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     Gasp.
 Huff, puff.

   Yorkton. Sergeant Greene and P.C. Terret
   in hot pursuit of a Teddy Boy bag snatcher.

  Huff

  Aaagh.
Pain, my

    chest.
Sarge…

  You alright?

  Huff

     Sarge…
 you’ve gone
  pale. I’ll get…

   I’m..alright.
  Get after him
         lad!

  Take one of
  Doc. Rubin’s

pills.

Doc* warned me
    my heart condition
   would get worse if I
     got over stressed.  Pain’s

easing.

    * See issue 70 Medical. Editor.

  Alright
   Sarge?

   Alright, Terret.
     Well caught.

      Perhaps
  I should call
 it a day… No,
  not yet…but
        soon.


