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Why does ERIG TUNSTALL,
to be sacked from Oakshott
2 "
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By CHARLES HAMILTON.
andson of Sir Gilbert Tunstall, want
chool ? That Is what LEN LEX, the

PEALD
Pty

LIERSROY

/

wants to e

CHAPTER 1.
Guilty or Not Guilty?
“ A NOTHER case?” asked Len Lex.
“I don’t know,” was the reply.

The schoolboy detective raised his
eyebrows. That, certainly, was not the
answer ~ he had expected from his
uncle, Detective-Inspector Nixon, of
Scotland Yard.

It was the last day of the holidays.
Len Lex was spending his last evening
with his Uncle Bill. On the morrow
morning he was going back tc Oak-
shott School for the new.term. Bill
Nixon was a busy man, but he had
kept that last evening clear for his

nephew, The inspector sat at ease in
a deep armchair on one side of the
crackling log fire; on the other side,
Len straddled a chair, leaning his arms
on the back and eyeing his uncle.

They had been talking of various
matters; but that Mr. Nixon had sorae-
thing special to say, which he had not

-] yet uttered, had been clear for some

time to Len.
“You don’t know, Bill?” repeated
n,

“No!” said the inspector. “I don’t
know whether Eric Tunstall is a young
rascal who has got no more than he
deserves, or whether he has been the

(Al rights. resorved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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victim of umcmpulcus scheming—with
more to col

“That,” said Len, “sounds interest-
ing, BiNl”

“If the former is the case,” went on
Mr. Nixon, “he is not worth a second

thought. It the latter, there is—or may | his

be—a case x‘or you to handle, Len,”

“Me?” said Len.

“Tunstall is going to Oakshott this
term. You will see him to-morrow,
if you look for him, at your schooll”
explained the inspector. “He is & boy
of your own age, and I unders'and
that he will go into the same Form.”

“Who is he?”

“One of the grandsons of Sir Gilbert
Tunstall, baronet.”

. “And what has he done?”
“According to himself—nothing!”

“Then what is he supposed to have
done?” smiled Len.

“ Nearly every\‘,hmg. 1 think, that he
ought not to have done, at his last
school,” “said Mr. Nixon. “You will
be- careful, of course, to say nothing
oi what I am going to tell you. If

e boy it innocent, as he maintains,
he has a right to a chance—and it
would do him a lot of harm at Oak-
Shott to have it known that he was
expelled from his last school.”

“Sacked!” Len exclaimed. *“But
how can a fellow sacked from another
school wedge in at Oakshott, Bill?

e Head wouldn't stand for it,

"Su- Gilbert Tunstall has some in-
“fluence with the Oakshott governors,
and it has been arranged.”

" “Um!” said Len, with a grimace.

As a detective, he was prepared to
believe aby man innocent till he was
proved guilly. As an Oakshott fellow,
he did not like the idea of a fellow
sacked from another school butting in
at Oakshott!

“What was his school?”_he asked.
“Higham, in ‘Yorkshire, Oakshott

being in Sussex, he will be a long way
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from his previous surroundings, among
people who cannot possibly have seen
him before, and will be able to make
an entire!y fresh start. Nobody at

t has ever seen him—and pro-
bably on]y the headmaster has heard
name even. If his own_tale is
true, -he will be able to make good
there, unless—-"

Bill Nixon paused, and gxunted

“‘Unless what?”

“I'd better tell you how it stands,”
said the inspector. *It's rather a mix-
up. Young Tunstall was taken before
his headmaster, last term at Higham,
found guilty ot betting, breakmg out,
pub-haunting, and blackguardism

expelled. The evidence
must have been complete enough to
satisfy his headmaster. He was sent
home in disgrace.”

“My hat!” said Len. “And that’s
the sportsman they’re landing on us
at Oakshott, is it?”

“But——" said the inspector.

“Of course, there’s a ‘but, or you
wouldn't be interested in it,” agreed
Len. “Where do you come in, Bill?”

“As a friend of old Sir Gilbert—I
handled some matters for him when
he was a company director in the
City, years ago, and he sent for me
to ask my advice—unprofessionally, of

course. He doesn’t exactly believe, but
he hopes, that there may be some truth

in what the boy says.”

“What does he say?”

Len was getting deeply interested

B
S

W.
“Hs tale is absolute innocence. -He
puts the whole thing on his cousin,
Herbert Varney—another Higham boy.
He cannot offer a jot of evidence—
cannot lay a finger on a single thing
that Varney may have done—and has
to admit that it §s all suspicion on
his part—but he feels certain of it.
And this,” said Mr. Nixon, “is where
the shoe pinches! If Sir Gilbert comes
to believe that young Tunstall is a
disgrace t0 his name, he will disinherit
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him like a shot. In which case,
twenty thousand pounds a year will,
some day, g0 to the other grandson.
They are both orphans, and the old
man has no other near relations.”

Len Lex whistled again.

“Thick, Billi” he said. “Whatever
sort of a merchant this Varney may be,
no schoolboy could plan or carry on
a scheme like that. Too thick! If
there’s anything in it, there's a nigger
in the woodpile. This is 8 man’s game
—Ccrook’s game—and a clever crook at
that! Any line on him?”

“None!”

“wns Vamey in the same Form at

“Yes' both boys in the Fifth Form.”
“What sorl of a reputation in the
school?”

“His school reports have been con-
sistently good—ordinary, but good. But
50 had Tunstail’s till the last term.”

“Ax:d Tunstall denies the whole

“From start to finish—but he can
only say that he believes Varney fixed
it all on him somehow. They've always
barred one another, it seems.”

“How much does the old bean
swallow?”

“As much as he can! The fact
appears to be that he is fond of the
grandson who hears his own name
and will inherit the title, and has only
@ sense of duty towards the other. In
common justice, he cannot take notice
of an accusation against his other
grandson, founded on no evidence
whatever. At the same time, he clings
to the favourite boy, and hopes for the
best. Anyhow, he Tealises that it was
& misteke to senc them to the same
school.
own at Oakshott.”

“And Vamey stays at Higham, up
in Yorkshi

“No! m v:ew of the disgrnce re-
flected on him by his cousin’s expul-
sion, he wanted to leave, and his
grandfather consented. He asked to

be allowed to go to Oakshott, but that,
of course, could not be permitted,
the peculiar circumssances The idea
is to keep them safe apart. He is being
allowed to travel with a tutor—a Mr.
Stacey—instead of going back to school
this term. They have already gone
abroad.”

‘‘So Varney is safe out of his cousin’s
way?"”

“That's it!” said Mr. Nixon. “And
if, by some remotc possibility, young
Tunstall’s tale is true, he should make
good at his new school—unless he—"

“Unless,” said Len slowly, “theve is
a nigger in the woodpile—a man be-
hind- the scenes, hlalaymg Varney’s
game for him. In which case, he might
look for an opportunity of fastenm
something on all af new
school—while Varney's keepmg up an
impeccable alibi, travelling abroad o

“You get me, Len! It'sounds a bit
fantastic, but—well. I've seen the boy,
and liked him!” confessed Bill Nixon.

‘“He struck me as a decent sort of lad,
bewudered by the position he found
himself in. There’s a sporting chance,
Len, Lhab ‘he’s telling the truth—that
the whole thing is an unscrupulous
scheme to doublz-cross him out of a
fortune! And if that’s the case, and
there's any more of it, I want my
nephew at Oakshott to have his eyes
as wide open for the nigger in the
woodpile as he had them open for the
Sussex Man once upon a time.”

Len nodded slowly.

“At Higham, Varney could have
worked it, with a man behlnd to help
—but a man outside the school, with
no help inside, couldn’t have much
chance at Oakshott,” he said. “But
—it’s possible! I'll prop my eyes open,

i1

Young Tunstall will be on his | Bill

CHAPTER 2.

“Make him lot gol"
ORRINGE of the Oakshott Fifth
dropped his ticket, plunged after
it, dropped his bag, stumbled over it.
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and sat down These performances
occupied Porringe e\mctly one minute;
and he had rather less than a minute
in which to catein his train. Having
fielded his ticket and his bag, “Pie”
Porringe rushed on the platform at
‘Westwood, in time to view the guard’s
van disappearing down the line.

“Blow!” said Ple.

It was, of course, Pie all over. Pie
had a genma for losing things, es-
pecially trains.

He stood and gazed after the vanish-
ing train in great dismay. Plenty of
Oakshott fellows wer: on that train,
going back for the new term—among
them Len Lex, who was in his study

t Oakshott. Carefully had Pie ar-
ranged to pick up the express as it
passed Westwood. Pie was a
md he wanted t;he

the result of th
careful manmns

“Blow!” repeated Pie.

He had 2n hour to wait for the next
train. That hour seemed, to Pie, the
longest hour he had ever experienced.
Walking up and down a windy plat-
form was not exhilarati

topped. It
seemed to Pie that that hour con-
tained more than the usual allowance
of minutes, and that all the minutes
were unusually lengthy.

But the express boomed in at last.
It was like Pie to be at the extreme
end of a long platform when it came
nd stopped. He

And it did not turn!

With his bag in one hand and the |

doorhandle in the other, Pic wrenched
desperaely! It was just his rotten
luck for the beastly thing to be jam-

Blowl" roared Pie.
Another passenger cnme along, but
sceing Pie struggling in vain to get

that door open, passed quickly alang
to the next carriage. Pie wrench
and wrenched.
He could#see thal there were two
rs in the carrviage. One, a
buy of his own age, sat on the farther
side. On the near side sat a man.
The man was looking out through the
glass at Pie. Really, seeing the school-
boy’s difficulty, he might have helped.
But he made no movenent. Pie glared
at him through the window, thinking
him the last word in disagreeable
swabs, for sitting there doing nothing,
while a fellow in danger of losing the
tram was struggling to get the door

Then it suddenly dawned on Pie that
e man was holding the doorhandle
de. That was why it would
nut turn! It was not jammed at all!
‘That unspeakable swab was holding it.

Pie spluttered with wrath.

“Let go!” he roared. “Let me get
in, see? Do you want all the rauway?
My hat! Will you let me get in?”

The man within gave no sign of hav-
ing heard. Pie gave him deadly looks
through the glass. The face wil
was not a ple&ssnt one.

Byery shaip chin, a sharp nose curved rather

like a vulture’s beak, and close-set eyes
of gimlet like keenness. It was & hard
face of & man with a hard
and inflexible natuce.

For some reaso ., best known to him-
self, he did not want another passenger
in caxriage and with a ruthless
disregard of the rights of the travelling

pubhc, he was keeping Pie out.
Ple almost foamed, He was going
to lose this {rain, as he had lost the
earlier one, because of that frightful

swah ! B
boy on the other side of the
carriage, was glancing aci was
a rather nice-looking lad, w-lth puasant
features and dark eyes. He half-rose
from his_seat, and Ple, encouraged,
yelled to him:
“I say, wu—make him leggo that
handle, will you?”
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The dark-eyed lad came across the
carriage.

Look here let that chap in!” Pie
heard him spy. “Why can’t he come
in? Let go that doarhandle *

‘The vulture faced man gave no heed,
His grasp on the handle inside did rot
relax. Doors were slamming along the
train. There was no time to rush for
another carriage.

“Make him leggo will you?” roared
Pie.

‘The boy in the carriage hesitated a
moment. He seemed as puzzled as Pie
by the inexplicalle ill-nature of the
man who was keeping the Oakshott
fellow out. Then suddenly anmg up
his ming, he grasped the man’s arm
and wrenchied his grasp from the deor-
handle.

In a split-second, befere that grasp
could close ‘again, Pie had the door
open, He hurled his bag in and plun-
ged headl‘mg after it. He had hardly
landed a porter slammed the
door :uer him, and the train was in
motion.

“Oh cyumbs!” gasped Ple.

He pxcked himself up, panting for
breath. dark-eyed boy, with a
faint amxle wcn' back to the tarther
corner, and sat down. Ple plumped
into a seat, still gasping, and glaring
belligerently ut the man V\ho hed tried
to keep him ot

‘The look on Lhnt mdxvnduals-hard
vulture-like face was, for a moment,
extrcmely unplen.nm axu}lx threatening.

had a very pleasaat smlle "You had
a right to come in, if you
“I should jolly well say l" said

Porringe, with another glare at the
silent man in the corner. “Keeping

a chap out of the traln—my hat! I've
lost one train already to-day, ard I've
got to get to Oakshott.”

“Oakshott!” repeated the boy.
“You're going to Oakshott! You
mean Oakshott School?”

“That’s it!” said Ple.

“So am I!” said the boy, smiling
again.

“Oh!” Porringe re;nMed him with
new interesi ‘Nex man

“Yes

“You're joining up rather late, aren't
you?” said Pie. The looked about
sixteen, which was much later than
the usual age for joining up at Oak-
shott. He was as old as Ple, who was
in the Fifth. “Been to school belore-—
since your prep school, I mean!

To Pie’s surprise, the boy co]o ired at
that simple remark. Before he could
answer, the man in the corner seat
broke in:

“Can you tell me what is
station on this line?

lnoked ruund a t him. The
man spoke ci if he had
sh’eady lorgott.en the ume truuble that
occurred. Ple was a pla:able
fc‘low As the man spoke civilly,
answered civilly.
“ " he said.

the next

the man leaned back in his corner
seat, taking no notice whatever of Pie.
The Oakshott man’s defiant and scorn-
ful glares were wasted on an impassive

profile.
Having recovered his (ti)reath Por-
it

“We stop there?”

“Yes; a minute’s stop.”

“Fow long before we get there?”
“Only a few minutes, I believe.”

ringe picked up his bag
on the rack. Th
the carriage at the boy who had come
to his aid.

“Thanks!” he sald

“Not at all!” The boy smiled. He

“Thank you!”
Pie ti his to the
en he looked across|boy in the other corner again. The

latter was looking out of the window
at the wintry landscape. He was not
smiling now—a clouded and rather
moody look had come over hand-
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some face. Ple was a talkative fellow,
and he had taken, rather a

the boy who had saved hlm from los—
ing the train. So, as the boy did not
speak, Ple started again,

“I say, know anybody at Oakshott?”
he asked.

“Not”

“You've seen the beak?”

“No; I've seen nobody at Oakshott,
I live at the other end of the country.
T've been at school before.” The boy
coloured again. ““I'm going into the
Fifth Form.”

“That's y Form, Ple
“There's some jolly decent ckups
the Pifth—Lex, and Harvey, and old
Banker. 1 say—"

“You are sure this train stops

?” came an interruption | 8D
from the hard-faced man. Pie looked
round again,

“Yes—if you look out of the wln-
dow you'll see it by he
answered. “The train stops mere, all
right. I know this line.”

“You get out at Blackwood?”

“No, Ple stared at him. “I
cha.nge nt Greenwood for Oakshott—
that's miles on yet,” he
mswered. Ple turned to the  boy
again. “You stick to me,” he said.
“l‘heu:s two changes for the school—
Greenwood and Bingham. I'll see you
get your train! And, I say— Ow!”
howled Pie suddenly.

The man in the corner had risen
to his feet, as if in preparation for
leaving the carriage when the train
stopped at Blackwood. He stumbled
;13 the train jerked and fell against

e.

Pic howled as he wat

THE SACK!
The train ran into Blackwood
o|Station, and stopped. The

threw the carriage door open.
What hdppened next caused Por-
ringe's eyes almost to bulge from hig
race ‘The hnnl iaced man reached
the rack, sped Pie's bag and
plbched. it out on tbe platform.
Ple gtared at him, as if mesmerised.
He was too astounded (o move for &
moment or two.,

“You—you—you—" gesped Pie
at last. “You silly ass! What are
That's my hag! By

you up to?
gum!”

- Porringe rushed to the door.and
leaped out to recover his property.
The bag had rolled across the plat-

at|form. Pie tore after it, recovered it,

and rushed back to the carriage. He

had just time to jump in again bc!ore
e train started, but he found the

cnrnage door shut. The carriage wln
dow was down, and the man inside,
reaching out as Pie grasped the handle,

gave him a rough push, which sent
Porrlnge sprawling backwards,

Ple sut down on the phtfm'm hard
and heavy His flew in one
his hat in another. He sat and

spluttend wildly. e last door
slammed, and the train moved on. Pie,
still* sitting and spluttering breath-
Iessly, had a last glimpse of a hard
face with a vulturc nose looking back
at him. Then the {rzin was gone.

Pie staggered up. He was astonished,
amazed, but he was more enraged than
either! He had lost that train, after
all, and he had another hour’s wait
before him for the next express to
Greenwood.

in his scat, His hat fell off, and mlled
on the floor,

“Oh, sorry!” gasped the
faced man as he righted hlmse]r
lost my footing—

“1

Pie gave him a glare, and stooped
to recover his hat.

mge. Pie stood and glared after t.he
He wondered dizzily whether

Iture- t.he man was some lunatic—really,

there seemed no other way of account-

for his extraordinary actions.
Lunatic or not, Pie would have liked
to get within punching distance of his
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vulture nose. But that nose was far

out of his reach, and Pie could only

wait for the next train with feelings
ible in any known

CHAPTER 3.
Very odd!

EEN that goat?”

Harvey and Banks of the Fifth
asked that question together as Len
Lex came into Study Nu 8. Len
grinned as he slammed a bundle
of bocks on the study table He could
guess that it was Porringe to whom his
friends alluded.

“No,” he answered.
blown in?”

“Haven't seen him. Wasn't he com-
mg with you?” asked Banks.

“He was,” agreed Len. “But that
depended on Pie picking up my train
as it came through his station. Pie’s
noltd the man to catch anythmg but a
cold.”

“Oh, Pie can catch trains—the
wrong trains!” said Harvey. “I dare
say he’s ih the wrong train—perhaps
getting to the wrong school. May
arrive at Eton or Harrow. There’s no

knowing what Pie will do!”

It was a cold day, with a keen wind
from the Sussex downs, and a nip in
the alr. In fact, it was almost cold
enough for a fire. Len Lex sat on a
corner of the table, swinging his legs.

Study No. 8 was looking a little un-
tidy, the first day of term—all sorts
of things scattered about and not yet
put away, open bags on the floor, a
Soccer ball on the window-shelf, a
pair of football boots on the mantel-
piece. But the ruddy glow of the fire

made it look very cosy and homely,
and Len was glad to find himself back
in the old study with his old friends.

And, “ t,” as old Pie undoubtedly
- was, his three pals wished that he were
there‘ helping with the unpacking of

ks and.other ornaments,

“Hasn't old Pie

‘“Seen anything of a new man, you
fellows?” asked Len. He had an
eye'open for Eric Tunstall since get-
ting in at the school, but had seen
nothing of him so far, or heard of
him,

“Eh? I believe there’s three or four
new ticks this term,” answered Banks.
“I think I saw some wandering about.
Mostly for Surtees, I believe.”

“I don't mean a junior,” said Len.
“I've heard that there’s a new man
coming into the Fifth.”

He did not add that he had heard
it from Detective-Inspector William
Nixon.

“Oh! First I've heard of it! Man
doesn’t often come straight into the
F)Ith_ I hope Chal won't. stick
We're four already,
countmg Pie as one—and with his feet
he really counts as two!”

“One or two of the studies have
five men,” said Len casually, “and this
is the biggest in the Fifth.”

As Lex of the Fifth, Len d\d not
want to be crowded in his study; but,
as Detective-Inspector Nixon’s nephew,
he rather wanted to have Eric Tunstall
under his eye. Len, though his com-
rades knew it not, was a detective as
well as a schoolboy.

“Oh, rot!” said Harvey. “We don't
want the fellow here, bother him!
Chalmers can shove him anywhere else
he likes along the passage. I say, let's
go down and see if that goat Porrmge
has blown in yet!”

Let's!”

The three chums went down. Oak-
shott School was buzzing with the noise
of first day of term—trampling foct-
steps, calling voices, banging doors, and
bumping boxes. The three exchanged
greetings with a dozen fellows-as they
went, but did not spot Porringe among
them, But when they came to the open
door of the senior day-rcom 2 well-
known voice fell on their ears
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“Lost t\vo f.raix\sl " It was Pie’s voice.
*That’s
“Only two?" asked Cayley's voice.

“That’s not up to your average, is it?”

And a chuckle followed. Len and
Banks and Harvey went in. There was
Porringe newly artived, and apparently
In a state of excitement ard indig-
nation.

“Oh, here you are!” said Pie, as he
spotted his friends. “I say, would you
believe it? Man chucked my bag out
of the train, and I had to jump after
1t and lost the train! Jevver hear of
anything like that?”

*Never!” grinned Len. “These things
only happen to you, Pie, old man!”

“If I ever meet that man,” sald Ple,
“I'm goi.ng to pull his nose. He's got
a nose a beak, and I'm going to
pull it! Seen the new man yet?"”
“Eh? You heard of a new man?’

carrmge " explained
Pie. “Decent sort of chap—I liked him.
He must have got in long ago on that
train, He told me he was coming into
the Fifth.”

‘““You liked him?” asked Len.

He had no doubt that it was Tunstall
whom Pie had met on the train.
‘was not likely that two new men were
coming into the Fifth that term.

“Oh, yes—jolly decent chap!” sald
Pie. “That nosey parker was trying to
keep me out of the carriage, and the
chap helped me to get in. Jclly good-
Dnatured, I thought. I‘d like him in the
study.

“Rot!” sald Banks. “If they shove
another man in Study No. 8, you'll have
to hang your feet out of the window.”

“What was the chap’s name, Pie?”
asked Len.
“Blessed if I know! Might have

asked him, only that nosey swab kept
- on interrupting when I was speaking to
him. And then he shifted me out at

1t | ¢
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bag!” Pie breathed hard. “By gum
I'll pull that beaky boko of his if !
ever see him again! ‘I say, I'd bette
go and Chalmers. Tl ask him i
the new man's here! He was Jolly
decent, and & chap might be friendly.”
Harvey and Banks remained in the
day-room, talking to other new arrivals.
but Len went along with Pie to his
Form-master’s study. He was rather
keen to hear all he could of the new .,
man. Ple's description was that of a
rather agreeable fellow, good-natured
and obliging. And the fellow, so far as
Len could sec, could be no other than
Tunstall—the real or supposed black
sheep of Higham,

Mr. Chalmers, the master of the
Fifth, blinked at them through horn-
rimmed glasses as they presented them-
selves. He had already seen Len; but
Porringe had to report his arrival and
hand over the usual medical certificate
which, by zome happy chance, he had
not lost on his way to Oakshott. After
v:h\;h Mr. Chnlmcrs glanced«at a list
n his des!

“All my Form are now in with the
exception of a new boy,” he said.
“Possibly he has arrived and has not

t report to me” My. Chalmers
blinked at Pie and Len. “I think you
might look for.-him and send him to
my study if he is here.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Len.

“I was going to ask you about him,
sir,” said Pie. “I met him on the trainy .
coming here—I suppose it was the same
chap, though I didn't knew name,

must be here before this. What's
his name, sir?”

Mr. Chalmers referred to his paper
again.

“Tunstnu," he answered — “Eric
Tunstall.”
“Wel find him, sir,” said Pie. “I

know him all right. I'd like you to put

Blackwood, chucking out a fellow's

him in my study, sir, if you haven't
arranged anything else.”
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“Yes, sir, we'd like him in Study
No. 8" said Len Lex. He had his
own reasons for backing up Pie’s
request, though inwardly he wondered
what Banks and Harvey would have
to say about it.

“Eh? " Yes! 1y good. I will make
a notc of it,” sald the Fifth Form
master. and Len and Porringe left the
study.

# “Chap must be here!” sald Pie, as

* they went down the corridor. “He was

- on the train I lost, and must have got
in an hour ahead of me! Come and
help me look for him, Lex. Chap
wants to he lriendly after he was so
, Jolly good-natured.”

Len Lex willingly went with Pie to
Jook for the new man. He was quite
keen to see the fellow who had been
cxpelled from Higham for disgraceful
conduct, but to whom Pie had taken a
liking. Pie was a goat, and ncnﬂy
every known kind of an ass; but
was not the fellow to take a liking tn
any fellew who was not pretty dccem
Pie’s impression of him was a point
his favour, in the opinion of the school-
boy detective.

But they failed to find Eric Tunstall.

Up and down and round abcut they
went, looking for & new man who did
not know his way about. They found,
easily enough, half a dozen new
“men” for the Third and the Fourth
—sheepish new “kids” in the Lower
&hoﬁ]. But of a new senior man they

uld learn nothing. They asked every
Fifth Form man they met— they
inquired of Root of the Fourth and
Lamson of the Shell—they cven asked
Oliphant of the Sixth, captain of Oak-
shott, and Campion, head boy. They

~ went down to the porter’s lodge and
" asked old Wegg. They wenteto the
matron’s room and asked Mrs. Simpson.
But nobody had seen or heard anything
of Tunstall—and they had to give it up.
“It's weird!” said Pie, quite puzzled.
b - “You see, the chap stayed on the train

—Nosey Parker shifted me out, but
that chap stayed on, so he must have
got to Greenwood an hour ahead of me.
Even if he lost a train or two, he ought
to be here by now. Some fellows are
asses enough to lose trains!”

“They are!” agreed Len gravely.

“Well, then, where the dickens is
he?” asked Pie. “It must have been
Tunstall on the train—hc said he was
coming into the Fifth here, anyhow.
Weird, ain't it?”

“‘Quite!” said Len. “Better go and
tell Chalmers he’s not here.”

They repaired to their Form-master’s
study again. Mr. Chalmers gave a
rather worried blink through his horn-
rimmed spectacles as they made their
report.

“It is very odd,” he sald. “Very odd
indeed! I understand that Tunstall
travelled down from Yorkshire yester-
day, and stayed the night with his
grandfather’s solicitor in London, who
put him on the train for the school this
morning. It is very odd that he ha:
not arrived. Please send him to me ah
once if you see him.”

But they did not see him, and they
went into Hall with Harvey and Banks,
and fer a time forgot his existence.

CHAPTER 4.
On His Neck!
ORRINGE stared. Then hc glered.
The darkness had closed in on
Oakshott School and most of the
fellows were downstairs in Hall, though
a few were in the studies.

Porringe, having forgotten the exist-
cnce of the new man for some hours,
had suddenly remembered him. Leav-
ing his friends in Hall, Pie went round
to have another look for the new Fifth
Former. :

Having been a new man himself
once upon a time, Pie knew the value
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of a helping hand and a friendly word
on a fellow’s first day at a school
Full of benevolent intentions, there-

blown in, was certainly not
in Hau so Ple drew the studies.

Hence his stare, and his glare, at
the present moment! Throwing open
the door of Study No. 8 to give that
study the once-over on the chance that
the new man might have blown in
there, Porri gave a sudden cough
as a strong, thick whiff ol tobacco-
smoke impin; upon lungs.
was enough to make any reunw stare
and glare!

-Smoking, of course, was strictly for-
bidden at Oakshott. It was also con-
sidered bad form in the studies. There
were fellows who smoked, like Levett
in Study No. 9—a fellow rather barred
in the Form. Study No. 8 it was
unheard-of. NoO man to
that study ever put on a clgmtte.
And whoever was smoking now in
Study No. 8 had not smoked one e¢igar-
ette, but many; to judge by the thick-
ness of the atmosphere therein.
coughed, stared, and
to the study. | H
fancied that he’
could do his putrid smoking in Study
Eo ’B Pie was the man to undeceive

im!

But it was not Levett of the Fifth.
The fellow who sprawled in the arm-
chair, with a cigarette between his lips,
was a stranger to Porringe. He was
n fellow of about Pie’s own age, but
rather weedy in build, extremely well
dressed, even to a touch of dandyism.
P’md.ng a stranger in the study, Pvr-
ringe would naturally have e
him to be Tunstall—but this Iel.low
was not the fellow he had met on the

rain. N

Wko he was, Pie did not know—and
did not.care! Whoever he was, and
wherever he had come from, he was

1|y

going to learn at once where he got
off. . Parringe stood in front of -him,
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glaring at him through a haze of
cigarette smoke.

“You putrid tick!” said Pie.

The fellow in the armchair gave him

a careless glance. He did not remove
the cigarette from his mouth, as he
answert

“Hallo! Who are you, and what's
biting yvu?“

“I'm Porringe,” roared Pie, “and
this is my study! And if you ianzy
you’re in & tap-room, you swab, you're
Jjolly well mistaken, see? Get out of
u'us, nnd take your ﬁlthy smoking with

au.

* quite comfortable - here,
th u.nks"' dxawled the fellow in the
armchat

“You wont be, if I begin on you!”
roared the tndjgnam Pie. “Why, you
tick, if a beak or a prefect came up, we
might all get into a row, with the study
reeking like this. Get out of it!
tell you, I'l shift you fast enough, if
you don't travel quick.”

And as the stranger did not stir, Pie

wasted no more time in words. He
jumped behind the armchair, grasped
the high back, and tilted it forward.

’I'he fellcw moved fast cnough then.

yell as he rolled headlong
Out ot the tﬂtaed chair. The -cigarette
dropped on the carpet, and there was
another yell as the fellow put his hand
on it. He bounded to his feet, his face
red with rage.

“You meddling fool!” he roared.
“What the dickens do you fancy you're
up to?”

“Get out of this study!” hooted Pie.

“You fool, I won't! Why should 1?

“Won't you?” said Pie grimly.
don’t know why you've picked this
study specially to smoke in, but I jolly

well know that you're going out of it.
And if you won’t go on your feet, you'll
£0 on your neck.”

“I tell you—"

“Yqu needn’t tell me anything—I'm
telling you! Outside'
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1 tell you—"

“That's enough!” Porringe rushed
at him, Whoever the fellow was—not
that Pie cared & hoot who he was!—
he was going out of that study, and
he was going out on his neck, if Pie
could handle him—and Pie fancied that
he could. In a twinkling, Pie had a
head in chancery and was whirling the
fello\v doorward,

y as he looked, the fellow did
not lack resisting power. He struggled
fiercely in Pie’s grasp, and punched,
him furionsly in the ribs. Pie punched,
in return, at the face under his arm.
They trampled wildly about the study.

Chairs were knocked over, piles of
books upsct the table rocked as they
bumped ini The din rang along
the passage, and fellows who happened
to be in their studies came along to
sec what the uproar was about,

“What’s the game,” Pie?” inquired
Cayley of the Fifth. ‘“Which of your
pals have you got there, and what's
he done?”

