























distinct tracks of
two horses in the
white dust.

At last a yell of
triumph burst from

Jerry.
“There they
are!” he shouted.

“ We'll catch ’em,
after alll”

Sure enough,
Bart also saw two
khaki-clad  horse-
men away ahead of
them, and he
echoed Jerry's
shout of glee.

There could be no
doubt who the two
horsemen were.

They were, in
fact, Diamond Joe
and Milton, who
had just reined in,
hearing the thun-
derous clatter away
behind them.
From under their
stolen police hats,
the two scoundrels
glared back, seeing
a column of dust,
with the on-rush-
ing vehicle just in
front of it.

‘“ A motor |”’
fury.

““ And that darned kid’s in it—the kid
we left locked in that store!”’ bawled the
thick-set Milton.

‘“ How the deuce——"" Diamond Joe
gasped in amazement. ‘I told you we
ought to shoot him, Milton. He’s a sight
too smart to live! Gosh! Who's the fellow
with him ?”’

Tor a moment both scoundrels glared at
the pursuing vehicle in dumb fury, knowing
that escape on horseback was impossible,
for the range of bush-clad hills was yet some
miles ahead. Then Milton whipped up his
rifle.

‘“ We’ll ha’ to start shootin’, after all!”’

(

Diamond Joe shouted in
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* We'll just get round—""
Crash! A sound like a
thunderclap drowned Jerry’s
words ; both lads felt a
jarring shock and found
themselves flying through the
air as the lorry, having struck
a boulder, crashed over on
its side.

roared the thick-set scoundrel.
the driver I’

“Stop! I know a better trick than
that I”’ Diamond Joe shouted. ‘‘ And we’ll
run no risk of getting plugged ourselves.””

Grinning evilly, he swung to the ground.

That very moment Jerry, craning for-
ward in the lorry, had his rifle half raised,
ready to shoot if scrapping was started. He
saw Diamond Joe dismount, then :

“T’ll plug



‘“ Crumbs, Bart,”” he cried, ‘¢the
bounder’s firing the grass!”’

Bart, too, saw a pufi of smoke billow up
close to Diamond Joe, saw a gush of flame,
then he got a brief glimpse of the two khaki-
clad scoundrels galloping off.

““ You’re right, man!”’ he said to Jerry.
‘“ By thunder, we must beat that blaze or
we’ll roast to death !’

‘“ Not going back?’’ yelled Jerry.

‘“ No fear, man! I'll drive round it.
We’ll catch those stifis yet I’

Diamond Joe’s vile trick to cover their
flight was plain. He had fired the tough
yellow grass, dry as tinder, and, fanned
by the wind, the flames were sweeping
rapidly across the veldt, setting light to
thickets.

But no intention had either Bart or Jerry
of giving up. Bart drove on at full speed,
determined to race round the spearhead of
the blaze, which was now roaring half a mile
ahead.

Tast thundered the light lorry, bumping,
bLounding, swaying dangerously, but faster
spread the flames.

In a moment a thick yellow pall of smoke
was sweeping across the blue sky, and the
sun became a red ball, dim-seen through the
dun cloud. Tiercer crackled the rushing
flames, and now both lads heard a dull,
devouring roar above the thunder of their
engine.

Thickets burst into sheets of fire, thorn-
trees seemed to explode and hurl gushing
flames skyward. The heat became terrific,
and the smell of burning foliage came down
the hot wind.

““ We’ll do it!” Bart gritted, but he
gasped for breath as he bent over his steer-
ing-wheel.

“ Faster | Farther to your left, Bart!”
Jerry shouted, his voice faint above the
crackling din.

Bart was sweeping round in a big half-
circle already, to escape the blaze, but he
was forced to bear even farther to his left
for the flames were rushing_ as though to
head the lorry ofi.

Somewhere behind that crimson curtain,
Diamond Joe and Milton were galloping
ofi for the safety of the hills, doubtless

i

laughing at their pursuers’ awkward plight.

Now the heat was like a furnace-blast;
hali the horizon seemed to be a sheet of
flame. Bright tongues of fire gushed sky-
ward in all directions. But Jerry judged
the distance with his eye and uttered a
whoop.

“We’ll do it!”’ he roared, clinging to
his seat. ““ We’ll just get round it

Crash! A sound like a thunderclap
drowned Jerry’s voice ; both lads felt a jar-
ring shock, then found themselves flying
through the air, to land with a thudding
impact on the ground and roll over and
over.

The lorry had struck a hidden boulder,
and such was the violence of the collision
that the lorry had crashed over on its
side.

Dazed by the shock, Jerry staggered to
his feet, to sce Bart rising from the ground,
also, apparently unhurt. The light lorry
was lying on its side, and a shout of dismay
and anger burst from Jerry’s lips.

