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BE FREEZING TO THE CONTROLS.

JUST RELAX. LOOSEN UP OH CHIEF !

IF 1 ONLY COULD

i

SURE.IT'S EASY ENOUGH g
f§ T0 EATA NICE, CRISP
| BREAKFAST CEREAL

LIKE ALL-BRAN -BUT

HOW WILL THAY HELP?

1 DONT MEAN CATHARTICS. TREAT
YOUR SYSTEM LIKE WE TREAT THESE
PLANES. DONT WAIT TiLL SOMETHING
GOES WRONG. PREVENT IT BEFORE 1T
HAPPENS. THATS THE WAY ALL-BRAN
WORKS, YOU TRY EATING KELLOGOS ALL~
BRAN EVERY DAY, AND DRINK PLENTY
OF WATER, THAT SOUND EASY ?

CONSTIPATION, EH? | SEE

YOU NEED INSTRUCTION

IN SOMETHING BESIDES
FLYING

| KEEP TAKING ALL THE
PILLS AND LAXATIVES
THERE ARE, |T SEEMS
LIKE, BUT THEY DONT
DO ANY GOOD

2

Try having Kellogg's
All-Bran on your
breakfast menu regu-
larly. Eat it as a
cereal or baked in
delicious muffins. All
grocers sell All-Bran
in two convenient
sizes, Restaurants
serve it in the
popular individual
packages. Made
by Kellogg's in
London, Canada.

WHY, IF YOUR CONSTIPATION 1S CAUSED BY EATING FOODS
THAT DONT GIVE ENOUGH "BULK, IS ONLY LOGICAL THAT A
FOOD THAT DOES SUPPLY THAT "BULK” WILL DO THE TRICK.
TRY KELLOGG'S ALL-BRAN — AND YOULL ALWAYS BE OUT OF
THE ‘OVERCAST®
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“Here we are sald the Consul,:

| “Here'’s Antilla—and there’s Car-|
| bonaras, away to the east.”
“Good!” 'lcby returned,. studying

| the chart intently. “Did I see a pai.

of compasses on your desk? [O73)
thanks! Now, what's the scale? all
right, I can work that out neurly
enough. degree of longitude!
roughly sixty sea miles, isn’t it?"”

He was adjusting the compasses
s he spoke, and a moment later
he dug the point into the spot
: | marking Antilla and described a|
| quarter circle line in pencil, from|
| north-east to north-west of the,

port;‘ |
| “That'll do to start with!” he
sald while the others watched him
in puzled silence. “Now there's just
one other point. You say you know
that launch that they stole? Lo
you happen to know her speed?” |

“Yes: it's about twelve or thir-|
teen knots,”the Consul told him|
wonderingly. “Why?"

“Say twelve tlen,” Toby mutter-
take !
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Ready (o start a new life in a new world, John, 10,
s$hree, sons of Mr. and Mrs. Clificrd Reeves,
workers, have arrived in C:nada. They study
in Montreel, Thelr parents plan to farr ot ¥
wa. “I'n going to love it,” Mrs. Recves said,
tranquil,”
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BLACK HORIZON

By Joseph Lewis Chadwick
The schooner Ventura, a ship without a

freight,
through waters whose very quietness contained

Sonya Duraud had been kidnaped from the
island of Maglaya by Maya Jack Cannaghan
aboard Rand Kirby’s own

Hatred walked the decks of the Ventura—
for Rand and Maya Jack both

too-quiet sea and the too-cloudless sky..

faraway islands appears

THE GUARDIAN

so peacetul and y’““'ryiﬂ”””l’a&_"j’;’”—"‘;

The Central Guardian

I'his column Is reserved for news ot
local interest but advertising of
s newsy natwe may be inserted
at 5 cents ° word strictly pay-
able in sdvance

CONFEDERATION LIFE INSUR-
ANCE. L-9789-7-21-311.

WATER RATES.—Water rates
must be paid by Wednend.n%alot.h,
L-395-7-9-21,

DON'T MISS BLACK HORI-
ZON The Guardian’s new thrilling
s&ry which begins Friday, July
oth.,

TRANSFERRED — Mr, E, B. 8.
Ling, who has been relleving for
the past six weeks at the Bank of
Nova Scotia, Sherbrooke and
Greene, Montreal, has been trans=
ferred to their branch at
Ont. Mr, Ling was formerly attach-
ed to the Charlottetown staff.

C. B. BANKER IS HONORED—
Prominent Nortside citizens honor-
ed 8. R. Rowsell, Bank of Nova
Scotia manager in Sydney Mines,
who has been transferred to Mon-
tague, PEI, at a presentation
ceremony Fiiday evening. Acting
as chairman for the occasion was
J. H, T. Nicholson. Among speak-
ers at the affair were Mayor A. C.
MacCormick, W. H. Cuzner, J. Cof-
fey, Keith Clarke and J. C. Hackett,
North Sydney, who made the pre-
sentation on behalf of the Cape
Breton Curling Club of which Mr.
Rowsell was a member. — Halifax
Chronicle.

