THE GUARDIAN, CHARLOTTETOWN

The minute you say ‘Yes”,

visit our Bridal Shop for

the wedding dress of your
dreams . ., . perfect outfits for -
your attendants. Our bridal
consultant is ready to give you

expert advice . . . help you with

all your trousseau selections
and wedding plans.
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BUSINESS
OPPORTUNITY

IN THIS AREA

APPLICATIONS for Canada Dry territorial rights

under contract agreement are now being considered for
this area. Well-developed territories are still available
and inquiries are invited from aggressive, serious-minded
business men with merchandising and sales experience
and with sufficient capital to construct and equip a

modern bottling plant adequate for the tertitory.

THE CANADA DRY
FRANCHISE PLAN

will include exclusive bottling rights in these areas for a
complete line of products under the nationally advertised and
world-famous “CANADA DRY” label. For a personal inters

view with direct Company- representative writes

Canada Dry Ginger Ale Limited
Box 700, Guardian
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Qfrica Flight

By
Val Gielgud

1 &

How the girl stuck to her guns!

“That of a restless, rather reck-
'less vital, gallant person, with the
idea firmly fixed in your immature
imind that you're cut out for ad-
venture. Pleaze don't get angry—
you asked for it!"

i “I'm not in the least angry.

Why don't you think I could be
lan adventurer?”

Uoern ten you, Miss Manson., Oh,

I know that you've tried your hand
at surf-riding, and speed-boating;
that you go well to hounds; that
you're game for any new experi-
ence with a spice of risk to it—"

“Well?"”

Something suddenly snapped in
Rupert Larrimore. He took a step
forwards, and took the girl by the
! shoulders. His fingers bruised her,
but she neither flinched nor re-
i coiled. “You're simply not facing
I the facts!” he said harshly. “I
&know that you may break your
neck hunting—but the odds are
Ithat, you won't. You've your friends
Iall round you, and you trot home
to tea. You don't know a thing
about real adventure — what it's
like to fly blind in a fog for hours
when you're miles and miles from
land; when you've no audience to
wncourage you to pretend how
{Lrave you are; when your inside
Ihas turned to water; when' the
rain’s freezing on your goggles so
| that you can’t see your instru-
ments .1 tell you there's nothing
in the least romantig about real
adventure.”

“But that's why I've admired you
so much. I can imagine it all!”

“Rats!” snarled Larrimore. “No
one can imagine it till they’ve been
through it. And that's why the ad-
venturer isn't a bit of a romantic
figure, but an almighty fool! I
took on that Pacific flight for a
bet, and I've taken on this job of
your father's for hard cash!”

“You can't stop me from admir-
ing you, you know,” sald Carol
softly. “May I sit down again,
please?”

Larrimore dropped his hands,
| muttering an apology. “I can un-

derstand your uncle’s motive,” he
{said hastily, to cover his em-
| barrassment. “But where do you
! come in?”

{ “Just to prove how wrong you
l'are” said Carol calmly, arranging
1the folds of her frock. “There is

Tomance in an adventure, I don't
,care how much you rub in
point of view with your beautiful
's(rong fingers!”

Larrimore winced. “I'm sorry. I
let myself go—for the first time
| for w;eek.s. It was unpardonable of
me—"

“O please!”

"Of course,’ Latrimore went on,
“There’s another possibility, T may
be just piling on the melodrama.
Perhaps I've just—lost my nerve.”

uyou?il

“Yes, You know — I'm not real-
1y the {ll-mannered boor I've shown
mysel! today. But since that
smach I've felt somehow—stifled!”

He made & baffled awkward
movement of one arm, and his lips
twitched.

“Is it—the result of the court-
martial?” asked the girl gently.

“I don't think so. I'm not the
type to be really happy in any
Service. It's poor young Farqu-
harson I can’t get out of my head.”

“But you couldn't help it — I
was there—I saw.”

