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Author of Daughter of Exile, eto,

DRIVER “
By ALEXANDER CAMPBELL

,» he sa.d casually,
L Sovessor Edinglon wiu b
ing out as the hcau OI somme 50,0
expedition? 1 mean, there'll be a
hole gang Of scientists ana pro-

said Dr.
aga.n,

@ not exactly,”
festly, and chuckled yeu
it et of 1 sclon

m -
oy o eres. nl have heard him

i on five scparate contro-
eri?gyﬁfn the heads of five dif-
Rerent University colleges.
| “No, Professor Ellington will be

avelling alone—or at lea.st”aocom-
E:mied only by his daughter.

|PROFESSOR'S FIRST QUESTION

«ph!” said Frank “Is she inter-
esuglh in old bones, t€o?” he asked.

“Yes and no. yes, because in a

anner of speaking her future is
Fed up with old bones” The genial
d

octor frowned, as at some un-
pleasant thou ht. “Young Rupert —
lyoung prig,” he muttered to hlm,-
‘self. And to Frank: “You see, she’s
ing out to—"
sollannﬁ at that mcment the door
opened and a tall man with a hard
pald head and a bristllng’ black
moustache entered. “Hope I'm nc_rt
putting in?” he caid briskly. “How's
he patient?” i
n']‘IE* doctor rose hurriedly. “Both
okay,” he said. “All right, I mean.
Rght as rain, Well, T must b2 off,
rofessor. Goodbye, Mr. Carter. Glad
have met you. I don't suPpose I
see you again before you sall, at any
rate. Best of luck in the Grand Pr'x
Take things easy for a couple of
days. you and the little chap, and
you'll both be fit as fiddles”
A brick handshake, and he was

one.

J professor Ellington seated h'mse’f
on the chair the doctor had vacated.
His black-haTed hands rested on
his knees, half conceeled by his
huge shirt cuffs. The torn pocket of
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upset stomach,
acid indigestion.

@ Make Alka-Seltzer
¥our first glass of de-
ense against the pain,
misery and discomfort
of everyday aches and
8,
Common excesses in
food, drink, work and
lay often cause TOO
A . And
EXCESS ACID uuual'lg
goeshand in hand wi
Hendaches. Acid Stomach, Muscular Aches
ind Pains, ‘Bo wiso — alkalize with Alka-
Beltzer, It's a pleasant, effervescent anti-
acid solution—and a scientific pain reliever.

At all drug stores—30c and 60c sizes.
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Spinning and Weaving

8end me your wool to be spun into
yarn and woven into blankets, The
charges are: 23 cents for single yarn,
doubled 26 cents per pound, Biank-
ets cost $2.00 laundered; and if un-
laundered §$1.85.

It takes five pounds of wool per
blanket.

Wool must be well washed, all
burrs and dirt picked out.

The size of gingle yarn medium,
and doubled yarn, is fine, medium
and coarse, also hookl.g yarn.

Put shipper's name, address, own=
rs name and instructions inside al)
parcels,

Send by mail or freight. Freigkt
will be paid on 100 pound lot.

Price of well wasged. dry, picred,
White wool {5 23 cents per pound,

Price for unwashed wool 12 cents
tash. 14 cents trade,

Auto robes, blankets and Fancy

Throws for sale.
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hés old jacket hung down unregard-
(3

“My name’s Carwer,” began Frank
I'm gerrioly lueoea to you—"

“O0N'L 8y & wora awouy it, my
boy,” comnianued tne proi€s.or.
“bUt teu me—jusy how mucn can
you gey ouv of unal ous 0. yours,”’

“bus? On, the car! wew, on the
road, abou; 1w or a hiy vver. But
on ne wrack—"

“Oh!” sald the professor, inter-
ested. “You race, ehr”

Now the name o: Frank Carter,
in kingland av that momeny, was at
leas; a8 wel Known as wne name of
the newesi film ju0l. in rrance, ana
in Ivaly, he haa_jusv wrested bacg
lwo records for brita.n. But Frank
was neither hurt nor astwonished.
Atcer all, he had never heard ot
Proressor kling.on, wno was a muca
more importans tigure than krank
Carter — though nis speed 1ans
would not have admitteq it.

