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LITTLE NIPPER RADIO
SPECIAL FOR YOUR KITCHEN

Only & =.95

Don't envy your friends who
have radio in the kitchen. Now
vour kitchen
work and other housekeeping
duties lighter and brighter with
RCA Victor’'s amazingly low-
priced “Little Nipper” radio.

1
you can make

e Powerful 5-tube superhetero-
dyne circuit,

e ~tandard broadcast reception
including police band.

e Victrola Plug-in.

o Meets all fire and safety reg-
wlations in Canada.

e Beautiful plastic cabinet. So
~miall you can hold it in your
hand.

SEE AND HEAR IT TODAY!

MILLER BROS.
LTD.

PICNIC MOCHA MIX

3 heaping tablespoons cocoa
6 tcaspoons table sugar

1 1-2 cups cold water

1 te n salt

2 cups double-strength coffee

Mix cocoa, st salt and cold
water and cook, stirring constan:ly
about 2 minutes Add milk and
heat thorougnly. Chill and blend
with iced coffee., Carry to picnic
In well-chilleq thermos.

1

Professional Cards
D. F. ARCHIBALD

Chartered Accountant
140 Richmond Street

CHAPTER I
THE RIDERLESS HORSE

They turned in early that night,
but colm, once in bed, found
himself unable to sleep; for like
many another visitor new to Africa,
the quiet of night on the veld press=-
ed heavily on him. After folowing
the blurred images of his new im-
pressions for an hour or more, he
rose and went to the window to look
out on the moonlit country, but the
fly-proof gauze over the windows
interfered with his view, so he went
outside and sat down on the low
step at the rondavel door.
Buildings, trees, the very air,
seemed held in a rarefied tangible
peace; not the peace of older coun-
tries, created by houses and gardens
and the protecting works of man,
but a peace in keepi with the
stars, austere and inviolable, clear
'as the unsullied air.

He must have been in deeper
reverie than he realised, for sud-
denly he became aware that, for
:ome seconds, he had been con-
scious of the approaching beat of
horse-hoois. For a moment he lise
tened idly to them. Mortimer com-
ing home, he sumosed; and not
wishing to meet him thus, he rcse
and turred to go in. But as his
hand touched the latch of the door
it flashed upon him that, whoever
the rider, the horse was coming at
breakneck speed, and instinctively
he looked back.

The flying hoofs were thundering
past the trees now. Then rcund the
end of the plantation the hcrse
swung, a clear-cut slhouette in the
moonlight, and came straight for
the stables, swerved as all uncon-
trolled horses do when near home,
checked, and with a short turn
stopped dead, lifted its head and
gave a tremu.ous snort. And it was
(nen that Melcolm knew for certain
hy, at the first sight of it, he had
««d running towards it. It was
rideriess.
ade no attempt to move, and
t th little diff.culty.
I hanging acro:s
ip was missing.
ed it towards the home-
stroking its neck and sooth-
ing it, he walked.

Corne.lle, who was sleep ng out in

e veranda had awakened and was
sizting up in bed.

*“That ycu Mortimer?” he said;
then as he cauzht sight of Malcoim:
“Hallo Maicolm, what's up? Morti-
mer’s horse? where is he?”

et

stead,

had a spill then. The horse came up
a minute ago alone, and there's a
stirrup m ssing.”

“Funny! I shouldn't have expscted
a fall from Mortimer! I wonder
where he came off. We'l better go
out and lock for him. He will be
sick at coming off.”

*“This horse has had a fright, you
know, Ccrneilie. Look at him.”
| “Yes, that's cdd. I'll pull on some
| clothes and we’'ll go out.”

Righto, I'll get the car. What
shall I do with the horse?”

“Oh, shout for Jani, the stable
boy, will you Malcolm? He'll hear
you from the rondavel.” Corneille
was already lighting the candle in
his bedrcom “I shan't be a shake.”
, Ten minutes later Malcclm was at
) the wheel with Corneille beside him,
+and old Adhemar, with a waterproof
| thrown over his shoulders and his
| inseparable felt hat crowning his
| tousley grey hair, was saying: “When
. yeu find Mortimer just remind him
that I always sald one of our horses
could throw an English rider.”

