
































stepped out, rifle in hand, to meet him.
The frontier, questions, detention! The
crisis was at hand |
He gripped his handle-bars resolutely.
The figure in uniform shouted, waving him
to stop. But he tore on, his speed un-
checked.
~ The man raised his rifle, full in the leap-
ing motor-cycle’s path. There was a crash,
a spurt of flame, and something whistled
past Bob’s head. He was on the figure now
—the gun

But the fellow sprang aside at the last
second, and Bob was by, to shoot into the
midst of another group by the second guard-
house, scattering them like chafi before his
breakneck onrush.

Again he was
through and
safe, but only
for a moment.
In his wake a
splutter of rifle-
s hots echoed,
and the ping-
ping and
““phwitting’’ of

flying lead broke about him. Something
went sighing past his ear ; a fleck of leather,
gouged from his shoe-sole, spun into the air.

But luck was with him. Unhurt, he
gained a bend in the road, and the guard-
houses dropped out of view. Beyond the
turn was a signpost, on its arm words
painted in strangely-accented lettering and
devoid of vowels, like Welsh.

Czech! And that word—Plzen. That
was Pilsen, en route for Prague! His
courage rose within him. He was a fron-
tier jumper, astride a stolen mount, the
hounds on his trail, and, doubtless, a price
on his head.

But he did not think of such things now.

Ahead lay Prague, eighty miles away, and
that was all he knew or cared to know as,

low over the bars, he set out on the last lap
of his whirlwind journey.
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Red-eyed and saddle-sore, Bob sped on,
the dusty miles lost in a winding ribbon of
grey behind him. Twice a lone figure had
sought to stop him, but in vain. He had

The frontier guard, missing his alm, sprang aside at the last sccond, and Bob went by him with a rush

and a roar!

(Sce this page.)
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“ It’s all right | The
tender’s here |’ gasped
Bob, bursting in upon
his astonished uncle and
a group of government
officials, (Scencat page.)
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barrier
figures.

C-r-runch| His brakes went
on with a jerk that all but flung
him over the bars, and he fell
off, right on the very crown of
the bridge, his front wheels not
a yard from the obstacle in his
path.

With a groan he stumbled up,
defeat before him as the men
sprang down to seize him. He
was beaten.

There was a roar
and a rattle beneath
his fert, and a dense
cloud  of smoke
rushed upwards from
beneath the bridee.
It was a train, pass-
ing below !

A man gripped his
arm, but he jerked
himself free. Before
his would-be captors
realised his intent,
Bob had mounted the
parapet and dropped

were more uniformed
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- to the line of

black carriage roofs

shot past grimly, and the figure had dropped
behind, 1mpotent.

But such episodes warned him that the
telecraph wires had been busy. They were
lockine for him, and his mount, with 1ts
tell-tale German registration marks, might
at any moment spell his undoing.

How long the petrol in his tank would
last he did not know. If he could find a
garage across that railway bridge ahead, 1t
would be wise to stop and refill. But then
he had no money—Czech money, that was.

He bit his lip as he roared up the steep
approach to the bridge, then grabbed wildly
at his throttle lever. Across the narrow gap
between the bridge sides a barrier of carts
and barrels had been erected. On the

\
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rushing out from
under the bridge!

He struck the con-
vex roofing squarely, with a thud that
shook the breath out of him, rolled
sideways drunkenly, all but lost both
case and foothold, then saved himself with
a last prodigious effort. When he looked
backwards, the bridge and the men on it
were lost in the drifting clouds of smoke
from the locomotive.

Gathering himself together, Bob recovered
breath ; then, creeping cautiously to the end
of the coach, climbed stifly down to the
buffers. The train went on, unchecked:
evidently its crew knew nothing of the
incident. Kmboldened, he swung out on to
the stepboard, found a door, and pulled 1t
open.

“My hat 1"
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As he stumbled into the



compartment, its solilary occupant started
forward, to stare at him in amazement.

Bob sank on to the seat, and drew a deep
breath of relief. The astonished accents
were Iinglish, pure and unmistakable.

He had found a friend]

And so it proved. An English agent,
with an office in the City, the stranger was
more than sympathetic. Bob’s story told,
he stowed the airman’s kit out of sight in
his bag, found money for the youngster’s
ticket, and, Prague reached—by luck the
train was bound there—guided him to the
contract office, the address of which was
on the tender.

Racing into the building, Bob ran into
the arms of John Norton, engaged in tear-
ing his hair in vexation at a last-minute
discovery of his useless trip. At the same
instant the big clock overhead boomed out
the hour of twelve.

““It’s all right! The tender’s here!l”’
Bob gasped, flinging the case on a table,
before the astonished eyes of his uncle and
a group of government officials.

“How the deuce did you get here? ’’ Johp
Norton exclaimed.

‘““1 flew, uncle. And—why, I’ve com-
mitted so many crimes on the way there
i1sn’t a punishment big enough to fit ’em
allI"” he added, with a cheery grin, as he
poured out his story.

That done, he lay back on a chair, pant-
ing, conscious that a smiling., kindly-faced
official spoke of ‘‘ smoothing matters over.”
After all, 1t was a Government contract,
which, 1t seemed, John Norton was un-
doubtedly going to get.

