
Page 6 SOUTHERN OREGON MINER Friday, February 27, 1942

E
bg

ATER ISLj
^AN-LeMAY

Dr. Cotise

U R£L£ASt

I

1

A

Dick s un

INSTALLMENT TWELVE
THE STOUT SO FAB: Karrn Water- 

»on. roavinced by ber lawyer, John Colt. 
Utat »be ha» a ria I tn to the island estate 
ot her grandfather. Garrett Waterson. 
come» with him to Honolulu and meet» 
Tonga Dirh or Richard Wayne, a mem­
ber of the Wayne family which has been 
In control of the property since her 
grandfather's disappearance.
cle. James Wayne, manager ot this Is­
land. .Alakoa. dies from overwork and 
Dick attempts to work out a compro­
mise setUement of Karen's claim. This 
Is refused. Meantime Karen has learned 
that both Colt and Dick are In love with 
her. Dick reveals that Karen is not heir­
ess at all, as Garrett Waterson Is alive 
and on bls way to Alakoa. Dick and 
Karen leave the island together and some 
distance out And that Lilua. a native 
house-girl, has stoned away in the boat. 
Dick questions her regarding her actions.

Now continue with the story.
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Wouldn't Chance It Perhaps So
Seaman (third enlistment)— I Teacher — In what battle did 

Seasick, buddy? General Wolfe cry: ”1 die hup-
Seaman (first enlistment)—No, py"?

but I'd hate to yawn. Johnny—I think it was his lust
—....— battle.

When little Willie was asked 
why he got such low marks in his­
tory, he replied: “Aw, teacher's 
always asking me about something 
that happened before I was born."

Pot Luck
Missionary—Poor manl So you 

know nothing of religion?
Cannibal—Oh, yes, we got a 

taste of it when the Inst mission-
•ry wus here.

A reformer wants to let his con­
science be your guide.

No Trouble
George—I'm going to have a 

hard time meeting expenses these 
days. How about you?

joe—Not at all. I meet ’em nt 
every turn.

The prefix ’’Dr.'* would l>e ap- 
propriate before the nume ot a 
Canada goose. He is an astonish­
ing surgeon. One of these birds 
was recently seen in a refuge with 
a broken leg. He straightened out 
the leg with his beak and then 
In-Id it in |M>sition for hours at a 
time. When he had to move, he 
used his wings In hopping along 
the ground. In u few weeks the 
broken leg was completely healed!
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“I want to know how you got onto 
my boat,” Dick said.

"I swam,” Lilua tossed at him in 
a quick, almost contemptuous aside. 
She went on talking to Karen, lev- 
elly, her face quiet except for the 
flame in her eyes, and her body 
quiet except for that easy, uncon­
scious sway that balanced her to the 
lift of the sea.

“You have nothing to give him,” 
Lilua said in that inexorable, steady 
voice. “You can only think of posi­
tion, and land, and money. Would 
you want him if you had first seen 
him sick, and helpless, and alone? 
You know your eyes would not have 
seen him at alL This is my man. 
If he were dead, I would make my­
self die. Would you?"

Suddenly Dick was unable to 
speak. He stood weaponless, hum­
ble. and—without any particular re­
course or hope. Diffidently he turned 
his eyes to Karen.

Karen Waterson had gone perfect- : 
ly white—whiter than sea foam, 
whiter than the knit linen of the lit- | 
tie hat she wore, 
oddly 
blank.
power 
stood, 
ship unbalanced her, and by its very 
unkindness seemed to return her the 
gift of movement Karen turned, 
literally fled. At the foot of the lad­
der she flung Dick one irrational, un­
readable glance; then ran away 
from them into the upper night

Her mouth was 
distorted, but her eyes were 

She seemed to have lost all 
of motion exactly where she 

Then the reel of the little

CHAPTER XI

Dick Wayne was left facing Lilua 
alone. For a moment Lilua's eyes 
remained fixed upon the companion­
way where Karen had disappeared. 
Then her eyes turned to Dick, and 
for a moment they looked at each 
other.

“Lilu’, Lilu’,” Dick said, “what 
have you done to me?"

For one brief moment the sharp, 
spear-like flames in the eyes of Lilua 
broke down; she looked at Tonga 
Dick pathetically, pitifully, with no 
defense behind her eyes, no barriers 
at all.

