
























































wind was wiping the very earth from the
bare hillsides, sending it out like rain on to
the air. He had heard something about
siroccos, but this was the first time he had
ever been in one, and he didn’t want to
experience another !

For a mile and a half they hurtled along
the rocky ledge, almost dead straight all
the time; then came the furious screech of
brakes, the car’s tail wagged a little, and
they went ripping round an abrupt bend
where the mountain bulged.

There came a second, a third bend, and
with the last the road turned so that the
wind was now behind them, while the course
dipped steeply to a valley which was almost
a ravine.
~ On the right reared the tremendously
“high and steep shape of what Bob had
named Black Mountain. It was a colossal
height, ugly and dark, and faced with
boulders which seemed likely at any moment
to plunge into the dip.

To ore side was the little village of
Arcayos, and from this the Rio Escudo
wound in a silvery streak, passing under
the road at the bottom of the dip. Bob, as
they hurtled to the clearer air, could see
the river, and the bridge like a camel’s
hump.

Down towards it the Connaught flung it-
self, seeming barely to touch the road,
travelling faster than it could move at any
other part of the course. Bob could see a
car in front, already beyond the bridge,
and dwarfed to a speck by the distance of
two miles or more.

The rush of hot air past Bob’s face
caught his breath. Heat came burningly
from the engine, wrapping about his ankles
and legs, and making his insteps tingle.
He braced himself in the cockpit, and tried
to keep his head high to avoid the fumes
wh'icti:h were sweeping up through the foot-

rid.

- It was then that he glimpsed Blam
Cooper’s ’plane. The machine was above
them, diving steeply and a little ahead.

Bob would have waved, but he was too

occupied holding on, and, in any case, the
racing car was travelling faster than the
red ’plane.

(

Bob watched the craft wheel and dive still
lower, until it was coming towards them.
He made out the black eye of the camera,
then they had dived beneath, and the
humpy structure of the Escudo Bridge was
fairly lifting itself from the valley to meet
them.

There was a little crowd of spectators
sheltering in the shade of rocks near it,
and the men seemed to grow larger as the
car rushed on. When it appeared to Bob
as though they could never stop in time to
take the bridge safely, Danny reached for
the brakes.

The car slowed, magically it seemed, then
they were at the bridge, flying up it, leav-
ing the ground for a moment at the summit
of the hump, and landing with a crash on
the far side, giving Bob a kind of switch-
back sensation before the car caught him
and carried him streaking on.

Beyond the bridge the road was in
shadow. It was stiflingly hot, and there
was not much wind down here. When the
course began to wind and climb, he sighted
the car he had previously seen. It was not
the Brescia they were chasing; it was the
yellow and red Spanish car, and the driver
pulled close to the edge of the road to give
them room to pass when they finally over-
hauled him.

Another village at the end of the valley,
and after that the course was all wild cor-
ners and turns, with glimpses of steep drops
waiting for the car should it leave the road.
The sirocco caught them in its grip again,
and Bob huddled down to keep out of the
stinging dust.

¢ Keep your—head up! Mind—{fumes!”’
Danny’s wind-snatched warning came to
him.

The engine fumes were pungent and
sickly; they had knocked the other two
mechanics out. Bob sat up, loosing one
hand to hold it before his nose and mouth,
50 that he could breathe easily.

The machine was rocking and bucking
under its speed. Again and again his back
was thudded sickeningly against the swab,
while on one corner he cut his cheek against
the leather side of the cockpit, from the
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violence with which Danny was forced to
skid a curve.

Presently Bob picked out Pino, the
village marking the last corner before the
grand-stand straight and the end of the
lap. Dust half blotted it out, and as they
stormed towards the buildings, he sighted a
wrecked car in the heart of a torn-down
palisade.

They went between the buildings, raising
the dust behind, swung round the corner in
the heart of the place, and then fairly
leaped to the straightaway beyond. ;

‘“ Look out—for signals!’’ Danny thun-
dered the words at him, which were half lost
in the engine’s mad roaring and the screech
of the supercharger.

Bob craned in his seat to peer ahead.
They were driving full into the teeth of the
sirocco now. Dust-graing hit him like
rain, stinging the cut on his cheek, silting
up in his ears and clogging his nostrils.

He sighted the grand-stand and the line
of pits. He picked out his own, and saw
the white disc with the red centre flying.
Below it was a board bearing ‘2 m.”
Every man in the pit was waving and
cheering them on.

““We’re two minutes behind the Brescia
now !”’

He put his lips close to Danny’s ear and
shouted the words, and the speedman
nodded.

