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night attire of
despite the fact
carried har:;ijcutfés
.and knobkerries. They fou e
dead boy lying as Corneille and
Malcolm had left him.

“Been dead for about half an
heur,” Kerrivalt announced quite
soberly now. “Killed by a heavy low
at the back of the neck—dislocated
yertebral column.”

The native police, meanwhile,
made a cursory examination of the
site. but learned nothing from the
Innumerable blurred tracks in the
507t cand; and after deferentially
warning Malcolm and Corneille that
they would be required to give evid-
ence at the inquest, they pr
to remove the murdered boy to the

l'ce post. Dr. Kerrivalt having
idden Malcolm & most courteous
go:dniim departed, carrying the

olice lantern.

P Malcolm led the way through the
river, and _as emerged on the
ppposite bank, corneille caught up
with him.

“How drunk would you say Kerri-
valt was, in actual fact?” he inquir-
ed: “and what the Hades was he

oing on the river bank at that,

our?”

“Fine bit of acting if he wasn't
tight,” replied Malcolm.

“yes, 1 thought so 100, until we
ot to that dead boy; but he seemed

shed his drink pretty quick then.
Well, anyway, we'd better go and
rout out Chan, and tell him about
his boy. I'd like to know what Sam
was doing there at that time. By
ad!” Cornellle went on, struck by
{no.her thought; ‘he was killed
jolly near the &x}th throu?h the
spruit that the ef has closed. I
wonder whether the poor blighter
didn't know about it—he'd only
been back about a week, from the
Rand mines, That makes it still
more odd. It makes that place de-
serted enough during the day ur'x,m,
and still more deserted at night.

There was no answer when, hav-
Ing at length reached Campsie, Cor-
neille knocked on Channing’s bed-
room window. Wet and chilled as he
and Malcolm were, he was in no
to wait for Channing to rouse

rough blankets,
that they both

mood

himself from his usual heavy sleep, ped

po he turned and strode towards the

woor. Y
. “That chap sleeps liy'e a log,” he

paid. “We'll just go in.

.Channing was 8! aslegp when,
v the light of Malcolm's  torch,
ey unceremoniously entered his

?gﬁda.ng&mg u; do ggm it. &lcme!
rather eat a boy's cattle for
disobeying him.”

“Ach, man, you can't tell what will
happen in Basutoland. Those nate
ives will do anything. Perhaps an-
other native was after Sam's girl
and wanted to get Sam out of the
way. But anyway there’s a sight
more murdering there than
Government hears about,
police find cut. But,” he exclaimed,
apparently noticing for the fir:t

me the state of Corneille's and
Malcolm’s garments, “you're soaked!
Were you over there?”

“We went across when we heard
the poor blighter scream.”

“You were down at the river?
Dxldn't you see anything?”
, “Nothing to see,” Corneille replied.
‘except for Sam—and he was dead
when we go to him.”

“But, man Corneille, what were
you doing down there? What time is
15? Three o'clock! What were you
you doing there in the middle of the
night?”

“Oh,” Corneille replied a little
lamely, “that’s a long story. As a
matter of 1act, Chan, somepcdy Qo.s
some signalling over in Basutoland,
and we've been trying to find out
what it’s all about. Did you know
about it?”

“Signalling!” Channing said in-
credwously. “What sory of signal-
ling? And who told you about 11?”

“They loak like torch signals. Poor
old Jap.e told Malcolm about them,
before he was done in.”

“Yes,” put in Malcolm, “but from
the look of them I'm not sure they’re
s after all; they could so eas-
ily be caused by the jerks a man

es a torch, when he's walking
along with it. Anyway the bloke who
carries the torch never stands still,
and he doe:n't waste much time

over the signals. And then you
know,” he added, turning to Cor-
neille; “they seem to I to noth-

ing. I'm afraid, Corneille, I've been
making vou lose sleep for nothing
at all. t's the trouble about being
a orn. You mustn’t take me
too seriously. You see everything is
still new to me, and I haven't
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for the exciting bit,s.'p

“Man, I'd like to see those signals
What about me coming with you
next time?”