Dick’s voice was cool, definite as 
a strake. “Stop it, you hear me? 
Forget it—cut it out!"

The girl let the sway of the ship 
take her. then. She swayed against 
the doorway's stanchion, and stayed 
there.

Dick took the ladder in long, re­
luctant strides. A glance told him 
that Karen was in the point of the 
bow.

He stood a minute by the swaying 
mainmast, trying to gather himself, 
but without any effect Then he 
walked forward to the rail where 
Karen stood. Close to her at the 
rail, be drew her close against his 
side, easily and naturally; it had 
always seemed to him that she be­
longed nowhere else but there.

“Karen-”
She took herself away from him 

sharply—out of the curve of his arm, 
out of contact with him in more ways 
than one; and they stood alone, as 
individual as the unrelated stars.

“Karen, 
are right; I don't know 
knew, but you knew. In a 
foretold this, Karen.”

“Perhaps,” Karen said, 
ter for both of us that this happened 
just as it did.”

That stopped him for a moment 
but he came on again. “What 
are you saying? In God's name, up 
helm! Do I mean so little to you—” 

“Whatever you may mean to me, 
it seems that you have made your­
self mean more to this—this Ka­
naka.”

“Karen, it’s grotesque that a na­
tive brat—”

“A brat is a child, Dick. This 
girl is anything but a child.”

“What does it matter what she is? 
If you and I—”

“Perhaps it matters everything 
what she is. Perhaps—she’s what 
you made her. I don't know how 
old she is. But that's a woman, 
Dick. If you've made her your own, 
as it seems you have—”

Her words died in her throat; but 
she had said enough.

For a moment then Tonga Dick 
Wayne faltered. The cool chiseled 
lines of Karen Waterson seemed in­
finitely far away. For a moment 
he was able to hope—even to believe 
—that he could put her out of his 
mind, out of his heart. For a little 
while this girl had become to him 
like a dream of the stars—but a 
dream that he would have been glad 
to forget

Partly he could see her as she 
literally was—there was no doubt 
about that He could see her as a

” Dick said, “I guess 
how 
way.

“it’«

Another Crow
Recruit How far is it Io cumpf
Sergeant Iboul ten mile at the crow 

flies.
Recruit How far is it if the crow had 

to walk end carry a pack und rifle?

The girl let the sway of the ship 
the doorway's stanchion, and stayed there.

take her then. She swayed against

you 
you 
you

bet-

thin-bodied, thin-faced San Francis- 
I co stenographer, sharp-edged in 

mind and manner because any girl 
needs to be. making her own way. 
He could see her in the light of the 
reason that she was here—a short­
cutting little adventuress, willingly 
lending herself to the predacious 

I brain of John Colt in the hunt for 
unearned fortune. A girl proud 

’ without background, arrogant with­
out attainment . . .

But still behind that, like a mist- 
j figure seen beyond steel cogs and 

wheels, hovered persistently his own 
conception of what this girl might 

I have been—perhaps still could be. 
I He was obsessed by the haunting be­
lief that if what he had hunted for 
always was not in this girl, then it 

; was somehow lost out of the world.
“And now," Karen said, "I think 

you might put back to Alakoa—don't 
you? Because you said—"

“No." Dick answered.
“I ask you to turn back." 
“I'm not goiqg to put back.

least not yet. Not until you come
to your senses. Karen.”

He didn't know why he told her 
that The impulse was jerking at 
him to do as she said, and take him­
self well out of this thing forever; 
to turn back to John Colt, and be 
rid of her once and for alL He could 
see Lilua's steady eyes—and no man 
could ever forget what she had said. 
He honestly supposed that it would 
have been better for him to relax 
into the world of Lilua—to lose him­
self by day in the casual adventures 
of the warm sea. and by night in 
the arms of an island woman who 
doubted nothing, asked nothing— 
could be well-content with food and a 
man. But—something stubborn with­
in him held on.

Karen said incisively, "You prom­
ised you’d turn back if I asked."

“Not yet Later, if you want. Not 
yet.”

He had given up ever hearing any 
expression from her again, before 
she spoke.