“Let go!” came a yell from under
Pie’s gnppmg arm “Will you let go,
you mad idiot

“Not till youze outside, you putrid |

tick!” gasped
“Who is it?” yclled Hobbs of the
Fifth. “Is that the new man?”

“I don't know who he is!” gasped
Pie. “Never seen him before—but I
jolly well know he’s not going to smoke
in my study! Butting into a man’s
;tludy‘to sinoke! By gum, I'll show

m!"

The other was resisting strongly.
But Pie, with a concentrated eflort,
got him to the door. Five or six Fifth
Form men were clustered there, look-
ing in and grinning.
away hastily, however,
figure came fiying out, giving it room
to fall

Tt crashed!

Porringe stood panting. He had said
that the uheeky intruder should go cut
on his neck, and on his neck he had

gone! Pie stood panting, breathless
from his exertions, buf victorious. He
clenched his fists, ready for his enemy
if his enemy came on again.

But the fellow who had been hurled
headlong out of the study seemed to
have had enough. He sat up, splut-
tering for breath, and Hobbs kindly
gave him a helping hand to get on his
feet. Then he stood, panting and un-
steady, the Fifth Formers eyeing him
curiously. He gave Pie a glare of fury,
turned, and slouched away down
passage, panting breathlessly as he
went.

Porrlnge in Study No. & opened the
window and waved a newspaper about
to clear off the smoke, after which he
resumed his search for the new man in
the Fifth,

CHAPTER 6.
Pio All Over!
S he here?” asked Pie.

Len Lex, Harvey, and Banks
had come up to the study after the
speeches in Hall. They were unpack-

ing a hamper that Harvey had breught
back with him, with intent to dispose

of the excellent contents of the same.
Ple, having rooted all over Osakshott
once more, came back to Study No. 8,
put his head in at the door, and asked
that guestion. But a glance into the
study showed that “he * was not there,

“It's weird!” declared Pie, as he
came in. “I've seen Chalmers again,
and he says that the man has come.
The fellow's seen Chalmers, and- the
Head, and the dame, and was told that
this was his study. You men seen

nim?”

‘Three heads were shaken. Harvey
turned a cake cut of the hamper, and
cut it; and Pie thoughtfully helped
himself to a slice.

“Beats me!” he said. “What's
become of the chap? If he's come, he
must be in the House somewhere. If
he couldn't find the study, I suppose
he's got a tongue in his head to ask.
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Must be a_bit of an ass to get lost

Hke this! I suppose we shall spot him

‘when thej call rcll again. But it’s
weird.

“PAe, old man, youve been picking
up bad hakits in the hols,” said Banks
sternly.

“Eh? Wharrer you mean?”

manded Pie.

“The smdy smelt of baccy when we
came up.

“’I‘hmk it was me?” snorted Pie.
found some swab here smoking and
chucked bhim out on his neck, too.”

“A man sms)ung in our 5t.udy?" ex-
claimed Harvey., *“Who?”

“I don't know—never scen him
before! Some new tick, I suppose,”
answered Pie. “But here he was, it~
ting in that armchair, and. smoking
uwtny like a furnace. I heaved him

de-

“I

Harvey and Banks stared at Pie. Len
Lex blinked at him.
“There’s only one new man in the

Fifth,” said Len, “and that is
Tunstall.”
“Eh?" said Pie. “It wasn't Tunstall

—at least, it wasn't the chap I met on
mel train. That must have been Tun-
stall.

?
y I asked Chalmers to put
him into this study.”

“You got Chalmers to land him on
us?” hooted Bank:

“Yes, I jouy well did!” retorted Pie.
“Why shouldn’t I, when he's a
tho'oughlv decent chap, and did me a
good turn? I don't know who that
smoky swab was, but he wasn’t the
chap on the trein. Now I come to
think of it, he was rather like him, but
he wasn't the same chap.”

ey pazed at Pie. If a new man
had planted himseif in that study, it
was obvious—to the three, if not -
Pie—that he must be the new man in

the Fifth, whom Mr. Chalmers had
sent to Study No. 8. And as therd was
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only one new man in the Fifth, it wao
eq\mlly obvious that the fellow must

Tunstall, whether Pie had met hin
on the traim or not.

e Yau—you priceless goat!” said
Harvey, in measured tones, “You've
met samebody on a train who spun you
a yarn, and pulled your silly leg, and
wasn't coming to Oakshott at ali—and
you've landed a smoky swab on this

study i consequence. Is that it?”

“That’s it!” sald Banks. “Pie all
overl”
“Rot}” sald Pie. "Thn'. chap on tne

train was straight as a die--he wasn't
pulling my leg. Think Pm a feol?”

“Yes, rather!” answered his three
friends together.

“I wish I'd asked him his name
now,” said Pie. “I should have, only
that nosey parker kept on interrupting.
But that chap was all right. He’s the
man that’s coming here, and Chalmers
said his name was Tunstall.”

“Then who was the swab you found
here?”

“How should I know?” snapped Pie.
“Never seen him before. Might be a
new man for the Shell—a bit over-
grown. I don’t know who he was, and
don’t care—only I know I jolly well

shifted him.”

“If he wasn't th you fathend,
what was he doing in a Fifth Form
study?”

“Eh? Smoking,” said Pie.
told you so!”

“Oh, you geat!”

“Oh, you ass!”

“I've

Whomsoever Pte

train, there

fellow he had found in Study No. 8,
and shifted therefrom, was the new
man in the Oakshott Fifth. So far as
Pie’s friends could see, somebody

to| the train had pulled his leg Wb o

yarn about coming to Qakshott—why,
was rather & mystery, except that Pie
was a fellow born to have his leg
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pulled, and lcoked it. And having
taken a liking to that leg- punex-, Pie
had asked the Fifth Form beak to
plant the new man in Study Nn 8—a
fellow he had never seen before, ancl
who was, by his own description,

b. That was exactly Pie——

There was & step in the passage, as
Pie’s friends stood ga:mg at him. A
fellow whom three the Fifth

‘mers had never seen before ap-
peared . in the doorway, & parcel of
books under his arm. Pie, however,
had seen him—it was the ‘‘smoky
swab,” Pie glared at him, and the
other three looked at him curiouslty
and inquiringly.

He gave Pic a scowl

“Look here—" he began.

“So you've come back here?” said
»rie. “Want another smoke, you putrkl
tick? I don’t know why you’ve brought
your bouk.'; ‘here, but if you bring them
into this study, you go out on your
reck again, and I'll jolly well shy them
after you!”

Len Lex watched the new fellow
keenly. Pie's brain was not quick on
the uptake. and he had not got it yet;

thal

but b
must be '!\mataﬂ uf Lhe l"l!th' And if
he had started at Oakshott, his ﬂﬁt
day there, by putting on uxgarettes
his study. it locked as head-
master of Hij hamhtdmmnvmt he
was about Wi he sacked him.
Detective-Inspector Nixon had seen
Tunstall, at Tunstall Hall up in York-
sh.ire, and the boy had mnde a favour-
able {i on on him. ndered
why, for he himself was y na means
favourably impressed by this fellow.
The new fellow glanced at the three.
“You belonc to this study?” he
asked. Tlm youw'd better tip that
foo!,lthz lﬂeulofynurs,mswp
playing the goat. I've been barged
oncs, and if it

“You're Tunstall?” aakvd Len.

1

“That's my name.”

“I've told you,” sgid Pie, “to keep
out! You come in here again, and out
you go on your neck, same as hefore!”

“You silly ass!” roared Banks.
“You can’t keep a man out of his own
study! You asked for him to come
here, and he's come.”

“Ididn’t!” howled Ple
chﬂ.p on the train—

“Thaet chap on the train, fathead,
if there was & chap on the train at
all,"and you didn’t dream it, ass, was

your leg, goat, and isn't coming
all, chump!”

“It was that

pulling
to Oakshott at

“That smoky swab—-"

“That smoky swab, if he’s a smoky
swab, belongs to this study now, and
youwve done it, and we're gou¥ well
gumg toBgu_lxéxp you for it! Bag i

'I say—— I.r*ggo you silly asses!
I say— Oh! Ow!” roared Pie.

The new feuov. came in and landed
his books on the table, with a grin-
ning face. Pie did not o his
entrance. Pie was wriggling wildly in
the hands of his exasperated friends,
who were bumping him on the carpet
—w] in their opinion, was what he
richly deserved. Anyhow, it was what
he got!

GHAPTER 6.
Pia Piges Ut
R. CHOWNE, master of the Shell

snapped the names off almost as if
h2 were biting them off. “Adsum ” had
been a to every name till he
came to that of Eric Tunstall, the new
fellow in the Fifth Form. Then there
Was & pause.

The Forms stood ranked in their
places, Campion of the Sixth, head
boy, standing beside Chowne as he:
called the roll, his ash under-his arm.
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Mr. Surtees, the master of the Fourth,
was speaking in an updertone to Oli-
phant, captain of Oakshott. Other-
wise there was silence, save for a buzz
or murmur now and then from the mob
of the Lower School. The Fifth Form,
as became their dignity as senlors, were
quiet and sedate, though probably as
keen as the juniors to hear the last
of Chowne's squeaky voice, and
scamper out. ~But there was a low
murmur of whispering in the Fifth
when Tunstall failed to answer to his
name.

Len Rex glanced round. The
Schoolboy Detective had his own
reasons for being interested in Tun-
stall of the Fifth, who had come that

term, only a few days ago. Banks
and Harvey, and Porringe, Den’s
looked round, too. e new

fellow belonged to thelr study, No. 8.
“He’s not here!” whispered Banks.
“He went out just before lock-up,”

whispered Porringe, “I saw him.”

‘The sharp voice of Mr. Chowne
came down the hall again, as he re-
peated the name, in a raised tone of

annoyance.

“Tunstall?” i
“Adsum|” came back from the
rahks of the Fifth. r

And Chowne, satisfied, went on

calling the names,

Len Lex, Banks, and Harvey con-|
centrated their gaze on Pie Porringe.
Pie winked at them. Pie, in the
cheery kindness of his heart, had
chanced it, and answered for the
absent Fifth Former. It was fear-
fully good-natured of Pie, for he
loathed Tunstall. —But old Pie was
all good nature. He would have
done his wors enemy & good turn,
‘without stopping to thmk of risk.

Luckily, Chowne was in haste to
get through, and suspected nothing.
But they ss,w the eyu of Campion of

in their direction.
They dreaded to see him speak to

Chowne.. That particular -prefect had
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a very keen eyé, as wmngdoers at
Oskshott knew only too well To

their. relief, Campion said nbthlng,
though they were sure he scented a:
rat. Chowne squeaked on, and the
danger was past.

It was the rule at Oakshott for all
the school to keep their places till
the last pame was called. Roll-call
over, they swarmed out. Porringe

complacently. He had got
by with it. Tunstall, when he came
meandering in later, would not be
walked off to the Head. Pie was as:
pleased as if he liked Tunstall, in-
stead of loathing him.

In the sénlor day-room, where the
Fifth Form congregated, Pic's friends

very) i
llked old Pie, except Tunstall, the new ,
man, who scemed to  like mnobody.
They liked Pie all the more for having,
as he happily fancied, done a good turn
a fellow he disliked, at considerable
rlsk to himself. But they wondered,
as they had often wondered before,
how any fellow could be such a price-
less goat as Porringe of the Fifth.
“What's the row?” asked Pie, glanc-
ing from face face. “It’s all right
for that swab now. Chowne took it
like milk!”
“Fathead!” said Banks. * g
“Well, you cnn call a fellow names,
old Banker, you like” said Pie
warmly. “But I call it decent to see
a fellow through a scrape, even a swab
like that man Tunstall.”

think you've seen him
mmugh?" asked Len.

“Eh? ¥es! I tell you Chownc
lapped it like milk.”

“And how,” asked Len, “is Tunst:
going to get in without Iletting
Oekshott know that he cut roll?

right;
good of playmg 1t at lock- up roll, w]
you know the man is out of za.t.es?"
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“Oh!” said Pie, taken aback.

Porringe hadn’t thought of that. He

had acted, as usual, without thinking.
Slowly his jaw dropped and his face

registered dismay.

Tunstall c: ld not possibly have the
faintest idea that a friend in need had

for old Wegg to let him in. The porter,
of course, would take his name, to be
reported. Whereupon the fat would
be in the fire.

“Tunstall’s going to be lagged,” said
Harvey, “and we shall have our beak
inquiring who answered for him in
hall, Tunstall will get lines, and
%&axgl bend over in the Head’s study,

Pie gn.ve a wriggle, as if' in antici-

“Jevver hear of such an idiot?” ap-
pealed Banks.

“Never!” said Harvey.

Len Lex strolled across to the win-
dow—a big casement that looked out
on the quad. He gazed out into
thickening dusk. He was thinking of
Eric ‘Tunstall, coming back late, but

meant

Ther one
them. If Tunstall knew, he. could get
in over a wall, unseen and unsuspected,
and the situation would be saved.
Stepping down from the casement
was a quick and easy matter, but it
was, unfortunately, what the beaks
called breaking out after lock-up—an
awfully serious matter at Qakshott, as
at any other school.
what Lex was thinking of. One word
to Tunstall before he got in would be
enough.

un paused a moment or two. But
could run risks for a fellow

tor Nixon's
run risks for & pal he

m;ed_ Len pushed the casement open.

“Hallo!] What’s the game?” asked

' n!aht

But that was| T,

15

Cayley of the Fifth, who had sat down
by the window.

“Shut it after me, old bean, and
keep mum!” murmured Len. “I'm
going to tip that new man, and keep
Ple clee.r, itr can

pped and vanished.
Cnyley W}usued and shut the window.

CHAPTER 7.
A Hunter of Trouble!
EN LEX shivered, grunted, and
experienced & strong desire to
punch the head of Eric Tunstall.
There was a cold wind from the
Sussex downs, and a clammy mist in
the air. Ha
he ha
either,
More-
over, he had taken it for granted that
Tunstall would be along in ten
minutes or so; but after half an hour
gg;ih passed, he still saw nothing of

The fellow could not have passed un-
seen. Len had ed himself in the
t.rws by the roadside, almost opposite

came, he was certain to

him, and see him, before he arrived at
the gates. What the dickens was
keeping him? Any fellow might be
a few minutes late—but no fellow need
be half an hour late, and more
Another half-hour, and Len w:

for prep in Study No. 8—and he could
hardly stay out longer than that,
‘unstall did not come. If he had not
been missed already, he would be
missed then. But surely the fellow
could not mean to cut prep, as well as
roll? = Not, surely, unless he was de-
liberately asking for trouble.

So far as Tunstall was concerned,
Len would have gone in, and left him
to it. But for Pms sake he hung on,
impatiently watching the dusky road.”
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‘What was Tunstall up to? Not late
back from g walk—he was a slacker
of the first water, and little given to
wnlkmg or any other form of exercise.
His pleasure seemed to be
smokmg cigarettes in the study, for
which all-the fellows in Study No. 8
had booted him in turn. Len fancied
that he could guess only too well what
Tunstall was up to. The grandson and
heir of Sir Gilbért Tunstall had been
sacked from Higham School, in York-
shire, for breaking bounds, betting,
and s0 on. Len knew that, though no-
body else at Oakshott knew it. *

‘The Schoolboy Detective's keen ear
caught the sound of footsteps on the
shadowy road. The footsteps came
from the direction of Oakways, near
which lay the Peal of Bells, a rather
unsavoury inn strictly out of bounds
for Oakshott men. Len Lex stepped
out from the trees, and looked along
the road. It was a schoolboy that was
coming, through the deep dusk—loung-
lng n!cng at a leisurely ‘pace, with his

his pockets, plainly in no
hurry As he came closer, Len saw
as Tunstall, and he stepped

out Into the road to stop him.

“Hold on, Tunstall!” he said quietly.

‘The new Fifth Former gave a start,
and stopped. He peered at Len, and

im,

t of gates!” Hewas a
rather good-looking fellow, in his way,
but there was a sn g expression on
his face that detracted considerably
from its good looks. His sncer now was
very pronounced. “You—of all people!
1 thought you were rather a model
character, Lex.’

Len’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“I've been waiting for you!” he
snapped. “I suppose you know you’re
late for roll, Tunslall?"

“Quitel I cdn stand the racket!”
drawlcd the other. No bizney of
yours, Lex. that I can see.”

“A fellow answered for you ln hnlL
and they've not missed yol

. you cut in, in time for prep, lt's a.ll

‘right.
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I can show you a way in.
That'’s why I'm here. We can get in
over the wall by the fives court. Come
on—there’s no time to lose.”

Tunstall stared at him blankly. He
did not stir. Unpleasant fellow as he
was, Len expected him to look pleased
et a chance of escaping punishment.
But he did not look pleascd. He
scowled.

“Don’t you understand?” asked Len
impatiently.

“I've not asked you to meddle, that
I know of,” answered Tunstall coolly.
“Leave me alone, can't you?”

“You ass! Do you want to go up
to the Head?” {

“No bizney of yours.”

“You fool!” breathed Len. “Haven't
you any sense? I can smell
baccy about you now! ’I‘hlnk the Head -
won't spot it. Do you want to be
booted out of Oakshott?”

“I want you to mind your own busi-
ness, and leave me to take care of
mine,” retorted Tunstal never
asked you to answer for me in hll.l"’

“Think I'd be ass enough, if you
did?” snapped Len. “It was that goat
Porringe sang out for you, and he will
gez into a fenrful row for doing fit, if

"'rne meddling fool! I'm aski
favours of him, or of you, either!” aald
‘Tunstall stubbornl; “Go your way,
and leave me to go 0.

He brushed past Len Lex, and
walked on towards the achool gates.
Len stood as if rooted to the road. The
fellow was going to ring for Wegg to
let him 1n—a!ter the way of mfety
had been pointed out. It
puzzling as to be bewildering. Was the
fellow going to risk the sack for the
sake of mere obstinate ill-nature? If
that was what he wanted, he could
have it—if Ple had not been involved!

Len stood rooted with astonishment
for a moment or two, then he cut
after the new Fifth Former at & rapi¢
Tun, and grabbed him by the shoulder.

~<
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“Stop!” he snapped. “You're going
to ring at the gate and let old Pic
be hauled up for trying to do you a
good turn?”

“He shouid have minded his own

business.”

“He should!” agreed Len, with bitter
scorn. “A cad like you wasn't worth
bothering about. But, as it happens,
he didn’t—and you're not going to land
him in a row. You're going in over
the wall!”

“I'm not!” said Tunstall savagely.
“I'm going to do as I jolly we!l choose
I'm going to ring to be let in

He wrenched his shoulder 1oase. and
ran for the gates. Len, panting wrath,
shot after him, and grabbed him again,
Tunstall, with a snarl of rage, struck

in the face. It was the last
straw.

Len hit out. Full on the new
fellow’s angry, sneering mouth his fist
landed, and Tunstall pitched over on
his back with a crash.

CHAPTER 8.
Strong Hand Methots!
T was seldom that Len, cool and
calm by nature, lost his temper.
But it was in a blaze now.

He disliked this fellow, as all Study
No. 8 did; but it was party for his sake,
as well as Pie’s, that he had taken the
tisk of breaking out after lock-up. And
this was the fellow’s thanks. y-
thing like good-nature or gratitude he
did not expeet from a sneering, cynical
fellow like the new man in the Fifth.
But he had expected him to play up, as

a matter of course, for his own sake,
ﬂ for nobody else’s. And he was going

to play up, if Len could make him.

‘Tunstall staggered to his feet. He
gave the Schoolboy Detective a bitter
look—and turned towards the gates
again..Len leaped into his way.

t“l‘:‘ml you let me pass?” hissed Tun-
stal .
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“No!  You're coming in with me,
over the wall!” answered Len. “You
can come before I thrash you, or after.
That’s your choice—and if it’s scrap-
ping you want, come on.”

Tunstall came on. Whatever his
motive, he was determined to have
his own way. He came o, hitting out
fiercely—and Len Lex met him with
left and right.

For one minute Tunstall stood up
to Len, urged on by savage temper—
then the yellow streak in him showed,
and he backed off. He dropped his
hands and stood panting.

Len followed him up.

“Keep off!” muttered Tunstall,
“Keep off, you bu]ly' T've chucked
it. Don't touch me

“I wouldn’t much you with a barge-
pole, if I could help it!” answered Len

contemptuously. “You’re not nice to
touch! ~ But youre coming in with
iy ”

“I tell you I won't!”

“And I tell you that I'm gping to
thrash you till you d

Tunstall backed acruss the road.

“You rotter! You meddlmg rotterl
I'll shout to the er—he will h
me from here!”

“Do,” sald Len—“if you want to be
thrashed till you can’t crawl on your
hands and knees!”

Tunstall did not shout. The gleam-
ing eyes and clenched fists were only
a foot frome him, and he dared not.
Only too clearly, Lex was going to be
as good as his word.

‘The bad hat of Higham, now the
bad hat of Oakshott, stood panting and
gasping for breath. Len waited a few
moments, and then grasped his arm.

“Are you coming?”’

“You can let go my arm!
come!”

“T'd trust you as soon as I'd trust a
fox! Come.

With & grip on a weedy arm that

rn



~ was like g steel vice, Len Lex led the
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new Fifth Former up the road, turned
into the lane that led by the Oakshott
fives court, and stopped where a low
wall, in the deep shadow of one of
the ancient oaks for which the school
was famous, offered an easy climb.
Tunstall, with his free hand, mopped
his nose with a handkerchief. ~That
hnnd.kerchner was deeply dyad m\

Brief as

been, he had ca]lected a good ma.ny
damages.

“We get in here!” snapped Len.

“You go first—"

“Shut that! Get in.”

‘Tunstall gritted his teeth and clam-
bered up. Len clambered
with & wary eye.of him, ready to grab

}xhnﬂ—l;emedwm db;ck. As he
mbedby the eollar.
whlch t cere-

, withouf
meny, hendlong over the wall, and they
dropped within together.

Tunstall hhsed shrilly.
“You rotter! I yell for a pnmt
'I'he prefect wﬂl have to carry you
in, if you do!” said Len. “Yw“rree not

. You can as loud
as you like then—and if you give me
any lip Il glve you ‘somet] to yell
for. Now shut

Breathing rnge, the

his
again. In the quad, Len suddenly
dmgged him behind a tree as two
figures looked up in the glimmer of
lighted windows. Bullivant, the games
ma.wer. and the master of the Fifth
by unseeing. Len heard the
rellow at hls side catch his breath, and
read his thoughts; he was thinking of
drawing the attention of the masters,
Len's grip c]osed on the imprisoned
'm il mes almost cracked—

nnd T\mstall was zllent.

" Voices and -footsteps. died away as

new man was

THE SACK!

the two masters walked on. A couple
of minutes later, Len and Tunstall were
under the window of the senior day-
room. The casement was partly opez
and Harvey was peering out anxiously.

He gave a gasp of relief at the sxghc ot

two dim figures outside.
“Douse that glim, Banker!” he
uﬂed.

light was shut off suddenly.
Surprised and protesting voices were
heard sll over the room. The light
‘was turned on again in a few moments
—but in_those few momems len had
clambered in, dragging Tu: after
him, and Harvey had shut the window.
“Cayley told me,” said Harvey. “I've
been watching! You're back none too

“You two been scrapping?”

“Sort of!” admitted Len.

“I say, this is all right!” chuckled
Pie, grinning at them. »
rain now! I say, Tunstall, lt's all
serene—I answered for you at roll, and
nobody knows—"

“You meddling fool!”

“Eh? What?”  ejaculated
astonished Pie.

the

‘Tunstall trn.m d across the roo
and went out at the door. leavmg Ple
staring after him blankly!

CHAPTER 9.
A Hot Chase!
OOK aut"’ roared Harvey.
ringe did not look out.
He was holdmg his bicycle in the
middle of Trant Lane, his eyes fixed
on the back tyre. The tyre was as flat
as a pancake, Its state annoyed Ple,
and seemed to surprise him. He had
mended a puncture in that e just
before nta.mng out with his !riends for
a spin, and was s to find
the tyre quite flat again, only three
or four miles from Oakshotf. His
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friends were not surprised, as Pie had
mended the puncture!

Len, Harvey, and Banl dis-
mounted to wait, and had leaned their
machines 'against the roadside fence.
But Pie stood in the middle of the road
with his deflated jigger—and forgot
that the road was not wholly reserved
for the use of Oakshott cyclists. A
little, green Austin came along from
Trant—hence Harvey’s roar, which
Pie did not heed.

“Blow!” said Pie. “That rotten
puncture—it’s broken out again! I
say—"

Len Lex and Harvey interrupted
him. Len grasped the bike and sw
it to the roadside, Hairvey grasped Pie
and pitched him over on the grassy
bank beside the road. These prompt
proceedings, though annoying to Pie,
left the road clear for the car that
came buzzing along.

Ple sat on the grass and spluttered
His friends smiled down af The
Uttle Austin glided by. Pie, .sltting on
the bank, faced it as it passed; the
other three, looking at Pie, had their
backs to it. As his eyes fell on the
man who drove it—a man with a beaky
nose—Pie gave a sudden bound.

“Him!” he ejaculated.

The car glided on. The driver had
not even glanced at the group of
schoolboys at the roadside. He drove
on towards Greenwood, unheeding. Pie

led io his feet, staring in wild
exc!temenl after it.

“It’s him!” he gasped.

“Him? Who, fathead?” asked Banks.
The three looked round at the car.

- But they had only a back view of it,
and could not see the man who
Pie had seen him, and had npparently
recognised him—a hostile recognition.

“That rotter!” gasped Pie.
tick! That beaky blighter—
gum, I'll smash him!”

Pie broke off. He made a stride at
uis bike, remembered its cond:tion,

By

“That | hig
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turned to the other bikes, and grabbed
the nearest. It was Harvey's. Pie
whirled it into the road, threw a leg
over the saddle, and shot away after
the Austin.

“Bring that bike back!” shrieked
Harvey.

Pic did not heed. Grinding at the
pedals, he shot in pursuit of the green
Austin.

“Is he potty?” gasped Banks.

“Is he ever anyt,hing else?” sighed
Len. “After him!”

Len and Banks rushnd for their
machines, mounted in hot haste, and
shot after Porringe.. Harvey was left

ung | with Pie's deflated machine, splutter-

ing with wrath.

The green Austin was going at a
good speed, h not all out. Be-
hind it, about fifty yards, flew Pie in
pursuit. About the same distance be-
hind Ple, Len Lex and Banks ground
at their pedals.

Foot by foot, Porringe overhauled
the car. His pursuers kept pace, but
that was all they could do. = A mile
flew under the flashing wheels. Then
there came a rise in the road, up the
hill towards Greenwood. The car rose
to it without slackening—but it was a
different matter with & push-bike. Pie

an to lose the ground he had
gained. Len, putting oh a spurt, shot
ahead of Banks and came level with
Pie, labouring up the hill.

“You potty ass!” gasped Len.
“Chuck it! ‘What are you up to?
Stop!”

“It’s him!” panted Pie.
“Who?” yelled Len.
“Him1”
"H].m " __ whoev “him "
the ohject of Ples

bmerest hosmlty Pie’s teeth were set,

eyes gleam ng He laboured at
the pedals; going all out. Len could
only have stopped hhn by grabbing nt
him, with disaster to both. He rods
level, prepared, at all event.l. to buth ln
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if Pie did succeed in getting at the man
in the

H1!f a nnle on, the road levelled
again, and Pie picked up speed.
Austin was now a considerable dls—
tance ahead, and only a fellow with-a
very hopeful nature could have fancied
that there was a chance of it
dewn. , undaun! on; Len

flew on at his side. In the rear, Banks
came pedalling after them. The dust
fiew from the rapid wl . Ple was
red, spluttering for bte.th He put
every ounce into it, his lom legs going
like machinery. But he was not gain-
ing an inch now.

Thezre came a dip in the road, and
the Oakshott 1euaw5 free-wheeled
down it, getting a much-needed
breather, and relief for their legs
Down they went 9f & diwy specd. Len
yelled again:

“Will -you c!uu-x it, you fathead?
‘What are-you up to?”

“Its him!” Pie, hn.vinz recovm'ed 8
hu:]e breath, expended it in speech.

That tick! That rotter
Pltched my bag out of the train first
day of term—made me lose the train!
L Lold you fellows! I'll smash him—
I said I would! And 1 jolly well willl”

“Oh!” ejaculated Len.

He understood now. He had for-
gotten Pie’s weird adventures on the
first day of term. So had Pie—till the
sight of the man in the green Austin
recalled them. That motorist, it
seemed, was the man with the beaky
nose, who for some unaccountable and
inexplicable reason had caused Pie to
lose his train coming back to school
after the holidays. Pie had bardly
expected ever to see the man again.
Now, unexpectedly, he had seen him.
The smashing process was the next
item on the programme, if Pie could
get at his enemy.

At the end of the dip was another

rige, over the downs to Greenwood.
The Austin took it like a bird. Not

%0 the push-bikes. It was little more

THE SACK!

than a green speck in a cloud of dust
far up the hill Pie, apparently still
hopeful, slogged o
“You idiot!” hised Len. “Stop!
We ve left old Harvey about four mﬂes
Will you chuck it, you fat-
head?"

Pie slogged on, without answering.
It was a rut in the road that caused
Ple to chuck it—suddenly! Len
Jammed on his brakes and jum

m as Porringe sat in the road be-
side a clanging jigger.

“Oh!” gasped Pie. “Ow!”

Banks arrived, and dismounted. He
glared at Pie as if he could have
eaten him.

“You mad ass!” he gasped.

“He thinks that motorist was the
man who lost him his train, first day
of term!™ said Len.

“The goat! Most likely he wasn't!

If he was, does the mad ass think he
can haul a man off a car and punch
him?”

“Y'es," gasped Pie, “I jolly well do!
I'm going to!”

grabbed the bike.

menwood, and I dare say I shall pick
him up there!”

Len and Banks exchanged glances.
This enterprise, which seemed attrac-
tive to Pie, seemed to his friends one
to be nipped in the bud.

"Hnrvey's waiting, miles back—"
said Len.

“Never mind Harvey now!”

But Len and Banks did mind
Harvey! Likewise, they were quite de-
termined that Pie was not going to
amuse himself by punching a motorist.

“Will you come back?” demanded
‘Banks,

“No," said Pie. “I won't!”

Argument, it was clear, was futile.