That gentleman seemed a liftle overcoms
and speechless at first. But as Bob closed
his tired eyes, his uncle’s voice came to him
dimly :

‘“ After this, I reckon your neck’s un-
breakable, Bob. Still, if you want to go on
tempting Providence—well, I s’pose I’ll
have to let you!”’

Bob gave a sigh of eminent satisfaction.
He had delivered the goods, and, what was
almost as splendid, the embargo on his
future flying had been lifted |

THE END

A Giant of the Canadian
Raillways !
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The ‘Confederation,’”” Locomotive No. 6100 — the
pride of the Canadian National Railways—takes its
lace among the world’s record passenger endines.
t is 100 feet long, it weighs over 300 tons, and it
stands fifteen feet high! This giant hauls a traln
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a third of a mile long, at nincty miles an hour when
travelling at its fastest, and docs a trip of 2,900 miles !
The train carries 500 people and, all told, the “Con.
federation ’” has to pull a load of 1,850 tons. How
would you like to be the driver! A proud job, ch?
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Williarn George Bunter, in an interview, takes this opportunity

of giving the whole world
LTHOUGH I admit that Mr. Frank
Richards is a jolly good writer, I
really consider that some of the
insinuations he makes about me are un-
called for. In case, therefore, some of his
readers may have a wrong impression of
me, I am going to take this opportunity of
giving the whole world the truth about
myself.

Now, in the first place, as to my appear-
ance. I possess a slim, graceful figure, an
aristocratic demeanour, and an easy grace
of manner. Mind you, when I say I’m slim,
I don’t mean I'm skinny, like the rest of
the blessed Form, because I’'m not. I’m
fairly well covered, if it comes to that. Pos-
sibly a little plump—stoutish, maybe.

Well, all right! It’s nothing to be
ashamed of! I'm like a young elephant,
then |

About grub. If you believed Mr.
Richards, you’d think I was a regular gor-
mandiser. Nothing of the kind! Three
licht meals a day is all I require in the
way of nourishmen’. Well, fairly light,
anyway. Say half a dozen eggs and a pound
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the truth (?) about himself.

of ham for brekker, a couple of chickens,
plenty of veges., and a Christmas pudding
for dinner, and two or three haddocks and
half a dozen poached eggs for tea.

Did I say three meals? Better make it
six. Safety first, you know!

Then there’s that blessed postal-order
business. Readers of Greyiriars yarns are
always being told I never really receive
one. Rot!| They arrive by nearly every post.
Of course, I’'m disappointed sometimes.
Perhaps I shouldn’t say nearly every post;
nearly every day would probably be more
like it. An exaggeration? Oh, really!
Sometimes, it’s true, a week goes by—or a
month, or even a term or so. \When I really
comse to think of it, I don’t remember when
I got the last one!

Turning to the question of my abilities
in the Form-room. Mr. Frank Richards is
awfully fond of telling everybody what a
dunce I am, but the truth is very different.
Take Latin. Caesil—I fairly revel in him
Virger—I know his works backwards. Or
1s 1t Caesar and Virgil? Blessed if I
remember | It’s all a lot of piffie, anyway !
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About a dozen eggs ‘:mt.l a pound or two of ham is all
I require for brekker |

I don’t know anything about either of
them, and, what’s more, I don’t want to
know anything ! p

And it makes me jolly wild to read the
sarcastic remarks Mr. Richards makes about
the way [ play football. Honestly, if you'd
seen me play at compulsory practice last
Wednesday you’d have said I ought to play
centre-forward for the First Eleven. 1
kicked a magnificent goal in the second hali,
too! Had the goalie fairly whacked, you
know |

What’s that? Well, now you remind me,
I must admit it—though, mind you, 1 still
say it was a fine goal. Yes, I did kick the
ball into my own goal |

A very sore point with me, too, is titled
relations. Mr. Richarde just pours scorn
on them, and even sugoests that they don't
exist. Cheek, you know! I’ve got tons of
relations with titles, and some in the House
of Lords, too! Well. not exactly the House
of Lords, perhaps—The Lords, anyway—
Lord's cricket ground, you know. Awfully

well connected there, the Bunter family.

How? Well, they’re really nothing to do
with the ground, if it comes to that. As a
matter of fact, it’s just an uncle of mine
who’s there—runs an ice-cream barrow out-
side the entrance now and again. What
other titles? Well, I can’t quite think of
them for a moment. Of course, that rot
about Sir Bunter de Grunter 1s just Mr.
Richards’ sarcasm. There 1sn’t such a
person. But I did have a cousin who once
received a letter addressed A. Bunter,
ESQUIRLE, and that’s something, 1rn’t it?
Fact! He showed me the envelope!

And finally, I hate the way that blessed
writer tries to make out that I’'m not alwaysg
strictly truthful. It’s a libel, you know—
an outrageous libel. I’ve never told a lie
in my life! A little exaggeration now and
again, perhaps! A misunderstood metaphor
here and there. DPossibly I do get a little
confused over facts at times. What’s that?

It’s only by mistake that I ever tell the
That’s done 1t !

truth? I’'m finished |

) i P
| kicked a magnificent goal in the second half—had
the goalie fairly whacked !
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