~It is Mortimer's hcrse, is it? He's ;

By JEAN & CYRIL CASALIS

“It's the only thing to do. He may
never have started; the horse may
have got away from him before he
mounted.” Corneille laughed softly.
“Whatever happened,” he said, “T'll
bet the air round Mortimer is blue.
I should think the last time he had
a fall was when he was learning to
ride—and that was when he was &
babe in arms.”

but when they reached the notel a}
which Mortimer had dined, and
Corneille knocked up the manager,
it was only to learn that Mortimer
had set out for home nearly three
hours earlier.

“TI don't like this,” said Corneille
uneasily. “One of two things must
have happened; either he’s hurt
and we've missed him, lying out in

the road, or else he's gone for gﬂp those

to one of the farms on
that’s not likely; he doesn't
know any of those people. But we'd

Troa

NEUTRALIZE

better call at all these places on the
way back.”
After that, save for h':: brief dir-

(To be Continued)
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE — With —

Major Hoopl

COMMOPORE TARR, THIS WAS MY
UNIFORM IN HER MAJESTY'S P
ADMIRALTY, EGADS WHILE IN
SERVICE ON *THE GOLD COAST,
IT WAS MY FORTUNE TO
TRACK DOWN, ACROSS 70
LEAGUES OF OCEAN, THE
KNAVES WHO STOLE A
GOLDEN FOOTSTOOL USED
BY THE KUMAS) TRIBE IN COR-
ONATION EXERCISES, THUS
EARNING THE UNDYING GRAT-
ITUDE OF CHIEF CHEWS=-HIS~
SLIPPERS, A REDOUBTABLE
OLD SAVAGE WHO ONCE
MASTICATED A MISSIONARY'S
: SANDALS! Ll

= ’///////%////X/)’///‘/,_ Z

THAT WAS

J
m
3
3

OF OLIVER HAZ ARD PERRY Y}
%NU'I'!L}"IEGOTA BiLL /¢

CHIEF CHEW-EM-UP-
SHOES SOUNDS LIKE
AN OLD HARVARD GOLD—
FISH SWALLOWERw HE'D
GET A MASTER'S DEGREE
IF HE COULD FIND A

PAIR OF HIP BooTs/

BRINGING UP FATHER

|-
DARLING -THESE
PAN CAKES YOU
COOK ARE GREAT-
'L HAVE SOME
MORE -PLEASE -

THANK YOU-HUBBY- SEE

By Georze McManus

WELL-GO GET IT- YOURSELF -

BY GOLLY- THEY ARE
SCS) HAPPY A

AND HQW MANY TIMES DO
| HAVE TO TELL YOU NOT
TO COME TO THE TABLE IN

YOUR 5
DRUMMING ON UR CUP
WITH THAT SPOON- g

I'D LIKE TO
AVE

=2
\

rghs rered ) )(

i\ I
Copr. 193, King Features Syndicate, Inc., World

17, 0. “By the 100k of that horse,” said

Ehonelds EJOJEoTpL2 Corneille, as the car sped along the
avenue. ‘I should say that he and G

_ I Mortimer parted company at least

McLEOD & BENTLEY

and van Stellen's farm. Was he far

¢ S z off when you first heard him com- 1S EVERYTHING THERE |S ONE MORE { TRUST YOU LIKE
IR o A Ing?" 4ot be sure. 1 only kno READY, WIMPY?2 PASSENGER TO COM YOUR ACCOMMODATIONS,
C. F. BENTLEY, LLB. Er S T e e T T ot - - D, ABOARD MV DEAR

Barristers and Attorney-at-Law
MONEY TO LOAN
180 Richmond Street

FREDERIC A. LARGE

Barrister, Soliciior, Etc,
Successor to D. Edgar
Shaw. K. C.

Prowse Block, 127 Grafton Bt.
MONEY TO LOAN
“allections . Real Estate
Charlottetown, P. E. L.

