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AFRICA FLIGHT |

He leaned back in his chalir, ex-
hausted, tormented, baffled by this
problem of the emotions as he had
never been by difficully or denger.
And seeing the infinite tenderness

her eyes, the beauty of her pro=

against the rough white wall
behind her, the grace of her atti-
tude as she leaned with one elbow
on the table, the sheen on her hair
—even after that ghastly march—

ere the sunlight caught 1t
through the tattered awning, he felt
he could bear neither to take the
risk of telling her the ' truth and
losing her at once, nor to lose her
inevitably in the future when sus-
gic.lon had poisoned the wells of
appiness.

He threw his half-smoked cigar-
ette away, and, watching it smould-
er on the ground below the veranda,
hed the overwhelming instinc: that
it was his own life which he watch-
ed drifting, a little unregarded
smoke, upwards against that fierce
sun-drenched sky.

Then Carol gave a cry, and point-
ed northwards. Two little specks
had appeared high up in the blue,
accompanied by the growing hum
of motors. Next ins.ant the girl
was out of her chair, running
through the french window behind
her, Larrimore did not move. But
his shoulders squared slightly as he
sat in his chair, and a little gleam
came back into his tired eyes. At
least the prcblem  w2s upon him
now in the concrete. Some hing had
to be done about it, He could cope
with anything so long as it did not
imply merely thinkin desperately
and hopelessly in circles,

When the ’planes landed, he was
standing three paces behind Carol,
They knew already that the party
was safe.

cockpit

from the leading plane’s
And. per-

had told them so much.
haps-ten minutes
hand-shaking, saluting and express
jons of pleasure by the Command-
ant occupied the time so exagger-
atedly and completely that none of
the newly rescued seemed to re-

the sunshine to welcome them back.
It was in fact Otto Flesch, who,
standing rather apart ' from the

voice whether the journey had been
too much for Antony So-hern. |

“Just lazy as musual,” said Janet
Meanson. “Too lazy to come out in|
the sunshine and meet us.”

“No!” said Carol. |

And to herself it seemed that her|
voice sounded curiously unreal. |

“What do you mean, Carol?” ask-
ed her uncle, And her aunt peered
at her sharply. Her ears were ex-
cellent, and she noticed an unusual
quiver in the girl's voice.

Bu: it was Larrimore who ans-
ad wered, and Janet Manson saw her
niece's cheeks whiten, and her
hands jerk, as he spoke, ’ |

“I'm sorry to have to spoil our|
reunion with bad news,” said Larri-|
more, deliberately. “But—Sothern'’s|
not with us, He—he couldn’'t make|
1.

There wes a little horror-stricken |
silence.

“Not make it?” cried out Janet
Manson, sharply. “I don't under-

stand.”

And she looked at Carol. But
But again Larrimore answered:

“Sotherin’s dead,” he saild quietly.
“And we owe him our lives—Carol
and L

So incidentally do you all.”

“I don't understand,” said Hub-
ert Manson, fiddling with his spec-

tacles.
pened, Larri-
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| machine— X i
Waving handkerchiefs | machine—and as a result into the

of embracing, | tracted by other happenings, with

| a dry-as-dust technical report, when
| there were to be had for the read-
member that three had gone before |
them, while only two stood there inl

others, asked in his precise guttural |

| pedition’s failure had achiéved more

“Tell us what
more, This is quite dreadful.”
“Yes—tell us, Mr. Larrimore"” |
said Janet Manson. And there was
that in her tone which brought |
Carol’s attention, focussed with a|
hideous intensity upon Larrimore,
upon her aunt.
“1 sghall have to write to helisroor
mother,” added Hubert helplessly.
Larrimore jerked up his chin,
“He died for his friends,” he said.
“As 1'd feared, the water we carried
with us wasn’t enough to bring the
three of us through., I suppose
Sothern felt in & way responsible
for the fact that three of us, not
two, had started Anyway, we had
! & discussion—quite inconclusive —
2 to what must be done. g
the night that followed Sothern was
on guard. I woke and couldn’t see
him. Then I did see him, moving
away from the little oasis where we
were camped that night. I followed
him, I think he must have seen me.
Anyway, before I could catch up
with him—well, he had the pistols
with him.

“You mean he killed himself?”

“To let me take Carol on unham=
pered and with enough water—yes,”
said Larrimore, firmly,

“I was asleep,” sald Carol, hur-
riedly, very conscious her
aunt’s eyes upon her. “I heard the
shot—I was terrified.”