His face was like a clown’s, with its grey
mask of dust all streaked by little channels
of sweat. Bob could see the muscles stick-
ing out at the side of Danny’s jaw as he
rammed his foot hard on the throttle pedal,
his gaze steady on the sweeping dust before
them.

““ Last lap!”” Bob called, and the driver
nodded.

‘““T’1l get him somehow I’

San Viente village whirled at them.
There was a corner here for which Danny
had previously braked. He did not use
his brakes now.

They went into the village, rocking from
their speed. Bob saw the walls which
hemnmed the corner and a palisade, then
they were rushing at it, skimming the
fence! He heard the crash of woodwork,

H.A.

saw palings fly high, splinters showered
across their tail, and men ducked back
into a near-by doorway. Then they were
through the corner, with the fence broken
behind them and their tail dented, while
the shelf-like road opened ahead.

On to it they went, travelling at mad
speed. The wind seemed to have died a
little, and the road was now clear. Bob
marked bunches of cactus at the edge,
growing among the boulders. He saw two
abandoned cars here, with Spanish soldiers
looking after them—and then he saw
Blam Cooper’s ’plane!

It was coming round the bluff in front,
where three corners lay before the steep,
fast drop down to dangerous Escudo
Bridge. The ’plane was flying low, and it
swung out over the gulf, then turned, still
ahead of them.

Bob thought that he saw Blam waving,
but he was not sure. The machine dropped
until it was almost level with the road,
and now Bob could sce the pilot raised in
his seat, leaning from the cockpit, waving
one arm.

““Telling us to go a bit faster!’’ Bob
thought. ‘I bet he’s seen that Italian not
so far ahead!”” And he waved back.

'Plane and racing-car were near now,
and Blam was still waving. Then suddenly
he drew his arm in, and an instant after
the craft came sweeping towards the road
juzg: ahead of them and dipping close to the
cliff.

Bob watched him. He clearly saw Blam
look round. Still closer came the ’plane.

‘“Ie’s going to land in front of us!’’
Bob gasped, panting the words into the gale
which screeched past his head.

As he spoke, one wing-tip of the machine
dipped to the little parapet at the roadside.
Instantly wood and fabric broke against
the boulders, dragging the craft round, so
that it seemed to be diving straight for the
car.

Danny’s foot crashed on the brake pedal,
and the machine slid sideways, then slewed
the other way as the brakes locked the
wheels.

The ’plane lurched on to the road, drove
full across it, then smashed its propeller
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on the rocky face opposite, canted sideways,
broke its other wing, and come to a judder-
ing stop, barring the course.

THE THIRD CHAPTER

To the Vietor . . .
BOB thought they must crash full into the
wrecked craft, but they stopped a
yard short of it. As the droning brakes
held the wheels, Blam Cooper came tumbling
from his cockpit, blood streaming where
he had cut his face. His shoes hit the
ground, then he lurched towards them,
hanging on to the damaged wing of the

machine,

‘“ Had to—stop you!”” He came closer,
bending to yell the words through the roar
of the car’s engine. ‘‘The bridge is
down !”’

‘“ What?’ Danny jerked up in his seat.

““ The sirocco—loosened earth on the
mountain—avalanche !”” the pilot gasped.
‘“ Road’s clear, but houlders smashed a
great hole in the middle of the bridge!”

¢ Where’s Ricardo?”’

‘“ He raced the avalanche—got across!”’

“ Then unless we can get over he’ll win!”’
Danny shouted through the engine’s beat.
““ Is the bridge down altogether %’

‘“ No, there’s only a hole in the crown of
it,”” Blam answered. ‘‘I had to stop you.
You’d have been killed I’

““A hole in the middle of the bridge?
Then we might—jump it!’’ Danny spoke
through gritted teeth. °¢Bob, swing the
tail of that machine out of the way !’

Bob scrambled from the car. Blam,
though he staggered, aided him to haul the
'plane’s tail over so that half the road was
clear. The moment there was room for the
car to go through Danny sent it forward,
yelling :

‘“ Good man, Blam! See you later!”

Bob made a dive for the cockpit as the
machine went by him, and was jerked off his

feet as he scrambled in. Danny slowed.

““You get out! This is too risky for
youl”’

““T’1l see it through!’’ Bob gasped, and
struggled into his seat.

There was no time for argument.
Ricardo was getting farther away with

(

every second. The Connaught screamed
through its gears, then plunged into the
corners, and left them behind as the dip
opened down to the valley.

Bob saw the bridge. At one side was a
mighty mass of fallen, crumbled rock and
earth. It was piled up about the river.
The road was scattered with dirt and stones,
and right on the crest of the bridge showed
a yawning cavity.

