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heat, Cowden, in the, midst of his dis-
comfort, became gradually conscious
of an exceeding {hirst. He knew they
had no time to spare and, moistening
his dry lips, braced himself to bear his
sufferings like a man: put presently
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WATCH FOR NEW SERIAL
UR serial “God's Country
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The next day he was home again, (Continued on page 18)

(owden could never quite recall after- he moved awa!
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