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Vitamins to Keep You Fit

INSTALLMENT SEVEN
THE STORY SO FAR Karen Water- 

son. convinced by ber lawyer, John Coll, 
that she has a rlaim to the Island estate 
of her grandfather. Garrett Waterson, 
has come to Honolulu to attempt setting 
the property. In an effort to find out 
something about the Wayne family, now 
In control of Alakoa. the Island, sbe ac­
cepts a date to go sailing with Richard 
Wayne or Tonga Oleh as he Is known 
throughout the South PaciBc. Against 
ber wishes he lakes her to Alakoa and 
there they find that James Wayne, 
Dick's uncle and manager ot the prop­
erty, Is eery III. Dlok attempts to work 
out a compromise settlement with Karen 
but she refuses. The first night of their 
visit James Wayne is found dead. Neal 
day Karen and Dick start back for 
Honolulu. On the way Dick attempts to 
explain to Karen the Waynes* Interest 
la the Island.

Now continue with the story.

am the one 
now. Don’t
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you be any other

It’s war then?” 
“There—there doesn’t seem to

Ing vitamin content of everyday foods. 
Kxplalne role ot vitamina In rrtalnlng 
health, energy, looks. Tolls 10 ways to 
preserve vitamins in cooking. Send your 
order to:

REAREIl HOME SERVICE
lit Minna Nt. San Francisco, Calif.

Enclose It) cents in coin for 
your copy of VITAMINS TO 
KEEP YOU FIT.
Name........................................
Address......................................................

HOME
really m«an« «omti lilna when I he whole 
family ia ugroaobla. But It tahoa 
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Unoriginal Paintings
Among the world'* most cele­

brated paintings that have re­
quired .**> much retouching and 
restoration that no purt of tha 
original picture still remains is 
Leonardo da Vinci's famous Last 
Supper in the church of Santa 
Maria ilelle llrazie in Milan, Italy.

How Famous Dionne

and her 
“Yes;

eyes 
yes. 

I suppose it always did

his blue jacket, so that she 
tobacco smoke, and salt 

He spoke to her almost in- 
through the sudden tumble

Karen's next words were faintly 
contemptuous. “If you think that 
your brothers are capable of stand­
ing against such a man as John 
Colt—”

He shrugged impatiently.
en,” he said, “I 
you are against 
know that?”

Karen faltered
dropped. But she said, 
of course, 
have to come to that, in the end. 
didn't it?”

Suddenly Dick reached across the 
table and caught both her hands. ”1 
don't want to go to war with you,” 
he said. “I don't think you want to 
go to war with me. Do you?”

“It doesn't have to be war,” Dick 
said. His voice had neither pride 
nor distance. “It can be anything 
you want to make it”

Suddenly he came to his feet, 
stepped around the little table; and 
though she sprang up he caught her 
in his arms. Her face pressed hard 
against 
smelled 
spray, 
audibly
of ber hair.

“I don't want your island. 1 
want anything on the face i 
sea. except one thing. You 
what that is. I want you.”

Her arms went around him 
and she clung to him. “I don't 
the island either, Dick . .

“If it brought you into the Pacific, 
I guess Alakoa served its turn.”

"You—you'll have to see John 
Colt," Karen said. “Somehow you 
have to fix it all with him.”

She felt the breath go out of him. 
"Colt?” he repeated. “In God’s 
name, why Colt?"

“Everything he has left has gone 
into backing me. He’s the only rea­
son I’m here.”

His arms loosened, then, se that 
she swayed away from him; and he 
held her shoulders between his two 
hands.

“You feel so definitely tied to John 
Colt as that?”

“I have to stand by him, now— 
even now,” Karen said. "I couldn’t 
possibly do anything else.”

She saw his eyes harden, and dis­
engaged herself from his hands.

“You hate John Colt so much?” 
“My uncle would never have 

yielded one inch of Alakoa to John 
Colt,” Tonga Dick said. He spoke 
slowly, but to Karen it must have 
seemed that his words carried an 
implacable finality. “Neither will 

neither will my—brothers, 
live." 
sorry,” Karen said, 
mean?”

I don't 
of the

1 know

then, 
want

be

be

I; and 
while I

"I’m
“You
"There's nothing more to 

said."
“It’s war, then?"
"There—there doesn't seem to 

any other way.”
“Karen—if there's anything I can 

say—”
She was in possession of herself 

again. “You might say," Karen 
told him, “you might say to the 
Chinese boy that I would like a cup 
of black coffee."

