
tuDet screamed put, thia time to the

left. I hud avoided it, but at the edst '
•f so violent a skid that I determined to ~
take my chanee and not repeat the

(uaaoeuvre. Two more bullets followed,

but both Hew wide. Instead of feeling

any fear I fell again into a state of

apathy.
•‘Ha! ha! Mr Morse, so you have

given me a good run after all!” said

Malpas’ voiee, a few yards behind. “I

was beginning to fear that you would

get. to earth before I eonld try con-

clusions. Considering your forty years,

you, make an exceedingly game fox, and

really deserve to get off.”

I plucked the lamp off its bracket and

hurled it behind me in the road, then

my coat after it; anything to save

weight.
_

"Really, Mr. Morse, you surprise me,”

continued my tormentor, in a tone

which suggested that he was smiling

mockingly; "you make rather free with

lamps and coats. Not that it will do

you any good. That littlerevolver prac-'

tice was merely to let you know of my

■whereabouts. I can do a great deal bet-

ter than that if I try. Dear me! what

would the charming Mrs. Morse say it

a decimal 330 were to strike her beloved

husband in the back! It makes me laugh
io see you wobbling along like a cross

between a drowned rat and a clerk out

enjoying a holiday scoreh.”
Weary as I was,his taunts so madden-

ed me that I squeezed out sufficient

work to take myself out of earshot.

For some reason, Malpas seemed to be

losing ground, and the hiss of his car

gradually faded into the patter of rain.

.My mind was made up. Could I but

get the chance 1 would slip into the

wood, which began shortly after the

first bend in the road. Thanks to the

previous ride 1 knew my bearings pretty

accurately. I got round-the corner well

ahead of Malpas. An open gate lay
ready to hand. Through it I rode, and

pushed my cycle far into, the dripping
hazel and hornbeam. The rain fell off

the .trees in a regular deluge, soaking

any dry portions of my clothing that re-

mained. Water squelched in my shoes

and obscured my glasses, so that 1

could scarcely sec whither I was going.
I weaving the eycle -flat-on the ground,

1 worked my"way toward the-outside
of the wood, where, screened by the

•bracken, I watched for the ear. ; I-t did -
not' - appear aS Aooir as I anticipated.
Tiie rain was thiek enough to form a

kind of” ihist. I hoped tha.t Malpas
would not notice that I had’left the

road until he had gone on a long dis-

tance. But the mud in the road betray-

ed me. Malpas saw St a glance the

tracks leading into the wood, and

brought his car to a standstill. He dis-

mounted with something gleaming in

his hand.
As he turned his face was toward me,

and if ever I read the determination to

commit murder it was there. I heard

him pushing a way through the bushes,
where the marks of my feet in the wet

grass must have been plain enough.
Should I trust to concealment, or spring

upon him unawares and possess myself
of the revolver? But what could 'a man,

exhausted by twenty miles’ furious rid-

ing, hope to do against one whose work

had been nothing more severe than to

manage a eouple of handles?-
So I lay quite still, hardly daring to

move or breathe, lest the cracking of a

twig should reveal my hiding place. M'al-

pas soon found my cycle, -and uttered a

hoarse cry of triumph. Well he might,
for it was my sole means of escape. The

sole means? No! the motor car stood

in the road. I knew how to start the

mechanism. If Malpas wished to catch

me he should have a turn at the cycle.
Before I was ten seconds older 1 had

climbed into the ear. But to my dismay-
all my efforts to.start it were unavail-

ing; probably Malpas had foreseen the

manoeuvre. To stay where I was would
• be dangerous; but I did not mean do

leave the ear as I found it. Taking out

my knife, I -leaped down and eut two

large slits in the baek tyres. The air

came out with a hiss loud enough to

be heard a hundred yards off. I saw-

now what had delayed Malpas—my
coat, small shreds of which still clung
to parts of the machinery. No doubt

the wheels had picked- it' up off the road

and it had gradually been dragged into

the cogs. There- was
!, «o time to lose,

so I went forward to -treat the front

tyres like the others.
Scarcely had my knife touched the

rubber of one, when ar-' bullet splashed
into the back of thc-car, and made me

look up. Thirty yards away Malpas
was preparing-for a seeond shot;. With

the agility born of necessity I regained

the wood, closely pursued; but not be-

fore a sensation of hot iron passed
across my right ealf. I doubled baek

on my tracks, and soon fousid my cycle,
which Malpas hadAot harrtime to in-

jure. To snatch it up was the work

of a moment. Hasels switched my face

eruelly as I pushed through them, leav-

ing at least one scar which I carry to-

day as a memento. Before Malpas had
cleared the wood I was fifty yards up
the road riding for dear life. I got a