Only action was useful—action was
prompt and effective. Len Lex twirled
Porringe away from the bike and sat
him down on the spot from which he
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had just risen. Pie, mrprlsed and
exasperated, sat and gasped. By th

time he was on his feet again Len md
Banks were riding down the hill, Len
taking the disengaged bike with him.
Banks, having a hand free, waved fare-
well to Pie.

“Here, I say! Bring me back that
bike!” yelled Pie.

He started to run in pursuit. Ple,
8s a pursuer, had little luck; but he
was a sticker. Not till the cyclists were
out of sight did he sit down by the
roadside for the rest he sorely needed.

CHAPTER 10.
Six of the Best!

THE door of Study No. 8 shook and | pre

groaned as Pie banged on it, but
it did not open. Banging on a locked
door might be a relief to the feelings,
but did not, of course, produce any
effect on the lock.

Ple, with flaming face, banged and
banged again. His comrades smiled—
but Pie was far from smiling. He was
in en extremely bad temper. It had
been a day of disaster. First, that
rotten puncture had let down,
then that offensive tick with the beaky
nose had escaped his just wrath, then
he had had to walk miles and miles,
rejoining his friends at last in a mood

dle them even more severely than | see:

he had desired to handle the man in
the Austin. Only the fact that they
had mended his puncture while they
waited for him averted vengeance.
spin had had to be cut very short, and
Pie came in very cross, to find the door
of his study locked against him.
Tunstall was in the study, and Ple

could guess why he had the door locked | would

~the outsider was smoking there!
Called on to let the just owners of the
study into the same, Tunstall did not
unlock the door, and did not even take
the trouble to answer.

Bang! Bang! Bang! went Pie's
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mfurlated fist on the panels. It was
ea-time, and most of the Fifth

were m their studles. Most of them

looked out of their doorwnys at that

terrific banging from Study N

dozen voices inquired what the ‘row

was about.

“That swab!” hissed Pie. “Keeping
a man out of his study while he
smokes! Jevver hear of such neck?
I'l mop him up! I'll spifiicate him}”

Bang, bang, bang, bang! Harvey
and Banks joined in the pounding on
the door.

Len Lex stood watching them, more
puzzled than angry. S
obvi-

e din was tremendous, and

Really, it looked as if that was wha!
Tunstall wanted. But how could hs
want it? The study reeked with smoke
—and he would have to open the door
at the voice of authority. A mascer
arging in would march

sbralght to the Head. A prefect would
either march him off to the Head or
give him a whopping. In either case,
the fellow was booked for bad trouble.
If it was imaginable that a fellow
wanted to be sacked, Tunstall was
heading for exactly that!

Bang, bang, bang! Thump, thump!
Kick! wildly excited,

. What was game?
Detective-Inspector Nixon’s nephew
was very keen, but he was not keen
enough to penetrate this puzzle.

“Cave!” called ouf Cly)ey from his
door. “Here comes a

Campion came alonx vassage



22
with a knitied brow.
©Oakshott was wrathy.

“Stop that row!” he roared. “What
the dickens do you think you're up to?
Do you know you can be heard all over
the House? Gone mad, or what?”

The battering at the study door
ceased. Camplon arrived on the spot,
glaring ntme!our. He had his ash
under his arm. It was uncommon for
a prefect to whop a Fifth Form senior.
Nevertheless, Campion looked ex-
tremely inclined to do so at this
momenh

ASKING FOR
‘The head boy of

swab unstall ~was,
nobody wanted to hAnd him over to
the tender mercies of a prefect. But
the fat was in the fire now. As none of
me four answl;red. fon

doubt réalising that the Pifth Formers
had not been hanging on the door
simply for amusement, he turned the
door-handle and divined the trouble.

“What's the door- locked for?” he
seapped.

No answer. Then the prefect gave a
sniff. A scent from the locked study
smote him. With a very grim face, he
tapped on the door.

"You in there, Tunstall? Open this

A smh Form prefect was not to be

r opened, revealing

ing ln an atmosphere

thick with cigarette smoke, and with a

half-smoked cigarette between thumb

and finger. Campion stared at him

dumbfounded. Pie & Co. and a dozen

Fifth Form men stared at him. There

were other fellows at Oakshott who dis-

rules. But cool impudence like

mu was the limit. There was a moment

of deep, tense silence. Then the head

prefect spoke quietly:

“You locked these 'ellows out of their
study while you smoked hy

made no answer to that. He

dropped the cigarette from his fingers

and put his foot on it. Every fellow

there had seen it, however.

THE SACK!

Camplon of the Sixth stepped into .
the study. The new fellow moved
back with a sullen face. Pie and his
friends stepped in after Campion. The
prefect’s presence saved Tunstall from -
whet was due to him. Pie and Banks
and Harvey gave him grim looks. Len
watched him curiousl)n He could not ~

Detective was not used to being up
against a problem he could not solve.
Tunstall's face was sullen, his eyes tur-
tive; he was uneasy a sca Yet'
he had asked for \hls—dehbentely
asked for it. Why?

“You vrotter!” Campion spoke in :
quiet, measured tones. “A silly fag »

ht put on a cigarette, but ml.s——“
He glanced round the study. It was not -
a matter of one cigarette, or of two or !
three. A dozen stumps lay on the
fender, with as many burnt matches. :
The room was in a haze. The fellow
had sat and smoked and smoked till he {
must have smoked himse!f almost sick.
Campion was angry and contemptuaus_, .
but he was as much surprised as either.
‘This was a new thing in his experience.

“If you weren't ncw here, I'd take
you straight to the Head!” he said,
after a pause.

“I'm ready to go to the Head!” mut-
tered Tunstall.

Len’s gaze, fixed on his furtive face, =
grew more concentrated. Any other fel- -
low thus caught would have been glad
to get through with six frem a prefect'’s
ash. Prom the headmester he had
something much more severe to expect.

Yet Tunstall preferred to go to the -
Head. What, in the name of wonder,

sacked from Higham,
scraped through at home L y protesting
his innocence. Sacked from Oakshott
a.ﬂer that, he was booked for disinheri-
tance. And he was heading for the sack
about as fast as a fellow could!
ampion was swishing his ash. He
mtendud to deal with this matter him-
seif; he did not want to take a fellow
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who was only a few days at Oakshott
to Dr. Osborne.

“Shove that chair over here, Por-
ringe!” he said. “Thanks! Tunstall,
bend over that chair!”

“Look here—-"

“I don't usually speak twicel” sald
the head boy. :

“I'd rather go to the Head!”

“You silly ass!” Cayley spoke from
the passage. “ The Beak would take the
hide oﬂ you if he knc\v this. Might sack

g, saw the momentary
glint that came into Tunstall’s eyes. A
fellow could not want to be sacked—
especially a fellow who was going to be
disinherited if he came a second
mucker. Why was this fellow asking for
what he could not possibly want?

.. Campion pointed to the chair with
his cane,

“If yowd been a bit longer at Oak-
shott, Tunstall, you wouldn’t be keen on
going up to the Head,” he said. “I sup-
pose you don’t understand what it
means. Anyway, I've told 3ou v'hat I'm
going to do. Now bend over

“I've said that I'd rather—'

“It's not what you’d rather, but what
Ird m'her' Bend over that chair this

” roared Campion.

slowly, sullenly, reluctantly, the
new fellow bent over the chair. Up
went the ash, and it came down, laid
on with the scientific precision that
came of long practice. The “whop”
sounded through the study lke the
crack of a rifie. It was followed by
a fearful howl from the unlucky re-
cipient. He wriggled and howled and

squirmed.

The Fifth Formers lookmg on ex-
changed glances of contemp The
fellow had asked for it, begged for it,
but be had not the nerve to stand for
it. A fag of the Third would have
been ashamed to make such a fuss over
a licking. A fellow who was wildly reck-
less, and at the same time wanting in
courage, was rather a phenomenon,
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Howling, wriggling, and squirming
did nob slwe him. Six whops came

ccession. Campion of the
Sxxth puf. his beef into it. By the time

e had finished there was little doubt
that Tunstall was sorry that he had
asked for it.

“That’s that!” remarked Campiou,
tucking his ash under
“Next time, look out Xor a ml who
ping. Better not have any next tlme ”

He walked out of Study No. 8,
leaving Tunsf g and ga!
Even Pie thought that he had had
enough, and raised no hand as the new
fellow wriggled out of the study. Th¢
chums of Study No. 8 did not have his
company at tea, for which they were
duly thankful.

Three of them forgot him. But Len
Lex was thinking of him, and he was
asking himself the question, to which
there seemed to be no answer—why did
Sir Gilbert Tunstall’s grandson want ta
be sacked from Oakshott School?

CHAPTER 11
The House in- mo Wood!
KNOW!” said Pit
Porringe of the Fifth always
knew!

“Oh, rot!” said Harvey.

“You jolly well know what & blither.
ing ass you are, PAe " said Banks. “Let's
go by the road.

Len Lex, hhe Schoolboy Deuacuve,
smiled and said nothing.

The chums of Study No. 8 wefe in
rather a scrape. They were at least
seven miles from Oakshott School, and
it was exactly one hour to calling-over.
They were all sturdy fellows and good
walkers, but they were not golng to
cover seven miles in an hour, especially
as they had already done a good deal of
walking that afternoon.

Following the road meant seven
miles and & row when they arrived late
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ut the school. A short cut across Green-
wood Down would save half the dis-
tance, and save their bacon—if anybody
knew that short cut. Porringe declared
that he did. His friends doubted it.

It was all Pie's fault, in the first
place. Having spent the afternoon in
Greenwood, they could have gone back
by train. But Pie suggested catching a
certain motor-bus at a certain corner,
and they walked three miles out of
Greenwood to catch it. No motor-bus
was, however, to be caught, or even
spotted on the horizon. No doubt Pie
bhad mistaken the time that it was
scheduled to pass that corner. So they
walked on, as there was nothing else
to be done, till Pie stopped at a track
that led off from the road, over the
rugged, Btassy downs. This, Pie de-

8 short cut, which would
tand them in the lane between Oak-
ways village and Oakshott school.

“We've passed half- a dozen tracks
like this,” said Banks. “I don’t see how
you know which from which.”

"Well. I do!” said Pie. “Come on!”

W‘hac do you say, Lex?” asked
Harve,

"Might as well,” answered Len.
shall be late, anyhow. There's a s
ing chance that Pie knows what he’s
talking about.”

“I know this cut,” said Porringe,
“like the back of my hand. As soon as
we get over that hill, we shall see the
flagstaffl of Oakshott in the distance.
Perhaps yow'll believe me then.”

“Yes—then!” grunted Banks. “Well
Jolly well scrag you, er if you lead us
a dance over the downs.

Porringe had already turned off the
road. His friends followed him, hoping
for the best. The grassy downs rose
before them. Here and there cattle
could be seen, but there was no sign of
2 human habitation. It was as lonely a
stretch of country as any in Sussex, just
e kind of place, as Pie’s friends bit-
reflected, that Pie would choose

“We

“losing his way! Pie, however,

THE SACK!

marched on with oonﬂd;nce, like 2

fellow who knew. !
The track was, at least, clearly

marked. It was a rugged footpath
obviously never intended for vehicles of
any sort. But Len Lex noted that there
were tyre tracks in the dry mud and
crushed grass. A car had passed that
way some time or other. The driver
must have found it an extremely bumpy
and jolty route.

“You can see it’s all nght " said Ple.

“Farm-carts come this w:

“How do you make that out?" asked’

Len. He had very keen eyes, but he
could.discern no'trace whatever of a
farm-cart.

“Look!” Pie smiled and pointed to
the track, “You don't use your eyes, old
le]low Can’t you see the wheel-marks?”

my hat!” chuckled Len. “My
dee.r ass, those marks were made by &
motor-car’s tyres.”

“Rot!” said Porringe. “As if a car
would come this way!”

At the beginning, the path had

‘| seemed to lead in the direction of dis-

tant Oakshott.
away into illimitable space.

Now it was winding
A small

H

R

belt of woodland loomed up as they i

tramped round the hill,
“I dan'
wood,” remarked Porring

t scem to remember that
ge. ¢

H:s friends were not surprised to :

hear
haps vrlth a trifle less confidence than
ore.

“But it’s all right!” added Pie, per-

“Once were past that, you'll i

see.”

They reached the little wood. The

track ran into it. A hundred yards more, -
and a building, hitherto hidden by the -

trees, dawned on them. e track ran

up to a gate—and ended there! Further -

progress was barred by the building and
the fenced garden that swrounded it.

Porringe came to 2 halt, and gazed :

at the lonely building wiih feelings teo .

deep for words. His friends gazed at

Pie, also with feelings too deep for .

words.
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“Well,” said Pie, “this beats it! I'd
have sworn this was the way! I know
that short cut like the back of my

nd—"

“This,” remarked Len,
you do!”

They moved on to the gate and
leaned on it.

'~ “Look here, we might get a lift,” said
- Pie. “They’ve got a cart or

“looks as if
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nose that curved rather like a vulture's
bealk, his most prominent featurc, His
eyes gleamed with anger as he camé
quickly down the garden path to meet
Pie,

“What do you want here?” he
snapped. “Who the dickens are you?
How dare you trespass here? Get out
at once, or—"

‘What

we saw the wheel-marks, and—"

“A car!” said Len,

“Well, whatever it is, the man might

give us a lift in it, for a tip,” said Pie.
- “Might turn out jolly Iucky we got
here, after all.

Porringe had a hopeful nature.

Len Lex scanned the little building.
It was an old, one-siory coitage.
covered with thick ivy. A thin spiral of
smoke rose from a chimney-pot. That
looked as if the occupant was at home.
A locked shed, at a short distance from
the house, was probably used as a
garage, for there was no doubt that
there was a car about the place. It wag
possible that, if the occupant of the
house in the wood was amebabic to
tips, he might run the Oakshott fellows
< “to the school in his car. It was a happy
thought.

“Let’s ask, anyhow,” said Pie.

“No harm in asking,” agreed Len,

* He pushed at the gate and found that
it was locked. Glancing at it, he saw
that the lock was almost new.

“That's to keep out tramps,” re-
~marked Pie. “Don’t blame him, in a
Fonely place like this. But weTe not
tramps, and I dare say he won’t mind
_it<we get over. We've got to go up to

the house.”

Pie vaulted over the gate, He had
hardly taken three steps when the front
door flew open. Evidently the Oakshott
seniers had been observed from a win-
dow. A man came quickly out. The
ook on his face dashed their hopes of
getting & lift. He was a well-dressed
man, and not bad-looking, except for a

next took Len,
Banks, and Harvey m‘,terly by sur-
prise, Without waiting for the man ta
finish, Perringe made a sudden rush at
him, hitting out right and left.

“Got you, have I?” roared Pie. And
he punched and punched, with terrific
energy.

CHAPTER 12.
©n the Warpath!
HE three at the gate stood petrified.
They stared at that sudden, unex-
pected, amazing scene, like fellows in a
dream. The man from the house had
looked annoyed, ill-tempered, and’ they
would not have been very much sur-
prised had he pushed Pie out. But they
were simply astounded to sce Pie take
the offensive.

“He’s mad!” stuttered Banks, at last
“For gocdness’ sake, collar him 1"

The three scrambled over the gate.

The man of the house was probably
as surprised as the Oakshott fellows by
Pie’s sudden outbreak of fury. But he
was as enraged as surprised, and he was
pitching into Pie with the greatest
energy.

Pie was not a whale on boxing. He
used his fists rather like fiails. But
he had a hefty punch and unlimited
pluck. The man was fast getting the
upper hand when Len and Banks and
Harvey rushed to intervene.

Pie was being driven back under &
shower of savage punches, and a
terrific jolt on the chin sent him spin-
ning into the arms of his friends.
Harvey caught him and gave him 5up~
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, and Len and Banks stepped
ween him and the enraged man.

| “Hold on!” gasped Banks. “For
' gake— "

sal
“Chuck it!” gasped Len.

perhaps he realised,

.that that was too large an order. He| ¢
stopped, trickle

an panting, of
red running from his beaky nose.

I “You young hoollgans!” he panf
*I will have you given into custody!”

| He had cause to be angry; the Qak-
shott fellows had to admit that.
They could not begin to understand
‘What Pie meant by it.

! “You have!” sald Harvey, tightening
his grip. “You mdd ass, what do you

mean by it?” 9
! “Ill hack you if you don't leggo}”
roared Pie. “It's him! Cant you
understand, you dummies? It’s him!”
“Who?” shrieked Banks.
| “Him!” yelled Ple.
“Get off my premises!” shouted the

man with the beak.
“Walt till T get at you, you swab!”
st

‘They understood now. This man,
evidently, was the one who had
played that extraordinary trick on Por-
ringe on the first day of term.
remembered that Pie had told them
a:thhewulsvabwﬂhnmlm'u

“That man!” exclaimed Banks,
“You—you ass!
him!” roared Pie.

enough yet! WIll you let me get at
bim, you" dummies®*"

THE SACK]|

‘The man seemed to be struck by Pie's
words. Evidently he had not, till then,
recognised as the fellow he
had met on the railway.

“You! You young .tonn" he mut-
tered. He made a movement, and Len
stood like a -his ‘The

Pie proceeded to handle it with vigour.
mem“'

“Oh, 1. Len.

They rushed after grabbed him,
and by main force dragged him away
from the- e s

“Bump 1” hissed Harvey.

Porringe sat down on the gravel,
hard, and roared,
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“Will you chuck it now?” howled

2.

“No!” gasped Ple. “I won't! I'm

going to smash him! I'm going fo
knock that beak of his right through
the back of his cheeky head! You know
what he did? Barged me out of my
train, coming back to Oakshott. Chap
in the carriage I wanted to see again—
and that swab whizzed me out before
I could find out what the chap’s name

“Blow the chap in the carriage!
Some spoofing ass—he told you he was
coming to Oakshott, and he never
came. Stop him!”

Pie bounced up. His friends barred
him from the door. Pie rushed round
the building. They cut after him.

Had Porringe found a window open,
no doubt he would have performed a
nose-dive and landed inside before he
could be grabbed again. But there was
no open window. There was not even
a window available to break—if Pie
bad thought of going to that length—
for every window was covered by 2
thick wooden shutter, locked on the
inside. There were only four windows—
two at the front and two at the back.
Every one was strongly shutfered.

The dweller in that lonely house
seemed to take ample precautions for
safety. So far as the Oakshott fellows
could see or hear, he was the only per-
son there, There was a back door, but
it was bolted. Porringe raced right
round the house—his pals on his track.
They reached the front of the house
again, and Pie, in despair of finding an
entrance, restarted with the knocker,
Bang, bang! Before a third bang could
wake the echoes, his friends had
grabbed him. This time they did not

let

I\o doubt Pie had-cause to be wild:
But , in_the opinion of his friends,
was going altogether too far. The man
in_the house did not emerge again,
neither wes a word heard from him.

But the Oakshott fellows had not for-{ Goodness

gotten his threat to complain to their

2

headmaster. What Dr. Osborne would
say—and do—when he received b
complaint, Pie did not think; but his

friends did. Grasping Pie, they pro-

pelled him down the path to the gate,
and dropped him, with & bump, outside,

\Pie was up like a jack-in-the-box.
But they were over the gate after him
in a twinkling, grabbing him again.

“Come on!” said Len. .

“I won't!” roared Pie. ;:

“Y think you will!”

Pie did. Len and Banks held his
arms, Harvey planted his boot on Pie’s,
trousers, Thus urged, Pic went. He
went objecting, but he went. Leaving
the house in the wood behind, the Oak-
shott fellows tramped back to the road.

It was a weary tramp, and tempers
were sore When they reached the road
—-with seven miles yet in front of them.
Even Pie, by that time, was
to think that it might be as well, s.lter
all, to head for O ott. Released by
his pals, he trudged on with them, with
a frowning brow. His friends had only
one solace—the prospect of slaughter-
ing Pie when they got in, Possibly Pie's
life was saved by the happy circim-
stance that they picked up & lift in a
farmer’s cart for the last four miles.

CHAPTER 12,
A Sucden sheok!

HERE was Livy in Fifth Form
prep that evening, and Titus
Livius was one of those classical sports-
men who need close attenjon. Bub
Study No. 8 were not giving him much.
The chums were tired out, and had
a hundred lines from thelr Form-master,
for cutting roll; and they anticipated—
not with pleasure—a call before the
Head on thé morrow, when he recelved

a complaint from the man with
beaky nose. That tire complaint wcu]d
ightest doubt.
t view Dr,
affair, buk

Osborne would take of



E ]
one thing seemed certain—that

he, pen.
would not view Ple's goings-on with te

approvall That was a safe bet!

intention of looking for that nosey
blighter again on the very next 8
Argument wi

damaged, of his
grievance, and restarted after the in-
terval.

“That cheeky rotter——" he said.
“Oh, shut up, old man!” groaned

“If you want me to buzz this ink-
pot—" hissed Banks.

‘Tunstall glanced mund with a sneer-
ing grin. Trouble that usually
ununmy and happy clxvle seemed to
"Lcok at /my nose!” sald Pie. “He
punched it
"Didn': you punch his?”

I'm jolly well going to
1!, again!” said Pie, “You men
me uv. or not, 1uu as you
lnl! -holiday I'm going
in the wood on Green-
Down, and— What the thum
matter with you, you silly swab?"
broke off, glaring at Tunstall.
» new fellow had jumped—or,

Wi

hooted

P | are!

his
“You're going — where?” exclaimed
'nmun -wn-o—-m did you say?”
't speaking to you!” yapped
Ple "l don't want to M to you.
Mind your own business.”
“You sald—-"
“Never mind what I sald. I never
said it to you Shut up.
“You know the Porringe- was
of, ?” asked Len Lex.
“You know the man there?”

]
Bgi

Hal 3
and out of the Peal of
bizney of yours.” Tunstall

0
2

bl
i
gf.'

bounds— .
kxl wu"—m surprised when Porringe
Harvey gave him a look.

sald, “but I know you

Shut up!”

‘Tunstall gave him a venomous look.
he shut up. Prep
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Len knew—most of the Fifth knew—
that the new man had already made
disreputable acquaintances outside the
school. Was the vulture-nosed man at
the house in the wood one of them?
It seemed unlikely, but that Tunstall
knew the house in the wood, distant as
it was, and new as he was at Oakshott,
was plain.

Debechve Inspector Nixon had asked

his nephew to keep an eye on the fellow
who had been sacked from Higham,
and who was expected to do better at
his new school. But, so far, the School-
boy Detective had only found him to be
a puzzle to which ‘there seemed to be
no answer,

CHAPTER 14,
“¥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.
PFrom the interior, voices could be heard
in tones of excif 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 r

shouting:

“I'm going! See? You swabs can
come if you like, or you can stick here
and let me down! I don’t care! I'm
going!”

“You sllly ass!” came Len Lex’s quiet
voice.

“You goat!” That was & roar from
Harvey.

“You pnceles 1diot!”
Banks of the Fifth.

“You can call a fellow names!” Pie
I told that

A yell from

across him again! _Well, I've come
across him again. I'm golng over to
that house on Green —

“You're not!” Three voices hooted
in unison,

2
“I jolly well am! I don't care if he
comes up to the Head! uu him, if he

likes! I'm going over—'

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 expedition the
object of which was to punch a man’s
face had better be kept from the know-
ledge of prefects!

“You men seem to be arguing!”

Len Lex, the schoolboy detect.we, was
looking very curiously at Cal . He
could see, what did not occur m his

friends, that the head boy 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
“These chaps,” said Ple, “keep on
Jjawing! They're tco jolly slack to bike
as far as Greenwood—that’s what's the
mat.ter with them, See you later, you
men!”

Pie grasped his bike ttmd lifted lt

the presence of a prefect they did not
intervene.

“Hold on!” said Campion.
are you going, Porvinge?”

“Spin over to. Greenwood.”

“Seeing anybody there?”

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

“Well?” said Campion grimly.

“Well, a chap might see a chap,”
stammered

“Quite!” sgreed Campion. “You fel-
lows were late for roll yesterday. You
came in with a prize nose, Porringe,
and you've still got it. You had a scrap
with somebody yesterday round about

“Where
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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 likes, Camplion!”

“A man can,” assented the prefect,
“but not to hunt for trouble. You're
gated, Porringe!”

Harvey and Banks grinned. Argu-
ment and persuasion were wasted on
Pie. But gating was an argument that
he could not disregard. Gated, he could
not visit the house in the wood on

"eENWOOK and punch the face

t the dweller therein, -Which was a
great relief to Pie’s friends.

“I—f—1 say, look here, Campion,”
exclalmed the dismayed Pie; as the
head; boy was turning away, “I don’t
know how you got on to this, but—but
TN 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 could punch
his head, so I'm going over to-day to
do it!”

“Oakshott seniors,” said Camplon,
“are not allowed to go out hunting for
trouble, and ‘punching people’s faces.
I'm glad I've got on to this. If you

unched the man’s face, and he
prought it here to show the Head, it
would mean a flogging. You're gated!”

Campion walked away. Ple stood
holding his bike and glaring after the
departing .prefect. He looked round at
his friends.

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

i porringe wheeled his bike to the door.

Len Lex, Banks, and Harvey exchanged

iself into trouble—smoking in

THE SACK!
a look, and hurled themsglves at their
chum.

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

“Lend a hand here, Lex!” gasped
B

n lent & hand. Porringe still re-
slsced 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 afternoon.

CHAPTER 15.
Turstail's Motive!
EN, old son, youre growing very

A .
Len Lex made that remark to him-
self, angrily and discontentedly. There
was a furrow in the brow of the school-
boy detective as he stood, hands in his
pockets, apparenﬂy interested in no-
thing in particular, but with a keeneyv
taking in Tunstall ’of the Fifth. -
Tunstall, the new fel!ow at éﬁéhntt
was loaflng by an open dt
little distance. That door gave sccess
from the quad to the senior day-room,
which was -under the Fifth Ferm
studies. Dr. Osborne, the headmaster

ago, douhtless to spe:
seniors there. It looked as if Tunstall
was waiting for him to come out.

The new fellow constituted a prob-
1ém that deeply intrigued the schoalboy
detective; and seldom as it was that
Len found himself up against a prob-
lem he could not solve, he had to admit
that Eric Tunstall, so fer, beat him.

If Tunstall failed to make good, he
be disinherited, in his cousin’s

done eve possible to landshlm
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No. 8, which he shared with Len & Co.;
king 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 repald them with
bitter and malicious animosity.

And what was his oonnectlon with
the vulture-nosed man at the lonely
house on Greenwood Down? He had
betrayed the fact that he knew the
man. Now somebody had tipped Cam-
pion_about Pie’s warlike intentions—
and Len knew that it must be the new
fellow who had.done so. He wanted to
keep Oakshott fellows away from that
lonely house on the down. Why?

He loathed Pie, and would have been
glad to land him in a row—which al-
most certainly would have been the
result of that expedition had Pie car-

.ried it out. Why had he tipped Cam-
pion, and put & stop to it?

Len

despised the shady, dingy, hlack-
guardly tick from the bottom of his
heart. It was galling, humiliating, to
be beaten by such a rank outsider. Yet
the fellow had him hopelessly puzzled.
tall made a sudden movement,
ceasmg his slack loafing, Len watched.
Dr. Osborne emerged from the door-
way. His glance fell on Tunstall, and
he frowned slightly—an ex ion
which told the schoolboy detective
clearly what opinion he was forming
of the new man in the Fifth. But Tun-

way aware of his aj
away, a little ahead of Dr Osburne, his
hands still in his pocket:

Ope hand came ouc ol a_pocket.
Something dropped 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
~—fixed on that packet. It was a packet
of cigare The Head undoy

3
supposed that the dingy fellow had
dropped it by accident; he could hardly
have imagined otherwise,

But Len Lex knew lt was no acci-

nt. This was what the fellow had
been waiting for! It seemed contrary
to sense to s that a fellow, with

Suppose
so much at stake, wanted to be sacked.
But Len had been driven to that
astounding conclusion already—and
now he had proot o! it.

Dr. Osborne
glanced at the packec on the path, then
call

'I‘Imsball'”

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

Len watched his face.
nervous uneasiness in if.
had done this intentlonally; -he had
known that the Head would see that

et and call him back. But at the
same time, the wrath of the head-
master scared him, He had little nerve
and no courage—which, with utter
recklessness, was a strange and surpris-
ing combination,

“Did—did you call me, sir?” stam-
mered Tunstall.

“T did, Tunstall! Come here!”

Tunstall came, with lagging steps.

There was
The fellow

CHAPTER 16.

Pie Plays Up!
H gum!” murmured Pie Porringe,
as he stared down from the
window of Study No. 8. i
The window-sill was_almost directly

y
over the buttress on which Lex of the

. Ple spotted him
mere——ami the idea had come into his
playful mind of making Lex jump by
dropping a cushion on his head from
above.

So behold Pie at the study window,
cushion in hand—ready. Grinning, he
observed Tun-

dow) he
stnll loafing by the day-room doorway
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Pie loathed Tunstall—and he strongly
suspected him of having tipped Cam-
pion about that intended expedition to
Greenwood Down. “He decided to let
Tunstall have it instead of Lex. Pie
took aim. Luckily, he dwelt long on
‘that aim—which saved him from catch-
ing Dr. Osborne as he emerged from
the doorway. d fortune,
the cushion d\d not whiz as the Head
emerged—and at sight of the Head be-
low, Pie dropped it in the study behind

Tunstall was going—the Head was
going—s0 there was nothing left for
FIE, but to return to his original idea of

ping the cushion on Lex.
waned for the Head to get off the scene
ﬁrsc, however. And then Pie ejaculated
nii” 28 he witnessed the inci-

dent of the cigarette packet.

He watchéd breathlessly as the Head
called Tunstall back. This ti
smoky swab had fairly done t' Pie
forgetting that he loathed the telluw
{elt quite concerned for as he stood
furtively uneasy under the Head's grim
are. Dr. Osborne’s deep voice floated
up to Pie.

“Pick up that packet, Tunstall—harid | °%°
it to me.”

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

“You dropped this, Tuastall!” said
Dr. Osborne.

“Did—did I, sir?” stammered Tun-
stall.

“You did, Tunstalll Now, listen to
me,” said the Head sternly. “You have
been here only a short time, Tunstall,
but my attention has been very parti-
cularly directed to you. I have dis-
cussed you, very seriously, with your
Form-mastér. I have had to take note
of reports from prefects. I have been
driven to doubt, Tunstall, whether- 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-

THE SACK!

easily, but did not speak. He was
scared by his headmaster, and his look
certainly did not indicate that he had
deliberately planned all this. Len Lex
knew that he had, though he could not
begin to guess why. Such an idea did
not, naturally, occur to the Head, or
to Porringe at the study window.