He turned away from her, shout­
ing to the mess boy in a furious bel­
low that shook the lamps in their 
gymbals. •

As he did so a great lift of the sea 
swung a porthole of the Holokai 
high above the water; and through 
the thick streaming glass Karen saw 
distant lights.

Honolulu was rising, coming to 
them across the black water.

Karen Waterson, deeply fatigued, 
did not talk to John Colt that night; 
and the brilliant but peculiarly soft 
sunlight of the Islands was flooding 
the lanai of her suite when she next 
awoke.

Looking at the sunlight on the 
clean rainbow water, it was hard to 
remember a lightless and uneasy 
sea with its long miles whispering 
under a black rain. Her memory of 
Tonga Dick Wayne, though, re­
mained distinct, as sharply detailed 
as if he had been with her in the 
sunlight She could almost see him 
standing there, tall and balanced, 
his sea cap slapped jauntily any old 
place on his head—grinning, of 
course, but with a glint of blue steel 
in his eyes narrowed against the 
brightness of the sea.

Later, eating breakfast on her own 
lanai, she was only half finished 
when John Colt tapped at the door, 
and was let in.

Colt paced morosely back and 
forth along the railing of the lanai 
while Karen sat down to finish her 
breakfast. "You look as if the sail­
ing did you good," he complained.

“You’ve worried me half to 
death," he told her now. Union-

wai

long 
over

you 
the

Tonga Dick. And 
to learn anything 

he's ready to have

way 
and 
are. 
you

Rubbish!" 
find that Tonga 
hardest one of

pressed. Karen buttered a roll; and 
at this John Colt looked annoyed. "I 
should think." he said, “that you’d 
have enough consideration—”

“John,” Karen said. "James 
Wayne is dead.”

“Well—I know it. It's in the pa­
pers. And this is going to—”

“I,” Karen said, “was on Alakoa 
when he died.”

• “You must have had a very lovely 
time.”

“Interesting," Karen put in.
“Did you talk to James Wayne 

before he died?”
For a fraction of a moment Karen 

Waterson hesitated.
“No.” she answered.
There was a long silence then, and 

Karen had a curious sense that time 
was rushing over them in 
swells, as the green seas swept 
the coral rocks.

"John,” she said, “have 
thought of compromise with 
Waynes?”

“You talked with them?”he asked. 
“No one but 

it's impossible 
from him until 
you know.”

“Then—”
"I’m speaking from impressions— 

vague impressions," Karen admit­
ted. "I don’t pretend to call it in­
tuition—but you can call it what 
you want to. I think we ought to 
consider, very carefully, some sort 
of compromise with the Waynes."

If John Colt had ever feared Tonga 
Dick, he forgot it now. "Your case 
is sound and justifiable in every 
—Island law being what it is, 
the Island precedents what they 
I wouldn't be here now, and
wouldn’t be here, if I thought there 
was any loophole in your case.”

"You don't want to think of com­
promise? Not any compromise at 
all?”

“The best possible thing for us is 
that the case be tried as it stands. 
The death of James Wayne, and the 
probate it implies, is a magnificent 
break—such a break as we could 
not have accomplished by our own 
efforts, nor hoped for. If ever any­
one in the world had reason to play 
the cards as they. lie. we have it 
now."

“I'm not so sure," Karen said.
“The whole estate will be tied 

up,” Colt exulted. "Any attempt by 
the Waynes to conceal assets will 
be blown to hell now! Everything 
will go into probate, and we’U get 
the whole works, intact. And with 
James Wayne dead, those helpless 
nephews of his will drive their at­
torneys crazy. What a picture! 
They’ll run in circles like sheep."

“One of them won’t,” Karen said. 
“James Wayne was the only hard 

edge in the lot. He would have 
fought till he died; but he was the 
only one.”

“There's one other,” Karen said. 
"Who?” 
"Tonga Dick." 
“That youngster? 
"You're going to 

Dick Wayne is the
them all,” Karen prophesied; “and 
perhaps the most resourceful.”

Colt shrugged. "You'll find he 
doesn’t count at all.”

What Karen said then was totally 
on impulse. She had not planned to 
say it, had not meant to say it; but 
somehow the words were unexpect­
edly drawn out of her lips by the 
tension that had come between 
them.

“John," Karen said, “suppose I 
married Dick Wayne?”

John Colt did not start, nor turn; 
he stood still, looking at the sea. 
But by his very immobility Karen 
knew that John Colt had met some­
thing which dropped him where he 
stood.

After a moment he swung his wide 
shoulders toward her. "You mean 
to say—” John Colt started to ask 
“you mean to say—" His question 
died away. He swung bis shoulders 
again, and once more stood looking 
out at the sea.

