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more. I know

Mother Says: *“The kiddies need
a lunchwhen they come home from
school, and I'd rather have them eat
a slice of bread than anything else I know.
"'l find that since I've been using REGAL
Flour the children relish these snacks much

sible for the extra flavour and lightness.'

that REGAL is respon-
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"L pelieve you are coming on the
trip too, Mr, Sothern?”
“L peleve so0,' 1eplied So hern
colaly.
“Xou don't sound particularly
een.”
“I shall be most interested.”
“Bu, you don't exactly yearn for
the grear wide open spaces, do you,i
Antuay " pur in toe girl |
Sotnern said nowning. - Larrimore
smied comprehensively if a liitle
grimly, and went out, |

THE CHARLOTTETOWN GUAR

“I've been to it so often before,
?l?dt s& oni;m w{]lm fyou. my dear,

a e hought of it bores me to
death,” she said.

“I see.’”

1 see.

“I doubt it very much. But put it
down to the cussedness of the eter-
We're all unreliable,
you know. Now run away and don't
argue wi h me to-night.”

But Sothern did not move,

“I''s not as easy as that,” he said.

His lips were very dry, and he
licked them furtively,

na; feminine.

DIAN

The girl turned away.

“If we were married, Antony, that
type of jealousy would be merely
bad manners. As we aren't it's
merely impertinent.”

Sothern flushed, but he had his
own share of stubbornness. “There's
no need for your h horse, Carol!
At this rate we're hardly likely to
be married.”

Carol took a deep breath, as
thought about to dive. “Did you
ever think we were lkely to be,
Antony?

"
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A YOUR FEET HURT?!

“H. J. A. BROWNI

Chiropodist—Podiatrist
143 Gt. Geo. St., Charlottetown

{ All foot troubles pain. ',
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ng you, vou  know,”' sa.d Carol|

I sit down again,

') dro) hands,

muttering an apol 1 under-

smx}:i your unc he said
£ smen
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ly, wo cover h
d
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a
the folds of 3 here is
romance in an I don't
care now much you ub in your
peint of view with your beautiful
stronz fingers!”
L more winced. “I'm scrry. 1
go—for the first time for

was unpardonable of|
e” Larrimore went on,
ther possibiliy. I may|

¢ piling on the melodrama.
ps T've just—lost my nerve.”
e

You know—I'm not really
the ill-mannered boor I've 'shown
myself today. But since that smash
Ive felt somehow—stifled!”

He made a baffled awkward
mmem%n: of one arm, and his lips
—the result of the court-
in1?" asked the girl gen‘ly.

“I don't think so. I'm not the
‘vpe to be rea happy in any Ser-
rice. It’s poor voung Farauharson I
san’t get cut of myv head.”

“But you couldn’t help it—I wasl
‘here—T saw.”
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ed Larrimore. “Nol - “Oh it was an accident all right—
gine it till they've been! but one of us misjudged the dis-;
And tha 's why the ad-/ tance. Wanal I ao know is tnat mc.el

| infinite pity in her ¢

s.celiw in which 1 had

t how those .wo ‘mach-

tegetner — ang I
own bacon.”

ed. “No. deliberate-

25
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aanutiea  Larrimore,
hing it was deliberate.
5 subconscious—i.
$0 quick But there it was, I
1at boy as surely as if I'd
shot hum through the head.”

“This is melodrama, Mr. Larri-
. You're letting your imagin-
ation play tricks with your nerves.”

Larrimore flopped, rather than
=4, on the end of the sofa, and
shuckled nis tferehead. To Carol he
seemed suadenly very much like a
small boy, horribly hurt, and pathe-
tically ignoiant of what haa hurt
him, She wanted .o comfort him,
but she could not see how it could
be done. So she simply sat still witn

s.

Larrimore looked up with a jerk.
“This won't do,” he said fiercely.
“Now you can see why I'm glad to
have a job of work to do-again.
Anyway I've given myself away good|
and proper. And you must have|
dressed yourselt up, and cu. yourj
party just to meet the adventurerl
1'm sorry to have disappointed you
so horribly.”

“I only wanted ‘to know you bet-
ter, Mr. Larrimore.”

The airman achieved a rather lop-
sided smile,

“Might we shelke hands on ‘hat —
without prejudice?” Carol went on.

“I think pernaps we- might,” said
Larrimore, “Wasn't' it the provero-|
ial schoolboy who said that one's
friends were the people who knew
one well—and liked one in spite of
it)”

They shook hands accordingly
wi h a curiously-embarrassed for-
mality. And their hands were still
clasped when Antony Sothern open-
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—— | est trifle too well-dressed

| good manners, all combined to pre-
| serve that impassive mask which is

ed the door and walked in.
. CHAPTER VII
END OF AN “UNDERSTANDING”

For a moment neither Larrimore
nor Caro] noticed the young sec=-
re ary. He stood just inside the
docrway, locking perhaps the mer-
in his
evening clothes, The muscles of his
face—caided perhaps by the necessity
for ho.ding his eye-giass fiim—did
not so much as twitch at what he
saw. To guess at what he felt was a
sheer impossibili'y. Balliol, his pub-
lic school, an ingrained sense of

held in England to be the infallible
hall-mark of good breeding—which
it isn't quite, . . .

He coughed gently, and examined
with some care ‘he wrapping of a
spray of orchids which he carried in
one hand,

“Hello Antony!” said Carol, and
faced him. “What are you doing
here? And incidentally have ycu
met Ruper: Larrimore?”