WEDDING — A quiet but pretty
wedding was held on . Thursday
morning, July 4th at St. Peter’s
church in Dartmouth when Beatrice
Welsh, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
Michael Welsh of Charlottetown,
became the bride of Thomas
Frederick Shinners, son of Mr. and
the late M:s. Emanual Shinners of
North Sydhey. The ceremony was
performed by Rev. John E. Burns
of Dartmouth. The bride was at-
tended by Miss Priscilla Lawlor of
Charlottetown. Mr. Herbert Mac-
Donald, of Cardigan, P.EI, was
best man. Wedding breakfast was
served at the Halifax Hotel, after
which the happy couple left on
{a motor trip through Nova Scotia
{and New Brunswick.
| e s
| them at least five hours to reach

¥

Young War Guests With “Comrades” From London

. . i BRI e T 3

There was not a fear nor a fearful question about their future as [ came with them all the way from London, The three children were
200 tuusle—h:!ired, sleepy children arrived in Toronto atter a long trip | met by Mrs. Herbert Bruce. With them in this picture taken shortly
l'ron} the British Isles, With smiling confidence and cheery words cf | after arrival in Canada at an eastern port are (LEFT to RI1GIY
gratitude, they stood writing for Torontonians who have opened | {he Earl of March, eleven-year-old heir to the Duke of Richmer
their homes and hearts to them. Angus James, six, and his “kid”
brother Jeremy, four, wanted to know if they were going to see any [dward Cavendish, son of the Duke of Devonshire, and
Indians. They are seen at (LEFT) with Venetia Fawcus, 12, who | George St. Lawrence Ponsonby, son of the Earl and Countess

and Gordon and his brother, Hon, Nicholas C:ordon Lennox; Lo

cn.
of
' Bessborough, ) )

| any POint on that pencilled line—

i allowing for the fact that they'd
| lose a certain amount of time in
| getting oqut of the bay into open
| water and sixty miles is about rght,
1 I should think. Now what does that
| give us?” He leaned over the chart
|for some moments, and then
| straightened up suddenly and look=
ied at the other two with a kind of
| grim satisfaction. “Well, tl.at just
about settles it!" he said, “There’s
|only one place where that line
;louches the sand cays—and that's
at the southern end cf the Colum-
| bus Bank!”
| They both stared at him uncom=-
prehendingly, and then the Con-
~sul said: “But what are you getting
jat? What makes you suppose they've
headed in that direction anyway?”
“It ‘sn't supvesition—it's a prac-
| tical certainty!” Toby told 1.im. FHe
ned to Father Maloney. “You
ember what you said the other
? It tcok Captain €alter abcut
iy hours to get here from Car-
bonaras, having called at his cache

duced that it must Iie within a
hundred miles of Carbonzras— and
in a northerly or nor-westerly dir-
"ection Wwel, here we are! The
southern e of this bank answers
t. e description, doesn't it? Iv's
roughly nnecty miles from Carbon-
| aras, and lies akout nor nor'-west |
| from it! What's more, it's the near=|
| est of the Bahama banks—and the
ionly cne he cculd have made in
" the time!”

The little priest leancd down and
studied the chart short-sightedly.

I believe you're right!” he said
slowly.
“Ves, but where does that get

ou?” the Consul asked doubtfully.
ven suppoting you are right,
you're no nearer knowing whicihh
' particu'ar cay he visited out of the
hund of 'em there. And in any
case, it’s too late to do anything
_about it now. On your own & 0W=
ling, these fellows would have ar=
rved there somewhere around two
o'clock—and it's nearly five now. Of
course, I'll notify the authorities to
keep a lcok-out for them , . "'

“Oh, never mind the authorities”
Toby interrupted with suaden nars.
impatience.. “I'm not interested in
them or the cursed money! It's
Diana I’'m thinking about! the odds
are that those swine will have leit
her and ier father stranced on
some ghastly sand-aump while they
make their getaway, and I've got to
get to her somenow!”

“But how can ‘{ou?". the Constl
expostw.ated, eyeing him sympat_h-
etically, “I appreciate how you're
feeling, but what can we do? I could
arrange to have a boat sent out
there, but itll be dark in little
more than an_ hour, and they
couldn’t do anything till morning.

“Never mind about a boat!” Toby
c& in, mrmm;:Bt,ot him. t"’I‘h;tt‘s‘no

, anyway. But wiiat sort of a
%ull have you got with the local fly-
ing_crowd?"

“The lccal
Consul echoed,
d'vou mean "

“I mean that I want a machine—
now! And I'm prepared to buy, beg,
borrow or steal it!"” Toby told him
curtly. “What can you do about

it?" .
___ (To be Continued)
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Broncho buster from Bristol was what 10-year-old Gecffrey Sutton
1ght the young wir

n on ihe ‘round-apout”
runs cn the photcgrapher, He
carries four ‘“shooting irons” all the time,

His mouth watered, but not for the hot-dog. After obligingly posing
with the strange Canadian dellcacy and a cone,
Sutton decided in favor of a hamburgen

young Geoffrey

Boy frem Bristol Finds Canadian * Wrong Way” Traffic a Bit of Lark

Salute of empire from an English lad to the Royal Canadian Naval

Velunteer Reserve, Geoffrey get ome thrill when introduced to
senlry bhefere the R.C.NLV.R. bairacks, and a bigger one a moment
later when the photegrapher wes ordered before the commander to
explain his taking pictures near the G.H.0.

“Rounders” is a better game Geoffrey decided after his cousin,
Dorothy Harrison, had shown the English visitor the rudiments of
baseball, which is something similar. He thinks Toronto streets nicer
than Bristol's because they're so much wider, but declares, “I'm
afraid I'll never get used to this right-hand driving.”