“I guess—" she said—"I guess.
Dick, I don't blame you.”

Of all things on earth, he had 
least expected to hear that. Inane­
ly he said, "Again, please?"

“Men are what they are.” Karen____ ______________________ _______
said, her voice somehow distant, yet he, and Karen, and Lilua had faced 

s each other such a little while ago;
and here be stood, for a moment 
balancing to the sea . . .

He didn’t see her at first. That 
cabin, deep, but narrow as the little 
ship, seemed strangely empty; he 
had paced alone here a thousand 
times, without ever sensing the ut­
ter vacancy that was here now. The 
door of his little cabin, wedged into 
the stem, was flapping loosely 
against its latch—swinging half 
open, then banging shut again with­
out catching, with the perversity of 
all doors. He sprang the length of 
the cabin with a furious activity; 
and booted that door Into its wall­
catch, once and for all; but there 
was no one in the camped stall 
where he usually slept.

Then, turning, he saw her; and 
was instantly by her side. Lilua lay 
in a little crumped heap at the end 
of the table, and half under it. He 
had seen death many times; but it 
seemed to him now that he had nev­
er seen anyone so utterly lifeless, so 
completely slumped into an unut­
terable oblivion, as Lilua's form 
seemed there, dropped like seaweed 
left on the beach.

He picked her up in his arms— 
gently as he could, but so handi­
capped by the Holokai's roll that he 
cursed the helmsman for not hold- I 
ing the vessel steadier into the seas. ;

He got her down onto his own bunk ' 
at last. He kissed her mouth as he 
laid her down, then sought the source 
of the blood that was staining his 
shirt, and the bunk upon which he 
had placed her. There was a knife 
wound under Lilua's left breast- 
how deep he could not tell. He 
snatched cotton from an emergency 
cabinet nailed to the wall, and 
crammed it deep into the wound. 
She stiffened convulsively when he 
did that. It was his first intimation 
that she was alive.

He tucked a blanket over her 
tightly, so that she, would not be 
rolled by the Holokai’s pitch, and 
stepped to the door. The Chinese 
mess boy had appeared uncertainly 
from the pantry; Dick seized him, 
and pulled him into the bunk room. 

(TO BE CONTINUED)

In Conversation
Mr. McPherson gave some ad­

vice to his wife when they were 
expecting friends to tea.

"Just mind, Jeannie,” he said, 
”to put the sugar-tongs in the 
basin, an' not a spoon.”

“But we have no lump sugar 
in the house,” she expostulated. 
"We've only granulated.”

“I was mindin' that!” said Mc­
Pherson.

SHE KNOWS .. .
• A time-tosied formula plus 
POSITIVE Doublo-Action ... 
Two roasont why Clabber Ctrl 
guarantoos porfoct baking 
result’s.

CLABBER GIRL
• Baking Powder •

At

Dick.” Karen 
But I hate

“Lilua is not all Polynesian. Kar- 
j en.”

“I have no doubt she's a little of 
everything."

“I don't think you're so very char­
itable, either to her or to me. Not 
even to yourself."

“To myself?" 
He was silent. 
“She's beautiful,

said. “I can see that, 
her. Dick. When I look at the dark, 
coppery color of her skin, and think 
of you touching her—it seems to me 
that I can never look at a brown 
skin again without—"

“Stop it! You don't know what 
you're saying.”

“Well, she is of a different color." 
“Karen—that girl is your cousin.” 
A few seconds passed while she 

comprehended that; then she 
whirled sharply toward him. "You 
mean to tell me—”

“You wondered why Lilu’ has 
charge of the whole house on Ala­
koa? You wondered if there wasn't 
a special answer to that? Wellv now 
you know the right answer. Lilu' is 
Garrett Waterson'« granddaughter- 
just the same as you."

He faced her squarely. Her whole 
body seemed to have gone tense, 
but for the moment she was unable 
to speak; and he never found out 
what she would have asked him 
first

From within the ship issued a 
thin, small, and somehow distant 
sound—unrecognizable and inarticu­
late, but so thoroughly unaccounta­
ble in the ordinary world of reality 
that every figure upon the deck of 
the Holokai was instantly struck mo­
tionless. Even the perpetually trot­
ting Inyashi stopped, and stood fro­
zen on the swaying deck. They were 
waiting to hear if that sound should 
come again, once more cutting 
through the laboring of the little 
ship, and the great, persistent rush 
and wallop of the sea.