“Magnificent!” murmured Hgh=-
ert Manson, “A gallant fellow!"”

“A gallantry typical of your
countrymen,” said the French
Commandant, his hand to his kepi.
“One of our 'planes shall make a
search for his body. Meanwhile, if I
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trying experiences. And I must send
& message so that cables may take
the news of your safety to England.”,

He led the way towards the gate
of the fort. But Carol was conscious
of two things: that the barrier be |
tween Rupert and herself had now|
taken concrete shape and hardness;;
and that her aunt’s brow was fur-}
rowed, and that her eyes were fixed!
steadily upon Larrimore's shoulder-|
blades, as he walked ahead , as'
though seeking to penetrate the in-
ner secrets of his heart,

CHAPTER XV1V
SIR GEORGE 1§ PUZZLED

A little more than two months
later, and a trifle after five o'clcck
in the evening, Sir George Manson
was walking up and down his office.
His expression was—or would have
been to any onlooker—discouraging,
if not actually moody. Three times
durmgz the last half-hour he had
stretched out a finger which would
have pressed the buzzer to summon
Cynthia Wright from the outer of-
fice. Three times he had not press.
ed it, and returned to his gioomy
pacing to and fro. He was thinking
savagely. And yet, as he asked him-|
self, pausing for a moment to stare
out at the dusk falling over the river
outside his windows, what the devil
| was there really for him to worry

|
|
|
|

| abour? .., ,

It was true of course that the
great—and  perhaps unduly-boomed
| —flight of the “Star of the East”
| had ended in failure, But there had
| been certain compensating factors:

any awkward tendency on the part
| of the Press or the public to in-

quire into the merits of the crashed
standard of general accomplishment
of Associated Airways Limited —
had been most satisfactorily dis-

an obviously more popular appeal.
No one was likely to wish to read

ing in the columns of every daily
the account of Larrimore’s heroic
desert march in the company of the
even more heroic—and good-looking
—girl, whom he was now announced
as about to marry. While even the
glamour and headlines of that en-
gagement had in turn palled beside
the sacrifice of Antony Sothern,
who had “laid down his life for his|
friends.” The lonely .uicide in the

desert had taken its place in the
gallery of popular heroes beside the
lonely figure of Captain Oates stag-
Serglg out into the Antarctic bliz

zard.

In fact Sir George had to admit—
and would in fact have cheerfully
admitted—that in publicity the ex-

han could have been secured by
the most spectacular and blazing of
successes in the shape of record-
breaking flights . . . And yet he
walked to and fro- in “his office,
frowning, muttering to himself, and
conscious only of a sense of the
most profound disquiet,

He told himself tha! it was ridic-
ulous. He reminded himsclf of what
might have happened; that Carol,
his brother, and Janet Manson
might all have perished. He remind-
ed himself that he had never carcd
for young Sothern in life, that he
had actually been disquieted by his
friendship with Carol. He assured
himself tha® everything had in the
ultimate worked out for the best . .
And somehow he could not manage
to persuade himself to the truth of
a word of it

What was wrong? Carol had been
subdued and apparently out of soris
since the expedition had got back
from Africa. But she had under-
gone dreadful experiences for a
girl, both of the body and. the
spirit, Larrimore's sardonic ind:p
endence seemed to have increased.
On_the other- hand, his incivility
had sensibly diminished, and his
devotion to Carol was obvious.

Sir George came - reluctantly to
the conclusion that it was his sis-
ter-in-law who was the nigger in
the woodpile. Yet Janet Manson
had done nothing—at. least nothin
a man could get hold of,

George Manson irritably,
rolling an unlighted cigar between
his fingers, so that at last he broke
the outer leaf and swore.

He turned as he did so, and saw
Cynthina Wright in the doorway.
That she must have overheard him
(tieki not improve George nson's

mper,

;ngy didn’t you knock?” he ex-
ed.

“I did,” replied Miss Wright cold-

Y.
“Well?”
“You won't forget your dinner-/|

pariy to-night, Sir George? You've|

to call at your manicurist’s — and|
it’s full dress.”

“I know—I know.”

“And,” continued Cynthia Wright
remorselessly, “it's ten minutes to
six already.”

Sir George stared at her. At that
moment, with his pouched eyes
bulging, and his thick neck redden-
ing, he presented an inevitable com-
parison with a goaded bull.