Colt seemed composed again as 
he next spoke. “You’re in love 
with this Tonga Dick?”

“I don't know,” Karen said.
He stood looking at her, his hands 

deep in his pockets. His unaccus­
tomed irresolution had a curious ef­
fect, strangely disturbing, as if it 
could mean nothing except that the 
whole basic foundation of the man 
was unexpectedly cracking up. John

a mountain; he 
Perhaps it was a ter-

Colt would rather lose 
lose her. John Colt 
with her, completely 
without recourse and

Colt was like 
like the sea. 
rible thing that a slender girl, 
weighing not more than one hun­
dred and twenty pounds, could break 
up John Colt

Suddenly Karen knew the reason. 
This man had never made love to 
her. not by a word, not by so much 
as the pressure of a hand But now 
—nothing could have told Karen 
more definitely than this moment 
told her that 
Alakoa than 
was in love 
and utterly,
without doubt.

“What is it” John Colt said, “that 
this man has?”

Karen couldn’t answer him.
'Compromise,” John Colt said 

queerly. “How could there be any 
compromise? If you weren't in the 
right—if you did not rightfully pos­
sess all this island—do you think I 
would have fooled with you?”

"What do you want me to do?” 
"As far as I have anything to do 

with this,” Colt said, "1'11 never 
yield any Wayne one cent”

There was a finality in that; but 
instinctively Karen knew that it was 
not a finality that had anything to 
do with money. What had been a 
contest for an island had turned into 
a contest between two men for a 
girl. Neither one of them would be 
satisfied now with any settlement 
that would not be a complete shut­
out for the other.

When she had comprehended that. 
Karen knew that she was in a trap. 
Perhaps already an unalterable ob­
ligation had committed her to some­
thing she had not foreseen.

CHAPTER VIII

become the focus of dis- 
making her hope that she 
as far away as possible 
two should collide.

evidence behind Dick 
was carrying a chair 

he must have followed 
clear across the lanai

Until now Karen Waterson had 
secretly looked forward to the first 
meeting of Tonga Dick Wayne and 
John Colt, as an event no sports- 
lover would wish to miss. Now. 
however, her mischievous spectator­
interest was superseded by new el­
ements. Not Alakoa, but Karen her­
self. had 
turbance; 
would be 
when the

The inevitable meeting took place 
late that afternoon.

On the surface nothing could have 
seemed smoother or more casual. 
There was a tea dansant on the 
beach terrace of the hotel; Karen 
and John Colt sat at a table be­
side the dance floor. Neither of 
them saw Tonga Dick Wayne come 
strolling between the tables until he 
was standing there, beside Karen's 
chair.

Dick Wayne was wearing whites, 
which emphasized the depth of his 
tan; perhaps that was why he man­
aged to look like the only true is­
lander there in all that throng. He 
grinned down at them amiably from 
his considerable height.

"Hello, conspirators.”
Karen said, "Hello, Dick." John 

Colt stood up automatically, but said 
nothing; there was no least change 
in his expression.

A miniature Filipino boy now 
came into 
Wayne; he 
with which 
Tonga Dick
through the crowd. Karen supposed 
that she would have to make the 
best of the thing, such as it was.

“Mr. Wayne, I’m not sure whether 
you’ve met Mr. Colt?"

“Not possibly the famous deep sea 
diver?" Dick asked.

“Much better known,” Colt purred 
"as an inventive pastry cook.”

“My mistake," Dick said.
Dick Wayne accepted a drink the 

Filipino boy handed him, and chuck­
led as he looked about him. "I see 
some Honolulu people here," he re­
marked. "Tomorrow it will be all 
over town that the Waynes' black 
sheep is very clubby with the ene­
my, and has probably sold out.”

“Very amusing for you, I have no 
doubt,” said John Colt.

“Yes,” said Dick. "You look 
kind of sweet, Karen."

Colt made a movement in his 
chair as if he were about to rise.

"Don't go away,” Dick said, not 
bothering to take his eyes from the 
dance floor. He sipped his drink re­
flectively, “I have news for you. 
Colt”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Nose Blower Is Unattractive

WHEN winter comes, cun snif­
fles be fur behind? They 

enn if you've the live, singing, joy­
ous health that vitumins give you. 

We need all the vitamins to keep 
our youth and looks. But we spe­
cially need foods containing vita­
min A—yellow fruits and carrots, 
sweet potatoes and parsley—if 
we’d resist infections such as the 
common cold.