ALEX W. MATHESON

é
ARRISTER, SOLICITOR, ETC.
Money to Lean Collections
| Office: 90 Great George Street

M. ALBAN FARMER

BARRISTER,
MONEY TO LOAN
Bank of Canzda Building,
__Charlottetown
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Professional Fumigator
And Exterminator

| —— SOOI 4 ¥
Campsie boundary, and nesi=g down //
P: L,M E’%L%IE":IASKL.Ay a slight hill, dropped into '!he rocky (]
A. J. HASLAM, B. spruit below van Stellen's home- 3 X

Bank of Nova Scot|
Charlottetown, P. E. I
MONEY TO LOAN

Phone 85

P. O. Box 12

minutes before I realized it—you
know how one does that. But Mor-
timer may not have been thrown at
all. Isn't there a gate that he'd
have to open? The horse could have
got away then.”

| “The only gate between here and
| the Brandfontein commonage is one
| just beyond van Stellen’s house;
| we’ll go and see if that's open. In
the meantime, when we get to the
far boundary of Campsie we'd bet-
ter go slow and watcn for him.”

i The brilliant lights dipped and
denced over the rough iarm road
as they skirted the long plantation
of gum trees that sheliered the
Campsie orchard, and passed the
small tank and hand-pump that
furnished that farm with its water
supply. A mile further on, as the
car toiled through heavy sand, the
glare of the heaalights struck a sud-
den answering gleam in the road-
way, which made Corneille exclaim:

|
|
lon the boundary between Campsie

SOLICITOR, ET().| “The stirrup!”

It was the stirrup, whose bright
burnish proclaimed it in a land
where polish is not a feature of rid-
ing equipment, to be Mortimer's.
But, despite scrupulous search, not
a sigh could they find in the sand
| that lay feet deep in that sunken
| track, either of a tall or even of the
i horse’s spoor. Corneille called. But

push on.
A little further on they passed the

stead. Then the road improved and
Malcolm increased the pace, feelin
that at any moment they must mee
Mortimer. But the road stretched
out empty and lonely before them,

CUTCLIFFE & ANDREWS
FUNERAL DIRECTORS

and the gate when reached it
was wide open.

CHAPTER ™I

AND *“CAP” STUBBS

TIPPIE

WHAT'D YOU MEAN BY TELLIN' MISSUS
CRUBBLE YESTERDAY TO WAIT ‘CAUSE.
PROBG'BLY I'D BE BACK? IT WAS LIKE
AN OVEN UPSTAIRS -~AN" SHE STAYED _
FOR HOURS!! = ~1 COULDN'T COME DOWN-~

Guaranteed  gxtermination | ' his voice, which must .have carried SHE WOULON'T HAVE
of all Verfnin Rodents, ete. miles 12dmac silence, died away un- ’ LEFT THEN == ONLY 'J R 2
answered. 9 d e
GEORGE C. WILDE . SAID YOU'D BE HOME'§' (A8
Phone 55 or Write 141 dropped when the horse had v VAN’ SHE ¢ R )
Great George Street, got away,” Corneille said. “Mortimer T SAID—-=—""" ' o]
Charlottetown, P. E. L says it comes off pretty easily. Let's —

MY LANDI LE'S GO ANNYWHE RE ﬂ

MY LAND! TH''PHONE'S RINGIN', TOO- - '
| 1 NEVER SAW SUCH A PLACE AS THIS !

YEH -~ AN" SOME-
BODY'S AT TH’ BAGK.

TILLIE THE TOILER — — WHAT'S KEEPING MAC?

I WAS RIGHTALEAVING

v

—~——

“ONE DOES NOT DISAPPEAR WHY, WHAT WAS THE MATTER ? T JUST WANTED TO WARN |BOY, SHE
lln:.r '.:.?u"“: w:m LIKE THAT!” I - THE OLD PLACE FOR THE YOU THAT AUNT MIRANDA DIDN'T HAVE
i fleavl - this mashs wo g0 o1 THAT LONG-WINDED W_. LAST TIME THREE TIMES 1S IN TOWN AND ON THE ANY TROUBLE
i H. F. McPHEE, B. A, K.C. |said Malooim. JOE BOWLER KNEW IS TOO MUCHAT CAN'T. WAY OVER GET TING OUT| e
{ T WAS HERE AND . - THAT TIME 2SI
{ NOTARY. &o. CALLED ME PLEASE N N !
i -
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