THE CAR OF DESTINY

By C. N. and A. M. WILLIAMSON
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CHAPTER VIIL
Over the Border
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CHAPTER IX.
A Stern Chase
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**Road brutality would be peculiarly brutal in Spain,
where motoring is a new sport, and the peasants must
be made accustomed to it. Every motorist who
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Somehow I don’t believe Carmona will lay much
pavement for us, " said Dick, chuckling.
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We had lost the trail; but as the country changed