‘““ We’re done, Bart!”’ he cried.
can’t catch those bounders now !”’

““Noj; and it was my fault, man,”” Bart

“We

said. “‘ T ought to ha’ seen -
““You couldn’t!”” interrupted Jerry;
then: ‘“ Come on! We’ve got to run for

our lives! The fire will be on us in a
second !”’

There was nothing else for it. It seemed
that the lads had not only lost their
quarry ; they were in peril of the most awful
of deaths, for the red wall of flame was
sweeping down on them at express speed.
They made a desperate dash to recover their
dropped rifles, but the fearful heat drove
them back. It scorched their faces, forced
them to whirl round and run for their lives.

But fast as they ran the blaze drove after
them. Hissing tongues of fire raced across
the ground and licked at their boot-heels.
Searing bits of grass blew down on them,
to singe their clothes. They dashed on,

staggering, stumbling, breath whistling
through raw lungs.
It seemed there was no escape. A deafen-

ing explosion in their rear told that the
petrol tank of their lorry had blown up.
A choking curtain of smoke rushed over
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SALVATION FROM THE SKY!



Down swooped the ’plane to the
ground, to bar the way of Diamond
Joe and Milton; and out sprang
Bart and Jerry, firing pistols as they
advanced, followed by Nichols with a
magazine rifle.

them, and they got a brief vision of flights
of terrified birds wheeling skywards. Past
them dashed buck and jackals, in headlong,
panic-stricken flight.

TFrom close behind the lads now red
flames were spouting skyward with a dread-
ful roar. The whole world seemed a red,
raging inferno.

Still Bart and Jerry staggered on gamely,
racing side by side, hoping to reach the
safety of some deep donga. It seemed im-
possible, however.

But all at once, above the savage thunder
of the blaze, there came to Jerry’s ears a
steady, roaring sound. He looked up, to
see an aeroplane swooping down towards
them.

H.A. (

T

‘“ There’s & ’plane!l’”” he shouted, in
amazement. ‘‘I hope the pilot sees us!”’

For a second of horror the two lads won-
dered if the 'plane’s pilot had really seen
them. Then they saw that he had, as they
shouted and waved their arms; and eagerly
they dashed forward as the ’plane swooped
to the ground and landed. It was to find
that the pilot was Nichols, of the S.A.P.,
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who had previously visited the lads’ store
in search of Diamond Joe.

‘“ What the deuce are you two fellows
doing out here?’” Nichols shouted above the
roar of his engine. °

‘“ Chasing Diamond Joe !’ yelled Jerry,
as both lads wildly clambered to the second
cockpit.

‘“ Chasing Joe! Where the deuce is he?
I was heading for your store to tell you
——"’ shouted Nichols.

‘“ He’s there—with Milton—just beyond
the fire I’ Jerry broke in, his voice thrilling
with excitement. ¢‘ After the bounders—
quick! They’ll escape in the hills yonder!
You can’t land in the scrub and kopjes up
there.”’

‘“Well, I'm darned!”’ gasped Nichols,
and he yanked fiercely on the accelerator.

The ’plane taxied across the grass, and a
pull on the joy-stick saw it rise from the
ground like a bird.

Up the ’plane sailed, in a breathless
climbing turn. Then it was thrumming
through the air, high ahove the seething
inferno of flame.

Five minutes later a yell of delight burst
from Bart and Jerry, for they saw their
quarry away below them, galloping in
desperate flight.

Diamond Joe and Milton had almost
reached the safety of the scrub-clad range
ot hills when down swooped the ’plane to
bar their way. Out sprang Bart and Jerry,
armed with pistols loaned them by Nichols,
who followed with a magazine rifle.

Followed a brisk fight at close range,
in which Jerry received a flesh wound, Bart
had his bat riddled, and Nichols had his
cheek gashed by a ricochet. But Milton was
shot dead. Diamond Joe’s horse crashed
down in a hidden hole, and a few seconds
later the notorious scoundrel was secured.

‘I told Milton that young cur was too
smart to be left alive!’”” snarled Diamond
Joe, glaring furiously at Jerry.

‘“ Eh—what’s that?’ exclaimed Nichols,
turning. ““I was racing back to your
store, my lads, to tell you I’d learnt that
Joe and his pal had secured police kit, and
were last seen making for your place.
That’s how I happened to spot you behind
that blaze. But it seems you saw through
the stifis’ disguise for yourselves.”

““’Twas Jerry did, man,” said lanky
Bart. ¢ If it hadn’t been for Jerry, you’d
never ha’ set eyes on Diamond Joe again!”’

Nichols agreed when he heard the lad’s
story. Delightedly he laughed on hearing
how Jerry had got the better of both scoun-
drels with a jug of water, how the lad had
escaped from the store, and fortunately
caught Bart with the lorry at Springbok
Drift.

