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INrTAllMKNT NINE
THE STORY SO FAR: Karen W»l»r 

aon. convinced by her lawyer. John Colt, 
that the haa a claim to the Island 
••tale ol her grandfather. Garret* Water
ton. ha ■ come to Honolulu to attempt 
gelllnr the property. In an effort Io And 
out «omethlng about the Wayne family, 
now In control of Alakoa. the Island, she 
accepts a dale to go sailing with Rich
ard (Tonga Dick) Wayne. Against her 
wishes he takes her to Alakoa. While 
there, James Wayne. Dick's uncle and 
manager of the property. Is found dead 
from over work. Next day on the way 
bark to Honolulu Dick tells Karen be 
loves her, bul they quarrel over her 
claim to the estate. Dick later tries to 
work out a compromise settlement with 
John Colt and when he falls he tells 
Karen and Colt that their adventure Is 
to end soon. He goes back to Alakoa and 
Is In the midst of a conference with bls 
two half brothers. Willard and Ernest 
Wayne.

Now continue with the story.

"You see.” Dick said, "as this 
contest for Alakoa sifts down, all the 
original aspects of the case are going 
to have to be investigated with the 
utmost thoroughness — and made 
public. You understand that, I sup
pose?”

Willard Wayne said with an un
necessary intensity, “Just what do 
you mean by that?”

"I mean that it is very likely- 
even inevitable—that a lot of things 
are going to be brought to light that 
nobody’s thought about for a long 
time. Isn't that so?"

"Don't know what you’re driving 
at,” Ernest mumbled.

"How well, for instance,” Dick 
Wayne asked them, "do you think 
that you knew James Wayne?”

"We've worked with him all our 
lives,” Willard said impatiently.

"And yet, did it ever occur to you 
he might know some things you nev
er suspected at all?”

"Nonsense!”
"For example,” Dick went on, his 

voice lazy, "take the exact circum
stances under which old Garrett 
Waterson left here—just at the time 
the Waynes bought this island."

“That has nothing to do with it,” 
Ernest declared. "The entire trans
action was closed before Garrett 
Waterson—disappeared. ”

“This disappearance.” Dick prod
ded them; "the tradition has been 
that he set sail southwest, in his 
own schooner, and was never seen 
again—wasn't that it?”

"Well? Can we be expected to 
account for—”

"Didn't you happen to know,” 
Dick Wayne asked them, "that when 
Garrett Waterson sailed, our father 
was with him?”

They were not looking at him 
now; but their eyes were fixed upon 
each other, and an unspoken ques
tion passed between them.

Tonga Dick leaned forward, his 
face hardening. “The old rumor is 
that Garrett Waterson must have 
been lost at sea,” he bore down on 
them. "And yet—and yet, our fa
ther came back—”

Dick saw Willard Wayne's heavy 
neck redden; the color rose and rose 
until Willard’s eyes, no longer slow 
and mild, stared bleakly out of a 
purple congestion. Ernest, howev
er, turned a sickly green, and be
hind his glasses his eyes could not 
be seen.

Dick's own eyes turned ugly. "So 
you did know that?” he said. 
“You’ve known it for a long time, 
haven’t you?”

“Stop," said Willard Wayne thick
ly. “You don’t know what you’re 
Myin*!”

“I take it,” Dick said, "that I 
was not supposed to know about that 
little circumstance.”

Willard's voice rose. “I object to 
your tone,” he blustered. “I object 
to the whole line you've taken. It 
isn’t up to us to go raking through 
the dead ashes of the past!”

"You’ve told me what I wanted 
to know,” Dick said. "You put me 
in mind of a couple of tide pools 
full of octopi—easy to see to the 
bottom of, but not pretty to look at. 
I can understand now why James 
Wayne never trusted either one of 
you!”

"What—what—" The edge of Er
nest Wayne's voice sounded frayed 
out, raveled. “What do you mean?” 
he finally got out.

"How long,” Tonga Dick asked 
them, "have you two supposed your
selves to be the sons of a murder
er?”

Ernest Wayne stood up violently, 
both hands gripping the edge of the 
desk. "That’s a lie!” he shouted.

Willard Wayne sat motionless. 
"Well?” he said at last

“I don’t wonder that John Colt 
scares you out of your wits,” Dick 
said. "I should think he would!” 