““Wecan do it!”” Danny leaned towards
him and roared the words. *‘ If I take the
bridge as fast as we can go, the speed will
make us jump that hole! There’ll be &
devil of a smash the other side, so hang on!
Duck if we go ofi the road and crash I’

Bob tightened his grip as they flung down
the slope. Nearer came the bridge. He
saw Spaniards rushing to the roadside to
warn them. Flags waved madly, but they
did not slow.

Faster and still faster they went. The
bridge seemed to rise to meet them. Bob
saw more clearly the debris which was
strewn across the road, and the bridge with
the black hole gaping in its crown.

‘“ Hang on!”’

Danny shouted. Bob wedged his feet
against the grid, gripped his leather holds,
braced his every muscle, and then saw the
bridge swoop at them.

He felt the car kick from stones as its
tyres bit on them. The machine tilted up-
wards, front springs bottoming as the nose
of the car took the rise of the hump-backed
bridge. The hole showed below them, then
they were clear of the ground, and flying
through the air |

One fleeting glimpse Bob had of the
broken road beneath and the shadowy river
through it. For what secemed an ago they
streaked on, dropping now; then came 8
colossal crash, and the car skidded almost
broadside.

He saw Danny fighting the wheel, forc-
ing the car straight, mastering it, and
sending it streaking safely on through the
valley.

‘““Done it!”” Bob gasped, and he saw
Danny grin. ‘‘ Good old Abbotsleigh !”’

Up the rising ground now, through the
shadows and the village at the head of the
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valley, and into the wild corners and bends
beyond.

How Danny took them Bob did not know.
They approached turns at such speed that
1t seemed beyond possibility that they could
get round, yet they always did. When a
cliff wall seemed to block their path, the
wheel-hubs would all but scar its face, tyres
and brakes would scream, then the road
would open before them.

And it was as they entered Pino that they
saw the red Brescia |

The hole in the hump-backed bridge showed beneath
them, then they were clear of the ground, and flying

through the air |

It was then two hundred yards in front
of them, already slowing for the last
dangerous turn on the mountain course.

After it went the Connaught, and they
were at the Italian’s tail as they came to

the corner. On went the brakes, and the
Connaught leaped and juddered like a wild
thing, skidding. Danny fought it round,
held it close to the fencing, then cut inside
the red machine, and came from the corner
dead level.

Bob saw Ricardo, face grey from dust,

(

gritted teeth filmed by the stuffi. The man’s
head was bent, he was shouting through
the uproar, and his dark eyes were blazing
as he asked his machine for one last wild
spurt. y

For half a mile the two machines ran
dead level, then the Connaught gained
slightly. .

Tantalisingly slowly, it seemed to Bob,
the Connaught nosed ahead. So far as he
could tell, he thought that Danny now had
the car all out. He knew, too, that it was

only Danny’s skilful driving that had given
them this slight lead. Unless they could
gain on or keep the half-length difference
between the two cars, victory might yet be
snatched from their grasp—that is, if the
Brescia had some reserve power. Had it
Bob wondered.

The thought made him glance over his
shoulder at the Italian. His face now held
a grim smile, for the red Brescia was no
longer receding; it was holding the Con-
naught’s taill  No, it was creeping up!
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The Brescia had more power—unless the
Connaught was failing at the critical
moment! That awful thought made Bob
hastily swish his glance round to Danny.

‘“ He’s holding us!’’ he shouted through
the roar of both madly-driven engines.
‘“ Got any reserve in her?”’

Danny greeted Bob’s words with a smile.
That was all, but it was a reassuring smile,
and Bob felt relieved.

The Italian car had by now practically
crept level again with the Connaught.
Then suddenly Bob heard the pulsating
roar of the Connaught engine grow louder,
and when he looked round at the Italian
it was to see him dropping behind. He
smiled to himself. Danny had kept a card
up his sleeve, so to speak!

““ We win I”” Bob yelled.

He saw the stand in front, and the dust
of the sirocco hazing the group of officials
who stood at the side of the road with the
winner’s flag.

Bob looked behind again. The red

machine was about five yards in the rear of
them now, dropping farther and farther
away—beaten !

Twenty seconds later, the winner’s flag
slashed in the air, signalling the Connaught
across the line.

In the Small Hall at Abbotsleigh School,
by the photograph of Danny Moore, there
is a small gold cup, a replica of the trophy
which Bob helped to win in the Spanish
Grand Prix. Flanking it is a picture of a
wrecked aeroplane and a photograph of a
dusty, battered racing-car, with Danny and
Blam and Bob standing by it.

New boys at Abbotsleigh are taken into
Small Hall and shown these things, and are
told the story connected with them. They
are then asked to say who did most towards
winning the race: Danny or Bob or Blam?

Nobody has yet satisfactorily solved the
problem.

THE END

(
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