It did not come again; but after a 
moment Dick knew that what he 
had heard was a woman’s terrified 
scream.

It was Dick himself who burst into 
action. He raced aft, sprang into 
the ladder well, and in a second 
more was in the main cabin, where
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not unfriendly—"and women are 
what they are. People who hunt for 
the absolute are fools.”

“Always?”
"Oh, yes; always. But maybe I’m 

a fool, too. I think—” Her tone wa­
vered, but steadied again. “I think 
—maybe you'd better go on. Go on 
to Hilo—and give me a little time. 
We’ll still come out, Dick. I think.”

“Listen,” Dick said. "I want you 
to have this decently straight. I give 
you my word—and I wouldn't offer 
proof if I could:—I never made love 
to this girl in my life, nor so much 
as laid a hand on her.”

"No?”
He didn’t even bother to answer 

that; he knew what to expect from 
this girl by now. He held on still 
because to him only one adventure 
was conceivable, and that adventure 
was Karen—literally, for she was 
more than an epitome: she was the 
adventure itself.

"I don't see why—” Karen began. 
The rushing sound of the Holokai 
through the uneven sea seemed to 
come between them again, so that 
he never knew what she had started 
to say.

Suddenly he turned, and shouted 
for Inyashi; the little Japanese came 
running along the deck.

“Get—get ready to put about.”
“Yes, Captain.”
Almost at once the voice of the 

ship altered, slacking off and quiet­
ing.

"So," Karen said, “it was you who 
changed your mind, after all!”

Dick said thickly, “You’re going 
to have to believe the truth when 
I tell it to you.”

“Either,” she said, “I’ll take you 
as you really are, or I’ll never take 
you at all.”

"You'll never take me. or I you,” 
Dick said harshly, “on the basis of 
any such lie as is in your mind.”

"The Polynesians are known ev­
erywhere as a mild, easygoing race. 
Am I supposed to think that this 
Kanaka woman, without any encour­
agement or any past relationship 
with you, suddenly runs wild, and 
goes to passionate, extreme 
lengths—”

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

tobacco is more 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.

MAM oa COSS TITS

Sport Jacket. Natural tan 
poplin Wind- and shower­
proof. 3 sisee. Light weight.

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

GET PREMIUMS FREE!

Karaaaal Lady's Umbrella. 
Nawstyla. Well made on rust­
le« (rama. Choie« of colors.

Poker tat. Solid walnut eaaa.
Hold» 300 »aaorted chip«, two 
deck» Bicycle cards.

On the back of every 
Raleigh pack there’s a valuable coupon, good in the 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- 

buy Raleighs!

Ity Par Plat«
Silverware. i’itchor, 17'A’tray, 
will give exceptional wear.

Zlppar Blllfeld and G-cllp Key- 
Caaoof genuina pigskin. Hpeo- 
ify dark brown or black.

*1— Defense Savings Stamps 

may now ba obtained through 
Brown 4 Williamson. Sand 133 
Raleigh coupon» for each dollar 
•tamp. Il-tense Stamp Album, 
ahown abova, free on request.

«500 EVERY WEEK w w/r«
WRITE A LAST LINE

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

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 4 Willianmon 
Tobacco Corp., P. O. Box 1799, 
Louisville, Kentucky, post­
marked not later than midnight, 
March 7, 1942.

You may enter ns 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

TO THIS JINGLE

originality and aptnema of the line you write. 
Judgea' decisions must be accepted as final. 
In earn of ties, duplicate prises will be 
awarded. Winners will be notified by mail.

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

HERE’S WHAT YOU WIN
You have 133 chance« to win. If 
you aond in morn than one entry, 
your rhancea of winning will be 
that much better. Don’t delay. 
Start thinking right now.

First prize . . . 

Second prize . . 
Third prize. . .

5 prizes of $10.00 

25 prizes of $5.00

100 prizes ef a carton

of Raleighs . . . 150.00

$100.00 cash 

. 50.00 cash 

. 25.00 cash

. 50.00 cash 

. 125.00 cash

ns prizes $500.00