There was a silence then, raw 
and uncomfortable. Willard Wayne 
spoke to Ernest, his voice heavy and 
dead. “You see, I was right. We 
have to go back to Honolulu—at once 
—tomorrow. Some way, somehow, 
we’ve got to settle out of court with 
John Colt, at any cost."

“Yes.” Ernest said.
Dick could see the man visibly 

twisted between a cupidity that 
could not face loss and a cowardice 
which was afraid of something else. 
It was not a pretty sight.

"You won’t have to go to Honolu
lu,” Dick said sardonically; "you 
can save yourselves the trip. John 
Colt will be here within twenty-four 
hours.”

“Colt? Here? What could make 
him come here?”

•1 make him come here,” Tonga 
Dick said.

A faint flicker of self assertion reappeared in Ernest Wayne. “You 
can’t order us—”

The eyes of the two brothers 
snapped sharply to Dick's face. 
Probably they did not believe him; 
but they were grasping at straws.

"You hold something over John 
Colt?" Willard asked.

"Do you mean.” Dick asked in
credulously. "am I in a position to 
blackmail Colt?”

"Somewhere in that man's life.” 
Willard Wayne said, “there must 
be something that he doesn't dare 
have turned up. It's been our only 
hope, all along, that we could find 
out what it is. And if you've got 
hold of it?”

Dick Wayne had meant to tell 
them, tonight, what he knew. He 
had meant to tell them that their 
father had not killed Garrett Wa
terson—had even meant to give 
them an irrefutable proof. But now 
his temper broke, and he could not 
bring himself to tell them anything 
at all.

He stood up. "Get out of here,” 
he ordered them. "Get out of here, 
and stay out! I can't stand looking 
at you any more!”

A faint flicker of self assertion re
appeared in Ernest Wayne. “You 
can't order us—”

Willard Wayne stood up and sig
naled to Ernest with his eyes. To
gether. after a moment's hesitation, 
they left the room.

CHAPTER IX

Dick Wayne went to bed, but it 
seemed to him that he was not al
lowed to stay there long. The first 
light was hardly showing in the sky 
when his brothers were at him again, 
literally clamoring at his very bed
side.

Evidently they were angry, in ad
dition. "What is the meaning of 
this?” Ernest Wayne demanded, 
spinning a yellow sheet of paper 
onto the bed.

"What’s the meaning of what?”
"Nobody but you,” Ernest accused I 

him, "could have had that radio 
message sent.”

Dick pickqd up the paper, and by 
the poor but increasing light read 
what was typed upon it Instantly 
he was more wide awake than as if 
he had never slept at all.

“When did this come in?”
“Just a few minutes ago,” Wil

lard told him. “You ought to know. | 
There isn’t anybody else that 
could.”

Tonga Dick looked at the mes
sage again. It read:

MAKE NO SETTLEMENT UNTIL 
I ARRIVE GARRETT WATERSON 

Dick's first reaction was, for spe
cial reasons of his own, one of im
mense relief. But his next thought, 
which followed immediately brought 
him a new uncertainty. The new 
turn of events relieved him of cer
tain necessities; but it also took the 
game out of his own hands in a way 
that he did not like.

Ernest Wayne's nervousness did 
not permit him to wait Dick out. 
“Well—what have you got to say?”

"This message is genuine,” Dick 
told them.

"This is incredible—this is fantas
tic,” Ernest said unsteadily.

“Some kind of a hoax,” Willard 
added.

"There’s no hoax about it,” Tonga 
Dick assured them.

“How do you know this?” Willard 
demanded.

"I work for him,” Tonga Dick 
said.

“You what?" Ernest Wayne bleat
ed.

"He’s lying,” Willard expressed 
himself.

“And just why,” Dick asked with 
elaborate patience, "should I be ly
ing?"

“Willard,” Ernest said, "do you 
suppose this thing could possibly be 
true? Because if Garrett Waterson 
is alive, and we can produce him— 
do you see what that means? John 
Colt's case is absolutely exploded.” 

“Is it?” Dick said.
They were stopped once more. Er

nest and Willard were both deathly 
pale, overwhelmed by more unfore
seen uncertainties than they were 
able to handle.

"You mean,” Willard said at last, 
“that Garrett Waterson really is in
competent?”

"I mean,” Dick said, "that the 
whole situation Is going to be just 
exactly what old Garrett Waterson 
chooses to make it.”

"What on earth,” Ernest asked 
Willard in a bewildered way. "are 
we supposed to do now?"