“Yes,’ he said sumply “{ earn my
living that way.”

“Well, I envy you,” said the pro-
fessor violently. “I like a bit of speed
myself. Been had up before the
beak twice,” he addea with childish
glee “And you don't have to was.e
nalf your time*and energy trying to
knock some :ense into the mouldy
skulls of a pack of old fogies and
Gladstonian has beens!”

He pointed a long finger.

“You stick to your race track.r
Steer clear of highbrows. It you
bungle ycur job it may cost ycu your
life. You've got to keep alert. But
in my depariment a fuddling old
nincompoop like that fellow Jack-
son—"

.| Tomkins, carrying a tray.

The professor’s discourse on the
drawbacks of an academic career
were cut shori by the entrance of
his daughter. She was followea by

“Well, well!” said the professor. |
He rose. “Here's your dinner. I've
got to dash off now. I'm writing an
article ‘¥uddling old nincompoop’”
he repeated scornfully, “I must re-
member that. Theugh they’ll proo-

ably cut it out,” he added regretful-
ly. “Curse them! Well, I'll leave
Don't let

i;ou in Ddrothy’s hands.
‘er bully yol}l}.‘ 'I‘r:%k dﬁa picked up
rom young Ru . ave a good
dinner, Cv'bye?’e . U

He was gone.

Tomkins arranged a bed table.
Depcsited on it a plate of soup. And
departed.

“How are you?” asked Dorothy.

“Fine thanks.”

He wanted to ask a question, but
didn’t know how.

“This is terribly good of you,” he
sald instead. “Of you and your faihe
er. I'm afraid we’ve ben an awiul
nusance. But the doc.or says we're
both all right, so as soon a, Reddy
wakes up we'll be off.”

“Eat your soup,” she said. “I had
a talk with the doctor,” she added.
“You got Off lightly”—somehow h:
didn’t like that way of t‘{Jlutt.!ng it,
though he had to admit that it was
true; he had been a dashzd fooi to
knock her up to 95—“but the doct:2
thinks it would be safer for you to
rest for a couple of days. So you're
})ot}; our guests for that time at
least.”

And to his astonished delight she
sm:led radiantly.

“I knew that was what was
wrong,” he thought. “If she smiled
oftener. Dash it, a girl with a smile
like that should leave it permanent-
ly switched on.”

And he felt emboldened to ask
that question.

He sippzd his soup. “Delicious,” he
sald. Then, before he ctuld lose
his nerve, ru:hed on.
told me rather a funny t.
said. “By the way, my name’s Car-
ter. I'm a racing driver—to trade,
as it were.”

“RUPERT IS MY FIANCE”

“Yes,” she smiled. “I recogn.sed
you from your pictures. At leas, I
thought it was you and I looked up
an old “Motoring World” of father s,
and there you were. But in any case
the doctor told me all about you.”

She sighed “Poor man! He doésn’t
get much excitement in this part
of the world. He was quite thrilied.”
, he thought, that m ght
have been gut beuter, Still, she had
recognised

“Well, it's a bit of luck for me,”
he veniured.

Silence—somehow sudden and for-
bidding.

“I mean,” he floundered, ‘one

sometimes gets the mcst revolting
company on these long voyages. Buc
when you know there’s somebody
human going along—"
He didn't dare say anybody div-
ine. Besides, was he quitz sure he
had gobt ?b_? that stage in his own
ye

“Are you—um—just going for the
trip,” he askeq, “or do you heip your
father in his w

“Neither,” sa.d Dorothy. And
there was someining ra.her chilung
about the way she said 1t, “You see,
we are geing ou; to invest.gave tne
discovery made by fa.her’s a.sistant,
Ruper¢ Featherstone, He is my
flance. And when we reach Cape-

town Rupert and I are going to be
married.”
ALL ABOUT RUPERT
FEATHERSTONE
“Eeat your soup,”
“Or_it, w.ll get coid.”
“Ur?” salg Frank. “Soup? Oh yes.