“O it was an accident all right
—but one of us misjudged the dis-
tance. What I do know is that
there was one split second in which
I had to decide just how those two
machines should come together —
and I chose to save my own bacon.”

Carol shuddered. “Not deliber-
ately,” she whispered.

“No,” admitted Larrimore. “I
don't think it was deliberate. I'm
pretty sure it was subconscious —
it was all so quick. But there it
was, I killed that boy as surely
as if I'd shot him through the

head.”

“This is melodrama, Mr. Larri-
more. You're letting your {magina-
tion play tricks with your nerves.”

Larrimore flopped, rather than
sat, on the end of the soft, and
knuckled his forehead. To Caxol
he seemed suddenly very much
like a small boy, horribly hurt,
and pathetically ignorant of what
had hurt him. She wanted to
comfort him, but she could not
see how it could be done. So she
simply sat still with infinite pity
in her eyes.

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 yourself up and cut
your party just to meet the ad-
venturer! I'm sorry to have dis-
appointed you so horribly.”

“I only wanted to know you

better, Mr. Larrimore.” -
The airman achieved a
lop-sided smile .
“Might we shake hands on that
—Wwithout prejudice?” Carol went
on :

rather

“I think perhaps we might,”
sald Larrimore. “Wasn't it the
proverbial schoolboy who said that
one’s friends were the people who
knew one well—and liked one in
spite of ft!" .

They shook hands accordingly
with a curiously-embarrassed for-
mality. And their hands were still
clasped  when Antony . Sothern
opened the door and walked in.

For a moment neither Larrimore
nor Carol noticed the young secre-
tary. He stood #ust inside the
doorway, looking perhaps the mer-
est trifle too well-dressed in his
evening clothes, The muscles of
his face—alded perhaps . by “‘the
necessity for holding his eye-glass
firm—did not so much as twitch

at what he saw. To guess at whal
he felt was a sheer impossibility,
Balliol, his public school, an 1n?
grained sense of good manners, ali
combined to preserve that ime
passive mask which is held in Eng-
land to be the infallible hall-mark
of good breeding—which it 't
quite ... )

He coughed gently, and examin-«
ed with some care the wrapping
of a spray of orchids which he
carried in one hand.

(To be continued)

CITY'S VISITORS
According to the Montream
Tourist anhd = Convention Bureay
the estimated number of visitory
to Montreal this summer wil b
23,000.

LAST CALL
Tattoo, the military bugle caf
was orginally the signal to end
the evening's beer drinking.

MC-205

WON'T CHECK!

AC-106

WORKS EASILY!

AE-164

WON'T SPLINTER!

Make them yourself . . . better, faster, easier, with

F

FOR HOMES. .. OFFICES. «+STORES ... : INDUSTRIAL PLANTS
® PRESDWOOD — for Interior Finishes!

©® TEMPERED PRESDWOOD — for Exterior Usel

©® PRESDWOOD TEMPRTILE — for Kitchens, Bathrooms!

ORDER NOW FROM YOUR NEAREST LUMBER DEALER!  ‘meem:

MC-212

WON'T CRACK!

PRESDWOODS"*

ASK POR PREE PLANS of artictes illustrated by numbers fisted!
Many others ; , 4 also samples and full information, write 4 s

INTERNATIONAL FIBRE BOARD. & PLYWOOD
SALES LIMITED — Gatineau, Que. Dept, 181

that signify that Masonite Compang
products,

trademarks
1Ltd. is the source of the
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L. M. POOLE
&' co.

LUMBER
Paoll’s Whart

Phone 171

M. F. SCHURMAN

CO. LD.
BUILDING sUPPLIES
Kensington . Summerside
Charlottetown
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MacDONALD-ROWE
WOODWORKING
CO. LTD.

98 Lower Water Street
Phone 2767 . 3768

R. T. HOLMAN
LTD.
Summerside - Oharlottetown




