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. He was half-way to the door be-
.Sore eny of the others could speak,

“Chuck it, Malcolm!” ex=
claimed Corneille wrathfully. “You
can't go off like that!”

- e passage. Be-
-pind him he heard their raised voic-
es. “We must stop him!”—that was
George Loftus; and then Oynthia's

tressed, “Go after him, Corneille.
“There’s something wrong.”

But he did not care. he was tear-
“ing at his coat in the darkness, At
‘last he had got it. As he rushed out
‘into the dark night, hurrying foot-
steps sounded in the passage. Then
_Loftus's voice rang out: “Green,
Green, come back!" There followed
-8 shout from Corneille: “Malcolm,
don't be a fool!” But Malcolm was
stopping for no one. Through the
-orchard he raced, past the stable,
and over the flat rocks towards the
khotlo. The natives’ path—that was
the best way.

He scrambled down the narrow
track, caught at the old tree that
overhung it, and swung imself down
the last few feet on to the ground
below. In that momentry pause he
held his breath. Above the roar of
the flooded spruit, racing footsteps
sounded on the rocks above him,
coming straight for the path he had
taken. They had been watching him,
then; they were after him; and now
it was a race indeed, for they were
close behind. X

Through the soaking grass of the
khotlo, he tore, towards the spruit.
Every other sound was dro! now
py its thunder; but a wild exultation
surged through him as he sped on.

1f they were chasing him like
that, it mmeant, surely, that he must
still be in time. Without a pause
he plunged into the torrent, his coat
with the precious pistol, held high
above his head. The force of the
water made him concentrate on
keeping his feet rather than on
maintaining his speed, and as he
emerged on the other side, soaked
to the walist, he fancied he could
hear shouting behind him. But the
fear of being late still goaded him.
With never a backward glance he
ran, full out, down the valley.

RACE IN THE RAIN

The rocks at last, and he was
-scrambling through them, slipping
and stumbling, but still running.
Fear gripped at his heart that the
noise he made might warn the
smugglers; then as he gained the top
of the bank, that fear died; the
mighty roar of the flooded river
pursting in on him, and he knew
that no one, low down on the river
bank, could hear him above that
deafening tumult. But he might be
geen; and crouching low, he ran the
Jast 50 vards of his mad race. Soak-
ed to the skin, gasping for breath,
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if graven in , were held spell-
bound in the glare of thé Very
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Malcolm gas) in utter horror.
“Channing anfe'gom—lart-ﬂmdl”

And the next moment, as both
banks of the river :J)mng to life, and
the police swarmed down on their
objective, Malcolm, obeying some
imperative call of intuition, glanced
behind him. That slight movement
saved his life. A great stone whizzed

ree 5
“Take that, you swinel”
unn was t.h% l\e{ohce of George Loftus,

recognizable, as were rage-
distorted features. He mad¢ one
despemw, pitiable effort to give the
owl’s call, then ‘‘Chan, Chan, look
out!” he shouted, and rushed at
Malcolm with clenched fists, hitting
out wildly. But Malcolm, though
badly shaken, was ready for him.
He dodged twice, and Loftus, carried
away by the impetus of his second
blow, slipped and rolled headlong
down the river bank.
Channing and Tom had just
shaken off the spell cast on them by
the sudden glare of light. They had
leapt down from the rock on which
they had stood, and had started
running along the bank, when the
rolling form of Loftus met them. It
caught Channing full in the chest
and sent him crashing over back-
wards. For a second his body see:
poised over the river’s brink, then it
rolled in, and was swept away like
a leaf by the torrent.
Malcolm heard another shout be-
hind him. Corneille was racing dcwn
the® bank, stripping off his coat as|.
he ran. Malcolm saw him and Mar-
ako leap into the river at the same
time. And then the Very light
failed. ’
Malcolm fumbled with his coat,
searching desperately for the sgara
cartridge he had brought. The blow
was telling on him, an overwhelm-
ing feeling of nausea Wwas over-
coming him. His dwindling faculties
were concentrated on that one sim-
ple task. If he was to make a fool
of himself he must at least get that
one shot fired first. s seem 1o
before he reloaded; then he
fired; and as the blazing light soar-
ed into the sky, he caught one
gllmpse of a struggling mass below

im. Tom was overpowered at last,
and across the river a big gang of
non-descript natives was encircled
by a cordon of police

he was at last behind his_rock, his
Very Fls&o! clutched in his hand,
straining his eyes into the darkness,
and certain, now that the race was
over, that he had come too late.
Lowering clouds covered the sky
and the darkness was almost impen-
etrable. He could just discern the
lines of the racing waters below him,

but there was no movement, no sign, | g)r.

to tell him whether he was in time.

But suddenly a new sound reached
his straining ears—a sharp metallic
noise; and it come from behind him.
He glanced over his shoulder and
saw, for the fraction of a second, &
dark shape just discernible against
the sky at the point where, a minute
ag0, he himself had scrambled over
the rocks. His pursuers were hot on
his tracks. Ten seconds. he thought
and they would be on him.

But even as that thought flashed
through his brain, an unforgettable
sound sent his he pounding
against his ribs; it was the rocket-
like whirr that had heralded the
coming of the smugglers’ boat on
the night before. He was not too
late—but he had only nine seconds’
grace. With the certainty of im-
pending action. he was suddenly cool
and collected. He held his pistol at
the ready, and slowly and deliber-
ately counted off the seconds.

