
through the back of the tiek’s head.
It did not occur to Pic that perhaps
he couldn’t!

Seven miles along the Greenwood
road, Pie arrived at the track that led
off across the downs, round the base
of a hill, to the wood where the lonely
house inhabited by his enemy was

- situated. As he turned his bike into
the track, Pie became aware of a
cyelist ahead.

He had a back view of that eyclist,
who was plugging along the rough
track at a distance ahead of him.
As the path led nowhere but to the
house in the wood, and did not
extend beyond it, it looked as if the
eyelist was, like Pie, going there.
He was certainly not the nosey
tick—it was not a man at all, but a
hoy on a bike; and Pie, gaining on
him, bad him in clearer view, and
was struck by somecthing familiar
about him.

The fellow wore a cap which did
not show the Ouakshott colours, so it
did not oceur to Pie at first that it
was ai Qakshott man. The sound of
his jigger reached at last the ears
of the fellow in front, who looked
round.

“Tunstall ! cjaculated Pie.

He was surprised to see thab scedy
slacker so far from the school on a
bike. He was still more surprised
to see him in that. lonely spot. And
why he had changed his school cap
for one with no distinguishing marks
was a mystery to Pie. Greenwood
Down was not out of bounds, so there
was ne reason, as far as Pie could
sce, why an Qakshott fellow should
want to keep dark the fact that he
helonged to Oakshott. But it was-no
business of Pic’s; and, surprised as
he ‘was, fie thought only of passing
the fellow and whizzing on his way.

He saw the startled look that came
over Tunstall’s face. If Pie was sur-
prised, so was Tuastall—indeed, a
fellow might have fancied from his
look that he was alarmed. Pie
wondercd whether he knew that nosey

- tiek at the lonely house.
" Tunstall dismounted from his bike
and stood holding it in the middle of
the rough track, starving back at him.
Pie waved a hand to him te stand
aside and let a fellow pass. Tunstall
did net stir. Pic shouted angrily.
The track itseli was rough cnough,
but off it the ground was still rougher
and more broken. Pie did not want
to have to go round the fellow. But
Tunstall blocked the path and did
not move.

“8hift, you swab-— shift!” Pie
Abawled.
Tunstall did not shift. He stood

“there, holding his bike by the handle-

bars, his cyes glinting at Pie like a
rat’s.  Pie was mnot, perhaps, an
observant fellow; but it did dawn on
kim that the fellow knew where he
was going, and did not want him to
go there.

The Modern Bog

‘Pie had the choice of getting down
and shifting Tunstall out of the way,

or of going round off the narrow

track. He was strongly tempted to
do the former with a hefty punch or
two; but his business, after all, was
with the nosey tick at the shuttered
house, not with Tunstall. So Pie
suppressed his wrath and turned from
the track—bumping on exceedingly
rough ground. What happened next
took him eompletely by surprise.

Tunstall rushed his machine at
Pie as he passed. The front wheel
of his bike crashed on Pic’s left leg
and foot.

Pie ecrashed. His right arm
banged on a stone—his right ear
embedded itself in a patch of nettles.
His right leg, under the crashing
bike, felt ‘as if it was broken in
fifteen or sixteen places. Sprawling
in the rough herbage, under the
clanging bike, Pie squirmed, and
yelled with pain.

Tunstall dragged his ~ machine
back, whirled it round, facing the
way he had been going when Pie first
sighted him, and in almost frantic
haste be clambered omn, found his
pedals, and drove at them. He had
stopped Pie—stopped him in the
most thorough manner—and he was
in desperate haste to get out of Pie’s
reach now that he had done it.

Pie sprawled and roared. But he
staggered up, pitching off the hike,
that pinned his right leg. He
staggered to his feet, and made a
wild rush at the fellow who had up-
ended him. But Tunstall by that
time had got going. Pie might have
reached him before he got up speed,
but Pie’s right leg erumpled and he
pitched over instead. Tunstall shot
away on his bike,” and as Pic sat
dizzily up, the fellow . disappeared
up the track round the base of the
hill.

