
CANADIAN C OURIER

Immtediately something whirled,
over my head, and before it had'
struck the water Beiphage had roared
bis orders to the quartermaster, who
lowered one of the lifeboats.

"~But who is it, Conway ?" he cried,
as I f elt the vessel shake and tremble
as ,the engines reversed.

"Haîf a million, and I arn going for
it; thanks for your smartness," was
my answer, and I ran towards the
davits and scranibled into the boat.

The whole ship was now awake,
and the scene was one of indescrib-
able confusion and uproar. The next
moment we had shoved away and
half a dozen Lascars were laying to
the oars as if their lives depended on
it. They were making straiglit for
the lifebeit.

"It is flot a man at ail," 1 said to
the third officer, who was at the helm
shivering in bis pyjamas; "it's half
a million in jewels. Contraband
goods trick-steer for the beit, l'Il
tell you everything afterwards."

"Great Scott!I what a game! How
did it happen ?» he cried.

"Yo.u'l. see directly. Pull, you

concentrated nourish-
ment of beef and a
daily cup of hot Bovril
will give strength to
avoid many an attack
of illness.
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BO0VRIL
is the best-pick-me-up.

Bovril contains ail the1