“One, two, three—"

And on the water below, a deeper
shadow swung from the bank and
swept out into the torrent.

@ Don’t let common constipation
rob you of life and vigor! Whea
‘bowels don’t work right, the trouble
often lies in what you eat. You
don’t get “bulk”. Such commeon
foods as meat, bread, potatoes are
consumed in the body. They fail to
supply the bullsy mass that helps a
bowel movement. Crisp, cruachy
ALL-BRAN helpe in two ways: It
contributes to the “bulk’’ you need;
and it also is a rich source of
Nature'’s intestinal tonie, Vitamin
B, Bat ALL-BRAN every day,
drink plenty of water, and see what
a difference “regular” habits can
make in your life.
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“Stout work,” Malcolm muttered,
“but where—where are Corneille and
Maraka?"”

And then he crumpled up behind

REVELATIONS
He woke to find himself in his
rondavel. Everything was strangely

of bed. What had finally happened
last night? He must know at once.

“A fair knock-out I must have
got,” he muttered. “I wonder who
carted me up here.”

Then the door opened, and Ad-
hemar came in.

“Get k to bed, my boy,” he
eom.main ed. “You must not think
of getting up.”

'I%fen, wn%out 1nquirm%eyhaw he
felt, or seeing that he obeyed the
order to return to bed, the old man
fbagm to talk excitedly of what was,
to him, a world-shattéring event.

(To be Continued)
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By Jomeo W, Barten, B, _
SALT LOSS CAUSES HEAT
CRAMP

1

«1¢ your work is such that it
causes excessive perspiration, add a
pinch of ordinary table salt to
cach drink of water you _take to
nrevent heat cramps. Laborers,
mechanics, farmers, and ‘white-
ollar’ workers whose work causes
hem to sweat profusely, are in
danger of having the amount of
salt in their tissues so reduced that
they may develop heat cramps.”

I am quoting from Weekly Health
Message Iowa State Department
of Health.

What are the symptoms of heat
cramps? There is pain in abdo-
minal muscles, headache, and
sometimes nausea and vomiting.
The temperature remains at normal
and there is no increase in the
pulse rate which shows that mo
acute abdominal condition such as
appendicitis is present. ‘Body salt
losses occur without the knowledge
of the individual until the amount
of salt in the tissues is so m
below normal that the abdominal
muscles give warning in the form
of cramps.”

In some factories and offices
tablets containing about a quarter-
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MOM,
AN’ IM NOT DRESSED YET - WILL
YOU ASK HIM IN“AND ENTERTAIN
HIM TILL I COME DOWN 7
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— With — Major Hooply

£/ DEUCED NUISANCE, conpucTor !
¥} EcAD, TVE SEARCHED MY PER- A
¥ sonAL EFFECTS THOROUGHLYAND /7
FAILTO FIND MY TICKET vanre,
% DRAT M NOW I RECALL
i THRUSTING IT INTO MY WAIST=-
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CHAMBER AT HOME ! FAP/
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- BEFORE WE FIGHT
ISHALL HAVE MORE
SPINACH JUICE
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TIPPIE AND “CAP”

STUBBS

By Edwin?

teaspoonful of salt (15 grains )are
placed beside the drinking fountain
and a tablet taken with each drink
of water. Sometimes g tablet con-
taining salt and sugar is used, the
‘|sugar helping to give energy.
“Workmen whose duties
much muscular exertion should be
especially careful to add more than
the usual amount of salt to what
they eat or drink.”
Milk is & good source of salt and
will help make up for the loss of
salt due to perspiration. The body
may lose as much as an ounce and
ln half of salt duﬂx& hot days.
{ 'The cramps in the abdominal
museles due to loss of salt cause
many individuals to belleve they
have what is popular]
“g flu” tn& “summer flu”
but the fact that the pain is in the
muscles only and there is no rise
in temperatire or pulse rate shows
|that pain (cramp) is not due to
any form of flu.
‘During hot weather then, or
'wb-n vott are o rsviring  freely,
don’t wait for heat cramps to wern

SHE LOST THREE RUBRERS OF BRIDGE| HA HA! LOOK--HERE oV
LAST NIGHT AND ISN'T SPEAKIN' TO ANY- | COMES THAT POMPOUS
27| GODY TODAY! HA HA! YOU SHOULD HAVE
SEEN HER SAIL OUT OF TH’'ROOM -~

OLE. SIMPLETON \WHO
WAS TRYIN' TO MAKE
SUCH A HIT \WITH THAT
RED-HEADED GIRL YES-
TERDAY ——
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RIGHT --BUT BE. CARE-
FUL! STAY NEAR TH’

RAN'MA ~- \WE'RE. GOIN' SWiM-

GEE! WOULDN'T YOU THINK THEY'O
\WANNA GO’ SWIMMIN== ‘STEADDAL
JUST SITTIN' THERE
ON TH’ PORCH ?~=

TILLIE THE TOILER — —

EVEN SCORE!

T LOOKS LIKE
ROGER. BRINSLEY~
NO,IT ISN'T HIM
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SHAME ON YOU AT A TIME LIKE THIS ||
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LET/S GET RIGHT OVER
THERE -