““ You’ve jolly well earned the reward for
Joe, my lad,”” he told Jerry. ‘‘ For here are
all the stolen diamonds in his saddle-bags !"’

““ And all our looted cash, too!”’ cried
Jerry.

Shortly afterwards Jerry’s pluck and
smartness were rewarded with a fat cheque
for Diamond Joe’s capture.




This Time—

OUR IMAGINATIVE

REPORTER!

‘ “ Yt have just appointed Kipps, of the

Remove, as reporter for the

“Greyfriars Herald.” The news

items brought in by him within a few hours

are so sensational that we are unable to

guarantee their absolute truth! However,
here they are.

Rascal’s Repentance

Harold Skinner, of the Remove, was seen
under the Elms this morning, poring over
a copy of ‘‘ Eric; or, Little by Little.”
When he lifted up his face to our reporter
it was noticed that tears were streaming
down his face, and an honest light was shin-
ing in his eyes. Later he was observed
thoughtfully making a bonfire of a packet of
cigarettes and a roulette-board.

News from the Fag World

Dicky Nugent was reported yesterday to
have been seen with only two ink-stains on
his fingers. It is understood that when the
fact was commented on derisively by some
other Second Formers young Nugent
blushed and hurriedly put matters right by
sprinkling half a bottle of best blue-black
over his hands and face.

High Life News

Billy Bunter received a postal-order by
the first post last Wednesday. In deliver-
ing it, the postman apologised for the delay
of several years, explaining that this was
due to strikes, or the rotten system of local
deliveries, or something. It is rumoured
that later in the day several titled people,
claiming to be relations of Bunter’s, were
shown into the Visitors’ Room, and the
distinguished party, with Bunter in their
midst, afterwards proceeded to Bunter
Court for a bun-fight.

o~
Harold Skinner was observed thoughtfully making a
bonfire of a packet of cigarettes and a roulette.board.

Change of Accent

Hurree Singh has just spent a week-end
in Scotland with one of his fellow-princes
from India. The effect on his pronunciation
of the English language has been truly
surprising.

‘“ Hallo, Inky !”’ T called out, on spotting
him in the Rag after his return.

‘“ Hoots, mon, an’ hoo are ye?’ was his
reply.

‘“ Enjoyed your holiday?’’ I ventured.

‘“ Aweel, aweel, the weether mi’ hae been
a leetle brighter-r-r, ye ken,” purred the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

*“ Glad to be back among us again, eh '’
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Billy Bunter, with the intention of paying off a few
old scores, gave Bolsover a dot on the eye.

‘“Ay; it's no’ likely that up awa’ in the
Hielands I'd be forgetting the auld skule I’
replied Inky, with a dusky smile.

If our esteemed Nabob returns to Bhani-
pur and starts speaking like that to his
native instructor, we can foresee that the
ructionfulness will be terrific!

A Peaceful Pugilist

Percy Bolsover delivered a lecture last
evening on the subject of ‘‘ Peace in Public
Schools.”” He stated that, in his opinion, the
time had arrived when public schoolboys
should abandon the practice of settling dis-
putes by the old method of bashing each
other. He was all in favour of peace at any
price, and personally, if ever he were
smitten on the cheels, he would turn the
other one, and shame the silly ass who did
it.  (Sensation.) He believed in the
Brotherhood of Boys and the sanctity of
human bokos. At this juncture, Billy
Bunter, with the intention of paying ofi &
few old scores, gave the speaker a dot on
the eye, and Bolsover, with a glassy but
still benevolent look in his peepers, sat down
amid wild applause.

Coker gets his Cap!

Wingate has decided to play Coker as
centre-forward in the First XI. for their
match with Rookwood. When asked the
reason for his decision, he stated that he
had never in his life seen anyone play foot-
ball like Coker—a remark with which we
all agree!

THE END

ANAGRAMS.

Here are eight teasers that will test your knowledge.
the letters in each sentence will form the solution.

Rearranged correclly,
To help you to do this

a clue is given to each sentence.

1.—Will rob—get a meringue.
(A famous character at Greyfriars.)
2.—Ye bright realm.
(A popular boys’ paper.)
3.—1I will shame a speaker.
(Famous English poet.)
4.—Outdo a chum on bathing.
(The title of one of his plays.)

5.—Unfed—I’m flaring.
(A celebrated character at Rookwood.)
6.—More shell-shock.
(Famous detective in fiction.)
7.—Ogre—1 fry scholars.
(A world-famous public school.)
8 —Yarns for all the year! I hug Dian.
(The best book for boys and girls.)

The answers to these Anagrams will be found on page 278.
( 180 )
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