Sothern gave a stiff little bow.

“Your farher Jooked in on your
uncle on his way to the Sirand,” he
sald. “He told me he'd left you here,
so I thought I'd come and collect

you,
“Collect me?” repea‘ed Carol.
Larrimore's eyebrows rose.

“We're joining the Haywards'
party at the Porchester,” So hern
went on.

“Have you forgotten,” inquired
Carol “that I ran~ up and told you
I wasn’t coming?”

“I have not. You also said you
fel  tired and were going to bed
early. When your father mentioned
that you were both up and dressed,
I naturally concluded that you'd
chansed your mind.”

“I'm sorry, An‘ony—you've had
your journey for nothing”

There was an uncomfortable
pause broeken by Larrimore makine
his apologies and saying he must

g0.

“Coming on any of the trial
fliots Miss Manson?’ he ended.

“Every fligh‘' — what do you
think?" retorted Carol.

“Then I'll be seeing you.” Larrie
more moved deliberately over to
Sothern. There was somethine of
the insvectinz officer in the way ‘n
which he looked the young man up

Even if your need of Coal
is not urgent at this minute,
you should place your order
now with instructions for
future delivery.

lWe handle all high grade
kinds of Coal and would he
pleacad ta hava vaur fnquiry,
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RESIGN | EGAD, THOUGH, *
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Carol movea as 1t to follow and “If you never meant to go to the| “Of course — you mean — you
see the airman cut, when Sothern n Haywards,” he said jerkily, “just| didn’t?” lessly and scientifi
LWO quick movements dropped his whv did you ge® a!l dressed up?” “No, Antony. Not really.” tentifically
flowers on the edge of the sofa and| ‘“You surely don't expect me to| Sothern bit his lip. “I see.” treated
cau‘jzv!;]t her by the wrist, S | ?nswqer a question put to me in that ug:n;‘l]'s .gll-possesslon % cracked K Ferepi
“What are you up i0?” he de-| tone?” enly, “ away, Antony — )
manied, “Why are you throwing me| *“It's hardly necessary. my dsar. iwsy aty mmoe,“o or weyahull q\famﬁg pechl Foof: phte.g lo cgu
down on this party?” ‘ answer’s obvious. You meant to| _“No,” said Sothern, “We've got to y V= L e
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BRINGING UP FATHER By George McManus
e B | B\ » N
[ WHY 50 I RECEIVED A LETTER FROM MY M SORRY- MAGGIE -1 NEVER
HADDPY- BROTHER DANNY THIS MORNING- HE DIDN'T SAY WHAT? YOU BIG IDIOT- MET YOUR BROTHER ANY-
MOTHER? HE ARRIVES IN TOWN TODAY - - WHAT TRAIN HE | TOLD YOU THE VHER UT A L_IC!
= AND | TOLD YOUR WOuUILD BE .S)N- - RAILWAY STATION=-- STATION-ILL GO OVER
FATHER TO MEE] SO I TOLD HM ‘ HOW DA ‘lé(_)r EFTOENQQ%'V\{/\@Y
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By Edwina

A DIME. AT A TIME!
TAKE IT ALLOUT —
| NCRILE Y

50 THAT'S TH' KIND OF A
BANK IT IS? # CAN'T DRAW OUT

EITHER LEAVE IT ALL IN OR

AWELL ,EV

| GOTTA

THAT LEAVIN' IT ALL IN IS JUST TH'
SAME. AS NOT HAVIN’ ANY MONEY

EN GRAN'MA COULD SEE

EVEN POP WQULD SEE THAT! —

I'LL DRAW IT ALL OUT! )

’A PLEAS

.ﬁ

MEBBE —
N IT's
2 URE.
(8]

The George Matthew Adami Service, Ine.

SWELL DEMON,
BUT \F THERE
EVER WAS A
DEMON PAPA
Il

Thimble Theatre, Starring POPEYE——  Now Showing—‘—But Hes William to You, Popeye!” — Tomorrow—"A Way With the Ladies.

WELL,BLOW ME DOWN
OLIVE |S TALKIN'

2 e WIT' A
\([ég‘(’% DE-MING
A

S~

A

oL HAD BETTER W/
GO, BILL, HERE
COMES POPEVYE

I CAN'T FIGURE
OUT WHY TILLIE
DOESN/T WANT
TO SEE ME ANY-
MORE I TUST

MAYBE L CAN HELP
YOU OUT, MAC.THERES
ALWAYS A REASON,

AND I THINK I KNOW

BIXBY.YOU
GOT AN
AWFUL
NERVE

CAN'T UNDER-
STAND IT,BOB

‘W.D. GILLIS & co.
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PUTTING

INTO MY
AFFAIRS.
WHO SAID

o

LISTEN, BOB

YOUR NOSE

THERE WAS
ANOTHER
FELLOW?

ot 191n King Bratores Sundicate, |
—
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World nahis (eer s

(WHO WAS AT DE-MING

| SAW YA TALKIN
N—— W\T'Z

THAT WAS NO DEMON,
THAT WAS Bn.t.!ﬂ
‘.

&
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MAC SAY THAT ?
1 WISH YOUD MIND

YOUR OWN BUSINESS -
YOU'RE NOTHING BUT

OKAY.TAKE
IT EASY

HEY, WHAT/S THE IDEA OF
GETTING ME MIXED UP IN
YOUR TROUBLES WITH
TILLIE, ANYWAY ?

A TROUBLE MAKER.

You-YOU_.YOU