glimpse of him kneeling on the grass
with his left arm up. I crouched in the
saddle so avoiding the bullet. Another
struck the cycle somewhere behind. I
heard fragments of lead scatter among

the bushes, but my machine seemed

none the worse. Then another and

another; and 1 was out of range unin-

jured.
So once again I took my courage in

both hands, as the Frenchmen say,

and reasoned with myself. About four-

teen miles more to go; a bleeding leg;
muddy roads; rain beating down vigor-
ously. Not a pleasant outlook indeed;
but the pursuer had missed his best

opportunity, and wasted the greater
part of him ammunition. At most he

started with twelve cartridges; ten of

these were expended. He would be sure

to reserve the other two for close
quarters. Thank goodness I had man-

aged to rip up his tyres. That meant

a good many miles an hour off. Pont

de I’Arche was elose now, and once

over the river, I should la? in more

thickly populated, and, therefore, for

me. safer, country.

In the intense desire to gain even

this much. I forgot thrist. pain and

fatigue. Should the body disobey the

will? No! X might drop dead, but

not otherwise ..would I yield to this
ever-increasing sense of exhaustion.

The. struggle between fixed resolve and

physical fatigue resulted in a state of

semi-torpor, from which I was rudely
awakened by the cobbles.. of Pont

I’Arche. A pest on that medieval in-

vention of the devil, that foul , blot on

the splendid thoroughfares of France—■
a pave road! The jarring transmitted

by the machine tortured my wounded

leg. but it-helped combat the stupor

gradually clouding my senses. I remem-

ber crossing .a long bridge. over the
river, , then shorter , one.a.rail-

way, and longing for the speed of the,
train that .rushed beneath as I passed.,.
Then there came another of those fear-

ful inclines. My. head. ,swam. there was

buzzing in my ears; but I clenched my

teeth and spurned the pedals desper-

ately. The faculty of hearing seemed

to desert me. My machine made no

sound in the wind, and the pelting rain

fell like shot into velvet—noiselessly.
Ping! I heard that; the right handle

grip flew into atoms. My hand must

have been there a moment before. Mal-

pas was at my heels. I dodged him

from side to side like a rabbit, losing

ground at every . turn. The car came

closer and closer. My hour was ap-

proaching.
“You devil!” screamed a voice, at my

elbow, so it seemed. "You’d escape me,

would you. by your dirty tricks! Y es,

duck and dodge, and dodge and duck, as

much as you like, but you wont be

able to get out of the way of this mes-

senger.” . .
1 knew that tbe. last bullet would

be soon dispatched. Many times 1 felt

it grinding its way into my vitals. The

- suspense was awful, intolerable. By
instinct 1 bent forward, with my head

drooping over the handle-bar.
Then it came; but the flask in my hip-

pocket proved a good friend in need.

Malpas thought .1 was done for, and

uttered a sound like a snarl of a wild

beast. That cry restored my balance,
mental and physical. His magazine was

empty! He saw me pedal with renewed

vigour, and in furious disappointment
■ hurled his revolver, which, after whiz-

- zing close to. my .head, leaped .gleaming _

. along the road.

Man against man and oil now! Hu-

man muscle with petroleum gas! He

tried to ride me down. How I kept
ahead I can't imagine, unless it be that

a special cherub is told , off to help
hunted men. Twice his w;heels.brushed
my baek tyre ever so slightly; twenty

times I slipped in the treacherous mud.

We were on a down slope' now, flying
along at a tremendous pace. I gained
little by. little, a foot, a few yards,
maybe. Still that accursed yellow thing
thundered in,, the rear, spitting and

panting, like a demon thristing for my

life-blood, Its evil breath was upon me

again. The hiss, of the cylinder sound-

ed clear even, amid the crashing thun-

der. I gathered myself together for a

supreme effort. Malpas saw me draw

away, and howled in impotent fury,
•l’,M ’J 4*-J •

Blood curdling were the corse* he heap-
ed upon the sluggard ear. The driving
rain fitted my eyes with watery film,
through._whj<;h all looked - and
uis-eWain.' I nidndged to avoid'* wag-

gon full of chalk standing in the road.