Tonga Dick kicked out of bed with 
a movement of exasperation, and 
hunted around for a bath towel.

"I tell you what you’re going to 
do," he roared at them. "You’re 
going to go and tell Tsura I want 
three eggs for breakfast! I have no 
doubt it will take both of you to han
dle that problem—you don’t seem 
to be able to do anything alone. 
Get out!”

Ernest and Willard Wayne mo
rosely watched Tonga Dick as he ate 
his breakfast He was able to enjoy 
that in a way. Uncertain as he 
was about what this new turn of the 
wheel might mean, the confusion of 
his brothers was so much greater 
as to provide a form of entertain
ment.

Even when they had abandoned 
the presumption that Dick was ly
ing, they could not get over their 
suspicion that the man who had 
signed himself Garrett Waterson 
was an impostor.

“I ran into Garrett Waterson 
while I was knocking around the 
South Seas," Dick explained. "Lat
er, Uncle Jim found it convenient 
to have me carry certain messages 
to Garrett Waterson. That's all 
there was to that”

"Messages? What messages?"
There was no reason for holding 

back anything now. He had been 
employed by old Garrett Waterson 
on condition of complete secrecy as 
to Waterson's whereabouts, identity 
—even his very existence. He had 
decided to break that pledge, rather 
than permit John Colt to seize Ala
koa in the name of Karen Waterson 
or anyone else; but now that Gar
rett Waterson had come into the 
open of his own accord, that consid
eration was abolished.

"For a long time 1 didn't know 
what messages," Dick told them. "I 
believe I know now."

They failed to catch him up on 
that, and the oversight emphasized 
their bewilderment.

"But why on earth,” Ernest de
manded. "should he have wished to 
hide himself? That's the mystery 
here.”

"There’s no mystery about it,” 
Dick declared. ’The only reasons 
his actions look mysterious to you is 
that they were perfectly simple. 
Garrett Waterson was always a man 
of violent temperament. Everything 
he did was in terms of violent ex
tremes; the projects he attempted, 
the fights he got into—even his eat
ing and drinking—everything was 
always on a spectacular scale with 
him. When he was overtaken by 
ultimate ruin, his reaction to that 
was violent too. He left Alakoa, 
and Hawaii, in a tremendously bit
ter state of mind. He wanted to get 
away from the past, and from the 
part of the Pacific that he knew, 
and never again see anyone who 
had known him."

"It's fantastic," Ernest declared. 
"It’s completely unreasonable. I 
never heard of anything like it.”

"Dropping from view is one 
thing,” Willard said heavily, "and 
going to extraordinary length* to 
hide yourself, and conceal who you 
are, is something else.”

"Waterson went to extraordinary 
lengths in everything he ever did,” 
Dick retorted. “The Pacific is a big 
place and there are more than twen
ty-five thousand islands in it; but 
only a few of them have any white 
inhabitants, and I suppose Garrett 
Waterson knew half the people in 
the Pacific. He couldn't imagine 
leaving the Pacific any more than 
he could imagine living inland, so 
of course it was pretty hard for 
him to evade the people that he 
knew. When a man is trying to drop 
out of sight, and fails at it for a 
while, it's apt to become an ob
session with him. He gets to think
ing that everybody he sees is talk
ing about him, secretly. So he draws 
apart more and more, until at 
last—”

"It's completely unreasonable,” 
Ernest Wayne said again.

"Human nature always seems un
reasonable to people who don't know 
anything about it. Unreasonable is 
what it is; you just have to get used 
to it.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

His and 1Ter Towels

THESE smart His, Hers and 
Mr., Mrs., monograms show 
who’s who and beautify your

towels and pillow cases at the 
suine time. You’ll be surprised 
how quickly you'll finish it pair.

• * •
Pattern OHM contain* a tran.frr pattrrn 

of 11 motif* tannin* from B by 10 Io 
4'« by 5 inc hr r; IllusiiAttorni of stltrhos; 
materiali needed To obtain this pattern 
send your order to;

Rcwing Circle Needlrrraft Dept.
i i : xi mu i st g . h I . i h i i lit

Enclose IS rent*» tn coins (or Pat
tern No.................
Name..........................................................
Address......................................................

5 5 / Í ’•Wei* f < '<«1

As of Old
Nina Dorothy treats her hus- I 

band like a Greek god.
Gladys—How so?
Nina Why, she pluces a burnt 

offering before him tit every meal.