“Yes, rather,” answered Malcolm;
“but not to-morrow night—or rath-
er, to-night; I'm perined, and half
with sleep..”
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Ch
ing out of bed.

And beiore they ocould protest he
had walked out of the room with his
candle, to return in a few minutes
carrying a bottle of brandy, some
tumblers, and a jug of water.

He
served th generous pegs, and
as they drank, plied them with

tions about Sam's death and
investigations; but by this time
Corneille had realized that unwit-
tingly, he had broken the pact of
silence between Malcolm Maraka,
and himself, and Channing had to
be content to let go with his cur-
signals

josity about the unsatisfied.

CHAPTER XVIHI
WHAT DID SAM SEE?

The inquest was a purely formal
affair, 88 most INGuesis on natives
are. Corneille and Chan-
ning were summoned to give evi-
dence, and they all roge over to-
gether with . A nalive's
point of view, however inte. {
educated he may be, is necessarily
different to that of a European — a
fact which dMalcoll:n haa
grasped; and Maraka's presence was
chiefly due to a private desire on

unprejudiced, and
opinion on Sam’s death, par!
since native superstition seemed to
have some bearing on it.

The inquest was held at the near-
est magistracy in Basutolannd, and
when they arrived almost the first
person_they saw was Dr. Kerrivalt,
somewhat less expensive than af
their former meeting, but quite un-

abashed.
“Youre a fine set of young fel-
along that

McLEOD &' BENTLEY
¥, K. C.
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8
out of mischief and save quiet peo-
e, like mﬁgf, the
ing use) inquests.
“What about youﬂel!. Doc?” 18-
Kkindly e B 7 y
ou.
you a rotten ooldo{meverym"”
“Fresh never hurt anyone,
sald the doctor disarmingly, “and I
need it badly.”

BRINGING UP FATHER

By George McManus

OH-MY DARLING BABY
GIRL-TO THINK SHE

WELL-IT'S
TOO BAD-
MAGGIE—

TO THINK=-1 DE

VOTED
MY LIFE TO BRING HER
UP HOPING THAT SHED
MARRY A NOBLEMAN-~
IR SHE HAD ONLY
LISTENED TO ME)’_

BUT -MAGGIE )
'VE_LISTENED
TO YOU - J
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A | WOW-ME SON'S
?& BABY MUST BE]
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MAG%IE-WILL vgu PLEASE
STOP CRYING © YOU'LL.
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JOININY IN=
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By Edwina

‘STEADDA DRESSIN'=~

GEE, GRAN'MA==IT/S RAININ'{ |'LL
JUST PUT MY BATHINZSUIT. ON

MY LAND! YOU CAN'T

GO $WIMMIN' TODAY -~

SAY==CAN | HAVE
BREAKFAST ?

WHY CAN'T | GO SWIMMIN!, GRAN"|
MAR--|'LL GET \WET ALL OVER,; ANY:
HONY/ = = \WHAT'S TH' DIFF'RUNCE?~~

WELL,WHAT'S A FELLA GONNA
DO ALL DAY ? .

ICE CREAM FOR
w —_-—-—“ [\

NO, YOU' CANNOT!
MERCY!

e an t, of
1:,“‘,. 'g:ﬂwmm%%ed on the night
Constable Thithiboya cor-
roborated the s evidence in
having

i

WELL;YOU MIGHT SIT
DOWN AN' READ ——
LIKE | AM ==

AW/ == \WHO WANTS TO READ? s

\WELL, THEN WRITE A
LETTER TO YOUR MOTHER:
ANYWAY, LET ME. ALONE!
MERCY! |'\WISH WE. WERE

MAC,\'VE BORRO

ED MRS.

DE LONG
JCAR.YOU SIT ON THE FLOOR IN BACK
AND NOBODY WILL SEE YOU

2

s AT e S

HIDE IN THE
BUSHES, MAC~
aYOU CAN'T LET!
E COPS SEE
YOU IN THAT
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