D. F. ARCHIBALD

Chartered Accountant
140 Richmond Strect
Phone 47, P. O. Box 12

———— et
McLEOD & BENTLEY
W. E. BENTLEY, R, C.
J. A, BENTLEY, K. C.
C. F. BENTLEY, LL.B,
Barristers and Attorney-at-Law
MONEY LOAN

180 9 |E
Richmond Street

P——

FREDERICK A. LARGE

te
Charlottetown, n"-“n.‘l’“

Ag;)!clw.smggsson ETC
T to ! .
A
M. ALBAN FARMER

. BARR1g A 1 U
M.f:m‘iﬁ 5::5’: ﬁju-n ;

And he went on sipping the thin
strong fluid whicn Professor Eiling-
ton's cook had provided speciduly for
the “young man thav's been hur; in

"0

& car smash ting the .cook’s
de:cription to the kitchen maid—
hile the girl who had jusi told

while

him she was going to honour him
with her company for three whole
weeks only to tgeb married to an-
other chap at the end of it sat trane
quilly watching him,

Just a moment before Frank Car-
ter had been telling himself that he
wasn't so sure he was so siruck on
a girl whom, after all, he had known
for a very brief time—one and a
half hours, to be precise. B!
such 18 the power of instinctive

, he was quite sure he was
1 in the world,
be Continued)
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Let’s

get

acquainted

ith our own

Canadian

Vacationlands

@ UNBEATABLE, of course, are the famous
Quebec and Maritime holiday regions — the
noble St. Lawrence, the Laurentians, Gasge,
the lakes, streams and coastline of sea-girt
provinces. But if 89\1 have that restless urge
ntario has many scenic
marvels too. So take a trip westward, you
motorists of Eastern Canada. There’s no nged
to leave Canada for a holiday when Canadian
Vacationlands are the finest in the world.

land of holiday havens

... There are the lovely Rideau Lakes ... the
Niagara Peninsula with its thundering falls

to go elsewhere,

Ontario is truly a fai

Ontario Imperial Oil
Dealers invite Quebec and
Maritime Motorists

. . . marvellou
...Lake of B

lovely resorts

Imperial Oval

... the famous beaches on Lake Huron . .. the

An advertisement similar to this
is ing in spapers in
Ontarioinviting motorists thereto
visit Quebec and the Maritimes.

EVERYWHERE I

30,000 Islands “of Ceorgian Bay

with their swimming, bosting, fishing,
and other sports.
August and September—two wonderful motor-
ing months. See more of Canada now.

s Muskoka Lakes
ays ... the Kawartha Lakes...
z;r too numerous to mention
golf

So make the most of

And everywhere you go you’ll see the familiar

, the sign of a friend on your

route to give you helpful, hosritable 8ervice ...
sanitary rest rooms. ..trave
road maps and car servicing you can trust.

information. . .

DEALER

FREE TOURING
SERVICE

We'll start you on
your way with valu-
able, up-to-date tour-
_ing data. Write to
Imperial Tourin,

Service, 56 Chur
Street, Toronto.
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BRINGING UP_ FATHER

ING TO WATCH YO

WIN
THAT YOLJ
OUT WHEN YOU'RE OUTSIDE-

7;1% ) HEARD ME -DON'T
A

You
£ TAKE THAT MONOCLE

OF YOUR EYE -I'M GO~
oW IS TD, SEE
DONT TAKE [T

p

YOU'RE

SO
THOUGHT-
Ful-

Y

—

DO YOUSE KNOW
OUR_ OLD PAL-
JIGGS-LIVES 1IN
THAT PLACE?

By George McManus
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THERE'S ONE ||  HEARD
A MAGGIE = |
MgldEYDSE WHISTLE- :?LOLN’T Tgf_’]’%
‘ NOT CHANGE- p TOGODAY—