“I shalll now,” pursued Dr. Osborne,
“take the matter into my own hands
and make a strict investigation, Tun-
stall. If it should prove that your pos-
session of these clgarettes is merely an
wolated act of thoughtless folly, you

be given an imposition and the
mattez- will end there. But if I find

e |any further evidence of bad habits on

your part, I shall send you away from

hott. You will now go to your

study, Tunstall, and I shall accompany
o>

“Very well, sir,” stammered the Fifth
Former.

He moved away towards the door of
the House—passing Len as he went,
the Head rustling after him. Len’s eyes
were on the sallow, furtive face as the
delinquent passed him, and he could
read that furtive face like an open

all was scared, uneasy, but

1nwardly gloating. His game was to

get himself expelled, without appear-

ing to desire anything of the kind—and

he was getting away with it. They

passed on to the doorw%y, leaving t.he
orely

Porringe, at the window, had heard
every word. In three or four minutes
they would arrive in Study No. 8, where

Dr. Osborne would inspect Tunstall’s
belongings. That was the finish for
the rotter. Pie knew, w:thout looking,

that in Tunstall’s “box. in -the corner
there was evidence enough to sack a
dozen fellows.

Pie had a kind heart. 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
across to Tunstall’s be

Half a dozen nackeas of cigarettes,
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five or six racing papers;' s couple of
race programines that hinted of actual
yisits to the races, met his eyes.
there was a sheet of paper, covered
with writing in Tunstall’s hand—a list
f horses, wi‘h the odds marked.

By his own hand the fellow would
be-condemned, if the Big Beak’s eyes
fell on that. If the mad ass had acm—
ally wanted to leave himself n

he could not have been more thorough‘
i

ut it!

“The sight of that heap of rotten rub-

_ bish tempted Pie to leave the miserable

ckguard to his fate. The sooner
he was kicked out of Oakshott, the
better. But it was only for a moment.
The next, Pie was grabbing those in- | ¢
criminating articles from the box in
frantic haste.

What to do with them? Where to
shove them out of sight? Nowhere m
~ that study! Pie grabbed up a satchel
intended for school books, crammed the
;- things into it, and jumped towards the
gggsag Footsteps were coming up the

e. He jumped back!

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

He remembered Len, under the win-
dow. If Lex was still there—

2~ Pie_bounded to the window and

leaned out, satchel in ha Lex
was still there, deep in thouwht about
wmet.hmg, apparently. Pie gasped with
veliet.

ben Lex came out of that deep
Teverie with & as a _satchel
" “dropped at his feet He glanced up
and his eyes fixed In amazement. on
“Pie's excited face, staring down. Ple
pointed to the satchel—made wild
: Besticulations—he dared not call, for
ﬂ)e Head was almost at the door.

Len Lex, luckily, was quick on.the
uptake For a moment he wondered
“whether Pie had taken leave of his
senses, then he caught on. He stooped,
: ‘pleked up the satchel, put it under his
arm, and strolled away. |

83

_Ple, breathiless with relief, turned
from the window—to face Tunstall and
the Head as they entered Study No. 8.

CHAPTER 17. .
Booted Down the Passage!
HARVEY and Banks were standing
at the door of €ayley’s. study,
talking to that Fifth Former, when
‘Tunstall came

fa00E 85
tudy No, 8 and the

headmaster followed him . No fellow

wanted an expulsion in his F’arm espe-

lally in_ his own study,

and Banks would gladly !w.ve kicked

Tunstall for getting -himself” aack

But they knew that it o

No. 8 knew what
che beaks would find, if they came to

They went along to the doorway of
Study No. 8 and stood looking in. Ple
was standing with his back to the open
dow, looking rather red and breath-
I Dr. Osborne seemed unaware of
Ple at the window, and of Harvey and
Banks at the door. 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. - Les

ted

-unsuspected. of wanting
it! Len would have known that he
was playlng & part. to keep up Bppear—.
ang t his hesitation- was taken

at face vnlue by those who were present.
“You hear -'me, ’nm('.s.ll' » .. The

Hoad's volce was deep,, - Om -that box.

at once.”
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"Very well, airi”

'I‘hreeor!ourmotemh

o

Eﬁm
%ﬁi#&ﬁé

i

|

tive gesture the

Head drove to the box, and his

eyes &lmost d from ets

it. were

in'.h box, but om?ﬂ
thmga-— e nothmgm

any Oakshott fellow

nn;htnm.havemd Like a fellow in

mstall out thé box.

2 was! The
bl‘ﬂclﬁ l’llﬂ been in' full view, on M

ASEING FOR THE SACK!

of the other things,
masterly hand got

came to lsght that would have speckled
the most spotless reputation! .

“*You may replace those thin
Tunstall.” The Head’s tone was s

der. “Now, if there is any
receptacle in st onging $o
you, please point it out.”

‘Tunstall shook his head.

*“N-nothing, sir!” he stammered.
Harvey n.mi Banks exchanged
That sudden

must have tah:n the “bad hnt"e.s

could not have got r

expected

'nz? him
»hbsbowle mt—heiookedssnhn
‘had expected it himse!

Dr. Osborne edthe

scann¢
furtive, uneasy face. It was

to read; but atiy fellow might ha

hoked confused and troubled,

his headmaster searching his study.

“I shall not dnubt your wmd, Tun~
stall,” said after

“You have heacd
Do you bear it out?”
L e e
t.mngsgl‘:x, except that box.”

“Thank you, Harvey 1™

The frown was gone from Dr.

ports had passed the test. - It was 6
Telief to his mind.

“Tunstall,” he said qumly. “I am

And I ‘Tunstall,
after B-ll do we!l at Oahhott e
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:nmsball stood_qumb, Dr.. Osborne

Ppassage respectfully making way
Inr him He rustled away to the stairs,

Study No. 8 and read the dismay and
suppressed disappointment and rage in
the face of the delinquent. Len tossed
a.n empty satchei on the table. Por-
gave a cheery chuckle.

-"Some fellows,” remarked Banks,
“have all the luck! I thought that
swnb wns fairly copped when the Head

“50 d.\d I1” caid Harvey. “I'd have
given any fellow ten to one in dough-
nuts, that the Beak would find enough
in that box to sack half Oakshott.”

“Ha, ha!” chirruped Ple. “So he
v;gulg., ?m beans, if I hadn't been here!
, hal”

They looked at the gleeful Pie. Tun-
sfall had been utterly mystified. Now
he began to see light! .

“You!” he breathed. “What did
you do? Did you—'

He choked.

“I can tell you,” explained Pie. “I'm
sick enough of seeing you in this study!

- But I wasn’t going to see a man
sucked.”
“You—you—" stuttered Tunstall.
“But what—-" yelled Banks.

“Ha, ha!” Pie chortled. “I say, if
" the Beak knew—ha, ha! He would feel
.like sacking me instead ‘of that swab,
- what? Ha, ha!
all from the window, and chucked
‘Tunstall’s tripe down to Lex in time
: —just In time—in that satchel.”

"You priceless chump!”

arvey. “If you'd got spotted, gettmg

that putrid tick out of a scrape——""

"Neﬁ!' thing!” said Pie. “But a
good as a milel But, I say,
we don't want a bunl in
what? Not even that tickl

%H

You see, I spotted it | Gedric

moaned | his 0

study,
But it was?

»

Jolly near it—and my idea is that that
sweep ain’t going to disgrace this study,
80 what ,about  booting him up the
passage

'nmstall ‘had been standing with
clenched hands, struggling to hide the

- | rage he felt, as he learned what’ Pie

had done. At those words, however,
he turned quickly to the door.

“Ple,” sald Hnrvey. “talks .sense
sometimes. Go it!”

Three boots crashed on Tunstall as
he dodged out of -the st.udy He went
staggering and yelling into the pas-
sage; and the three followed him up.
They followed as far as the study land-

ing, where Tunstall, howling, dodsed
away among the Fourth Parm
and escaped.

Len Lex grinned. The fellow who

had planned to get the boot hnd gbt
a booting instead. But what could it
all mean?

GHAPTER 13,
Limping Home!
ORRINGE' grinned as he wheeled
his bicycle out on Saturday after-
noon. There was a Form match on,
on Big Side, and Harvey, Banks, and
Lex were playing in the Fifth Form
eleven. Pie was not. Harvey, who
captained the Fifth Form side, had
received the offer of his chum’s ser-
vices, and had replied that the next
time he played marbles, he would be
glad to avail himself of them, but not
till then!

Which reply led Porringe to
Harvey, at conxidemble length,
what he thought of him and hi
gence. Nevertheless, there was a cheery
grin: on Pie’s face as he set forth on

own, with his jigger. - He would
rather have played for his Form, ‘b

with léj:‘;s three comrud:m
was af berty carry

Expedmmx the house on. reeuwood

His wrath against the "nosey Hok”
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'was quite unabated. The man had been
m \merly and offensive—

e to a train,
.uhm his wqua.lnf.ance wlt.h o fellow to
whom he had
whom he had nem seen dnce Punoh
nosey tick’s ~unpleasant
na-md. to Ple, an urgent mstwr—nll
the more because of the opposition he
had received on the subject. Opposi-
tion did not cause Pie to doubt his

wisdom—it made him obstinate.
He rode away in quite a cheery and

ted bim, to put the | oo nds

anticipative mood.

cutting | shott man.

THE SACK!

show -the Orkshott colours, 56 it
occurtol’ishtﬂrstt‘hulcwns

man. ‘The sound of his
reached at last the ears of the f

£
g

e

%EE

and fin front, who looked round.

“Tunstall!” ejaculated Pie.

He was surprised to see that seedy
slacker so far from the school on a hike.
He was still more s to see

Anyhow, he was going to bike over
to the house in the wood, on the down, | Prise
and if he had the good fortune to dro)
on the vulmre-nusedmn.hawasgnma
w push Ehnt beaky nose through the

the tick's head. It did not

L]

Hiel
§E§§§§§§%§

‘Tunstall
Mlow mlght lnve fancied from Bhis
look that he was alarmed. Pie wasi-
dered whether he knew that nosey Bek
at the lonely house.

Tunstall dismounted from his - bike
and stood holding it in the middle of
e ronxh , staring back at him.

waved 2 hand to him to stand
aside and let a fellow pass. “Tunstall
did not stir. Pie sbuuted angrily. The

-Piehadthochehaw( getting down
shitting Tunstall out of v.he WaY,
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or of golng round off the narrow track.
He was strongly tempted to do gl;

nosey tick at the shuttered house, not
with Tunstall. So Pie suppressegl his
wrath and turned from the track—
bumping .n exceedingly m\xgh ground.
What happe'ned next took him
pletely by surprise.
Tunstall rished his machine at Pie
as he passed. The front wheel of his
b‘lke crashed on Pie’s left leg and foot.
He crashed. His right arm banged
is right ear embedded
ltselt 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 herb-
under the clanging bike, Pie
uirmed, and yelled with pain.
‘Tunstall dragged his machine back,
5 whi.ued it round, facing the way he
been going when Pie first sighted
mm and in almost frantic haste he
bered on, fo his pedals, and
drove at them, He had stopped Pie—
stopped him in the most thorough
and he was in haste

i g

but it was badly bruised, and felf fear-
fully ‘ul—so painful that it almost
made Pi¢ forget the bang on his elbow
and the sting of the nettles on his ear.
Pie rubbed lt and Squealed.

“Wow !

He umpedwhu e. Game 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
golng to smash r_hat utter blighm who

had barged him over with his bike,

But alas for Pie! Tunmﬂs hld
been

not Pie’s )izzﬂ' had
crashed, and crashed hard. e pedal
was badly zwjgbed, and the handlebars
wanted \‘mng
fury. Ple got t.hc hnndmus Tight, but
e°bent 1 was o @ifferent matter.
n went, round, but 1t scraped as it went,
and it was mzly wo clear that mnt bike
was not going to bé a gol
till Pie had expended a 101: ot eﬂoﬂ..nn
it.

“The swab!” gasped Ple. “The
sweep' Barging a fellow over—I—I—
"I—I'1l—" There were no words in

any dxctlomry vm.h ‘Wwhich Pie was
could have expressed

to get out, ot Pie's reach now that he

Pte sprawled and romred. But he
Ataguered up, pitching uﬂ the bike, that
right leg. He staggeréd to
his (eet, m:d made & wild rush at the
fellow who had up-ended
Tunstall by that time had-got
Pie might have reached him
up -speed, but Pie’s right leg
crumpled and he pitched over instead.
Tunstall shot away on his blke. and as
Pie sat dizzily up, the fellow disap~
peugimup the track round the base of

“Oooooogh!” gurgled Ple.

Was not,
slxteen phm, after
en in one place.

1l—it was not
was infact—

bim. Butf, >

his feelings. He spluttered fury.. -, .
W LT b
e away 2
a8 the unkindest out of all. - Pursuit
'Khnmbledﬁm and a game leg
tical. Later, at Oakshott,

He was gone, and there was no
im down.

hope of running

. Neither was Ple thinking any longer

of carrying on with his hostile expedi-

tion to interview the nosey tick!

ms game, and he was a sticker—but he
realise t.hath:wa.sm no condi-

xugged down for that
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Ple 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 sur
rnce or the hlghwny, he mount;

che e leg was severe
nnd he hnd to go slowly.

And despite all the strength he had

xpended on straightening the bent | ;¢

pednl 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.
a}xllxd at every knock he chanted:

Chanting, he forgot all about his
knee—until he came to a hill and

put extra strength;into the downward
thrust of the pedals. Then he was
forced to remember it! An extra-
special twinge of pain shot through his
knee, and

he capsized
.forcibly in the road.

Groaning dismady, 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 get 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 now. Pie | ringe

shook a furious fist after him as he
went, but he was gone in a flash,
After him, at a snail's pace, trundled

of what he was
of the Fifth when he got int

CHAPTER 15 .
A Dreadtul Susploion!
HE goat!” hissed Harvey, of the
Oakshott Fifth,

t
“The chump!” breathed Banks,

THE SACK!

“Oh, the ass!” said Len Lex. “The
silly ass! The howling, unlimited ass!™

They were, of course, alluding to
Porringe of the Fifth. Any Oakshott
fellow who had overheard Lhelr remarks
would-have guessed that at once. The
description fitted so accurately.

The three members of Study No. 8
had played in the Form match t.ha
ternoon. Porrin
on games was not equalled by hia
proficlency therein, hadn’t, Ple had
been left on his own, and In the stress .

of an arduous match his friends had

They remembered him
when they camie out of the changing-
room, looked for him, and found hirfl
not. For some time they went round
about Oakshott, asking fellows whether
they had seen Pie. Nobody had. Then
they looked into the bicycle-house to

was! Then they
other with deep feelings.

“The priceless goat!” sald Harvey.
“Just because we hadn’t an eye on
him! You know where he’s gone, of
course!”

“Ovex to Greenwood Down!” said

"To k.\ck upa sh!ndy with that nosey
sportsman!” said Len

‘They had no doubt of it. Since Por-
had discovered his old enemy at
the lonely house on Greenwood

had his friends succeeded in
ing him—till now! They hed gone

restrain-

*1even to the length of sitting on him,

on the study floor, to keep him off the
warpath. This afternoon, Pie had had
real chance of getting away -
from his mmdsl Evidently, he had
jumped at 1
By this ume, probably, he Had also
jumped at the man in the shuttered
house, if he had found him at home!

It was utterly dismaying to Pie's
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smvao.O but he was barred in that
dy minute or two more and he
d!nappeax in the direction of
Oskshott School, and the three forgot
him as they 'pedalled,

After seven miles by the road they
reached the spot where the path
branched off, across the rugged down,
hardly merked except by the tyres of
the car belonging to the man at the
lonely house. The winding track was
rugged, and.they jolted along it. It was
mt an agreeable ride—by no means a

te  they would have taken as a
mntter of cho

But they had no doubt that they
were on Pie's trail—for the Lmnu of a
bike were to be. % m\ch

th, - Eyidently,
there betora , and they
doubt that 1t was Pie. . That path led
nowhere but to the lonely shuttered
‘house:

They r:nme x‘olmd the base of the the ‘old

hill, The be woodland; in which

t ot
ls,y the shuttered house, loomed before | on 1

The house itself was not yet
vl.slble, but as they rode into the wood
they saw the building—the windows
closed with shutters, as on their pre-
vious visit; a thin spiral of smoke
ascending from the old red chimney
indicating that the place was occupied.

‘The gate was closed. They dis-
mounted, leaned their machines on the
fence, and looked round them. Firmly
convinced that Pie was there, they had,
naturally, expected to see him. But
there was no sign of Pie, and no sign
of his jigger. There was no sign of
any human being. The spiral of smoke
from the chimney indicated human
presence—but that was all.

“Where the thump is that blithering
goat?” hissed Banks. “He can’t have
gone back to the school—we should
have passed him on the road.”

Len Lex shook his head. The School-

m&eﬂeﬂ.

boy Detective was puzzled.
Pie, certainly, had had time to get

THE SACKI

through a shindy and ride back to Oak-
shnn But in that case why had not
passed him on the road?
And u he was still here, where was he?
Harvey turned quite pale as a sudden,
awful, overwhelming suspicion dawned
n his mind.
"!—I—I say c-ccan fhe m:
given him in charge?” he gasped. “He
—he said he would, the other day, if
Pie came back ugnin."
“In charge!” gasped Banks. “Gosh,
what a mess!”
‘They gazed at one another in horror.

[ The bare thought of Ple marched off

to Greenwood Police Station in charge

of & constable was unnerving. It was

an-awful possibility. If that hsd hap-

what would happen to him

m'ward:l at Oakshott did not bear
!

“Oh, my hat!” said Len. “Look here,
we've got to know what’s happened to

ass. sportsman at the
House will tell us if we ask him. Come

The gate was locked, but Len vaulted
over it. His comrades followed him.
They hurried up the pn\‘,h to the porch.
If Pie had been there—and they had
no doubt that he had—the man at the
house must know*what had happened,
and he was their only source of infor-
mation. He was a far from agreeable
man, and he had made it very plain
that he did not want callers at his
Ilonely dwelling—but that could not be
considered now. They reached the
porch, and Len grasped the heavy iron
knocker on the dcor and bang

The door did not open. There Was
no sound from within, after the echo-
ing of the knock had died away.

“The brute won’t answer!” growled

“I'll make him, if he’s there!” said
Len, between his teeth. “It was his
fault that old Pie's made a fool of him-
self—he started the trouble, first day
of term. I'll make him answer!”

1
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Bang, bang, bang! The iron knocker
fairly crashed. The din rang through
the wood that surrounded the shut-
tered house lc echoed over the grassy
down. Lex was putting his beef
. Andu'.heremmenoreply
from within, he put in more and more
Bang, bang, bang!

CHAPTER 20.
Crocked, hut Game!

AYLEY of the Fifth grinned. He
N was lounging in the doorwxy of
t.he bicycle-house at Oakshott, wh
g sound drew his attention, and
he glanced round. He grinned at the
sight of a Fifth Form man wheeling in
a bike. That Pifth Form man looked
as if he had hit trouble, and hit it
hard. His bike was damaged. Its
owner’s limp showed that he was
damaged, too. And the expression on
his face showed that Porringe was in a

fearfully bad temper.

“Spill?” asked Cayley, grinning.

Pie came to a halt, slammed the
Jigger against the shed, sank on the
bench outside, and rubbed his knee,
breathing fatigue and fury. .

“No!” he answered. *Knocked over!
Has that tick come in?”

“Which?” asked -Cayley.

“That tick—that swhb—that worm— |

that rotter—that putrid bounder!” said
Pie.

“Your friends are all out, I believe,”
grinned Cayley. “They've beeh look-
ing for you all over the shop, and then
they went out on their jiggers, half an
hour ago—"

“I don't mean t,hem, youass! Imean
that swab—that pig—that toad—that
new rotter Tunstall!” yapped Pie.

“Yes, he came in soon after your pals
went out. Want him?”

Porringe glared. Clearly he wanted

9

Tunstall. - He looked as if he wanted
him to boil in oil.
“What do you think ‘he. did?” he
“That cad—that funky swab
‘Tunstalll Butted his bike into me on
Greenwood Down—knocked me over—
the bike—gave me a game
leg!” Pie gasped. “I've had to walk
most of the way back. Game knee! I
thought I'd never get in! I'd never
vegotln I think, only I cut off the
last mile by coming through Oakways
Wood by '.he bridle-path, I had to
wheel the jigger\—l couldn’t ride-any
farther with this knee—so.that was all
right. But for umﬁi I think I should
Ow}”

en a | have dropped!

“Well, my hat!” said Cayley, staring

He would not have been surprised iff
Pie had had a spill. Nor if he had
run into a vehicle, & hedge, a wall, or
another cyclist. Pie was the man for
such things. But he was surprised to
hear of Tunstall’s performance.- The
new fellow in the Fifth was a reckless
ass in some ways—the way he fairly
asked for the “sack,” for instance. But
he was not reckless in the way of
asking for fistical combats. Far from
that. It was amazing to hear that he
bad thus provoked Ple's destructive

“What on earth,” said Cayley, “did
he do it for?”

“Dunno! . It. .was on -Greenwood
Down —near  that. house -with the
shutters—you: know——~ ‘What are you
sniggering at, you ass?”

Cayley was chucklirig. All the Oak-
shott Fifth knew of Pie’s feud with the
“beaky blighter ” at the shuttered house
on the down.

| that's where you've been!”
chortled Cayley. “That's why your
pals rushed off after you—what?
Ha, hal”

“Oh, shut up, fathead! If thex’ve
gone atfter me, they've Must
haye gone by the road, whﬂe I was
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coming through Oakways Wood. Just
like the silly asses! I say, that swab

THE SACK!

the study landing. There was a chortle

from a group of fags.

Ple gave them a glare. He could give
nothing mere—in his present

knows why—and he|them

Tunstall had been up to the place him-
self- es3
going!

8% me Got away on his

bike, after g mine over! He

didn’t want me to go there, the cheeky

if it's any blzney of his! Il
[

cad—as
show him
ve his palnful ‘knee another |chase.

“Seen Tunstall?” asked Pie, without
taking the trouble to answer that
frivolous question.

“That new
the-studies.”

Ple limped to the stalrs. He. would
have preferred to find Tunstall on the
ground floor. Stairs, in the state of
bruised and swollen knee, pre-

w
g

man? Hewemupmm

, at t if he had
ad to Tollow bim up to'the t0p of L e B L e T e
‘ower. Up went Pie—slowly n
but suraly, gurgling occasionally as his | Burled the door of that apartment wide
leg twinged. there, 8 cigar-
Dot and carry onet” remarked Root, | ette—he never daredl-do that when the
the banisters of " other feliows were

", 9 fhe Tourth, “over
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seem to be enjoying his smoke. There
was 8 deeply uneasy expression on his
sallow face,

As ‘the game-legged Fifth Former
limped in, Tunstall gave a start, threw
his half-smoked cigarette into the
grate, and jumped to his feet.
Promptly he placed the study table
between him and Porringe.

“You rotter!”
sw ab!

gasped Pie. “You

wait a minute! Ow!”

He limped painfully to the table,
and rested a hand on it. m the
other side, Tunstall eyed him, He had

en in terror of this meeting. Now
hls terrors evaporated. Pie came round
the table at him, keeping one hand on
it for support.

Tunstall retreated round the table.
It was easy enough~to keep out of the
reach of a fellow with a game leg. Pie

panted with rage.

“You swab! You tick! You funk!
Will you let me gerrat you?” he hooted.

Now that he was no longer between
t.he new man and the door, Tunstall

stepped t.owards me doorway. He
looked bac! 8. Ple, leavmg the
bsble, limpeﬂ at him, and to his in-

tense satisfaction, Tunst.all did not
scoot out of the study. He stood in the
doorway, and Pie reached him.

In other circumstances, the weedy,
seedy slacker of the Fifth would have
doubled up in Pie’s grasp. Now it was
Ple who doubled up. As he stood, un-
steady, Tunstall gave him a violent
shove, and Porringe went over on his
back, with a crash,

He hit the study ﬂoar hard.
sprawled on his back, dizzy and splut-
tering. Tunstall laughed and \va.lked
out of the study.

“Ow!” groaned Pie. “Ow! You
cad! Stop! You rotter, come back!

He

- Do you hear, you putrid tick? Ow!

Wow
.He sat up, grabbed at the table,

43

helped himself up on his sound leg,
and limped to the door. Tunstall was
disappearing across the landing, to the
stairs, laughing. Pie clung to the door-
post, and gasped.
In Pie’s present mood, it secmed im-
le to let vengeance wait! But
he had to let it wait! With feelings
inexpressible in any known language,
Pie turned ‘back into the study, and
slumped limply into an armchair,

CHAPTER 11,
The Shuttered Room!
O it!” "sald Banks.

Bang, bang, bang the firon
knocker on the door of the X house
in the wood. Nobody within that

house—or for a considerable
round-—could have failed to hear it.
Thunderous bangs woke every echo.

That there came no answer from with-
in did not convince the Oakshott
fellows that no one was there. They
supposed that the man. with the vul-
ture nose did not choose to answer.

Quite unaware of Pie’s strange mis-
adventures, the three were convinced
that he had been there—and that he
had not gone back to Oakshott. The
traces of a bike they naturally sup-

to be traces of Pie’s bike—know-
ing nothing of Tunstall’s visit to the
place. And knowing nothing of Pie’s
game leg, they never imagined him
wheeling 1 home afoot, and thus teking
the bridle-path where cyclists were not
allowed to ride. Either he was still at
the shuttered house, or he had de-
parted for parts unknown—possibly in
official custody—so far as they could
see. And they were going to know,
from the man in the house—if banging

with an iron knocker could do it.

But Len Lex stopped at last. The
thundering echoes of the knocker died
away.

“Is the brute there. after all?” mut-
tered Len. 5
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“Just sticking there, and waiting for
us to go!” said ey. “That's the
sort of unpleasantness he is. We'l
Jolty well see, anyhow!”
Leaving the door, the three Oakshott
fellows mwed round the house, looking
at the windows. They weré pl-otecbed
thick wooden shutiers, fastened in
solltary & spot, it was no
the nosey man

n\blemtrudemoutdm
was" nlent vm&dn. thwgh the
of smoke fram-the chimney tol
tlﬁrswubummg.ithckeduu
the house was
with his km

sure, Len
each "window as he pamzd. it
" ~$EAFK1" he exclalmed suddenly.

Eehadmsedonthe shutter of a
back room. wi , & I
mmdmmtpthekeenemotthe
Schoolboy Detective.

“Did you hear that?” breathed Len.

“Eh? I heard nothing!” said Banks
doubtfully.

“Same herel”

Harvey shook his head.

THE SACK!

chair, had tried to move, In answer to
the rap at the window, that would have
accounted for it.

“ »

can
looking | though.”

murmured Harvey. “That
be the man! Somebody’s there,

“After all, we don’t know that he
lives alone here,” said Banks.

ﬁﬂv nabod.y else when we came, tbac'l

be some dodderlnc old bean,

afraid to open the door.

“I wonder!” said Lﬂ:

“Nothing~ dolng, anyhow!” sald
Harvey. “If the brutc's there, he

doesn’t mean {0 answer.”

“‘He’s not there,” said Len. *‘Some-
on {body is, lmt not that beaky b!ighm i
we can get a squint into the gamge.
we can see whether the car’s gone.”

Close by the house was ‘a building,

g%emmtmn:metwhemmey

no doubt the car was kept. “But
the double doors were locked, and fur-
ther secured by a padlock. There
a small window, but it was shuttered.
lxke the windows of ‘They

Len held up his hand. another, dublous, angry, exesperated.
“Listen!” P “1f he's gone out—-" began Harvey,
“He has!” sald Len. The Schoolboy

m“,}fy el e meads, listening fn- Desecttve had no further doubt of that.
vom the shuttered room.| * have gane to Greenwood

Exacbly what it was, even could | with Ple!" muttered Banks. “I don't
not have said. It was such a sound|see how he'd get a bobby . here—no

as might have beenm&debyhd.o;
it a dog, assuredly,

st\rrmz within;
would have barked. or growled. It was | into

living, at all

—a scrape, as if a chairleg

an a floor. Then silence again.

'l'ne three stared at one another.
‘was something strange, some-

th!nsa.\mmt , in this. If they

"that some help- | the

kl(mhud,hnd!yabletomr,mhu

by -
telephone wires! Might have buged
Pte, and run him across to give him
to custody.”

' “QGoodness knows!”  said  Len.
“Anyhow, we shan’t find out anything
here. It wﬂl be a close fit to get back
for roll-cal
They wenb back to thelr bicycles,
ed. anxious for Ple, but at the
same intense

time feeuns desire
boot him. had happened to thu
Gosat of the Oukshott Fifth? Who w!
becupant of Lhe shub-
stirred, as

tered ‘who
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dmk'uu at the knocking on win-
dow, and yet dxd not speak? It was &
but one thing at least

they might hear of poor old Pie when
they got there.
They covered the ground at unusual
meed. on that ride back to school. The
as ringing for calling-over when
they got in at last, tired, breathless,
anxious. With a last , 88 it were,
they barged mto just as the big
doors were closing. Fifth Form men
Jooked cnrimmly st their crimson faces,

eeedthemfmm the ranks of the

“Isa. wve \Iatdanelz, ou
tetiows !’ Toure %‘1 el
They gazed at Porrlnge
. He was there!
“Porringe!”. gasped Len.
“Ple!” howled Banks.
“Pip-pip-pop-Piel” stuttered Harvey.
Pie nodded,
“You see—" he began.
“8ilence!” called out Campion of
the Sixth. 'I'he Flfth Form master
was cnllins
It was u.me, or place, . for
ﬂmghtermg Pie. That had to wait till
-over. tired, aching,
mfurh th Formers looked for-
ward to it with eager anticipation.

CHAPTER 22.
Mot to be Found!

later, \nst«ndy No. adkms chums

sai
IE, unslaughtered, told his tale mp

i
thing hut stare at him blankly. L

Len
Lex, already puzzled and perplexed by
the new man in the Fifth,

for a solution to a As
Harvey and Banks, they Ialrly b]inked.

“But why the thump." articulated
Harvey, “should care two
hoots whether you wenb to that house
on the down or not?”