Clothes have a profound effect 
upon a woman's poise—and upon 
her husband’s purse.

Come and Go!
“It's an ideal mutch.”
"What makes you think so?”
“Well, he has money und she 

knows how to spend it."

Corsican
Teacher—Joany, can you give 

me Napoleon's nationality?
Joany—‘Course I can.
Teacher—Yes. that's correct.

ickled
Pink! !
And why? Be 

cause he found
there was ■ way to relieve that 
aggravating gas, headache, listleaa- 
ne**, coated tongue and bad breath, 
from which he had *ufl*red, du* to 
■pell* of constipation. lie triad 
ADI.ERIKA why don't you? It is 
an effective blend of 6 carminatives 
•nd 3 laxative* for DOUBLE action. 
ADLER IK A quickly relieve* gas, and 
gentle bowel action follow* surpris
ingly fast. Take this ad along to the
drug atore

None Independent
No num is the ubsolutc lord of 

his life.—Owen Meredith.

How To Relieve 
Bronchitis

Creomulslon relieves promptly be
cause it goes right to the arut of ths 
trouble to help loosen and expel 
Rrrm laden phlegm, and aid nature 

» soothe and heal rixw. tender, in
flamed bronchial mucous mem
branes. Tell your druggist to aril you 
a bottle of Creomulslon with the un
derstanding you muxt like the way It 
quickly allays the cough or you are 
to hnve your money back.

CREOMULSION
for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis

Poor Lenders
Great spenders urc bud lenders. 

—Benjamin Franklin.

SMOKE RALEIGHS
HERE IS an outstanding blend of 31 
selected grades of choice Turkish and 
Domestic tobaccos—made from the more 
expensive, more golden colored leaves 
that bring top prices at the great tobacco 
sales. This finer quality gives you a mild
er, finer-tasting smoke, yet Raleighs cost 
no more than any other popular-priced 
cigarette.

GET THESE FREE
THERE’S A VALUABLE COUPON on the back of every pack of Kaleiglui. 
Coupons are good in the U. 8. A. for your choice of many beautiful and 
practical premiums. Write for the catalog that describe« them.

ll— Defenxo Savmg* Stamp* 
may now be obtained through 

. . Brown A Williamson. Bend IK
Kala>*h coupons for each dollarTaMe Clock guaranteed . __________ ____ ____ .

Hammond. Rare wood panel- stam¿~D-f-n.a Blimp Alburn. 
“......................... shown above, free on request.115-v. AC only. 7 inches high.

Tippe Feckat Lighter of oatui 
chromium. Wind guard. Itala 
or three-initial monogram.

TIH-tep Table. Matched but
terfly walnut center. Walnut 
border*. Marquetry inlay.

Single Compact. English tan 
leather. 3 gold initial*. Or 
double, silver and bronse.

Clethea Hamper with Pearl Py- 
ralin lid. Airy. IlemovaHe 
laundry bag liner.

RAW coupons are also packed with Keel Cigarettes

TURK IN Red Skelton and Ozzie Nelzon every Tuezday night, NBC Red Network

s500 EVERY WEEK in puts
WRITE A LAST LINE

HERE'S WHAT YOU DO
It'* simple. It'* fun. Just think up 
a last line to this jingle. Make sure 
it rhymes with tho word "now.”

Write your last line of the 
jingle on the reverse side of a 
Raleigh package wrapper (or a 
facsimile thereof), sign it with 
your full name and address, and 
mail it to Brown A Williamson 
Tobacco Corp., P. O. Box 1799, 
Louisville, Kentucky, post- 
rnarked not later than midnight, 
February 14, 1942.

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

Prise* will bo awarded on the

►

TO THIS JINGLE

“Raleighs are a milder blend, 

And they pay a dividend.

Start to save the coupons now

HERE'S WHAT YOU WIN
You havo 133 chancre to win. If 
you send in more than ono entry, 
your chancre of winning will bo 
that much bettor. Don’t delay. 
Start thinking right now.

originality and aptneoa of the lino you write. 
Judges' decisions must bo accepted a* final. 
In caw of tic*, duplicate prisca will be 
awarded. Winners will be notified by mail.

Anyone may enter (except employees of 
Brown A Williamson Tobacoo Corp., their 
advertising agents, or their families). AU 
entries and idre* therein beoome the prop
erty of Brown A Williamson Tobacco 
Corporation. 133 PRIZES $560.M