“Qoooogh I gurgled Pie.

He picked himself up—meore slowly
and earefully this time. His right
leg was not, he discovered, broken
in fifteen or sixteen places, after all
—it was not broken in one place. It

‘was intact—but it was badly bruised,

and felt fearfully painful-so painful
that it almost made Pie forget the
bang on his elbow and the sting of
the nettles on his ear. Pie rubbed
it, and squealed.

“Wow! Ow!”!

He limped to his bike. Gamec leg
or no game leg, he was going after
that” swab to smash him up into
small pieces. Even the nosey tick at
the house in the wood did not matter
now—he was going to smash that
utter blighter who had barged him
over with his bike.

But alas for Pie! Tuustall’s bike
had not bheen damaged—but DPie’s
jigger had crashed, and ecrashed
hard. The pedal was badly twisted,
and the handlebars wanted setting to
rights. Breathing fury, Pie got the
handlebars right, but the bent pedal
was a different matter. It went
round, but it seraped as it went, and
it was only too clear that that bike
was not going to be a going cencern
till Pie had expended a lot of effort
on it. :
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*“The . swab " gasped Pie. “'Lhe

sweep ! ‘Barging a fellow over—I—1I
—I'lIl—I’B——"" There were no words
in any dictionary with which Pie
was acguainted that could have
expressed his feelings. He spluttered
fury.
. T:';};e worst of it was that he had to
let the swab get away with it! That
was the unkindest cut of all. Pursuit
with a disabled jigger and a game
leg was not practical. Later, at
Qakshott, he would be able to deal
with Tunstall as he deserved, but at
the present moment the blighter had
the whip-hand. He was gone, and
there was no hope of running him
down. i

Neither was Pic thinking any
longer of carrying on with his hostile
expedition to interview the nosey
tick! Pie was game, and he was a
sticker—but he had to realise that he
was in mno, condition for hunting
trouble. On his game leg, the nosey
tick could have pushed him over with
his liftle finger. It was not worth
while to limp a mile over the rugged
down for that!

Pie dragged,. twisted, and yanked
at the pedal till it scraped a little
less as it revolved. Then, limping,
he wheeled his. bike back to the road.
Once off the rugged down and on the
level surfaece of the highway, he
mounted, but the ache in his game
leg was scvere and he had to go
slowly. . .

And despite a1l the strength he had
expended: on - straightening the bent
pedal, it still -knocked slightly at
every ‘revolution. But listening to
the knocks, Pie began to imagine
them to be his blows hammering home
on Tunstall’s .nose. The thought
cheered him up, and at every kmock
he chanted : “Take that!” )

Chanting, he forgot all about his
game knee—nuntil he came to a hill
and put extra strength into the down-
ward thrust of the pedals. Then he
was forced fo remember it! An extra-
special twinge of pain shet through
his knee, and he started so violently -
that he capsized his bike and sat
down foreibly in the road.

Groaning  dismally, he mounted
again, and trundled on the long, long
way to Oakshott. At every rise, his
game leg failed under the strain, and
he had to geét down and push.

He was on the last of the long
miles -when a cyclist overtook him, -
shot past, and whizzed on ahead.
It was Tunstall, wearing his school
cap again new. Pie shook a furious
fist. after him as he went, but he was
gone in a flash. ~

After “him, at a snail’s paece,
trundled the weary Pie, comforted, so
far as he was capable of comfort, by
the prospect of what he was going to
do to Tunstall of the Fifth when lie
got in!

Pie has failed to carry out his
warlike - intention of thrashing
. the oumer of the HOUSE OF
: MYSTERY on Greenwood Down. :
: But Len Lex visils i in next

Saturday’s story, and hears sus-
¢ picious : ] ing frem be-
1" hind its shuttered windows !