“Why have you bullied me so dis

Pl

might advise you, you should not
stand here in the sun after your

gracefully about this wretched din-
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ner-party ever since I c}ec:ded to

give it?” he demanded at last.
Miss Wright's

eyebrows shot
But she said notmyng.

“You have Cynthia, you know you
have, You've disapproved of it from

the beginning, haven't you?”

The secre:ary shrugged her shoul-

ders.

¥
I still think so.
personal opinion.”

Sir George moved away irritably.
“1 considered all that aspect of it,”
he said with all the false emphas
justify a bad
case. “It’s really no more than a
family party., It's not as if I were
giving it in a restaurant. The en-

of a man seeking to
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“I thought it was too soon afte
the—er—tragedy, and I told you so.
But that's just a

about Carol.
aerself u.gmoe she

seems
Sothern’s trai
| have allowed
| “IUs natural that she

back.
up.
er to go on the trip!

and you
riend of hers.”

»

T course, Sir George
!tg‘e absently, “Gallant fellow.”

is &
wrriedly. “Don't
wi'l be a lf

itle — emphasis
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to: get cold.
Sir George bridled. “That had
never en‘ered my head!” he snap-

sometime!” sald George Manson de.
cisively.

The girl hasn't been

broodum ! p%l:;
over

y.— I should never

should be

upset, surely? She had a bad time,
Sothern was a great

youthink his ab-

“The dead must bury their dead
“She must face up-to a

DIAN

back wall, found himself unable to| ‘
continue the gsmo. “You'll be there
in J)lemy of time, of course,” he
sald, putting on his hat, And with
out waiting for assent, he departed
fo 1 BRI v 0 gt
who ge
bagl’:mw South Kel n, dress,
and return to Buckingham Gate —
a | sighed once, and retired to lock her
desk and powder her nose. There
were occasions and this was one of
them—when she felt that she more
‘han earned the generous
paid to her by Sir George Manson.

(To be Continued)
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By J. R. Williams

UNOERSTAND
NOW, MISTER,
I'M JUST AN
ELECTRICIAN--
1 MAY BE ABLE
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FIGGER RAILROAD
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FAWS MADAM, T ASSLRE
You THAT CAPTURING THIS

A —~ris
viious BEAST
BIT HIM NOT TWO A
MINUTES AGO %
AND 1 INSIST

THAT YOU PERFORM
THE SWORN DUTIES
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MY NEW DOG CATCHER TH

BEAST WILL BE MY PRISONER
WITHIN THE MINUTE OF MY
CONTALCTING HIM
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ANIMAL WILL BE CHILD'S PLAY
AFTER MY EXPERIENCE OF FACING
A PACK OF WILD TIMBER WOLVES
ON THE RUSSIAN STEPPES AND
KNIFING THEM ONE BY ONE AS
THEY ATTACKED ME wukHpW/ WITH

e

BRINGING UP FATHER

By Georée McManus
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ORCHESTRA HERE!
TO GO HOME —

\X/ELL,1 S’POSE. | DID TELL HIM
THEY COULD REHEARSE THEIR

IT WAS TO GET COUSIN MILLIE

HE KNEX/

SRS

WELL,1 GUESS | DID SAY YOU
COULD PRACTISE HERE,CAP —
BUT HERE! GO TAKE YOUR GANG
TO A MOVIE — -

(HERE
CAN OF SPINACH,
POPEVYE

HAIHA! SPINACH!

DEMONS NEVER
EAT SPINACH

BUT HE BOUGHT SIX
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YOUR BOSS DIDN'T GIVE ME A J0B,

THE JITTERBUG JAMBOREE FROM
ME, SO I'VE GOT SIX BUCKS.. NOW
LET’S 60 PLACES

NO TIME LIKE THE PRESENT

By Westover

THERE’S NO TIME LIKE THE PRESENT]

THEY

AND THERE GOES MY
‘PHONE TO REMIND
ME I HAVE A JOB ~

WAIT HERE, ANDY f

TICKETS FOR

BUT,

ANDY, I CANT]
LEAVE THE

OFFICE|

TILLIEL T WANT -YOU-TO PUT ON YOUR| [HOT SOUP. YOU'VE
HAT AND COAT.TAKE THAT JITTERB CHANGED YOUR
OUT OF THIS BUILDING AND LOSE MIND.HOW COME ?
HIML_YES, AND TELL HIM NOT TO 7 .
E r

COME BACK HERE
—_— YES, MR,
SIMPKINS
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