“Don’t ask mel” sald Ple. “I den't
knuw Iknow he did. He stopped mie

by crocking my )!gger, and me, too,

and I'm going—

“So this lllb owl,” sald Len, “was
bike by the bridle-path,
‘while we were going all out on the
I dare say he'd only just got
off the road when we passed-
tick Tunstall was coming
t.he)wusemmdcwnwhenwepned
him. But why—-"
“He passed me coming back, before
I turned in Wood,” said
Pxe “I'd have had him off his jigger

and mopped
only he didn't stop.”.
“Haven't you strewn him in. frag-
ments

- over Oakshoit
“What heve you let
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doesn’t dodge & chap who can’t hop
after him on one leg? I'm going—"
“Better leave it over till your leg
mends, old man!” sald Len, laughing.
“I'm not going to leave it over a
minute after I can get at that cur!”
said Pie. “You wait and see!”
His friends waited—but they dld not
‘Tunstall had

eppolai
him. They - were dm»po ted. He
did not come.

Prep had little attention from Pie
that evening. )

After prep he salded forth—his
friends in his company.

In the senior day-room they looked
for ‘Tunstall, and in Hall, but found
him not. He had cut prep—a rather
serious matter—obviously because he
dared not show up in the study, and
must have lain pretty low to avoid
belng spotted out of his study, but
where was he now? No doubt he knew
Ple would be on his 88 600N a8

over, and was dodg!ng Ple—
but how, and where?

The hunt went on, with growing
merriment—Iit was geyting to be quite
a joke towards dorm.

. Tt was Oliphant, t.he captain of Oak-
s!::‘t:c, who enlightened the hunters at

“I hear you're looking for Tunstall,”
said the Sixth Former, coming up to
the hunting-party with a grinning face.

“Know where he is, Oliphant?”
gasped P

“He's with Bumvant in his l'oums
He's got keen of
sudden!” said !.ha Oakshott captnkl
and walked on Jaughing.

Pie looked at his friends eloquently.
If the tick was with.a master, even
Plo couldn® think of rooting him out

ASKING FOR THE SACK!

punching him.  And the games-
master of all ‘masters| The fellow
loathed games—old Bully had ragged
him for slacking at games—threat-
ened to whop him more than once!
Perhaps old Bully, unaware of the man-
hunt that was going on, was pleased to
see that seedy slncker developing an
lntercst. of his own accord, in a subject
'so-near to old Bully’s heart, and wel-
comed him like a wandering sheep into
the fold. Anyhow, he was letting him
stay in his rooms games, It
was the very last cover Pie would have
thought of drawin,

“That games dodget—talkmz games

~with old B\lllyl" sped Ple. “Can
you beat it?”

Len chuckled.

“He's beaten you, old man! You

can't walk in on old Bully, and yank

the fellow out by his ears! After all
he'll keep!”
“Keep!” said Pie. “Wait till after

lights out, that's all!”

It looked as if there was going to be
a little liveliness in the Fifth Form
dormitory that night.

GHAPTER 23,

Light at Last!
EN LEX sat up in bed, and smiled.
Itwuuquartero!mhnur

since the master of the Fifth had pul

ut, the X!ghh in his Form’s dormitory
expected Pie ta leave it &
ume M;et in order to make sure that
there was no interruption. But as he
heard a creak of some fellow getting
out of bed, he had no doubt that Ple’s
impatience had been too strong for
that he was getting golnu

the
asleep yet. A dim figure was
moving in the glimmer from the hlgh
windows.
“That you, Pie?” called out Harvey.
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“Chuck it, old man—walt a bit later{
Beaks all over the shop now!”

“Eh? I'm not up!” came Pie’s volce
from Pie's bed.

“Somebody is1”

Len Lex turned on a flashlamp.
shone on & fellow whowassbmdma by
his bed, dressing. It was the new man
in the Fifth. Pie was not out of bed

0
mxltmmenm Tmatimah
'Was leaving nothing to ‘This
umhewugvlnzwhesmtudmd
expelledi -

s was nottobe
nsumthstm&m t
Pis Po; had

em'eromnom.
Hcd!dnoscue-.hmtwhemm

But as he saw his enemy in | stall goi himself sacked not.
thelsxh&oru;eﬂnsmmp.l’hboundlad did]e’ 1:?:&“'“%“ autg
lled his painful Teach -of avenging knuckles,
t L Qwﬁ%w.mdnmmm
‘Hghted & candle—Banks an- new fellow.
other, All the Fifth stared at Tunstall and three or four others, were out of
Many of them gave him as and | bed now. They gathered round

WaS Do
thinking of Pie at all, but of some ap-
pointment acquaini at
the Peal of Bells. He glanced round
‘contemptuous

sullenly at staring, faces
and went on dressing.
“PE‘MMMm thngpr K
nwmnm but

his Llen, uplnhed.

uﬂed.mel’l’eim tient he was,

8 » impatient as

my going to leave the scrap till
safer. ‘Tunstall, bent

dormitory. Any fellow out
at night would have left it till later—
unle he wanted to be and | wit
sacked. And that ‘was|—"

caught and
what Tunstall wanted!
wag going to leave the Huuse wmz
'rather t.he certainty than the risk of
spotted—and the “sack”  to
follow. He had tried on that very
game,as!..enknewm)yu)cclenrb
half a dozen times already, and ane
chance or another had cropped up to

“Keep the cad- from mtﬂnll"

Pie. - “I can' chase Rim up and down
the dorm with this leg! Put up your
paws, you swabl”

Tunstall scowled at bim bisckly: -
Don't be & fooll  I'mgoing out”.
“Going out, are you?”

“Nol* said
teeth. ‘want to

pearly dressing.
lowed up that punch with ancther,
and another.

Helf a dozen 3 d
Tound, cut off his retreat. In eheer



desperation he threw himself into the
Berap, and for several hectic minutes
there was flerce fighting.

Twice Pie's game leg fniled h.im, and
he went down. Each t! he scram-
bled up somehw\v, and rmewed the fight

zih"l!;l o b ln;db‘ut hP’d‘ heﬁlyn
e on box! ad 8
punch—and it landed on ’mnsta,u

and often. Every anguished {

his damaged knee added to Pie's u‘d‘
and !lu’y-—ﬂnd in five mmm the Oak-
shott Fifth witnessed such

as they had never wxmened Man.

‘that night was onger a thing:
sible for the bnd hﬂt of
could hardly have crawled
hands and knees!

Cayley blew out the mdles.
PFifth Form settled down to. sleep—
except for Pie,; his usual healthy slum-
ber disturbed by his painful knee, 'l\m
stall over his dan
Len Lex!

Len was not sleeping. He was think-
fhg, and the look on his face was

§‘ sﬁ.-éi'

defeated, as the | co
Schaolboy Detecctve knew, in his amaz-
Ing scheme for getting himself expelled
from Oakshott. Why, was the quesmn
that had hammered unanswered in
Len’s brain—till now
1leamotugh“nthed k, it had come
to -him—so strange, so mmmg, that it
made him €atch his breal

_He_could n tbexllrpﬂscdﬂnthe
had not thought of it- before—so

'hshm.umrmemd

ASKING FOR- THE SACK|

manze and stnrﬂinz was it. e had

Eric Tunstall be(ore the first

day o! that term at t—if he
Had he'l

‘had seen him then!
Eric Tunstall, due for disinheritance
if he was expelled from Oakshott
oould not imaginably want to
be sacked. °

Tunstall of the Fifth was seeking by
evety stealthy and surreptltioua means

1o get himself sacked from Oakshott.
Tharefore, mmu of the Fifth was
not Eric Tunstall
‘Who was he?
Eric Tunstal

be di it the School
Detective had his ﬂncer on the clue!

And where was_the
? Much remained

——
o Cf-ll'f‘ll .
“This is the end!”
“FIVHE Head!” exclaimed Banks of
the Fifth,

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured -Pie Por-

Since 'nmxta.ll, the new man in the
Oakshott Pifth, had been at the school
be lnd bad & u:l!: of extremely

Now
it. “torn”
1.

“Thé chums of Study No. 8 were walk-

t  establishment
urse, strictly out of bounds for Oak-
shott fellows.© But it was, as the
chums knew, a favourite resort of the
new man,

Glancina at the buﬂd.inc in passing,
they could see into the open window.of
the billiards-room. They would not
have been surprised to see the “bad-

hat” of Oakshott in that apartment,
for the fellow was absolutely reckless,

and did not seem to care whether he
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was spotted or not. - But three of the
four, at least, were quite surprised to
see him sit!ing in the open window,
smoking a cigarette, in full view of any
passers-by.

They stopped and looked at- him.
Tunstall returned their look with a
sneer on his sallow fdce, and blew out
g little cloud of smoke. And at the same
moment a stately and imposing figure
¢ame into view from the direction of.
Oakways. - It was Dr, Osborne, the
headmaster of Oakshott School.

Study No. 8 caught their breath as|ing in

they saw him. -In about a minute the
Head would reach the spot where they
. Tunstall would be right under
his eyes sitting smoking at the window
of the billiards-room in the Peal of
Bells.  The fellow was under suspicion
already; he seemed to have gone out of
. his way to get himself a bad name at
Dakshott. Now he was fairly asking
for-it! If he saw the Head coming in
the distance, it had no effect on
He sat and smoked. Study No. 8 stared
at him, astonished at his nerve and
pudence.

* Pje made a movement, If ever Por-

him by the arm,

“Hold on, you ass!" The Head can
see us!” he breathed.

“I don't care! I'm going to give
him the tip!”

“You're not, ass! The Head—"

“I jolly well am!” reforted Pie.

He jerked his arm awny from Harvey
and ran towards

a hasty grab at him, uid nwissed.
“Oh, the goat!” hissed Banks, _

Len Lex said nothing. He stood and |

} watched. To his three comrades it
. seemed that Tunstall, reckless as he
- Was, could not possibly know that the
-~ Head was coming up the road. To the

e
Schoolboy Detective it secmed other-
wise. Ever sincz ‘Tunstall had been at
Oakshott, the nephew of Detective-
Inspector Nixon, of Scotland Yard,
had wondered, perplexed and puzzled,
why the tellow 50 persistently asked for
trouble. - But he had guessed the rea-
son at last. And he knew—what his
comradcs did not think of guéssing—
that no warning would cause the. bad
hat” of Oakshott to get -out of slght
as the. Head came by.

Dr. Osbern ad séen the four stand-
the mad He gaw Porringe de-
tach himself from the other three and
cut towards the, forbidden building. He
irowx;ed and quickened hls stately pace
& little.

Unheeding, Pie dashed up: to the
window.

“You dirty tick!” he. gas
ven't you any sense‘l Bnck out of
sight—the Head's

Tunstall did not even remove the
cigarette from his mouth.

“Rot!” he answered,

“I tell you, the Big Beak will be along
in a minute or less!” gasped Pie. “Do
‘you want to be bunked, you \frywpy
Swab?”

“Mmd your own busmess"‘
ed at him. There was no
time for talk, if the black sheep was
not to be spotted—no time to convince

him of his danger. Only prompt action
could save him, i

Instead of speaking again, therefore,
Pie clenched his fist and hit the fenow
in the window a xmghty smite under;
the car and sent him toppling over.

There was & yell, and Tunstall dis-

Pie loaked round breathlessly, - Had
he been in time? !

He had]

med sgalnst open-
untenanted window. - Tunstaﬂ. spmwl-



"Oh! Yes, xlr" gan:ad Pie. He
hurried back to th

hoo!.

Study No. 8 exchanged glances, The
fat was in the fire now!

ABKING FOR THE BACK!

and from the prefects. lh-vedoubwd

very seriomsly you co
mmmumem M
1 Tyself witnessed your conduct,
mmhmﬂmhcrdcmbh You will
he ‘Osakshott,

" “=You will now,” continued the Hi
‘walk back to the school with me.
shall write to your grandfather, g

S and to-morTow
‘ﬂln Until then, you will be M
t-room. Follow me,

uwenn 'm
kum. ' that's that!

fathead!” said Pie.

He's B“#“lg

"1
uoiuuhmumml-
cnbet T it ook
ke 1817 -
“He's got. i, anghiow!”. said Len
e
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“you to keep an eye on
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thick, overhanging branches in Oak-
ways Wood, and sat watching the lane
in front of him. It was half an hour
before a boyish, athletic figure swung
out of the lane into the woodla.nd
track, stopped by the car, and grinned
cheerlly at the man from Scotland
Yard.

“Sorry to hav: kept you Waltmg,
Bill!” said Len, &s he stepped in and
sat down beside his uncle. “You've
run in a lot of burglars in your time,
Bill,” he went on, “and you must have
picked up some of their ways. Feel
like cracking a crib with me?”

Bill Nixon looked at his nephew.

“Talk sense!” he suggested.

“Talking it!” assured Len. “To
come down to brass facks, Bill, we're

winding up the case to-day. You may | it.

need 2 jemmy, and you'll certainly need
thgh k’zs,ndcuﬂa I hope you've got
both!

“You're winding up the case to-day,
are you?” sald Mr. Nixon. “This is
my first information that there’s a case
to wind up. What is

“Klidnapping, ﬂlegal detenl:ion, and
fraudulent impersonation, Bill!”

Bill Nixon looked hard and long at
his nephew. Len Lex gave him
cheerful wink, and the mspector
grunted.

“Let’s know what you mean, if you
mean anything,” he sald. “I asked
Eric Tunstall
at your school. Have you done so?”

“Nol”

_“And why not?” demanded Bill
hotly.

“Because I haven’t seen him there.”

“¥ou haven’t seen him!” said Mr.
Nixon. “Have you forgotten all I said

. to you the day before you went back?”

“Bing it over again w me, Bill, and
Il see if I remember.”

“You ass!” . Mr. Nix
breathed hard “I told you that old
Sir Gilbert Tunsta!l asked my"advice

about his grandson Eric. The boy was
expelled from ‘}’ns schoo!, Higham, in
, for

l.ng, pub-hauncing, all sorts of shndy

things. He protested his innocence,
and stated his belief that his cousin
Herbert Varney, also 2 Higham boy at
that time, hnd somehow fixed the evi-
dence on him. I saw the hoy,
liked him, and thought there mi h';
be something in it—all the more
cause-if the old man got fed tp with
him, he was likely to cast him off, and
the Tunstall tomme would go to the
other grandson.”

“I remember,” smiled Len, “and 1
said that if such a game was on,
schoolboy, even a really bad egg.
couldn’t lay such a scheme on his own *
a.mi there was an older hand behind

“Oh, you remember, do you?"

something
in Tunstall’s story and decided to glva
the boy another chance He used
his influence with the governors of
Oakshott, to get him into a new school,
with 'no questions: asked, Aaa,tota.l
stranger there, he had a chance .of
washing out what had happened and
starting fresh. Varney—if Varney
really had done him any harm .at
Higham—had no chance of doing any,
more, as he was sent abroad with a'
travelling tutor—a Mr. Stacey. Young
Tunstall’s future prospects hung on
how he turned out at Oakshott. If he
was sacked, as he had been
Higham, ¥ was the finish for him.
‘That's why I asked you to keep an eye

on him, you young rascal!

“You're getting shirty, Bill!” mur-
mured Len.

“Well, why haven't you?” demanded
Bill. .“I there was any truth in young
Eric’s tale, there was some crook be-
hind Varney at ngham planning the
thing, as you . Varney’s
safe abroad wnh h!s tutor, but that
crook might have tried on some game
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at Oskshott—not mnely. perhnps, but
there was a chance of it, and I

case, Billl” replied Len, “A
mnum llbh'lmlnteﬂxst
day of term Mindfi my dear
uncle’s instructions I gl\led my eyes
on that sportsman first shot!”
“You kl.lm!.nute agu, that you'd
nevernemm
mﬂymﬂﬂe!"

bounds—disgraceful  blighter

m‘mmmnblew! He not only

deaerved the sack, mBm
Leonard

d
brougm it oﬂ at last, Bill!

“No doubt about the facts?” he
asked. 5

THE SACK!

i e S sy
cad wo ve un
other fellows helped him

That's
why 1 was late at this merry meeting.
Hnlf an hour agn, I watched the Big

Beak spotting smoking at -the
window of & pub—slmn there, Bil,
to be spotted! The Head’s walked him

the morning.
“He the game,” added Len,
‘“go far his backer!

solutely certain 3
Varney is this time with his
Jolly X4 tutor, Bill»”

“Suppased {o be—there must be
lettersl" grunted the inspector.
“Easy enough to wangle. I suspect

that Vnmey is nearer home! I rather
think that the tutor will tum out 3o
be the er woodpile.

how, th p called Tunstall &t -

m,
“That the whole packet?” asked BilL
“My dear old bean, I'm only
ning,” smiled Len.

man t second train ted to
keep him out—man who was travelling
with one other passenger, a

let old Mﬂn é‘:‘;" nam‘x):
man let ol gol

im, and the chap said he was &

furth

stopped at a station, and the man
pitched old Pie's bag out. Ple had to
jump after it, and the man pushed
nverwhmhemedmx:tuﬂ. Bo
Ple lost his second train, and trickled
mmlﬂﬂ"

nfp L\lthhuleadmgtomb-
safd Mr, Nix

#
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“That remark, Bill, shows how they
lish up their intellects at Scotland
ard!” assented Len. “You're right
on the mark. Hearing that Tunstail
m& Pie jumped to it that the

w he had met in the train was
'nmmn, lnd lmvlng taken a liking

been stuffing Pic to
s leg pulled. But sincé then—"
“The real Tunstall?”

wi
“Guessed it in onel” sald Len ap-

“You're getting as
as your nephew, Bill. That man

“Um!" grunted Bill
"'mr{ed out of Oakshott, Amey
drops his Tunstall name, hikes off

abroad with his tutor, and comes back
when wanted,. looking as if butter
wouldn't melb"m his mouth—heir to

“And the real Eric?”

“Kept safely parked all the time.
Old bean Hears that hes

“Nobody!” said Bill. “But they’
have to let him go sconer or later:*

d

“Um!” repeated Bill
"B poae. after ‘a long time, they
He hikes home, lnd

. tlnd.s the old ‘bean with a fixed belief
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right, it means that the tutor, stacey
—the man Varney's supposed to
abroad with—is in the plot. And e
would have to keep in touch with
young rascal at Oakshott. That mee.ns
stolﬁléu}g somewhere in this neighbour-

“Quite!  They're on visiting terms
—official!” grinned Len.

“And he would have fo keep the
kidnapped boy under his own eye,”
went on “That means that
young Eﬂc is near Osakshoft all the
time, it Stacey—'

“I'm pleased witn you, Bill!” sald
_Len Lex gravely. “The way you work
a tmng out, when it’s ag plam a8 a
pike ? _does credit Seotland

Detemve-mspemr William Rixon
gave -his' hephew ‘a glare.
“It you m‘eaﬁ: that you've spotted
" he

gan. S
“I mean,” said Len, “that if you'll

drive me to Greenwood, I'll take you
to the place. Ill tell you the rest, old
man, while youre endangering the
public safety on the King's highway!”

Mr, Nizon, grunting, started up.
The car slid out into Oakways Lane,
turned into the Greenwood road, and
buzzed off in the direction of Green-
wood.

CHAPTER 2.
Bill the Burglar!
NOCK: Knock! Knock! The
sound echoed through the lonely
Greenwood Down. It echoed over the
weedy, ill-kept garden and through
the swrrounding trees. But, save for
the echo, there cama no answer.
Detective-Inspector Nixon grunted,
.and released the knocker.
“Nobody at homel” he said.
“Which is exactly,” remarked Len
Lex, “what I expected! The man
wes away from home at this time
yaberday, and I rather think he is
eften from home. Greenwood -is not

- exelting place, bub it must be

THE SACK!

an agreeable change in the evening,
1ro; Robinson Crusoe
would tire -of permanent quarters in
this spot.”

Grunt from theinspector.
stood at the gate. The gate was
locked, and Bill Nixon had clambered
over it with his nephew. That was
not a wholly satisfectory proceeding

His car

-to & guardian of the law.

“We're trespassing here!” he said.

“Quite!” agreed Len. ‘Buf that's

nothing compared to what we're going
to do, Bill!”

“Are we?” said Bill.

“We are!” said Len. “Look at it,
Bill, with the keea eye that has so
long been a terror to jolly old evil-
doers!  The beaky blighter who turned
old Pie off his train that day lives

his bike.
ever, pitched old Pie off his bike to
keep him away from here—and bagged
a big hiding in the dorm for the same.
Not without a motive, Bill! What's
Tunstall's connection with the man—
the man who turned Pie off the train,
and travelled on alone with the lad
who said that he was bound for Oak-
shott, but never turned up there? Bill,

old bean, do you wantme to spell it
out in words of one syllable?”

Grunt, from Biil.

“This way!” sald Len brightly.

Doubtfully, the inspector followed
him round the lonely house. Every
window was shuttered; every shutter
locked on the inside. If the vulture-
nosed man had a secret to keep, he
guarded it carefully.

Len stopped at the window of a back
room. It was the window at which the
Oakshott fellows had knocked the.day
before when they were in search of the
elusive Pie, and had tried in vain to
get an answer from the silent house.
The wooden shutter at that wmdow,
like the rest, was closed and fast.
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“Now lend me your ears,” sald Len:
‘t‘ge banged at the shutters as well as

door to make that
answer, if he was there. HAe ﬁf}
mebody was,

sound, as If a fellow could bardly

~a creak of a chair. A puasgle af the

time, Bxﬂ.tbut Do puzzle sinc: I've
SPOTtEmMAN’S- at Oak-

shott and “tumbled to it that thej;

genuine’ Eric ‘is parked somewhere
round about.
“You see, Bm. this place is jolly{his
or that reason by our
friend with t.he beak strangers
somretimes happen A prisoner
couldn’t be left free tc yelL I think,
old man, that every time that hard nut
o1

in his car, heﬁxelupmboudﬂ'
that ’t. hand out any back-chat
ifa caller- knocks at the door.
What?”

“If1” said Mr. Nixon.
“Wash out the ‘ifs,’ Bill!” sald Len.
“We're here to burgle, not to talk about
I must remind you that I am a

mmwatoammnl.uw I
lines from & bealk”

wmwmmm

time he leaves the bouae?"

“Could he do anything eise?”

“Not it—"

“Iffing again, Bill!” said the wehool
boy &uct.we reproachfully. * With

your iffing, I begin to doubt whether
youw'll ever be Chief Commissioner at
Scotland Yard, even with my assist-

“I don't know,” Mr. Nixon
“why I don't take you

sald

5
“Youre getting shirty again, Billl
That's & mistake! Nowﬂ,'ynxtenl"

his . knuckles, Len knocked
wooden . shutter.

Are you

to burgle tter, or n.re you kav-
mgittomlmprwt!sedhandotyour
innocent nephew'

Mr. Nixon d.rew a deep breath wnd
answered: .

“All this f5 distinctly against. the
law. If it's & mares-nest—"

“Then you can run yourself in for

burglary,” suggested Len. “You can
call me as a witness to your guilt.”

“It’s perfectly clear to me,” said Bill,

“that they don’t thrash the Fifth Farm
boys . i X shal) set
uyea'm-ﬁn'imsinmm

“Done!™ sald Len

Possibly Defective-Inspeetor William

Nixon had plcked up knowledge of the

cracksman’s art rom hu des.llngs wlth
that fraternity.

events, when he aeased to raise nbiw—
tions, and pror,eeded to action, i
not take him

the glass. covered by a,

{felonious 1
marked Len, "lsno luuger needed! An

crash! Shattered - glass flew and
ttered under Len's jabbing elbow.

Bﬂl Nixon sald nothing, but _his;look
'was. expressive. Len reached v,m-ough.

| elbow will do the rest.

g the neck, ’Lm, and bang your cheeky
ead against that shutter.”

found a catch, and unfastened it.
puxhedupmeloweraash. mmm
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the blind, and two heads were put into
the room. Len looked with confident
eye—Bill with & doubtful scrutiny.
‘Then he gasped at what he saw.

Len was in at the window in a twink-
ling. The inspector followed him more
slowly, but actively, all doubts gane
now. By the time he was in, Len was
already

d

‘!aced boy-he had met on '.he train the

first day of term—the boy who had told
him that he was coming to Ogkshott,
and who had never come. = But the
pleasant face was pale and worn now—
two or three weeks of imprisonment in
lonely house: had told on the kid-

His eyes fixed a.fximst wildly on the|,
rescuers. -Len cut the cords and un-
fasteried the gag that was jammed in
theprisoner’s mouth. The bcy in the
‘chair panted.

“The brute fixes you up hke that
every time he goes out?” asked Len.

“Yes!” the boy panted,

“You hear that, Bill?”

Bill did not heed. His eyes were fixed
on the pale face—a face he had last
seén at Tunstall Hall, in Yorkshire,
And the boy knew him. His pale face
broke into a smile.

“Youe Inspector Nixan,” he sald.
“You came to see me at my grand-
father’s. Bless you for finding me
here, Mr. Nixon!”

Bill coughed.

“You're Enc Tunstall, I fancy?” re-
marked Lel

"Yes.

es, that is my name. That

te—tmt villain—I don't know who
h~ is—brought me here——"

“He got you on the train, first day
o!; term?”

«did you know?’ The hoy
“You're not the Oakshott chap
wssin the camnge “The brute gof
en—a.ll ofa sudden—,

THE SACK!

ib was chloroform; I think—" The
boy shuddered. “I don't know how he
got me off the frain unnoticed—might’

have madg out that I'd fainted or some-
thing—I ‘don’t know. I never knew
anything ti1 1 woke up in a car coming
here. ‘Mr., leon don’t know how to'
thank you. I ean’t imagine how you
found me heré—but you have—how'can
I ever thank you engugh?”

“Scotland Yard gets there every

time, old thing!” said Len Lex gravely
“Bill’s never been beaten

Which remark earned the Schuo]‘bay
Detective a- petrifying” glare from
William Nixon,

CHAPTER 21,
Timo to Cut!
'UST in timel” said Ple, slipping his
arm through Len’s, as the Oak-

shott fellows went into Hall for roll-
call. “Where have you bheen? We
mIssed you in Oakways.”

“I met & man I knew, and he gave
me a ride in his carl” explained Len,
whose chums did not know he was a
detective.

The Fifth Form master, calling the
roll in Hall, did not call Tunstall’s
name, That name was already erased
from the Form list. When roll was
over, most of the mm: gathered in the
senior day-room, dist mstall’s
expul.slon Everybody agreed that it

as exactly what he might have ex~
pected from the way he had carried

Len did not join his comrades in the
day-room. He loitered in the passages
till a favourable moment when no eye

was on him, then slipped into the corri-
door that led to the punishment-room.

The door of that dreaded apartment
was locked, the key on the outside.
That any Oakshott fellow would ever
ventyre there and turn that key had
probably never occurred to Dr. Osborne.
But Len turned it, opened the door, and
stepped in.
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He shut the door after hfm and stood
looking at the fellow who had been
“Tunstall

at Oakshott. The hld bert Vi

ed
hat of the Fifth was sprawling 8
chair smoking a clgarette—his suppl.v
of smokes, appu‘ently, not
taken away when he ln." He
gave Len Lex a stare o! uwn!shment

“What the dickens do you want?”
he asked.

“The pleasure .ul your nocmy for a
few mlnutes." d Len. -
throw that lmnke away, you m-m—
the Head isn't here to see it.”

The expelled Fifth Former gave him
8 quick, lurtive look.

“Do ¢ think!wnnt him to see it,
you rool?" he mutte

“T know you do! You want to keep
‘him up to the mark, in case he thouxht

“Your game here,” went on Len, in
the same quiet tone, “is known, Het-
‘amey—and um. game is up!
Detective-Inspector Nixon, of Scotland

nrd. 18 driving up to Yorkshire, taking
Eric Tunstall home to his grandfather.
But he has left at
Greenwood. are here in an

can | Plighter was the worst of the two, and
youwemumnnhltoolumythln(
mmrmdnmluywl-re.l‘m

‘Mgg -h hy- Th
“You—hoW—Why—m" e  young
‘helplessly.

of going easy.” egd {gr him, con!els’l the wih‘:h thing,
“1 don’t understand you—" Al o) on mercy.
“T think you dol” said Len. *But|Stacey will g0 to pr may gst

I'll make it pmn. I've come here to
to you, because there's still time
for you to cut without a pollcemuns
hand on your shoulder, and—as
Oakshott man—I don't want that to

sage, and the door’s unlocked! You've
choose.”

“I'l tell -you! The pollog are in
charge at the house on the dawn Dear
the Greenwood road.”

The black sheep of the Fifth bounded
from his chair. The cigarette dropped
to the floor. He stared at Len Lex lbe
colour draining from his face.

“What?” he muttered hoarsely.
“What?”

“Eric Tunstall has' been found
there,” said Len quietly, “and that
blighter with the beaky nose—whose

kKidnapp! m‘: now in a cell a‘l
a
Greenwood Polioe Btnnon."
‘The wretched schemer gazed at him
wild eyes.

|

can, and will, do anything for

you, you've no time to lose.”

Varney gave a groan.
g "Th—exl: u.ue-u ouﬂtolict, was all his

loing—he put me up at Higham.
H2 planned it all here—"

“1 know all thafl Never mindl Go
while tha going’s good.”

corner at end, he lingered—and &

few. minutes later heard the sound ef

m opening window. He walked away
to join his friends in the day-room.

At prep that cvenmglnstudyNo 8
WOrk Was suspen w_and
then, for discussion of the excm.ng topic
of an expulsion in the Fifth.
prep, however, there was a s&ul
exciting topic. Cayley of the Pl!th
btrzed the door open, md put an ex-
cited face into Study No.

“You fellows heard?” he gasped.

"Vglch and what?” asked Lep, with .
a B¢ S

a
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*“That man Tunstall—bolted!
“Bolted!” repeated Harvey, Banks,

and Porringe with oue voice.

1

ley. “By gum, you !

neck} have

me d unlocked the door.

how, it wes found open, and & win-

dow the too. And Tun-

stall’s in House—he’s gonel”
t walt to be bunked in the
1~ sald with 5 whistle.

“Who eould have let out?”

"Nobody seems to kndw!  Scmebody
dla! He's boited!”

"*Etio anawers whol” hgreed Banks.
‘And Harvey nodded.

was reading a letter [ Stall

. Ian Lex, who
from his Uncle Bill, did not speak. The
Detective was reading that

etter with considerable satisfaction. It
was?

told him that the vulture-nosed man,
Stacey, was_booked to take his trial
and that Eric

¥
i

THE. SACK!

