



































in the sand, you telescopic-eyed,
grinnin’ sand-rabbit,” advised Bud
impolitely.  “ I've got an oil-leak,
that’s all. But you could make things
a bit easier if you'd look for that
darned Bedouin sniper who's takin’
such an interest in me. Give him a
bullet in the ear, there’'s a good
chap.”

‘"It’'s a pleasure | " grinned John
Henry. ‘ The goods shall be delivered
at once, sir. But, pardon me, you
didn’t say which ear|"”

He ducked convulsively as a
spanner whizzed from Bud’s hand
and missed him by inches. Then he
scuttled off to the grimed and tattered
group who were shooting from behind

the cover of his own machine. They
paid the sniper all due attention—
which eventually proved somewhat
tragic for the sniper.

Meanwhile, Langton Wagstaff, sur-
prisingly enough, brought his machine
down, and landed it with brilliant
skill close beside that of Bud.

With his engine still ticking over,
he yelled out a message, and both the
American and John Henry ran across.

“ Quick !”  bawled  Wagstaff.
‘ There’s a sandstorm coming up, and
I've got to get away and try to find
the camel-corps, or otherwise they’ll
never reach you. I couldn’t signal

from the air, so I had to land to tell
you.

But don’t take off in your

Crouched under the lee of the plane, Bud and John Henry watched Wagstaff’s machine being tossed about
like a leaf in the sandstorm, Then suddenly Bud let out aroar. ‘“ Jumpin’ catsnakes, Johnny 1" he gasped.
‘“ Wagger’s done ! Look, he’s in a spin now.”
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machine unless you see the storm
catch up with me and force me down.
Stay here if I get away all right.
You’ll have a tough enough job
ﬁthing off the Bedouins when the
blow’s all over and they come out of
cover.”

Bud sized up the situation at once.

“ Qkay !’ he shouted. “ Get
goin’, Wagger.”

He staggered on his feet as the first
blast of the approaching storm whined
across the desert, kicking up a whirl-
ing cloud of sand in a writhing,
choking mist.

Wagstaff opened out his engine and
set the little machine rocking and
thundering over the levellest patch
of sand he could see. He wrenched it
into the air and turned swiftly, trying
to get the wind behind him so that
he could be carried by it until he
could manage to rise above the blast.

Fighting wildly, he went for about
a quarter of a mile, tossed about like
a leaf in the fitful force of those
tremendous, eddyin%{gusts.

Bud and John Henry, crouched
under the lee of the repaired Pup,
watched him, holding their breaths.
They lost sight of him for a few
minutes, saw him again, and then
Bud let out a roar.

“ Jumpin’ catsnakes, Johnny ! " he
gasped. ‘ Wagger’s done! — Look,
there he goes | The heat strains these
machines all out of rig, an’ Wagger’s
right wing-bay has failed under the
strain. Look, he’s in a spin now ! "

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
A PERILOUS FLIGHT.

]OHN Henry DENT, as soon as he
saw disaster overtake Wagstaff,
scrambled up into the cockpit of

the machine %eside him.
“ 1’1l take her, Bud,” he breathed.
“ Dash it all, man, I don’t want to be
cocky. But if you grasp what I mean,
I think I can manage to get through.

What I mean to say—d’'you mind
swinging the prop, dear old boy ? ”

Bud dashed round and swung the
propeller without question. In spite
of John Henry's present crash, in spite
of his seemingly thick-headed ways,
he was acknowledged to be far and
away the finest pilot of the entire
Royal Flying Corps.

People said, jokingly, that he had
been born with wings on him. He had
an absolute genius for control, and
in this present circumstance—in such
a matter of life and death—there
could be no argument as to who ought
to make the desperate attempt.

‘“ Contact | "’ roared Bud, swinging
mightily. ‘“ Good luck to you, Johnny
—an’ fly now as you've never flown
before. Try an’ spot where Wagger’s
fallen, if you’ve got a chance. Don’t
worry about us. Guide the camel-
corps to him, an’ pick him up before
you come back here.”

John Henry said nothing. It
wouldn’t have been much use, any-
way, for his engine was now roaring
all out, and the rising howl of the
storm drowned any other sound.

Sand clattered and lashed against
his machine, biting at his face and
well-nigh blinding him, but he dared
not put on his goggles. He ducked
low in the cockpit, and sent the little
craft swaying forward. Glass was
useless in circumstances like these.
In fact, it was useless to try to see
anything much. He * felt "’ the con-
trols, as an expert rider feels the
reins of a sensitive, high-spirited
horse.

Bud gave a sand-choked cheer as
he saw that little machine swung up
off the ground at the exact moment
thatdit had gained sufficient flying
speed.

How John Henry had done it, he
couldn’t” tell. It was a matter of
instinct, of pure genius. But there
was a lot of pure genius needed now.
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John Henry flew completely blind
for the next ten minutes. He couldn’t
see a single thing, and he seemed to
be carried helplessly upon the crazy
wings of that roaring, blasting storm.
All the time his hands and feet were
working upon the control-stick and
rudder-bar with uncertain, jerky
movements.

Why he made them, he could not
himself have told. But the effect was
that the machine kept a more or less

Then, at last, the worst fury of the
storm seemed to abate, and he
began to get a vague sight of his
surroundings. What had actually
happened was that he had got above
the full fury of the blast, and he knew
now that he would be safe, if he could
only get more height and let the worst
of the sand-storm thunder along
below him.

Through the driving whirling sea of

sand, he caught a momentary vision

Bud and the stranded men fought the Bedouins to the last. They had given;r hope of help arriving when,
t

suddenly, the relieving forces poured down out of the misty sandhills and rak:

even keel and climbed at a fairly
steady average.