• • •
Such a diet need cost no more than the 

meals you have now! Our 32 page booklet 
suggests menus bursting with vitamins, 
gives “Keep Fit Diet" and a chart show-

QUINTUPLETS
Mother-Give YOUR Child 
Thia Same Expert Care! 

At the first sign of a cheat cold the 
Pionne Quintuplets* throats and chests 
are rubbed with Children’s Mitd 
Musterole—a product mads tipseially

Child)

CHEST COLDS

lo promptly relieve dis­
tress of childrrn’s colds 
un i risultine tronchisi 
and croupv coughs.

ilusteruls gìvss such Musterole

wonderful results because it's mor* 
than an ordinary ••salve.” It Ip. 
break up local congestion. Since 
Musterole Is used on tho Quintuplets 
you may be sure mother, it's just 
about tho BEST product made I

IN 1 STRENGTHS 
Children's Mild Muster- 
ole. Also Regular and Ex­
tra Strength for iniwn- 
ups who prefer a stronger 
product. All drugstores.

Growth ot Palm Tree i rarely increases in diameter, even
After a palm reaches a height I when the tree grows to be rnoi^ 

of only about eight feet, its trunk ' than a hundred feet tall.

WITH

VALU*8Lr 1 
8 g/ W COUPON .

A BETTER SMOKE
Milder and better-tasting! 
Your own eyes tell you that 
Raleighs are finest quality­

tobacco is moro golden colored than 
in other popular brands. And remem­
ber—golden colored leaves bring the 
highest prices at the great tobacco 
sales. Try Raleighs... they cost no more 
than other popular priced cigarettes, 
yet they’re blended from 31 selected 
grades of golden Turkish and Domestic 
tobaccos.

GET PREMIUMS FREE!

_**•• ••••*.< a,

On the back of every 
Raleigh pack there’s a valuable coupon, good in tho U. S. A. 
for dozens of luxury premiums. Write for the catalog that 
describes them. These are the same coupons that are packed 
with KOOL cigarettes. Next time get the pack with the cou­

pon on the back . .. buy Raleighs!

Poker Sot. Solivi walnut ease
Holds 300 assorted chip«, two 
decks Bicycle ranis.

Oneida Community Par Plate 
Silverware. Pitcher, 17Mi'tray, 
will give exceptional wear.

Zipper Billfold and fi-cHp Key- 
Case of genuine pigskin. Spec­
ify dark brown or black.

Kereaeal Lady’s Umbrella. 
New style. Weil made on rust­
less frame. Choice of colore.

■Bl
*1— Defense Savings Stamps 
may now be obtained through 
Brown & Williamson. Rond 133 
Raleigh coupons for each dollar 
■tamp. Defense Stamp Album, 
shown above, free on request.

Sport lacket. Natural taa 
poplin. Wind- and shower­
proof. 3 sism. Light weight.

TURK IN Red Skelton and Ozzie Nelson every Tuesday night, NBC Red Network

s500 EVERY WEEK/»«««
WRITE A LAST LINE *
111 A

TO THIS JINGLE
HERE'S WHAT YOU DO
It’s simple. It’s fun. Just think up 
a last line to thia jingle. Make sure 
it rhymes with tho word "grin.” 

Writs your last line of the 
Jingle on tho reverse side of a 
Raleigh package wrapper (or a 
facsimile thereof),.sign it with 
your full name and addrera, and 
mail it to Brown A Williamson 
Tobacco Corp., P. O. Box 179», 
Louisville, Kentucky, post­
marked not later than midnight, 
January 31, 1942.

You may enter as many last 
lines as you wish, if they are all 
written on separate Raleigh pack­
age wrappers (or facsimiles).

Prises will be awarded on the

HERE'S WHAT YOU WIN
You have 133 chances to win. If 
you send in moro than one entry, 
your chances of winning will Im 
that much l>etter. Don't delay. 
Start thinking right now.

originality and aptness of the line you write. 
Judges' decisions must Im accepted ns final. 
In caso of tics, duplicate prises will bo 
awarded. Winners will be notified by mail.

Anyone may enter (except employees of 
Brown A Williamson Tobacco Corp., their 
advertising agents, or their families). All 
entries and ideas therein become the prop­
erty of Brown A Williamson Tobacco 
Corporation.

First prize . . . 
Second prize . . 
Third prize. . .
5 prizes of $10.00 
25 prizes of $5.00
100 prizes of a carton

Of Raleighs . . . 150.00

$100.00 cash 
. 50.00 cash 
. 25.00 cash 
. 50.00 cash 
. 125.00 cash

133 PRIZES $50000