“Ehl” Lewlooked up. “Any news?”
“Oh, you never hear 1 sald

out
that his ndme was't Tunstall at all”

_ *You @'t say sol” ejaculated Len.
#1 jolly well do!” affirmed Ple, “His
name was Barney—I think it was
—no, Varney—that’s

Carney-

i, Varmey! Well, this fellow Barney-
I mean, Vamey—came here
bimselt Tunstall, and
TIOW, eXcept Yor-~you never
thing.

“Pm waiting for
man!” gaid Len meekly.

calling
everybody knows
know any-
to tell me, old
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son—or Dixon, I forget which—rooted
him out all right. And Il tell you
fellows what I think!” went on Ple. “I
Jolly well think that man Tunstall—I
mean Bamey—no, Varmey—that man

Varney somehow got wind that they’d|
3

That’s what I think, now—now we've
got the whole story, you know.”

“You're the man for thinking things
out, Pie, old chap!” said Len Lex ad-
miringly.

m“But who'd have thought it?” said
.

Nobody at Oakshott
would have guessed it, what?”
*“Nobody!” agreed Harvey and Banks.
And Len Lex, deep once more in his
Uncle Bill's letter, made no remark!

CHAPTER 29,
“ Beforo 'm umua
n Lex, Harvey,
Ild Banks, of tbe Oakshott Fifth,
€ Porringe appeared suddenly in
che d.oorwzy of the bicycle-house, where
the School! boy Detective was doctoring
-8 punc
Pie was pmtmg for breuh Evi-
dently he had been He paused
in the doorway to cast a quhk shnse
over his shoulder. Then he stepped in.
“You howling assi”
“What are you-doing here?”
“Eh? I want my bike, of course!*
answered Pi
“But you 're Ln detention this after-
noon!” howled B:
“I'm jolly well notl" said Ple.
“Oh!” sald Len Lex. “If you're let
off, goodl You can come along to Trant

“l've let myself off!” explained Ple.

Mdnmn"‘“‘

59
“But l’m jolly well not commg '.o
Trant, g down

t's rather lmpo

“Important enough to break deten-
tion for?” asked Harvey. ‘

“Quite!”

“You goat!” said Banks. “You're
not going to break detention. It might
mean a flogging.”

“I'm chancing that!” said Ple.

“Are you?” said Ba.nk.s grimly. He
s&epped between Pie and the doorway
—and Harvey stepped bemeen Ple and
the bicycle-: st d. Len Lex laid down a
tube of solution and -stood ready to
back up either of them that might re-

d | quire his aid.

Breaking detention was a
matter—much too serious far Pie’s loynl
chums to let him get away with it, if
they could hejp it. They had been feel-
ing very sorry for poor old Ple, stuck in
detention that glorious afte:
able to join them ina blke spin qver t.he
Sussex downs, with ginger-pop and cake
at the Rotunda, in Trant. But they
were not letting him ask for trouble to
this extent. Pie, as 2 hunter of trouble,
had few equals, but Study No. 8 were
uways yrepa.red to save him from him-

"I say. dont you chaps play the
goat!” said Porringe. - “I've dodged
away all ﬂxht but T'm due in detention

now, and I may be missed any minute.
I‘ve cot to get qut quick.”

“You've got m get in qu.lckl" u!d

head. “What t|

“That would be too late!” explained
Ple. “Im meeunx tha four o'cloek
train from Greenwood.’

“You're notl” Banks—and
Harvey gave him a shove on the ehm
as he made a stride towards his

“Look here,” roared Ple, llyouwanb
me tgullmock ymxl' silly head off, Hn,rvey.
you
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“Pathead!” said Harvey.
“I want that bike!” roared Ple.
“Go on wanting!”
Ple tame on sgain, He was in &
hurry. A fellow dorlzlns out of detaen
a

11

pianed his arms. i
go!” yelled Ple. “Lex, you

head, | ! I punch your head,
Banker! 1 tell you Fm going to—
‘Whoop!”
d’nxey slammed him ‘tﬁe.wqﬂ
.&mmwmm Plé leatied
on the wail and spluttered.

“Not to-day, old man!” sald Len

“Any other day—-"

“You sll ass! Any other day won't
do, when Yuu‘ngs coming to-day, you
dummy|” panted Ple.

- Youns?" repeabed Len.
games-m:

“The new

€8,
tell Ol!phmt tlut he was coming
the four o'clock train, so I'm going to
meet him—gee?”
“Blessed 1f I seel” said Harvey
blankly. “You dont know the man,
do you?”

“I'm going to!” said Ple. “Old Bully
ommended him here

fcéf rather pleased at a fellow ta.klng
the trouble to hike along and
at the station—what?”

ABKING - FOR THE SACK!

Bullivant, mmsskr of Oakshott,
was easily the mx popuhr master in
the school. Everybody at Qakshott was
sorry that he was golng away—except,

mmenﬂy

“] -mean to say, I like old Bully, of
course, but he’s no end of an ass,” said
Pie. “He's got no judgment. I think

I shall have a better chance with the
new man, Old Bully really knows no
more about a man's form at cricket
than you do, Harvey.”

“En?” 3 of tha
Pifth Form eleven, fancled that he
knew something about cricket. He

knew-too much, at all events, ever to
play Pie in the Form elevenl

“The new man may
aense." Went on Pie.
noti e specially among
fellown, but 1f T meet him at the station
W enhebmwuduu.md !lvehlms
little special attention, and all that—
See? He will have his eye on met He
will know me! Sort of getting in on the
ground floor, if you know what I
mean!”

Pie's friends gazed at him, uncertain
whether to laugh or to weep. Ple was
not aware that his
to make a
but eve: else in
Pifth knew it. And for this great
scheme, Ple was going to break deten-
tion—and risk a flogging!

“Now stop wasting time,
"xmmvetonnmm-,m,ut
start’ now—but I've got to
before I'm spotted.” And he made a
stride at his bike again.

‘Three pairs of hands fastened on him
like three steel vices. Len and Banks
took his arms, Harvey appropriated his
collar. They jerked him away from the
him | bicycle-stand to the doorway.

“Will you leggo?” yelled Ple, strug-

manfully.

“What I me » said Ple, “it's| “It's no good talking to youl” sald
nﬁ;erﬁatrokenfmck. old golng Len. “Don’t you worry about Mr,
your cricket. Hell

%nmmﬁh
jaculated the three. “Mr.

mmoe it fust enough. Your game
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could never pass unnoticed, old chap—
it’s the sort of thing that
eye. Just now you're going into deten-| was
tion. Come onl”
“I'm going out!” roared Ple. -
“Wrong preposition—youre going

m”
- Red with wrath, gasping for breath,
considerably uni dishevelled,

ge of the nrrlved at, the
of the ttle !.Me
but better late than never!

“You are late, Porringel” said the
“Five minutes

master.
ringe! Go into the Pormnnm. md
-lose no more time, P
Pienvtmnmend:aw'l ring,
devastating look, and went into the
Form-room. His friends walked nwny,
h have saved hlm from bad|pe
‘Ten minutes ﬂwy were
in the saddle, l

Len
the saddle, mererare. the chums slogged
Trant Hill ol

143
ntoot.;hkm an old gentleman whose
was riding it. Really, they couldn't,
and wouldn't!
Thothmehndbeenmundbycrm
wood Down, and
mnm,longhmupwmf.whce
they were going to stop at the Rotunda

0 dismount o)
ving his pedals with
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The pleasant old High Street of
Trant had never seemed so pleasant as
it did when it dawned, at last, on the
eyes of the determined but weary three.
In the early afternoon, the street in
the little Sussex country town
mered in sunshine, the plue Iooldng
half-asleep, as it generally di
on market days did Trant wake up a.nd
look lively, and it was not market day
Three or four people were seated at
little tables under the aprmdlng nnk

Benk stood, policeman was|
slowly and mlemnly btunhing a gnat off
his nose. Other signs of life were few.

Ahead of the Oakshott fellows the
into the High

0
Street, obviously not in the least fagged
by his ﬂdﬁ. Tn]gsd to the llmlt. the

o trundle till they
reached the Rotunda and thete in im-
miense relief, they got down.

“That old ass is keeping on!” re-
muked Harvey. “Anyhow, we were
going to_stop here The old chump
hasn't beacen us.”
“No—he's stopp!ng qu' said Len.
“He's gone on to the

“The corner where the bank stood was
about fifty yards on past the Rotunda.

Outside the building the old johnny
stopped  and got off his bike. easy
movements_showed that he was not
1ntlgued. which was really su

in view of his age, when the Os.kshott
fellows were tired to the bone.

Having alighted, the silver-haired
gentleman swung his bike round, before
he lodged the pedal on the kerb, evi-
dently to place it ready for returning
the-way he had come when he had got
through his business at the bank. It
was & large machine, but he twirled it
m\md as if it had been a feather. Un-

‘omamon strength was packed som
/whu'e within that venerable exteﬂor

. Leaying it okltddlon the gldkgeed“ the
pamement; johnny w: 8across
© $0-¥he bank, mounted the grantte steps,

THE SACK!
pushed opm the swing doors, and dis

s&\d rvey. “I hope I shall

be as heﬂ.y as that when I get to a
undred! For goodness’ sake let’s sic

down, before my legs drop oﬂ’

They bunched their maclnnes against

the trunk of the oak, pped into

chalrs at one of the m,ue tables. A

waiter brought ginger-beer and cake.

Never had the foaming meel‘-lg?g been

s0 welcome. Len was raising glass
‘when from up street came a sudden
sharp port. n was followed Immedi-
ately by anothe

“What the thump—" ejaculated
Len. He jammed down his glass and
stared round. It sounded like a motor
back-firing—but there was no car to
be seen In the High Street of Trant.

The next moment he knew what it
was, and he bounded to his feet, lm

eyes ablaze with sudden excitement
doors of the bank burst

am
bank. The old johnny
shouted to him:
"Qll!(:kl Help! A hold-up!”
The constable passed him with a
rush, and disappeared into the bank.
old 1o!mny crossed the pavement
quickness, threw himself on
hil bike, and shot away In & moment,
he was passing three startled
Fifth Formers of Oa.ksholt stand!.nx
astonished under the oak at
Rotunda.
“A—a hold-up!” stuttered Harvey.
“Bank-raider!” gasped Banks.

Len Lex, swifter on the uptake,
made a leap into the road—but, swift
e-| as-he was, he was not in time. The
old johnny shot past, and pedalled on
madly out of Trant. From the bank a

bare-headed man came and
shouting :

|
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“Stop him! - Stop him! Bank raid!
man—that gml"

Lex ed his bike awayla
from the oak, threw a leg over it as he
rashed

1t into the road, and shot away
after the man with the silver hair,
leﬂlng his comrades staring and gasp-
ing. Utterly unexpectedly, professional
business had turned up for the School-
boy Detective. He shot away like an
arrow, and Harvey and Banks were left

the corridor, he was not in the quad—
¥ -TO0M windo'ul:‘l;

eye.
easy, but & fellow had to get clear.
Luckily, not 2 man of the Sixth was

g

master’s nose. Still, if his beak
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-of the games while Mr. Buluvlnt was

50 far—only that he was a younzmm
who took temporary posts at schools| —
when a regular member of the staff was
away. He hoj that Mr. Yom would
have more perception than old Buny
When the four o'clock train hwd

rom Greenwood, nobody W] a.!.‘g
!rvm it could possibly have been taken
for a games master. Mr. Young had
mt.uberall,eombymtum

This was
ritating.
“for the next two trains to arrive, but
Mr, Young was on neither of them. It
‘was then half-past five, and Ple
that the new sports master must have
changed -his mind and

Young hadn't come.
M up and furious, Porringe walked
to Ol.kshcm. feeling a strong dul.re
not to e himself to Mr.
-Young, but to boot that unoﬂendlns
young man all over Sussex !

“The ass! The fathead! The
ehumpl"md?uovermdmleﬂn.
as he trailed wearily back to the school.

" He walked in with a glum brow.
Almost the first person he met was Mr.,

“¥es, sir!” said Ple dispiritedly. He
could have faced this with equanimity
if he had carried out his plans. It was
-hard to have to face it for nothing—
very hard!

“I was surprised, Porringe—very
much astonished—to find that you

on grimly. the
master, clearly, was

THE BACK!

had left the Form-room. This
Porringe! I make allowances for
you, a3 the stupidest boy in

my Form

«En
-nmummuoecnr-wn.xm
report you to On the
t you will

present occasion, Pornnge
write out a Gccrg!c from Virgil.”

“Oh, crumbs!” said Pie, as he trudged
on dispirif to the House, the horn-
rimmed glasses gleammg severe disap-
proval after him.

CHAPTER 32,
Under Fire!
EN LEX rode out of Trant like the”
wind. Behind him the old H.lgh
Btreet was in & buzz dee .
roar. Exciting events were few And n.r
M'een in the quiet country town. A
bsnkbold—upwulnewth!nglnm
sleepy history—new and wildly strange
St nd e gy e ek
excited an e y were
“The " bank robber

there was, for the moment, none—
though no doubt there would be & car
on the road before long.

Len had been tired after that drag
up Trant Hill. He f
silver-haired man, gol back the way
he had come, was shooting .down the

hill, and Len shot after him, the wind

come
fully—down it Len went at a pace that
blended the roadside trees and hedges
into a continuous film.

If he was not on the man
who fled, he was not losu:g—ami he was
hardly. twenty yards behind. His eyes
were on him—on the deceptive gleam
of the silver hair in the sunshine. He
eouldlnvszﬂnnadnnt if he had had
leisure for . He knew now, of
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gourse, that the silver halr, the white
moustache, and brows and beard were
& cunning disguise. He knew why the
old johnny had negotiated that hill
with such ease—it was because, under
that venerable exterior, he was.a young,
strong, active, and particularly ‘muscular
and vigorous man!

Only too well Len Lex knew that
now. Banks had remarked at the time
that perhaps. the man was not so oid
as he looked—and he wasn’t, by thirty
or forty years! That old johnny was,
quite probably, hardly ten years older
than Len—{ifteen years, at the most!

They had covered a mile at break-
neck speed when the old johnny glanced
over his shoulder, Len saw the glanc-
ing eyes grow fixed under the bushy
white brows. The man, seeing him,
knew that he was followed.

He might have supposed that a
schoolboy was riding recklessly down
the hill, unconnected with himor what
had happened in Trant. But perhaps he
had noticed Len before—scen him, per-
haps, with his friends, outside the
wRotunda, and guessed that he had
on his bike to pursue. Anyhow,
axxty of hls bsckwxmi stare

hsdnrcdtwc T0t8

!rom what: the :bapk ¢lé
shouted, he knew that a mst-
shot—perhaps’ twa; any
hold-up man, fiding for Hbsrty;
for IIIs.‘ wasxsrezxdy to: m 2:4
weapon for his safety. W
the hill at dizzy speed,
much danger in shooting, but Len kiew:
of what the villain was capable, and he
set his teeth as he spun on.

His game was to get clear of the town
in that- desperate rush, dodge into
cover, strip off his disguise, and conceal
or abandon the bicycle.

The Schoolboy Detective knew that
that must be his game. And but for
Len, he would have carried on un-
checked, unwatched, and in a totally
different guise appeared on the road
again, met his pursuers face to face un-
suspected—perhaps even joined in the
hunt for himself! For whatever he
looked like when his dl.sguue was re- -
moved, it was a that he
looked in his natural ute nnthlng
whatever like a silver-haired grant
father!

But with Detective-Inspectur Nixon's
nephew close behind, the man’s game
was not so easy to play. True,
merely some schoolboy or other in his

But the man knew that this
schoolboy was pursuing him—that he
would see, that he would tell what he
had seen!

‘Two miles flashed by almost at ths

| speed of an express train.

He knew that the bank-robber could{ Homl

not intend to keep to the highway. Cars

would soon be roaring in pursuit—the

telephone was already at work, and t.he
 roads would soon be watched and barr

to the fugitive. On a -bike he hed

lost -sigt
no chance whatever of ultimate escape.’ came frol
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'ru benk-raider had planned
naturally, on the
chnmthatmampnzwo‘ Beotland
ard mlghthlwentobem
the scene!l
Al‘mmemmhohdhﬂ. l‘nkhe
thick branches
under t.he whlsebmn. gblmnd l.nd
ittered unted

8 b
animal Buth.ﬂnotpnn

]

Eggg Egié
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¥
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tireless.
A woodcutter in sight
ahead, staring—amazed, no doubt, to

see a silver-haired o\d johnny
at such speed.

“8top thief1” Len yelled.
But the bank-raider was
man in a flash; Len
another, leaving him
few later

Cutter’s cart, the wheels the
uxuanmm'm The p
man braked -savagely, but barely
mped crashing into the rear or

and peered up the
h:ckbu’x‘he hnubuv man was Jn.mmlu

staring -at meunme hhckedm
wiy. To push the bicycle past it was
mouﬂ!b—todncthemmlnamld
through the trees and tangled thickets
almost impossible.

Len could guess that the hold-up msn
had intended to ride farther,
nmlyumuOlkwayl.befmlhn-

mm. Now he suddenly
b(cyc.lely!n;b the mmrg,pl into
y the
nM

'l‘henzxt Len was running up
the track, and he reached the cart
friativg snd rwlne as drine e

was

gw%&m He made a' few
Mmmxmmﬂh

farther; the chances a thousand to ene
against sighting the 6ld johnny agatn.
dun_gz&t:edhhmmmmm
eep in dusky wood, the
would be stripping off -that venerable

]

g

ii.ia

i

|

fixed | disguise, to appear later in the puhlic
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But that wos something—it was not
much! And the sooner the police knew
-what he had to tell the better. Len
ran back to his bicycle.

He called a hurried word to the

(14

looked round at them with a lack-
lustre eye! Porringe of the FPifth,
generally as merry and bright as any
man at Oakshott, looked as if he was
exploring the deepest depths of the

woodcutter in passing, mounted his|abysses of dolefulness.

machine, and rode back the way he had
come as fast as his tired legs could drive
the pedals.

Breathless, he came out on the high

Trant, a police-inspector an
stable in it. They were after the hold-
up mkan and Len put them on the right
track.

“That,” said Harvey, “must be the
new mani”

The three Fifth Formers were coming
away from the bike-shed, when Harvey

gave a nod towards two men walking|I

and talking in the quad.
One was big, burly Bumvnnt. the
games-master; the other, a

man, slimmer than old Bully, but with
% They were | |

Old Bully was leaving
vening, and Study No. 8 were rather
intereeted in*Mr, Egerton Ymms who
. was to carry on in his place for the
next few weeks. But all they could see
v of him at the moment was that he
looked athletic, as they went on to the
House. He reminded them, however, of
Ple, whose scheme of meeting him at
Oakways Station they had—as they
supposed, at least—nipped so effectually
in the bud.

‘They found Pie in the study. He
was seated at the table, with a pen
i his hand, and a volume of Virgil
propped up against the inkstand. He

“What the thump,” said Len, “is this
game?”

Pie, apparently incapable of speech,
pointed to Virgil with his pen. His face
expressed sorrowful sadness, mingled
with a bitter hatred of P. Virgilius

0.
“You've got an impot?” howled
anks.

W

Pie nodded.

“You priceless goat!” said Harvey.
“Did you break out of detention after
—after we took the trouble to round you
up and run you in?”

Another dismal nod.

“Oh, you fathead!” sald Len. “Still,
suppose you expected an impot, at
m u’you played the giddy ox to that

Pie {ound his, voice.
“I vouldn mue about that,” he
had come off| But
and

n the
about a pul-nd raflway station s

an impot for my palos! What do you
leuows think of that for luck?”

Pie’s friends gazed at him. Then
they roared. They really did not mean
to be unsympathetic, but they could not
help it. For a fellow to break detention,
with no result but hanging about a rail-
way station for an hour and a half for
nothmg. was frightfully sad, but it had

its comic side, and it was just like Ple
—Ple all over! They yelled.
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"Ha ha, ha!”
“ Why, you silly asses!” exclaimed Pie
indignantly. “Think it's hmny?"
“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the
“Funny isn't the word for it. I.t’s 8
positive scream! Ho, ho, ho! You'll be
the death of us, Piel”
dj‘ﬂedghred at ti,h;em in saeechleﬂpi;:
guation. Then he jumped up, gras|
Virgil from the inkstand, and, brandish-

lngt.hat,greutpoeelnthesn rushed at |

his bilarious friends and ‘drove them
from the study, still yelling like hyenas.

i
CHAPTER 33
Lan Intérviews Mr. Young!
LEN LEX"
aemormdagm room, with a
thewindowhghadavlawolo!dsunv
'stevping mto a taxi with a suitcase in

)‘.en was sorry he was going, but he
thinking Mr. Egerton

was 3 oung,
who was to take his place for two or
t‘hree‘.'t hm;&el& So far, “'l'::%lmdx seen
n r. Young except a glimpse
of the back of his head when old Bully
was showing him round the school.
Len was wo! what Young was
hke. and whether he was, by chn.m)e
a good-natured and

suppressed a yawn. was getting a
n:e'llgrtuedofmewplcotmebankmﬁ
af

“You saw him, I hem'," said Hobbs,

with them,
when hs got away in the wood.”

badly hurt'—end
-whole bundles of currency

was ltting in the window wTh
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“You don't know what he realy
looked: like, t.h 2
“Only tha he had brown' eyes, a8
keen as a hawk’s.
“By gum,” said Hobbs. “If he really
was in disguise like that, he might be
wamng -about Tmnt tms very minute,
d nobody the

.;Q“M likely. A
“I say, I've heard that he got away
with a lot of stuff,” said Hobbs. “They
say that be fired two shots in the bank,
and knocked one man over with a
bullet—rather
dreds of pounds! I wonder whecher It’ll
be in the evening papers? Might get &
squint at one of the beaks’ papers when

they’re put in Common-room.
And Hobbs of the Fifth Walked off .
ith the intentlon of getting that

squint.”
ki Not a bad ides,” remarked Harvey.
“Td like t0 see——" 2
“Never mind that now,” said Len.
“Look here, about poor old Pie—*
“Oh, blow Piel” said Benks. “We
shall have to  keep out of the study $ill
prep. What did he ask for that Georgic
for, the silly goat?”
"I was wondering if Ymmg wuuld put
n a'word for Rim?” said
“Eh? Why should h&?" »
“\Vell, Pie got the Geotgic for going -
meet his - train. ’s

Georgio. for ume peﬂte
attention. ¥ he put in a word
Chalmers——"

“He might,” said Banks dubiously.

“Sporting chance, at least,” assented
He beo “I’dmePletogetoﬂﬂm
Geo rgXo Life won't be worth living in
Study No. 8 till he’s done it, and that
means a week, at least.”

Len Lex rose from the window-seat,

“No harm in mng it to: Young,
anyhaw,” he “I suppose I shall
find him in old Bully’s rooms.”
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Len left the day-room, and went up
the stairs to the upper corridor on
which Mr, Bullivant’s rooms opel
m t.apped ab the door of the smmz-

“came inl” called. a sharp, clear
voice, ‘quite. unlike qld* Bully’s gruff
bark, but much-less kindly.

I:en opened t.he door and steppsd in;

young man of athletic and pawerful
tmme WBS smndi.ng by the wlndnw

His face was rather handsome,

}(\tﬂe hard in outline, bis eyes very‘

“My baggage——" he began; and
broke oﬂ as he saw that Len was an
Oakshott fellow, Apparently, he had
ne of the household
bags.

He gave Len a nod and a smile,

“Come inl” he said. “What 1s it?”

Len came across the room towards
the window. Mr. Young gave a slight
. start as the light fell on his face. It

seemed to Len for 4 moment that the
fman knew and recognised him.

'L‘hat however, was scarcely possible,
‘Young had never been af k-

nhobb ‘School before that day. Bub it
a moment that the sharp

with keen peneh'nnnn,
o l&ns {aea. Then the young man
turned to the window, his profile to

“I hope it isn't-a cbeek o butt 1n on %

you like this, sir,” said Len. “T'm Lex
of the Fifth—-"

wds. “I have. heard of already | ©
—Bullivant mentioned you as- one of
his most promising e1s.

“That was very kind of

vane,mrl neemhmmspenxl’e
of mine—] of the
m om Ple~I mean Poryingehas

been looking to
mm.sir. He's mmwsg?mm

There was no | Oak
baggage of any sort to be seen in the
room, h

8.

and was very anxious to meet you when
you came—"

“He may have that pleasure when-
ever he pleases,” said Mr. Young, with
4 smile. “I have been here some time
clear | now—sgeveral hours, in fact!”

-~ “He heard that you were oommg by
the four o’clock train from G
Oakways Station,

to , Sir——
“That 15 correct,” assented
Young. “I walked from the sbatlon.

bup- I wu,here by half-past. four, i

your Iriend was-very anzious to
see me." "

50 asionished to hear this

that ms breo.\‘,h 'was nearly taksn away.

Pie had waited far three trains at

the

had come by the four o'clock train!

Pie, it was true, was every known
kind of a goat. But was it possible
that even Ple could have let the man
walk out of the station, under his very
nose, without spotting him?
‘The amazement in Len’s face drew

another Kkeen glance from erton
Young. He stared at the b
Fifth Former.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Len.

“That eﬂet Pie didn’t’ know you by
sight, but he told usthat nobody look-
ing the uut Db m 8
came by that
9T dm’iu
oung’s volce was
“What do. you mean, Lex? What are
you taliing about?”
“I was going to tell you, sir—Por-
went to meet your train at Oak-
ways this afternoon—'
‘The games-master started.

“My train—at Oakways!” he re-
ated.

“Yes; and from what ke's told us,
hewasatthemﬁmtnngbd ore the
comng] train came -in, looking out for you,”
said LP.XL "Yan Irust have walked by

#
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right under his nose and he never
noticed you.”

Mr. Young stood silent, his face
turned to the window.

Len was grinning now. Pie had
risked, or, rather, asked for, a Georgic,
by breaking detention to go down_to
Oakways and meet the new

0

It was the limit,
even for the goat of the Fifth!

Mr, Young turned to é/e.n again, His

THE SACK!

“I mean that he cut detention, sir,
to meet your train,” said Len, more
and more surprised. It came intn his
mind that he was not going to like
this Mr, Egerton Young. “That's why
T came to speak to you, sir. Our Form-
master, Mr. Chalmers, has given him
a Georgic for breaking out of deten-
tion.”

“How does that concern me?”

“Well, it doesn't, of comse sir." sald
we

Len “But
that is, T thought—that as he had ¢ done

expression was cold an
Len realised that he was not, by any
means, & good-natured man lke old
Bully. Pie's amazing blundering would
have made old Bully chuckle.

“Let me have this clear!” snapped
Mr, Young. “You say that this friend
of yours, Pomnge, went to the Station
to meet my trai

“Yes, the mur o'clock,” said Len.
“He watched it in and out again, and
never saw you—I mean, he never saw
anybody that could be taken for a
games-master. He was going to ask,
of course, if he saw a likely man. Must
have been watching with his eyes shut,
I suppose. He waited for two more
trains, and you never, cam course
yau didn't, if yow'd nlresdy come by the
four uclock and walked out of the
station.”

“And why,” asked Mr. Young, “hav
you come here to tell me this, Lex?”

Mr. Young's voice was very quiet, but
there was a tone in it that startled Len
a little. It was a tone of subdued
hostility. He realised that the man was
angry, though why it was hard to say.
‘There was nothlng in the episode to
make any man Len could
see. He would rather have expected
Mr. Young to be amused.

“It's on Pie's account, sir,” Len ex-

plained. “As it happens, he was in de-
bentmn this afternoon—'

“You have just stated that he went
to Oakways Station to meet my train,”
said Mr. Young harshly. 'What do

® | shoulders, tamed to

you mean? Explain yourself.”

it to meet you L 8t the station, sir, being
anxious to make your acquaintance,
you—you might put in a word for him
with Mr. Chalmers.”

“Nonsense!”

Len set his lips a little. A man nke
old Bully would have laughed at Pie’s
fathéaded proceedings, and very likely
done what he col for him. This
young man, only too clearly, was ng-
thing at all like old Bully.

“From what you tell me,” said Mr.
Young coldly, “the boy appears to be
& fool. 1If he broke out of detention
to meddle in what did not concern him,
I should certainly not think of interfer-
ing in the matter in any way.”

“Very ‘well, 8ir!” said Len quietly,
“I'm sorry T've hothered you.”

Mr. Young, with a shrug of his broad
the window again.
He did not give Len another glance as
the Fifth Former went out of the room.

CHAPTER 3,
Pio Sees Red!

THE fellows in the day-room burst
into a roar of laughter as Porringe
of the Fifth appeared in the doorway.
Pie, weary and worn, had come down

for a rest from Georgics. n?
ting near txme for prep, and a fellow
really had to have a rest between im-
pots and prep. So down came Pie, for
a little pleasant and genial company
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in -the day-room. He was ulte sur-
' prised when the fellows there bursh into
a roar-at his appearance.

‘m;wmts the joke?”, asked Pie, st-s.r

“You, old man—you!” “Cay-
“The richest joke ever] . What
‘wmﬁi Oakshott be without' you, you'
goat?™ - . 2
. “What indeed?” Eursled Ba.nks.
i Ple frowned, He w: ed
be!nz cousldered a geat but this was
r ing—especially after a fellow had
been grinding at
“You silly asses!” began Pie. *“If
youre sniggering over that dummy,
{ ¥oung; not coming by the train he said
i he was coming by, he's a silly goat,
! you like, for losing train memmn. It
{ wasn't my fault he didn’t c
“But he did!” shrieked Banks.

“Do ossly.
“It may be funny me sclcking there
walting for a man who never came,
though I don’t see it myself. But he

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Fle glared.
__ His friends had considered it rather
funny that Pie sh put in over an
hour and s half waiting at a railway
station for a man who

71
:“riﬂc? Formers. His face grew crimson
“He d!d"’ chartled ‘Harvey. “He did,
old man—he did!”
“Pour train st Oakwnysl" howled
standing on plat-

you
fam wawhmz for him! - And you nevex
saw him!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The day-room almost rocked. Every
0] tellow there yelled. Really, u Wwas t00

!unny, even for Piel

breathed wrath. ’!‘ME ‘was alto-
get.hertw thick. If ‘was one thing
he was absolutely sure of, it was that
no-man even remo resembling a
possible games-master had come to
Oakways staucn that sfternoon.