Every strut and bracing wire
creaked and protested violently. The
gusts were so violent that, on one
occasion, the rudder-bar was banged
over and his feet knocked clear.

He had the control-stick wrenched
out of his hand twice, and for some
time the machine flew with one
wing heavily down, and he feared
that an aileron wire had parted.

he enemy with a fierce fire.

of a wrecked machine far below him,
and he marked his compass direction
carefully. Then he climbed higher
and higher, coughing and choking,
but staring all about in the hopes of
getting a glimpse of that rescuing
column.

Actually, John Henry found the
column—but he only found it when
his petrol had run down to the last
pint, and he knew he would have to
make a landing, anyhow. To have
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kept on so long was just another
illustration of his cast-iron, inflexible
courage.

Only the whining remains of that
blasting storm were disturbing the
desert when he finally saw the faint
movement amongst the sand that
showed where the camel-corps had
taken cover.

John Henry gave a cracked cheer
of relief and delight, and swung his
machine down so that he could land
beside them. The men who ran to
meet him looked more dead than
alive, covered as they were from
head to foot with sand. Their eyes
were mere slits, and their lips swollen
and bruised. But had he only known
it, young Mr. Dent was in a worse
condition still. For the fierce draught
of his propeller had flung the sand at
his face with such force that he was
scratched and bleeding in a hundred
places. ]

The camel-column pushed straight
on, however, not waiting for the
storm to fully abate, and soon after
dark had fallen they sighted Wag-
staff’s machine, and John Henry
ran towards it with a yell.

Wagstaff, by good fortune, was not
seriously hurt. He had a broken
arm, and he was in considerable pain.
But the disturbed sand of the storm
had broken the worst of his fall.

He was hoisted straight away up
on to a camel, and his injury given
what first-aid was possible whilst
they were still on the move.

And at dawn, the column came
within the sound of rifle fire, and
urged their bad-tempered beasts to
full speed. The fight round the
oasis was a sharp one, for the Bedouins
had entrenched themselves against
the storm, and had come out to finish
off the helpless, besieged party
directly 1t had finished.

Bud and the stranded men had

decided to fight to the last, however,

even though, with the passage of the
night, they had come to the con-
clusion that no help could be ex-
pected. When it did come, they could
hardly believe it, but they fought on
wildly

The Bedouins gave up and galloped
away on their horses about half an
hour after the relieving force had
poured down out of the misty sand-
hills and raked them with a fierce fire.

So the little garrison was relieved,
and the Three Musketeers, were once
again reunited.

The results of that action have not
passed into British official history,
although the action of Baldy and the
squadron has got its full chapter.

They finally got their orders to
discontinue raids over the Turkish
positions. But when Baldy climbed
out of his machine on the aecrodrome
he received a note, which a sentry
told him had been handed in by a
shabby old Arab water-carrier from
the town.

The note told Baldy that his three
boys were safe—told him that the?f
were being brought in, together with
the stranded party they had so
gallantly saved !

Baldy pranced in wild delight.

In his final report to headquarters,
he tactfully made no mention ot three
machines lost far away 1n the desert
in places where it was 1mpossible to
get them back. He merely notified
headquarters that they had been
amongst the battle casualties, from
which the pilots had, by good fortune,
survived.

Headquarters, in their brief reply,
were kind enough to offer congratula-
tions to the officers concerned.

Whilst down 1n the Arab town a
water-carrier went on shuffling feet
and cried his age-old call, to the
musical jinghng of his dusty copper
pans |

THE END
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(The Fifth Form have been learning ** Omar
Khdyyam” lately, and Coker has evidently
adopted Omar's verse fo vent his wrongs.)

ALAS‘. The Smiles have faded from my Face,
And on my Cheeks the Tears have left
their trace,

For Lo! the hamper of my Aunt has gone
And Empty Atmosphere is in its Place.
Come, in the Fire all hopes of Pastries fling ;
The thief has Gone, and hasn’t left a thing.

A Bird named Bunter is the Culprit—yes,
And well I know the Bird is on the Wing.

The dho%es and dreams of Many Hours are
ead—

Oh, how my Eyes have conjured up that
Spread ;

Jam tarts and Doughnuts, Ginger Wine and

Cake—
Theyﬂnl(l1 with Bunter—in him, p’raps—have
ed.

Here, with a Loaf of Bread upon the Floor,
A Book of Verse (old Virgil's) and a Score

Of Empty Jars and Bottles on the shelf—

This is our Tea—and what can man want
More ?

Myself, when young, did Eagerly Frequent

The studies of this Great Establishment,

But if 1 laid a finger on a tart
I came through the same Door as in I went.
Shall Bunter, then, make Free with our

Preserves,
Pinch all our Pastries, shatter all our Nerves,

Defy the Fifth with impudence, and then
Escape the Record Kicking he deserves ?

No, never! Yet too well I know the Snares
Of meddling in the Lower Fourth affairs ;

At other times a Swarm of Fags have come
And Collared me, and Rolled me down the stairs
How long, how long, I’ve tried to Make them
That every Fag owes deference to Me,

That Greyfriars, prefects, seniors and all,

To Horace Coker ought to bow the Knee.

And this is the Result! It comes to pass
That Discipline is nothing but a Farce.
M)" hnmpe}"’s gone, and Now the one wora
£ !
Is Scrawled in Ink upon my Looking-Glass.

The Moving Finger writes, and having Writ,
Moves on. There’s no Variety or Wit
In such a Cheeky Message ; but, My Hat!
Don’t I just wish T knew who Scribbled It.
But [ will cease. What boots it to repeat
My wrongs, when I have Nothing left to Eat ?
But let me get that cricket stump, and then
You'll see some Fireworks Ah! Revenge is
Sweet.
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