But as I passed a deafening crash split
the heavens. 1 heard the terrified horse

snort; then came the sound of collision

and a dull thud.

1 dismounted, mechanically, and look-

ed back. The driver was trying io ex-

tricate his horse from the debris of

waggon and motor-car. Chalk strewn

thickly round testified to the violence
of the impact; and five or six yards
ahead a dark mass lay in the road.

1 turned and walked back some |>ac«R
tn get a better view of this motionles •

object.
One <yUnce sufficed to show that the

radF luul Iren won by me.—From

**Short Stories.”

Chriotinns ♦‘nines but «ihc n year.

And when it comes why. then it’s here;

But this of colds we cannot say.

They come, they go, they often stay.

And merge into a nasty rongb.

Which we have trouble to drive off.

Vain the attempt miles we procure
A hottie of Woods' Great Peppermint «'uiA

GOOD

Sunlight Soap
«. It<1

(lood friend a «end u good«»
v “

you. Good Sunlight Soap

is a good friend to you, for

_

J Srnlight Soap is good and

Ort ay e
does gcol work fcr you.

6oi

When you have proved the value of Sunlight Soap you will be equally satisfied

if you try Monkey Brand for scouring metal, woodwork and kitchen sinks.

VALAZE
Now thatwinter is near athand, fair women who possesstenderskins are made-meet

uncomfortable, forbiting winds have no mercy. It is very hard on them, and, when

they arebewailing spoiltprettiness, chapped, chafed skins, you hearthesuggestion,'Why
not usea good skin-food? No lady needhavethe slightest trouble with the skin* if she
uses Valazethe best ofall foods.. Its healing properties are marvellous. It is a soothing
preparation that allays all irritation, soreness, and roughness caiised by wind 'and
weather. It isn pure’herbal skin-food, g6es straight to the, £pot and.works its.way-into
the .liny-pores ofthe most delicateand.sensitive skin. The effect is magical- Wriukleß,
"blackheads, the ravagesof time, illness, or weather, Blbmlsh, disfigurement', or'

'impeffeciicrfi/disappears immediately under its spell. It-is-guaranteed todefy the ravages

- bfthe elements, andtoseenreto its users -enviable brilliant complexionsall |hrqngh th,g
winter. It is alsoa most exquisite preparation for chapped’’Ups Add hands.' 'Used ov

gentlemen after shaving, Valazeis delightful. Thefact that many oftbe most eminent

physicians and surgeons use Valaze is proof of its soothing after-shaving.
For ladies, when Valazeis usedin.-conjunction with the Valaze llerbial ‘Complexion
Soap, thecombination is complete. Valazepreparationshave donemore thafi all'other '

specifics to rob the cold season of its complexion terrors, andladieswho are not already .
acquainted withValaze are strongly recommended togiveit a trial. Valaze</* and 6-6,
or post free direct from Melbourne. "Dr. Lykuski’s Special Blackhead and Open
Pore Cure. 2/9 box. bvpost 3/-. ValazeHerbal Soap, lasts 6 months. 2/3 cake. Valaze

Herbal Face Powder. 3 tints, 23. All Valaze Preparations obtainable .from W. H.

WOOLLAMS. Chemist, Queen St., Auckland,also The DAVIES Pharmacy, Wanganui,
all Chemists, or direct from Mlle. H. Rubinstein & Co., 27< Collins St., Melb.
“ Guide to Beauty"—free. SHAkLAND & Co , Wholesale Distributing Agents.

- BEAUTY

NETTOYAGE A SEC
(The aboveillustration represents a part ofonr Appliances for French Dry Cleaning )

Ladies can now have their most elaborate Costumes. Fancy Dresses. Capes. Blouses, Fur%
and Boas done by this process. No part of the linings, trimmings* or ornaments need be

removed; the goods are not shrunk or alteredin shapethe hretre and finish are preserved,
»nd the most delicate colours are not injured.

Gen tiemen’aDress Clothes andSummer Suits aremade equal to newby thisprocess.

D. & A. BROWN, Highest-Class Cleaners and Dyers
SHORTLAND STREET, AUCKLAND.

Works: GRAFTON TERRACE. Telephone 18IM. Established DttNk
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