“I tell he never camel” he
hooted. "Il he‘l here nm—i “havent
scen him e came some gther: way
less he eame by a lat/et train that
the five-thirty,

“You ass!” howled Banks.
here when we came in, I tell you!
was here at half-past four.”

“Then he had a taxi from Green-

wood,” said Pie. “What the thump

“He was
He

makes you think that bie came by train,
anyhow
“Only that he says so!” chortled
Banks.

’

Greenwood, or something. .
out'that he'did come by the
“He didn'¢!” shmmm.

, £

Qakshott,
o'eloek - train Oakways.

several enbs before he tound his
volce.

“You're not pu].\ing»my leg, Lex?”
‘he asked. R
“Honest Injun, old fathead!” Len

chuckled.,
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“Then,” said Pie grlmly, “why is the
mxn telling lies about m
“Wha-a-t?”

The laughter dled away in the day-
room. This was getting serious!

“He neger came by trs.ln,” sald Por-
ringe in the same '‘And if
he said he dld he’s mhng lles "

“Oh, chuck it, you ass!” said Cayley.
“You'll get into a frightful row if any-
‘body hears you say a beak was telling
les.”

“I don’t care who hears me say so!”
roared Pie. “I tell you I watched that
train, and the two after it, and saw
everybody that
where’s the man? lll take a squint ac
him. Where is he?”

“I saw him in Hall, talk.inj to Sur-
tees,” sald Banks. "Bub—here. hold on,
you assl Ple, you goat!™

Pie, unheeding, turned and tramped
away. His friends exchanged glances,
and hurried after him. ‘A dozen Fifth
Form men followed. This was getting
exciting, and they weren't going to mlas
the fun.

With a whole army following on his
trail, as lb were, Porringe marched into
Hall. A group of stood there—

ourth, Young, |

Surtees, master of the P
and Oliphanh captain of Oakshott.
Pie’s eyes fixed at once on Young.
As he was a stranger there, Pie knew
that he must be the new games-master.
He stared hard at Mr. Egerton Young
—a man he certainly had never seen
before, and who, he knew, had never
arrived at Oakways Station by the four
o'clock train from Greenwood. .
Banks tapped him on the elbow.

“Don’t glare at the chap, fathead!” |,

he whispered.
“So that's the man!” breathed Pie.

And if he says he came by that train,
he’s a—gurrrgggh!”

THE SACK!

Pie’s friends grabbed him 1n time,
closed round him, and walked him out

were glancing 1
felt that the excited Fifth Former was
better off the scene. .

“I tell you,” spluttered Pie angrily,
“if-—ooogh!” Harvey clapped a prompt
hand over Pie’s mouth, and they walked

back to the day-room.

“Now, you goat, you can blow off
steam, if you like,” said Banks, shut-
ting the door. “But you're not gomg
to let Young hear you calling
liar, you blithering idiot!” 8

“I don’t care if he does hear me!”
bawled Pie. (I tell you he never came
by n! I don’t know why the
man should tell lies about it, but he
never came and I jolly

ly well didn't !d Jolly well
im 8o to his fac:
"!snt he the giddy limit!” sighed

shut up!” roared Pie. -He

grabbed the door-handle. “Making out

that a fellow’s a fool, and blind as an

owl! He never came, I tell you, and

if you can’t take my word for if, you

canlgo and eat coke, and be blowed to
you!”

And Pie jerked the door open,
stamped out of the day-room, and
slammed the-door after him, with a
slam that was heard over most of Oak-
shott School.

CHAPTER 5.
Rough Luck for Root!
coMING?" asked Root of the

It was after class the loﬂuvcw;‘ng dny,

ink nnd Lp;len y of juniors had

ir. Not one of them nnswered.
"Nobody coming along with me?”
asked Root with sarcastic scorn,
“Out of bounds, you know!” sald
Skyt ing his head.
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“Yah!” rejoined Root 'inelegantly.
And he departed.
Root walked down to the gates, where

e found Len Lex, Harvey, and
arguing with Porringe. Root
in passing. He could guess that- Por-

gue
ringe was up to something of a goatish
mture, and that his friends were try-
ng to him see reason. He
on his way, and went out, up the road
that led to Trant. At the same time,
Pie, detaching himself from his argu-
mentative friends, started in the oppo-
site direction towards Oakways.

Root.- went on his way unheeded—
which he was happy to do. A fellow
who was deliberately going out of
school bounds naturally did not desire
to draw attention to himsel

Getting towards Trant Wood.. wh!ch
was out of bounds for Lower s, he
cast a cautious glance backw:
was dismayed to spob an athletic nzure
in the distance, Tt was annoying-for
Mr, Young, the new games-master, to
be walking in that direction, when Root
‘was bound on an expedition that might

+ result in “six on the bags” if discovered
by his Form-master.

Root broke into a run,

. ‘Mr. "Young had been only twenty-

four hours at Oakshott Schoo, and did a c:

not know half the fellows yet. Prob-
ably he did not know Root at all. Any-
how, he would never guess where Root
was going, if Albert got out 6f his sight.

back five minutes later, Root | i

Loaking

was. rdlgved and satisfied to see that

.- he had dropped Mr, Young. All was
clear new, He scrambled up the graesy,
brambly bank. by the roadside, wriggled
through'a fence where a was
missing, and found hlmse in Frant
Wood. With his eyes well about him,
Root proceeded to wind a way: through
the wood.

Footpaths and hﬂdle—ps.tbt in 'rrmt
‘Wood were freg fo-the public. . The
thickets and sunny glades were not.
Root could not help that. - Ke hqd no
time to go by tootpnt.ha. He hnd to

3

get .to a parucular spot, and he took
the shortest cut. .
On half-] holidays, school bounds were
ed, and Trant Wood was then
within the radius. That was the cause

Root’s trouble, really. The previous
afternoon, with tgo or three comrades
from the F(m‘xtl'} he had climbed a
ree in the wood. In climl he had

]eagt’tck

and pi lﬁupmwhen
from the onk. But while
had been in

been an alarm 0\1

had dropped and fled,
to look for the pncnb-
Leaving it there till ,nm hﬂ!—lwhdav
was not to be thought of.: S50 here was

—and the
wlmout sboppmg

he came to a

no one yet, but he could hear.
a palpitating heart he hurried on,
as much care as he could to
make no sound. The rustle died away,
and he breathed more freely.
A few minutes later he emerged into
‘This was the spot, from
whs,t he had heard, where Lex of the
Fifth had

The oldmk was only n short distance
from the track. -Root ed off into
the wood again, and reached the tree.

Btoo) lng, he groped in thick grass

under. the wide-spreading branches, in
search of the pocket-knife. At last his
searching fingers met a hard object
lying"in the grass, and in great rellef
and satisfaction, he clutched up the
lost knife.
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Breathing rather hard, he rose to his
feet—and came face to face with a
’ thick trunk of

eard hi
tiaht up to that morent, the massive
had hidden  them from . one
lmt.hernxight
Root’s first feeling was panic. His
. next was relief, as he saw that the man.
was not a keeper. Reliet was mingled
with surprise as he -recognised Mr,
Young." .
rted back at the black

and
the sight of him. But |.t that
Mr. Young’s intention, he
resfrained it.
boy!” he

“You ere an Oakshott
rapped. “What are you doing here?"

He did not wait for an answer.

are out of bounds here—and not mu-ely

out of bounds, but trespassing!”

dismayed Root-wondered ho

He had beer picking up'lopu

tion & man

at. the

“Your name and Form?” rapped Mr.
oung.

The

knew.

pretty quick ' for

who had been only one day
school.

“Eooc of the Fourth, sir!” faltered
the junior dispiritedly.

~Mr. Surtees’ Form! I shall report
thils to him1”

1% say, sir,” stammered Root, “I—I
only came to——"_

“Go back to the school at once—and
report yourself to Mr. Surtees!” sald
the games-master -sternly. “You will

when I return. Now go!”

Albert Root, wlth feelings too eleep
for words, went. . .

'fromuu
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= CHAPTER M.

Ple's Proot!

ELL, we've given cld Pie a help-
ing hand,” said Len, rising

study. table, “Lvt'! go down

and see if-he's ln the offing. It's close

“ gates’
Pile’s friends had been occupied in a
noble wark of self-sacrifice. The,

; | delights described therein, the three

left the study.

there, wriggling ‘The
Fifth Form men chuckled. Root of the
TFourth glared round at them.

“Had it bad, kid?” asked Len good-

naturedly.
“Surtees gave me six—wow!” sald

“If -you've been trespus!.ng you JolLv
well deserved six, and S
hand them over,” said B‘nrve'y
“I know that!” groaned Root. “I ain’t
blaming Surtees. But it was no bizney
of that swab Young—ow!” -
“Young!” repeated the three,

“What was he doing there

% like to know? Sneaking about in the

and coming on a chap
gular beak—
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“Young came on you in Trant
Wood?” exclaimed Len. = “He's new
here. I suppose he doesn’t know the
public aren’t allowed—"

“He jolly well does; he told me I was
trespassing!” grunted Root. “So he was
himself; but, of course, a chap couldn’s
tell mm s0. Bneaking rotter, going
about on- tiptoe and catching a chap!
I can tell you that Young is a rotter!”

Len & Co. passed on to the stairs,
leaving Albert Root hanging on the
banisters again, wriggling and

mumbling.

“Young isn't going to be po]
here!” grinned Harvey. “O)d Pxe
makes out that he’s a liar, and young
Root calls him a spy and a swab!- But
why the dickens was the man rooting
about in Lord Trant’s W 1id

“Like his cheek to nail young Root
for trespassing when he was up to the
same game himself!” remarked Banks.
;ca.n’t say I like the man. ‘You don’t,

2

“No,” answered Len slowly.

They went out of the House and
walked down to the gates. It was get-
ting near lock-up now, and fellows were
coming in They watched the road for
Ple, who, despite his friends’ argu-
ments, had gone down to Oakways with
the declared intention of making in-
quiries at the station there, and jolly
well prove, as he expressed it, that that
swab Young hadn't come by the four
train on Wednesday afternoon.

Harvey and Banks expected him to
turn up looking down in the mouth,
with proof, of course, that Young had
come by that train. Len Lex now was
not feeling so sure.
judge of men, and he did not like Mr.
Egerton Young; and a vague distrust of
the man had, somehow, been strength- | he

* ened by what he had just heard from
Root of the Fourth.

It seemed impossible that the man

could have lied concerning his route to

He was & keen |yag

4

no imaginable reason why he should,
the matter being of absolutely no conse-
quence whatever, so far as a fellow
could see. Yet Len did not share the
certainty of Harvey and Banks that Pie
would retwn disappointed, forced to
own up that he had made one more
of his idiotic mistakes.

“Hallo, here he is!” said Banks.
“Any gk, old ass?” -

“Lotg!” grinned Ple.

“You've found out that everybody at
the station knows that Young came by
the four train . yesterday?” chuckled
1ar | HATVEY. .

“Wrong 1” said Pie, with superb cool-
ness. “What I've foung out is this—
that getrybody at ‘the station knows

he

Len Lex drew a deep breath, . Now
thet it had come he knew that, at the
back of his mind, he had been expect-
ing it.

“I told you yesterday that Young was
a liar if he said he came by train from
Greenwood to Oakways!” added Ple.
“Now I've proved it! The man who
took the tickets remembers every pas-
senger who came by the four
there wasn't anybody like Young among
them. And that ain’t all,- el
Young’s bags came om by train a.nd
were sent on to the school, but Young
wasn't with them! Looks as if he
meant to come by that train, as his
bags were on it. But he never didl- So
what do you say about it now?”

Harvey and Benks had nothing to

as. surprising en
itself: But why, in the name of all that
- should - Young have said
that m came by the four train to Oak-
‘ways, when—as was now quite clear—
he hadn’t?

Harvey and Banks could only wonder,
while Pie grinned and chuckled in his
triumph. Neither had Len Lex any-
thing to 'say, but the Schoolboy Detec-

the school the previous day—th

tive was and thinking hard!
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CHAPTER 37.

“dust & Stipl”
HERE was a hurried movement on
the study landing at Oakshott
School. Six or seven fellows were there,
and every one of them, as if movi
the same spring, got away from the
immediate nﬂegm.lmood of Pie Por-

ringe of the Fifth.

A cricket ball, in its proper p!aeo,
;as a harmless article.

In the
, at quubers,lswn
ither, en Pie lifted his right
with the round, red ball in it,
the effect was

really have been a bom)

“For goodness' sake,” gasped Harvey,
“don’t start ch that ball
indoors, you assi” .

“Chucking 1t1° repested Pile, staring
at him, not bowl, you
fathead! I'm just going to show
Fou—?

“Don’td” implored Banks.
“What I mean is—"
“We know what you mean, Ple, old
man,” 83! the &choolbo)
Detective.
that we'
Pie glared. He had a lot of this sort
of thing from his pals of Study No. 8.
It was very annoying. Porringe knew
that he could bowl, if nobody else did.

«It's what you don’t mean
afraid of.”

It was altogether too thitk for a fellow
—=a good er, wo—w be regarded u
positively

dangerous merely because

was going to showhumendssume

muinbowung Ple wasn‘t going to
bowl, of course, but del

to his friends how it was done. Never-

Form fellows on the

Three

Lex and Harvey
B:mk:e;tnyed with Pie—but they

“You:silly asses!” said Pie. “Think
I'm going to knock your brains out with
this ball—if you've got any? Look here!
That fool Young—"

-

Y| “What about tea?”
casually.

ASKING FOR THE SACK|

“Hush, you ass!
landing!” hissed Harvey.

“I don’t care,” said Ple. He glanced
over the banisters. On the next land-
ing, half-way down to the hnll Mr,

He's on the next

ed by | Young, the

games-master, was stand-
ing; talking to Oliphant of t.he Bixth.
Pie had hoped great things when the
new games-master came in the place
of Mr. Bullivant. But he had found
Mr. Young as blind to his quality as
a cricketer as old Bully had ever been.
Still, he lowered his voice a little as he
went on.
intelligence, h
the man whnt he thought of him.
“That silly chump, Young,” resumed

{|Ple, in a lower key, “thinks I can't

bowl He’s as fatheaded as old Bully.
He knows no more than you do about
& man’s form, Harvey.”

Harvey winked at his friends. As
captain of the Pifth Form eleven, he
had had many arguments with Ple. Ple
was his pal, but Cedric Harvey would
not have put him in a team to play
anything but noughts and crosses.
asked Banks

“Hevu mind tes,” sald Pie. “I'm
going to show you! That idiot, Young,
mﬂ!dﬂn’tevenkwvhowmmp.
's down ol?kme—thnt'a

I don’t know why he told les about it,
but he did, and it was through me that
it came out. That’s why he's down oh
me. IVs pretty thick, though, to slang

my" ketbeﬁusebehuudownnn
me!

Pie’s trle.udn chortled. It was true
that Mr. Yo drm t seem to like

hnm on account of

that. pec\mu.rlnclenbonmdnyol
his nrrlvul to ta.ke old Bully's place.
the he had
come by thc !ou.r o'clock train from
Greenwood, when, owing to Ple. it was
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known that he hadn't, was mxéu a

had travelled that day. Still, it a
no t it been annoy-
ing to Mr. Yo

“Oh, cackle!” said Ple. “But I can
tell you, that's the reason—the man’s
lm,nndlhnmnadtosbowhlmup.

Do you know what he called me nt
afternoan!

clumsy 1 §
ey

“He hasn't been here long,” re-
marked Bauoks, “but he knows you

s
8EEE

his grip. The unfortunate part of
performance was that it didnt—it

“Oh!” gasped Ple, in surprise.
‘The ball went with 8 whiz! For an

‘Formers wondered where, dreading a
:hr:m of one of the tall windows over

S 3
But it was nat the crash of a break-
ing window that came. It was a
lemul yell of agony from below,

m
Mr, Young h:celd turned as Ollphm

thl‘ ed. m;um felf llke

i ppen: t felt

a bullet hit on the

hit him hard! mrued yell !rom

Mr. Young woke most of the echoes

Oakshott

He on one leg. With both
the knee of the

"Pm—rmgl" His voice came up Mke
a sava|ge k. “You threw that ball
at mel” =

gasped Pie. “Not at

“Oh, no, sir!”
, sir.”

“‘What? I saw it in your handi™

about to call to hl
up you when you
threw it1”

“I—1 never!” stuttered Pie.
was just showing these fellows some-
thing, sir, and it suppedfrmnm!m
—=a pure accident,

“1 shall report thls assiult - to -your
headmnuter, Porringe!”  And . Mr.
u:-m went down the lower stairs,

ing.

“That” said Ple bitterly, i that
swab all over. Hei@going to get me
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into a row with the Headwmakmg out
(:hat I chucked that ball at him
it was an nccldent He think.s

I’m & liar like he is.”

“Oh, you goat!” groaned Banks.

“Hold on a minute, you men,” said
Pie, “Ill g0, and get that ball, and
show  y

Pie's friends did not speak. They
grasped him, and walked him away tn
Pie's indoor demonstra-
should" be done were
‘Once wes enough—if not too

CHAPTER 38.
The Man in the Tres! -
IGHT hundred pounds!” said
Root of the Fourth impres-

“Phew!” sail Skye, of the same
.

“And all,” went on Root, “in pounds
and tens, so the swab will get rid of
them as easily as anything. People
don't take the numbers of currency
nm llke they do banknotes.”

sauntering under the old
Oahhott naks with his hands in" his

Juniers.
newspaper, and wa.s teading up
reécent bankreid at Trant.
Newspaper, bank-raids, and such
things seldom interested Oakshott
men. -But the case at Trant was
rather a special one. It was the
Bussex and Souf.hem Bank whxch had
d Oakshott

raider on his bicycle, and had been
called upon by the police to make a

statement. For these reasons the hold-
up at ‘Trant was a great topic at the

“And they h'\ven’t got him!” said
Dodham of the

o man—but I jolly well

“Oh, they wo.n't,” sald Root, shak-’

THE SACK!

ing his head. “They don’t know what
he's like. A lot of people saw him,
but what have they togoon? An

old johnny with sﬂver hair and white
wh kers—see? Well, of course, all
that was stuck on. He took ‘em off
afterwards.”

“I don't see how they know that!”
said Skye.

“You mayn't, but I do, and so does
everybody else,” rejcined Root. “The
way he beat it on a bike showed that
he wasn't what he looked—a giddy old
grandfather., - He did Trant Hill at
about a mile a minute, with Lex scud-
ding after him. The bobbies aren't
looking for a jolly old Methuselah, I
can tell you—they're looking for a
young and hefty blighter; but, of
course, they don’t know what he’s like,
except that Lex saw him close, and
sald that he had brown eyes. That's
something.”

“Fat lot that is!” said Dodham.
“Lots of people have brown eyes. I
have, and Campion of the Sixth has,
and that chap Young, the new games-
master, and—"

“Still, it’s something,” said Root.
“But if I'd had a bit of luck last Wed-
nesday, I'd have been able to.tell them
more than could I never saw the

heard

Xen Lex stoppéd his st:rou under the
oaks, and: listened. & Co. did
ot notice him f.here. And.had they
done s0; would not have guessed that
he was interested in
But he was,
had his reasons. He had heen doing

e hard of late on the sub-
!ecc of the bank raid.
Root had talked of the fact that
he had—or at least beueved he had—

3

almost esf with the
escaping bank ralder on thst memor-
able Wedn oon.  Other

Fifth Form seniors, if they heard of it,
gsve no heed to the chatter of a Fourth
Len Lex did. Nobody

at Oaks‘nott School knew that Lex of
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the Fifth was a detective 28 well as a
chums.in

beenramarmewmefmmnme

"Ikeud I, renenmd Rout impres-

sively. “You remember we were up in
that big oak in Trant Wood that after-
noon, Skye? Mem.ber I

dropped my
knife, was going m ﬁeld it
when we got down—and then
somebody coming, and unkcd——
~ “A keeper!” said Skye.
We thought it was @ ketper at t.he
um: » chided Root, “

(]

zound, to see if ‘there were any !ootr

prints or things, you know, only tha

Young ‘came barging in nmi

ordered me olf," Ab ths mentmn ‘of Mr,

Ymms Root shot off at a tangent on a
W subject,

"I tenynulhetheﬂmtbeastYoung
Sending me to Surtees to take six, for
trespsslng in" Lord . Trant’s wi

i s
was it -of his, Td like to
know? I'm d Porringe has

i

heard. glv&nhlmagnmneg,playmgme

Wwith ‘& cricket
fellows heard?
the Fifth—-*
Len Lex.
DEVET | passed out ot
ﬁ wmm’mmu
w&miﬂw ‘and
it o and” joined hiza on. his

DALY - T sag. have gou
“That idiot Forringé

‘whiskers off. Then
&kﬂm&bobhma]otmemm

“Punny thing is,”. went on Root.
“that he was commg straight towards

the cak—just as if he knew the place.” el

“If it was a keeper, and he had
spotted fellows in the tree—” began

“It wasn't,” s Root, & lLittle Je %
countenanced, for really . Skye's

e poor old Pie!

way.
“Going-out?” asked Harvey.
‘The

get the jiggers out then." said
Banks, "I want & bit of a change from
I'm tired of

him talk about that man Young. He’s
called him everything he can think of .
twice over, and he was beginning again
at the beginning when we bunked eut!”

"Puncﬁm‘e?" ‘he ‘ealled out,.
Hght—carry

"ﬁo. “4¢s all Qn!" l:b‘lsd
back Len, 5



80

ahead.
from the road, and pedalled into the
bridle-path. Much as he liked his
chums, he did not want them on the
spot when he was dropping Lex
Pifth and.taking up Lex the detectlvel

,Five minutes later, he reached the
spof. where he had had to give up the
chase of the bank raider. Parking his
‘machine in a thicket of hawthorns he

ASKING FOR

&

f.hc bank

had no doubt of ft when he reached it

—& gigantic, anctent tree, topping the
ood. with vast branches spreading far

b
der the huge branches, <34

Btandl.ng
Len looked about him with a searching
Somewhere near this spot—if

eye.
nof. close by it—the silver-haired, dis-|had ch:
guised b:

nk-robber must have passed.

And,andashkelyasnot it was his

that Root & Co. had heard,

aud mistaken for a keeper’s. But had

he passed—or had he been, as that ob-
servant youth, Root, surmised—

for the oak as & spot he kne‘:l; A

Then Len remounted, turned | from

dHhadbomk

THE  SACK!

a man who was past his first
youth—past the clamberlng age. Grunt
egain, and a lower branch swayed. The
climber was coming down on me side of
the tree where Len stood.
Silently, the Schoolboy
a5si!

circled round the

Detective
e m: 1d trunk.

rustle, rustle, rustle—and then a bnmnl
‘The man had dropped from the tree,
and was standing under the branches,
breathing hard.

The great trunk was between Len
and the cllmber, B;Ad for a moment he
'was con!f p himself out of sight.
Then his hea.rt gave a great jump. The
unseen man was coming round the tree.

He | Hig stertorous breathing heralded him.

he, after all heard anything,
ct:uuousasmn had been? Did he know

backed qulet!y round the other. The
tree was still between them when they
anged places—each still unseen

by the other. man had not
heard him—
But the man had! = There could be

1o doubt of that, for he came on round
theblgoak.ov in pursuit. Len,

ftly, clrcled the trunk again.
he chance of the man

disguise, a
suit of clothes, had to be concealed
somewhere—easily done, in those mas-
sive branches, heavy with foliage.

Len gave & sudden stact, memve
is heart beat a8 he

Someone was in
see " nothing of the climber—thick

follage screened him.  But Len heard |-
him- m¢

. Leaves rustled, and a
lmmch swayed. Some village lad tree-
climbing, or—

Len heard a grunt from the tree
above. It was no village lad in the

the tree. He could {~

and coming back instead of
going on, and so meeting him face to
face. And that was precisely what the

man didl' Pace tQ face. Len stared at
& portly figure ed face—and
gave a gasp of and relief!

“Bill, you old ass!™

CHAPTER 35.

A Tip for Bint
ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR NIXON

ished stnted at his nephew, as aston.

branches. That was a grunt of exertion

"You"’ he exclaimed, pushing back
his hat and mopping his brow with &
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handkerchlef It was warm weather,

L]

snd clambering in the oak btanches he shook his head.

had made him rather damp.

"You keep young, BilL” emlxked
jl;)e!;. t's the ¢ame? -Bird’s-nest-|
27

Mr, Nixon gave h.lsnephewauue
For .whatever reason the portly Svtot-
land Yard inspector had clambered into
that ancient oak, it certainly was not
‘bird’s-nesting.

“What are you doing here, you young
ass?” he demanded. “Why aren’t you
8t your lessons, like the other little
boys?”

Len chuckled,

“‘Don’t get shirty, Bill! Why didn’t
you tell me they'd put you on the case?
Didn't it occur to you that I might have
‘helped?”

#No!” said Bill. “It didn't! I
heard all you could tell me, from the
police-inspector at Trant, who took

m
he doem’t confide it to small boys at

"Bhlxtyl" sighed Len. “If's your
great fault, Bill, you get shirty! Did you
think you'd got your man when you
played mulberty—bush with me a few
minutes a When I heard you in
the m, 1 tancied you were the bank-

back for ‘his whiskers.

raider c
Herawenv.bom us s
p man cnly an - te

-grumpy And
youre getting proudl ~Top proud to take
a helplng hand from your dutiful
nephew!  I've a jolly, good mind to
throw up the case.”
“Throw it up?” sald Bill. “Does that
mean that you've been barging into it,

instead of attending to your lessons?” |y,

“What else?” asked Len. “What do
you expect of a. fellow trained by the
pector and finest

detective at Scot.la.nd Yard?”

Mz, Nixon looked af him, his damp,

red face slowly melting into a grin. But
5 he:
«

He's not gumg to shoot my nephew. »
“I might have guessed,” sald Len,
“that it was some fatheaded idea of

You're
up the bank at Trant.. You've read my
statement, and you know I hiked after
’him nearly as far-as this and you're
wise to it that he ked his venei.
able exterior somewherg when he got
away.

“Now you're rooting through the
wood after a clue to the folly old hold-
up man, end you've spotfed this oak—
and it does you credit, mu. You
thought it a likely spot?”

“Isn’t it?” grunted BiH.

“Quite!” agreed Len. “Easy for the
man to find again, when he wanted it—
and as safe as houses for a hiding-

lace, unless—"
“Unless what?”
“Unless some merry spirits of a
junior Form at some school happered
to go tree-climbing, and picked this

'd

to foresee or inst. Fancy his
it he'd clambered up and
lmmtl. them | Lucky for them, in
such 8 case, that Mm we heard
'him coming, ‘taken him for a keeper,
and scooted! - What?* g

he might have parked in that cak.”
Grunt from Bill.
“You've found,” grinned Len, -“signs
that this oak has been climbed Tecently.;
Are we in this together, Bill?”



t2] ASKING FOR
“Nol” said Mr. Nixon, stubbornly.
“Then I shant D!u.vi" chuckled | somy

You can
mlong‘ lanced at
isn't your ¥ £l
watch, “It’s an hour’s walk |
Bill. ' That git

R Nor ased Led. “Sorryl 11 thought | £ ohu,

‘might tike w take & walk along | ™
Regent Street in the morning.”
That unexpected and extmordmary
Temark caused Inspector Nixon
very hard at his smiling nephew_ He
niod-only stared hard—he breathed hud.
“Carry on!” he grunted. “What
you mean about Regent Street, bother

“In that well knmm thmhfara in
, there is an_oMce
cal]ed 3

the metropolis,

THE SACK!
whieh I dare say you wm ﬂnd
ewhere

ab
hnnk hold-ups, where the man

Mr. Nixon breathed very ha.!d,
" You may find,” went un Len
certain

\porary posts. ~ Mind, T'm noumh-
ing you, Bill—ag I'm not in thk.
course, it’s no business of mine,
you do as I've suggested, and ﬂnd
of those ooinmdences. you'll drop me a
line, I'm sure.”

He wasn’t! ° Bill Nixon was catchms
the 7.15 at Tﬂm

—

GHAPTER a1,
Pia's Strango Find!
ORRINGE sat down, 8ot up hastily,
aked! three

if you felt curious nbouttthe “‘::apf {Ke
. Jmen you might get a list of
posts he's h

Yyears and compare 1t with anomer list

A0 sque:
friends, sxmng down to prep 1n Study
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No. 8, smiled. They course,
sorry for poor old Ple A lellcw who
had been up before the Head and taken
- ﬁ hefty swipes from that gentleman’s
arm was a proper object of
sympathy. Still, sad as it was for poor
old Pie, it had an element of the comic.
“gtill feel it?” asked Harvey.
“Oh, nol” sald Pie, wlt.h bitter sar-
usm. “Not at all! I'm standing up
to prep because I like standing up, like
@ horse taking its fodder. O
“Well, you dld ask for it, old felhwl"
said Banks soothingly.  “You
crock & beak with a cricket ball wmwut
memm to follow. Young's going
dot-and-carry-one now. You
aldn’b expect him to like it, did you?”
““The rotter!” sald Ple, in a deep
volce. “I never liked that man from
He's an_outsider! A real
rotter! Look how he told lies about
that train the day he came, and look
at the way he reported young Root.
Cheeky le beast, I know, but he

n
the_footpaths in Trant Wood than a
Fourth Form kid had! Iwisha keeper
had copped him'
_“And now he l.mds me with six from
\eddenb—l sheer
fancies

liars can
“He was n bit hunl" Len
“Serve hi ” sald Ple. -“Pm
.M he Eot itl I wond« what he was
& that Wi y oon?”
ed Pie bitterly, “En?”
Len Lex looked c\xﬂauﬂ at Porringe.
also_had wot ed—not ‘without

He
result. . But Pon-mgea ideas were not
likely to Tun on the snrne lines as the
oolboy Detecti

“You wonda*-—vhnt?" asked Banks,
while Hnrv stared.

8
“Well, just think,” said Pie. “He’s

came by.
thumping lles about a silly thing like
that?”
“Beats mel” wﬂ Banks.
“And me!” said Harvey.
h“Whnt do you think, Lex?* asked
€.
“I think we'd better Bet on  with
prep, old bean.”
“Oh, don't be an ass!” sald Ple
man'’s

ettt
*E?Es

i
L e

i
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on, old chap!” said Harvey
door.

ot the
“T've got to think out something,”
said Pie. “You cut.”

“Now, look here, old bean,” said

e
v§5?§’
3

§
§

é

(3

object that had dropped into the grate.
It was & small leather attache-case,
locked with a couple of patent locks.
For a long mmu? the bewildered
af

H%sw%ck Hetmy i
and startling saw that
Jocked. in

E

e
guided by the very palpable traces of
soot to the chimney. He would flud
thelhnt there—but not the attache-

‘The probable expression on his face
‘he @id, miade Ple chuckle breath-

He would not have to humt
the bat. But he would have
for the attachecase! And i
any reason—as, of course, he
have—for hiding it, mlmmli
give

it
from its hiding place would a

cautiously indeed did Pie open
oor a few inches and peer

g

i

:
i H
E&Esﬁ N
bt

Pie closed the casement, and strolled
down to the day-room. His friends

were there, and they gazed at him as
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he came in. So did every other fellow
present.

“What the dickens,” exclaimed
Banks, “have you been up to? Sweep-
1nq a chimney, or what?”

th,t d'you mean, you asz?” ejacu-
lated P!

"Theres a spot of soot on your
nose, old chap!” sald Len Lex gently.

“Oh!” gasped Ple.

He drew his slegve across his nose,
transforming the spot into a smear.

“That all right?” he asked.

“Right . Len, “if you

as rain,” sald
want all Ozkshott to know that you've |

been rooting up & chimney! What, in

the name of all that’s idiotic, have you | them.

been up to, you goat?”
Wl!hout replying, Pie went to a glass,
his handkerchief, and rubbed.
Evury I:!low in the room watched him
with deep interest.

voice, when Pie
cleansing operations. N
“Qh, nothing!” drawled Ple.

CHAPTER 41,

FPriends in Nesd!
»’QUIEI"" murmured Len

Schoolboy Detective,

1t was necessary to be rather

cattious. Harvey, and Banks, of

the Oakshott Fifth, were where they

had no business to be. The fact that

their intentions were good would not,

probably, have saved mam from

Len Lex, the

“Well?” said Study No. 8, with one | !
had finished his

&%
trouble had Mr.

Young, the new games-master
at oakshott. ‘was nelther a patient nor
a sweet-tem) But had he

ringe, had been japing in

and that they had come up
whut the dickens the goat of the Fifth
had been up to.

They had !eﬂ Ple grin- .
ning, in the day-room. That he had
been up to some , they knew—
but what, Pie di to confide in

Egﬁ

'm"

“I know!” Len Lex groped in
pocket for an electric torch
goat, Ple,hndamuto!mon
nose when he came down. W mugst
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have been messing sbout with the
chlmney. !.et'a loo k there.
of light plsyed from
Lml hmd over the fireplace and the
fender. The grate was empty. ~But
that somebody ha.d recem.ly been there
was evident. In the middle of the
grate was a chunk of soot. In the
fender were sprinkles of the same.
“But what in the name of all that's
idiotic did that goat root into the
chimney for?” breathed ervey
Len did not answer. ' He stooped.
and flashed the light up the big olﬂ»
fashioned chimney. Harvey and Banks
were mystified; but it was not much
of & problem to the Schoolboy Detec-
tive. “Stooping, his head under
glance

THE SACK!

CHAPTER 42,
A Surprice for Pie!
OOT of the Fourth came out of the
House the following afternoon
with a frown on his face. e stared
round him in the quad, sighted a group
of Fifth Formers, and cut across to

Saturday was a half-holiday at Oak-
shott, and Study No. 8 were debating
what they were going to do with the

afternoon. There was no match on,
but Harvey, who was cricket captain
in the Fifth, was rather keen on

a game. gave him

support. 8o dld Porrmge—whose only

chanca of cricket was getting 1nt/.) a
side in a practice game. Len

the | however, though generally uen,

chimney, hh keen following
light, Len Lex the mystery
He reached up, and
object that had caught his eyes—a
cricket bat, jammed in the lrregular
work. There was a good deal of
soot on it. Hnrvcy and gazed
at it. It was Mr. Young's
“The unspeakable idlotl"
Harvey. “That's what Ple calls a rag
—hiding a man’s bat up & chimney!”
“Jevver hear of a man asking for
it like that?” murmured Banks.
“Hardly ever!” grinned Len. ‘“But
it's all clenr now. We've got to zet
this bat cleaned, and clan up
trail Pie's left, then Young will nzva
km)w that anybodys touched his pat—
r his y! Cut off to number
,etsht and get some dusters, Banker!”
The chums of Study No. 8 were
busy for ten minutes by the hgm of
the electrlc torch.
s c.rk:ket bst lny

through, Mr. Young’:

on the table with hardly & sign on it
to hint that it had been anywhere|
else. Not a spot of soot was left to
meet the eye. ere were several
spots and smudges on Fitth |
Formers, it was true—out that did not
matter. Softly and stealthily, the

hissed | had an

three crept away from Mr. Young's
quarters,

Detective-Inspector William Nixon's
nephew desired, for certain.reasons of
his own, to be dlxenznged Lhat nm-.r-
noon. They
matwr. though Pie was not givmz hB
whole attention to the discussion.

eye on Young, who was
standing at a lttle distence in con-
versation with Oliphent and Campion
and some other Sixth Form men.

Mr. Young’s knee seemed to have
recovered from the effects of Pie's
bowling stunts; at all events, '.here
seemed nothing the matter with him
now. But Pie was not thinking of
that. He was thinking of his jape of &
the previous evening, and wondering
whether Young had missed hu bat yet.

It looked as if he hadn’t, for nothing
had been said on the subject so far,
and Mr. Young seemed quite un-

Whlch wa.s rnther perplexmg to Pie!
muster not;

ned fo want the bat y ‘gﬂ
u, wn.s odd that he had not not.lced at
t was missing!

Albert Root came up to the group.

”Hete, Lex!” he called, or rather
hooted, to Len, *Your beak wants
you in his study. And you cnn tell



‘THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

him to find somebody- else to carry his

;. dashed messages, and Bot to bother a
. Fourth Form man, see?”

“I think,” remarked Len, with 'a

- grin,

mention that,
" Root grunted, and turned away.
Fourth Form “man” had m

A
ity to do
on & half-holiday, without -and

round, and called to him: e
#“Raot1”

e
oung, wi 8
tgsm in Trant Wood!
Root..

1t breathed harder Ghﬂy
vo\dd haye told-the. mh um h!s
bat himself, or eve
5 But replies lika that wuld
not be made by Fourth Form jam‘lors
to beaks! Root, suppressing his feel-
ings, answered “Yes, sir!” and started
for the House,
Porringe wmked at his friends, and
inned.

“that I leavenmmm‘
Roat.”

ar
Ple all grinning, though for different
Teasons. -

lenf:appeddﬂwhorath}s?om

“Al, Lexi” he sald. “I have had &
tele) message from your unele, Mr.
Nixon,”

1en’s eyes gleamed for a moment, He
bndwﬁm mhewumdmnm

"Yalslr!"‘ha i,
e - ﬁz teil

+3x, Nixon m
, that be is porry thai 1615
w«rwlﬂnhmmama

& master of
know that he haddgﬂv-rw 8 "eodn"
from Detective - Inspector
Wﬂ]ﬁam Nixon of Scotland Yard to his
nepbew

sl meaning of that message
wasthatMr Nbxon would be waiting
to see his nephew that afterncon st a
certain miile from

gri guessing what pr L+
was. o inned, too. the school. ‘Let s
bst mPksm,};’eﬁ,ﬁ,ﬁ,m yet! 'g‘::sshewntkedoutmbomemm

Mr. Young hadmtafagw
.fetch lt 1c was golng to be missed—s0
50 far as Pie knew
“I s-y,Lex.don'tm”'brenthed Pie,
ssLentumedmm Qld,chahners
can wait. What the-

-does he
.mtyou for on a half-haliday, any-
how? I say, hang on till Rom: ‘comes
back.”
“With Young’s bat?” asked Len.
“Hg, ha!” chortled Pie. “I fancy
hewon‘tnmlﬁmtbatmnhurryl I
88y, hang on till he comes baek, old

-“My dear chap, can’t keep a beak
waiting!” said Len, and he walked into
the House—leaving Harvey, Banks, and

tha
news for him—and that it was the news.
he wanted to hear

He had for the x:}domem forgotten Pie.

ace in
had only been two or three minutes in
f.he House, and Root had not come back

Oh you arel” said Ple.
"You’re !n time to see the fun, old

“what fun?” asked Len innocently. -
“You’ll see when young Reot
grmned Pie.

backt”

Just Keep-

. iacgent

¥ He's sn
e

%)

swab vunz
111 tsmpered uck——bec you he
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the deep end when Root tells hlm he
can't find that bat in room!”
think Root won't be able to
Harvey.

“Sort oft!” smiled Pie, Bet
Young will slang him, and then he’n
g0 up for the bat himselx and then the
fun'll start! Just stand round
ntoh for a bit!”

's friends were quite prepared to
stand round and watch—though they
had their own reasons for
I:hn it would be Plu face that wol

ume oln of the House and
vllkzd wards the games master and
the group of Sixth Form men.
o B o e
su staring e approac!
Ing Root.

Upder Root’s arm was l cricket bat.
Evidently it was the games master's
bat! The ghost of a crlcket bat could
not have startled Pie more. The
changing expressions on his face were
quite entertaining to his friends.

Root, noc eun noticing him, came up
to Mr. Y

“Your bat nlx'l" grunted Root.

came
Ami':‘h

THE SACK!

CHAPTER 43.
“ Leave It to me!"

ETECTIVE - INSPECTOR NIXON
rose from his seat on a big
gnarled root under a shady tree in Oak-
ways Wood, and grunted. That grunt
was his smunz to the schoolboy who
through the wood and gave him a

nod and a smile.

"Nevﬂ" asked Len.

Nixo nodded. groped in a
pocke\‘. and drew thcrefmm a folded,
typed sheet. The Schoolboy Detective’s

es gleam
"You've not lec Lhe grass grow under

your feet, he remarked approv-
ingly. “They knew what they were
about when they sent for you to put

salt on the hﬂ o! the hold—up man who
nlded Sussex and Southern Bank
t Trant. You're golna to make them

“ And you were gamg to leave me out
of the game?” said Len reproac] ly.
“And little me right on the spot, tool”

““I don’t want you in this, Len!"” said
Mr. Nixon. “That hold-up man is
dangerous. He shot & man in the bank
—it’s not schoolboy's work to handle

"

“Thmkymx,Root. Mr. Young took | him. But—

‘he bat, slipped it under his arm, and
Side with

walked away wmds Big
Ollphlnt and the other Sixth Form

"Well my hntl" gasped Pie at last.
"My onl; That—that—that was
Young'a hat. )ou men! I—I-I say,
le—he's got his—his bat!"
“What about M“ asked Bnnk&
“Wha-a-at about it?” gasped Ple.
‘I'll tell you what about it! I parked
chat bat up his chimney last night!
It beats me! Root can't have found it
there! Young can't have found it there

nimself, or he'd have kicked up a terrific | wani

row! Yet—yet it's been—been found.
Can you fellows make it out?”

Pie's friends did not try to make it
sut! They walked a

y, laughing, and
Ple was xen trying w make it out, in
Juite a dizzy gtate men

“But,” grinned Len, “you want to
k'no' whﬁuked you to look into the
‘Young, the sports-

ho  takes temporary vos ts at

schooh. for & lew ‘weeks at a time
leun

“I don’ Imow how you got on to
this, Len,” he said slowly; “but it
looks as if you're on the mark. The
man’s above zusplclon, to sﬂ lppem‘
ance.
in tliz various pmu he’s held. Thelea
no deubt that he could have secured a
good permanent appointment, if he had

“But he may have had reasons for
temporary line—frequent
annge of quarters, and all that?” said

“I've got a list of every post the
map has held for the last two vears,”
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grunted Inspector Nixon. “In the last
two years Egerton Young has held
eight different posts, in elght different
places, all over count And in
each district there has been a hold-up
—during: Young’s time.

“In each of these hold-ups” went
on the inspector, “the man got away.
In every case there-was reason to sus-
pect that the man acted in disguise. In
every case he got clear, and vanished as

89

that, knowing nothing about Pie having
d | waited for him at the station he said
he had come by the four o'clock train

from wood, when the subject was
mentioned.”
“Oh!” said Bill

“I fancied
Ple had made one of his usual fat-
headed mistakes and missed him at the

if e carth had swallowed pim up” B R, o e I bo
“Same as that Wednesday t.” Ihadn't! A lot of the fellows heard Ple

at Tranl
sa\d Len. “The hold-up man &t Trant
ooked like a silver-haired
But he got away on & blke like & sbout
And vani.shed

if the earth had

swallcwed him up.”

n took the paper from Bill Nixon’s
hnnd and scanned the typed lists—one a
list of Mr, Egerton ounzsposuduﬂng
the past two years; the other nn
bank hold-ups. The School
tive ly. He had hld haﬂi!

smiled"

a dauhh-but this was certainty!
it a coincidence that whenever Mr.
‘Egerton Young occupled a temporary
post in a school a bank hold-up took
place within a certaln radius of the
spot, while Mr. g was in the post?
}’hnt was stretcmng comcldenoe very
ar,

“That's as good as proof Bill,” sald

handing the paper back to. the
Scaﬂnnd Ysrd inspector.

“For us—not for a Judge -and jury!”
“There’s never been :z
I
might be all coincidence. What started
you suspecting him?”

‘Yol came same afternoon as the
bank raid,” said Len. “He was sup-
posed to come by the four o'clock train
from Greenw ving come from
London. Porringé had a stunt of meet-
ing him at the station. And so, b;
chance that no fellow could have fore-
seen and reckoned on, it came out that
Mr. Young hadn’t come by train,”

“Nothing in that,” said Bill, mﬂng.
“Might have changed his mind.”

Nothing,” sajd Len softly—"except

Was | =

‘that’s not the lot?"
*More to come!” sald Len. “Wednes- .
day was a half-holiday, and Root, &
junior, wit.h some fag friends, was tree
climbing ‘in Trant Wood. He dmpped
his pocket-knife. Thinking the
a keeper eoming, they lcudded—wx'.baut
picking up the pocket-knife. Nexf
young Root went bﬂck to look. lox
under that big oak in
Bill. You know the tree—the one I
found you in—"
“Get onl”

“You fancied it might be in that
tree that the hold-up man parked his
and clobber when he got

away. So did I—after what I'd heard
from young Root. Listen to this, Bill:
WhUe young Root was rooting after
his pocket-knife, Young came suddenly

on him, and sent him back to the school
to be caned for trespassing! But what

Y 8| was Young doing there on his second

day at Oakshott? You searched that
tree, Bill, and found nothing. I fancy
you mlght have found wmethlng it
you'd got there before Young.

Bill was silent.

“Look at it,” said Len. ““The hold-



to my Uncle Bill—what?”
“‘You're not to run risks!” growled

“I'm too fond of your ne;
Tisks,

phew, Bill,
to rm " said Len.

‘Banks | attache-case came

"THE SACK! .
“Youwd hardly belleve it, old man,”

be said, "but I bagged & duck’s eggl”
Len could quite believe it,

1 expected him
end,” sald Ple.
temper. And he must know.
you '{'d parked his bat up his

*Oh, that!” Len chuckled,

“Well, he must have found it, and
fuss about it,” said Pie.

chimney

chimney. But
hooked it out, and left that bat
place.”

bat in the chimney,
some 800t sprinkled

E
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at missing the attache-case. He couldn’t
get the bat down without noticing that
It was gone! So he must know! See?”

Len nodded. His eyes were gleaming.

ell, if a man hides a thing in a | gro

chimney, it must be because he’s fear-

muy particular about it,” said Pie.

Missing it, wouldn't you expect him

bo at (:he very least, inquite after it?

't said a word' He’s carry-

mg on jus'. as if he doesn’t know any-

thing’s happened in his rooms at all!

Isn’b that wexrd?" Pie was hopelessly
puzzled.

“You shifted it?" asked Len,

“Yes, I parked it in the ivy just

under the passage window,” ss.m Pie.
“ lee him a h t for it—that wag the
idea! I was give him: a hunt
for the bat, and when he found that
he would miss the attach e-case, and
have a hunt for that, tuo) I fancled
he would: be sbouting his loss all over

Oakshott! . But he isnt!”

Len smiled faintly. The a’phns.d.on
though unkn 8
Young hadn’t missed his bat at all;

wing to the intervention of Pie's
rﬂends, and had not had his attention

to the chimney in any -way

If he had parked an

91

insoluble mysteries! Let’s go and have
a look at the cricket, shall we? You'll
be wanted to fleld soon.”

Len left Porringe on the cricket
. and, after making sure that
Mr. Young was still with the Sixth
Form cricketers, walked to the House.
He went to Study No. 8, where, from
a gecret drawer in his box, he drew
a bunch of rather peculiar-looking
keys. Then strolled across the study
landing and up the passage past the
masters’ rooms.
At the blz window at the end ut
the passage stopped, opened onc

it, scanning th k thogfick
ouf eene'yes o

ivy. that grew under the old stene
window-sill. -

Clni!et exnmmaum xevealed v.races
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attachecase there, he sup-
posed that it was still there, as he had
no reason to suppose otherwise!

But why had he parked a leather
case in a chimney? It was quite mys-
terlous to Pie—not so mysterious to

belor
spected of bank- raidmg, and
wbich that man had hidden in a chim-
ney, was deep.
“Can _you \mde:stand it, old ma.n?"
asked Pie. ‘“Blessed
must know—and he dpm‘t ‘seem m
care & bean! I ‘thought he would be
mglng all over the —and the
playing cricket with the Bixthl
Its got me beat.”
“My dear chap, it’
weird,” n,

as you sald—
“One of those
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ran the

Lh:dooro(thl:gnmu-&:?e’ e:?
lblm 3

he closed the door and lald the

case on the table.

keys was
from his pocket and in less than a
minute the t,m;d epdwent locks on the

the Schoolboy

It was no wonder that Mr, Egertpn
‘Young had parked the lttsmhe—ca.set
a

brie!
Lex gazed at what he
had discovered. 'men swlmv he clased
the leather case, and locked it rely
nnin without & sign of it hl'lna been
open:

) 'I‘bu a grim smile on his face
as he ulted the nmch&em the

fireplac lndd!ﬂppedltlnw&hllm
Just ung Taking the

THE BACK!

punr he raked, and a shower of soot
fell on the leather case and round it.
A few moments later Len was gon
the door quietly after him.
For the next hour he was seat on
on the study landing read-
ing, but wxm one cye on the staircase.
He was rewarded at last by the sight of
Mr. Young g up.
‘The games mnlur went t6 his rooms
without a glance at Len.

g that

grate, ooneenlsd 1t in his rooms.

Len gave him five mlnutes. then
tapped at the games-master's door.

“Come inl”
quite casupl.

Len entered. Mr. Young faced him,
hls hnnds in the pockeu of his flannel

‘There w or two of

black on the vhlt.e ﬂa.nnds—cnd the

Mr. Young's vowe was

O | leather case was no longer in the
gratel

“ About  the

games practice on
Monday, sip—="

Len had to say

ed | Something, and that was an easy one.

'“Anomer time, Lex, xnot.her time,”
Mr. Young. a little
mxgued now. Shut tbn door after you,

Ppleas
Le as smiling as he walked down
to the lecll! shed and wheeled out
machine.

his He had a telephone call
| to mnke—whlch he cenamly eo\xld not

make from the school.
—

OHAPTER &s.
The Grip of the Law!
HO are you, and what do you
want?” .

Mr, Egerton Young rapped out the



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN' LIBRARY

words sharply. He had come hastily up
the staircase, arrived at his rooms a
little breathless, and flung open the
g}wr of the sitting-room and- strode

It was the hour of prep, and all the
Oakshatt fellows should have been in
‘their studies. One Fifth Form man
‘was missing from his study, and Por-

- ringe, Banks, and Harvey were wonder-
ing what had become of Len Lex.

Of that, however, Mr. Young knew
nothing—the games master ha
nothing fo- do with prep. smdmﬂng

e

the window, his back to the red sunset
that glowed outside.

“My name is Nixon——" began the
inspector quietly.

“I do not know the name, and I
cannot unagme your business with
me " rap . Yo . “I was sur-
and very much annoyed, to be
told by the House page that he had
shown a caller into my rooms. Hi
‘should have dcme nothmg ol the kind,
The visitors’

2

o

room downstal

“The lad is not to hlame"’ broke n
Nixon. “I may explain that I havej
spoken 1o , D, C
and he gave thepmlﬂs
© 41 fail - to-umderstand you,
Nixan.” - There was-a sfartied
in tp brown syes of the new

games-master. . “I renmt, who are yoi,
and what do you want

" _“I have told you my M.
Young. I may add that I hold the
rank of detective-inspector at Scotland
Yard.”

Mr. Egerton Young stood quite still.

For a long moment there was dead

ste]
it He turned back to Inspector Nixon.
His face was calm but its lines had
hardened strange
“I am mare l.n ?.he dark tban evet,"
he said. “I imagine.
why an officer from scoﬂand Yud

3
should call on Perhaps you will
he klnd enough to explaln your hml- *

That is why I here, Mr,

Young,” said Bill swndly “It 55 W

connection with the recent bank raid
at Trant.”

“The bank raid at Trant!” With
all his nerve, the gameg-master could
not quite keep a tremor out of his
vgi_c:., “I do not seem to have heard
of it.”

“It occurred, I understand, the day
you arrived here to take u up 'the pml-
tion you now hold,” said Nixon. “And
from information received, Mr. Young,
we have reason to believe that you are
the man we want.”

“Are you jesting, six?”

“Not at all! It is my duty to wam
you that anything you may say—

“_You must be mad, I think.”

“—wlill be v.axen down, and may ‘be

used in evidence against you,” com.
tinued Bill stolidly. “I must ask’
to to Tran

accompany me
station, Mr. Young. i 4 have a tax
wnmng taide. : .

The man staggered, His - face
;;vhmned as the 0010‘" drained from.

He knew now that the gam
up—the game he had played so 10!8
and so successfully, \‘,e!l,y
expectedly, the blow had f:
staggered, as if he had recewed 4 bl
—and rested a hand on the table for
support.

Inspector Nixon made & step
him. There was a clink af
that sound seemed to pull tn%

man together. Al was lost—his
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his reputation, his plunder—everything
ut fiberty.

He made a swift step b‘ck and his
hand shot to his hip pocl In
another second the deadly weapon
would have been- out—but a grip was
laid on Egerton Young from

. and the automatic, as it whipped from
his pocket, was twisted from his hand.

He spun round. He

believed naf
himself alone in the room with Bill

Nixon—he had seen no one else.

eyes almost popped from his head at

\‘.he sight of Lex of the Pifth.
Disarmed,  but  desperate,

strugsled till in the grip of Blll Nixon
and Len Lex he crashed on the carpet,

and the handcuffs
Len picked up sutomatic and

dropped it on the table.

THE SACK!

“Youll want that, Bill!” he re-
marked.

this be & warning to you—never “think
of leaving me out again.”
“Clear!” said Bill tersely.
“It's more than u.me i
Len, “that I got to pi
ture makes me loathe t.he limellght
1 don't want the fellows here to tumble
to 1 'm a detective. I'm off!
Get him away quletly while the fellows
e in the studies, Bill—the less ex-

remarked

cmment. the better. xt won't take you
long to search. So

And Len walked lway (:o Study No. D
Lherg to resume life as Lex of th
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JUNGLE

THRILLS

T isn't the big-game hunter who collars
in the

P rasang thels be e e kg sovem

place to the wild-animal photographer. For
one thing, the cameraman, out after a really
worth-while snap of some feracious beast,

Cornered by Elephants.

One famous esplorerphotogaphor, Major
Dugmore, who bhas stalked wild animals with
hu cnmem in almost every corner of the

moticaless as & statye for age;
ﬁu} minutes with a suspicious “killer ” of
the jongle only'a away,

ew and
f " the
of mmm

ever pacipes: frouy |}
Featn"or in \u-{ gly as

fiction; the full ﬁﬂmry cl hu lllln'mg ad-
ventures woul bool after book. ~ »

Probably, the most nerv&wrnckmg of all
ﬁm ml:repld photographer’s experiences
hile- he was takmg shots of a
of \nld elephants in Central Adrica.

He had been busy with his camera for hal
m hour_before one of the females suddenly
tted him and 5nve the signal to the rest
the herd. Elephants aren’t lacking in
mhlhgv:nee by any means, and slowly they
gan to close in on Major Dugmore in a

steady ominous march.

" Yard by yard, in a silence that was un-
‘canny, the giant brutes advanced, not a twi
cracking under their feet. roered, witl
only a thousand to one chance of escape,
the oxplurer was at_his wits" end A t
from a few trecs-and some scrubby b
's grazing ground was nhsolutd,v

-grown zuaker can -uproot a

ng* to start running would
t a swift but ghusuy den under
one of thoso giant feet, and his rifle was no

earthly use against so many fool.

uarey
“:,,;%e: =

¢ ono of the trecs was hooe- | ufer o

A Step.from Death.
There was just one- faint_hope, ho“evar,
and on this the major staked everyf.hmg
Enwl

tha, al
smell thsclifiéem‘aﬁ' g ;
i".‘;md. o

rd ceme on, trunks waving in the an‘ to
lux leeut until the female who' had
alarm was standing right
bwde the bllsh that hid him,
ed out_on -the sun-baked, dusty
ground, not daring tq move & mu
explurer s life hung yby the pm\erbul
read. Then the elephant took a n:g—-
buckwnrds—and Major Dugmoze b
again. No cameraman was ever more glad
to seo the last of his sitters than the major
after that ordeal!
takes & man wlth a nerve like iron
mll in the fice of terribls

&xtrao;
 “ bas Jsaved {um
o b
¢, when_photographin,

the Cunndup Rockies, he nteiqu out?hﬂ

tent to sec a grizzly bear and her two cubs
devmmug t,he butwr that had been hidden,
with other supplies, in a frozen brook. N

droaming of dangor, he dashed fowards the
rauders; waving & pillow-cate and yolling

remal

that Wmll drive the;

1t didn’t. With a grow! the grizly rose
to hor hind logs and shuffled monacingly
ey, o e thet o)

of his volco, in the hopo tha .
m off.

chance to turn and run, and cutting e

retreat to the t thing
ma]nr could do \ms to etnnd mll, and ‘some-

how, thuugh his knees felt as

Ilrned Le“y' he mnnlget; it. = This-

puzzled and brought her m a lult

—-wondenn g, uncertain.  Bhe

know what to mak_a of an nnunnl

neither _attacked nor . retreated. ly
of very unladylike ﬁmwlmg aag

mrllag, she lumbered back to her cubn and

butter. That finished, she broke 0]

of pears with her teeth, uppe o huge

hend bl:!l, aud dn.nk the =
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TWO MORE TIP-TOP SCHOOL TALES TO READ!

SCHODIBOISONY,

THE yellow hand at St. Frank's—

sinister, menacing, hovering over
Yung Ching, the Chinese new boy,
seeking to kidnap him and take him
back to China ! And it's left to Nelson
Lee and Nipper to protect the Chinese
junior from his relentless enemies !
You cannot fail to be thrilled by this
powerful story.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

On Sale Now - -

OIN up with the cheery chums of

Greyfriars on a jolly cruise to
the Mediterranean! ~ With Horace
James Coker being captured by
brigands in Spain, and Billy Bunter
trying to break the bank at Nice,
you're booked for a thrilling and
amusing’ holiday tour. ‘Go aboard the

Sea Nymph to-day by asking your
newsagent for this grand yarn.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

\ mmm' s W‘%

Price 4d. each
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Make sure of this month’s issues of the.

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY]

No.669. THE AR MYSTERY.
7 BARRY CEROWNE.
e of vital interest to
Feafuring the tamous private investigator,’ -m.n
Raflies, the gentleman o

No.670. THE MAN Froa smnunu
oy G TRANDERT S AR
A Of héman thrills and_ adventure,
m.”mmg ' pepil” chaoter” dut on: -
s ol e et ol s e
Who ' alwayy in-thy. (hiek of Trousl
No.671. THE HAREM MYSTERY. .
RNTHONY PARSONS.
A tato Ot Sotectve sdventize and il in the
Bl gt e S Cunmit:
catiring e popiar persanaiicy ‘G i
B 5ot mis "TEte B Roniethin - Heow 880
erippins.
No.672. THE RIDDLE OF THE WEST
END HATRDRESSER.
ERTE
A t.nrm\;m.: (un(enbm Bovl of, sensationat
Baopenin,myatery. i epectiva
wor 5500 Sucauing froms he stare i
ot iy and (i RN Siapier node o
£le "earorie

/And don’t miss these fine numbers of the

Nowon Sale. Price 4d. per Volume EDYS"FRIEHD LIBRARY ,

0. 669. GOTTER

No.e70. T3
Horo ia the mont N .\\M.m

i o
erS andthe Mol uf his Dals: The Book
fetls of s siartiing ‘and tioxpiioable rick ana i
Stunts. Breathloss from s ‘

No.671. THE FLAMING rnmﬂ'n:l
By JOIN BREARLI
There ie always trouble bn‘hmp, o the Nora:
weat. Frontier of Indla.
danger (o the TN Raj n[ s
spread auro v Ueing gl

.K" Toss B thak n.. mun
Tainons man in Ensland fs sesg fog o Sam

Sexton Blake, private deteotive.  Tow Blake geta:
to, work is Vil told fn i5ix exciting story of,
desperate uvr)l and advent

No.672. THE ROARING TRAIL.
iy CORBON SHAW.
This splendld yarn of Uity and adventare in
the Wild West” contains all the ngredients. hat
512 skea tor o thi. Woe ot Bevion - Eom
riding, " fast ‘shooting."the ruthless Tiofting of
cunai orooks, are ail to be found in'thia thril-
Tz Boak of tHe Srent oben apates

. =
BOVS FRIENDV

In Bngland nd published on the frst Thursday 1o cach manth by the Proprictors. The Amaleamated®
Rl ST B o, Bt erel ghn O Horerlnenttnt Sifoctt® A0

Sirtet, B.C.4" Subteription am and Abroad S tach, Hersiored ar 4
iion b3 Gufadihn Ssgists Sont S AECReh Tor RURHlIn ana New desloha” Mewrs: Gordon'® otk
Tiaiten, nd Tor South KTrits, Concral News Axeno, Limited.




