INSTALLMENT FIVE

THE STORY SO FAR: Karen Water-
son, coanvinced by her lawyer, John Colt,
that she has a claim to the island estate
and fortune of her grandiather, Garrets
Waterson, arrives in Honolulu to attempt
to gain control of the property. Here
she meets Richard Wayne, or Tonga
Dick, as he Is known throughout the
South Pacific. He is a2 member of the
Wayne family that has been In control
of her grandfather’'s island, Alakoa, since
the old man’'s disappearance. Although
Tonga Dick knows who she is, Karen at-
tempts to conceal her Identity from him.
Dick offers to take her sailing and she
accepts. Dick, himself has not taken
much of an interest In the island estate,
but his half-brothers, Ernest and Wil-
lard, are very worried lest Karen's
claims be valld. Next day as Dick takes
Karen sailing she learns that he knows
who she Is and that he is taking her to
Alakoa. She wants to go back to Hono-
iulu but he refuses to take her. Although
she is thrilled by the sight of the deep
water island, Alakoa, Karen is afrald of
what awaits her here. Dick finds that
his uncle, James Wayne, Is wvery Il
When Dick sees him, James Wayne (s
upset over the pending suit for the Is-
land and tells Dick he will under no eir-
cumstances come to a settlement.

Now continue with the story.

CHAPTER V

A slim Hawaiian girl called Lilua
had shown Karen her room: and
now this girl was back again tapping
at the door panel.

“Yes?" .

““Mister Dick wants to know if you
would like to have coffee with him.”

Uncertain, Karen Waterson opened
the door. Tonga Dick was surely
the last person in the world she
wanted’to see,

As she hesitated Lilua moved
across the room and closed a case-
ment that Karen had opened, and
Karen experienced a sharp annoy-
ance. There was no air of service in
the Hawaiian girl's movement or in
her face; rather there was a faint
irony in Lilua’s eyes, as if she con-
descended to assist a helpless per-
son who didn't know how to take
care of herself,

Karen put a cigarette into an ebo-
ny holder, lighted it, and studied
Lilua impersonally. Lilua had the
creamy brown skin of the pure Ha-
wallan,; her softly waved hair, black
as any night, was drawn back over
her ears, brushed severely.

“How old are you?'" Karen asked
suddenly.

Lilua's unwavering eyes seemed
amused. “‘Eighteen. How old are
you?"

If Karen had conceived Lilua to
be in any way less than her equal,
that idea was evidently not shared
by Lilua. Karen turned away.

"somewhat older,” she said short-
ly. ‘"Tell Mr. Wayne I will come."”

“I'll show you where he is,” Lilua
said.

Karen turned to look at her, im-
pelled by that steady gaze. ‘“You're
glad to see him back, aren't you?"”
Karen said.

Lilua hesitated perceptibly, but
her quiet voice did not change as she
answered. ‘I haven't seen him for
two years."

Karen, her annoyance unaccount-
ably increased, followed Lilua
through the house.

Dick Wayne was stretched out be-
fore the fire in the big room whose
immense doors opened upon the val-
ley and the fog; Lilua immediately
crossed the room to close those
doors. Dick rose, looking apologetic.

“I hope you'll make yourself com-
fortable here. I'm sorry if you feel
I've made things awkward for vou.
I think I'll be able to take you back
tomorrow."”

“Good.”

In the stiff silence between them.,
Lilua came and stood in front of
Dick's chair, looking at him
steadily.

“Dick, you must be careful of this
night. I don’t like this night at all.
E makani auanei, ke kau mai la
ke kakai o Kakaipali—"

"“That’s rude, Lilu',"” Dick stopped
her. ‘“You know she can’'t under-
stand that."”

Lilua cast a contemptuous glance
at Karen, and she did not trans-
late; but she went on in English.

“Pretty soon the clouds are going
to rise higher, and the wind is going
to blow through. And then it is go-
ing to rain, and even the rain is go-
Ing to be a bad rain.”

Dick pulled at his cold pipe, his
eyes morose upon the fire, “‘Don't
think much of it myself,”" he ad-
mitted.

“The wrong gods are walking,"
Lilua said now. *“The right gods
never walk here any more. Remem-
ber how we used to hear them walk-
ing? But they haven't walked here
for a long time. Something else is
here instead. Sometimes I can feel
it coming near. And tonight it is
very close, terribly close; and even
the dog is afraid.”

Dick Wayne stirred restively. Per-
haps he thought he knew what it
was that was near; but he didn’t
want to look at it, yet. ““You'd bet-
ter go get some sleep, Lilu'.”

“Dick, this is a wrong time."”

“Wrong time for what?"” Dick
snapped at her.

Lilua glanced at Karen, but what
she sald next was unintelligible.

“Dick,” Lilua said, “Kai-Ale-Ale
has been seen again, He hasn’'t been
seen—Dick, he hasn't been seen—
since my grandmother died.”

Dick Wayne took time to explain
this to Karen. “There’s a big
shark,” he put in, in aside, ‘““that the
patives think is a god. I've never
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“I suppose it amuses you,” Karen said, “‘to make out that my grand-

father was a great fool.”

seen it, but they swear it's as big as
a ship.”

““Kai-Ale-Ale is here again,” Lilua
sald; ‘‘and there's another thing.
The red mullet are running, Dick.
Ever since the Islands first came out
of the sea, when the red mullet have
run a king has died.”

“You'd better go on to bed now,
Lilu',” Dick said.

“You won't want me any more
tonight?"’

““No; we have everything we'll
need, I think."

Lilua stood motionless a moment
more. ‘‘Are you sure?"”

“Yes, ves, of course!”

When Lilua was gone Tonga Dick
Wayne sat looking into the fire, say-
ing nothing; and Karen found her-
self unwilling either to look at him
or to speak.

““Do all your servants call you by
your first name?’ Karen asked at
last.

Dick frowned a little., “‘She isn't
exactly a servant. Her people were
a very proud people—masters of this
iIsland before any haole ever saw
it. And she—she's lived here all
her life, and I've known her all her
life."

“I don't believe,” Karen offered,
“that that girl has had her eyes off
of you one moment since you've
been in this house.”

Dick Wayne looked
“Huh?"

“You don't mean to tell me that
you didn’t notice that?"”

For a moment Dick looked wor-
ried. “Bunch of nonsense,’” he said,

““Can it be possible,” Karen asked,
““that she believes all that—that
stuff?"

“Of course. Different races have
different ways of talking about the
factors that make things happen.”

“Well—"" Dick hesitated, and vis-
ibly shifted ground. *‘*Well, it seems
to me extremely remarkable that
you and I are sitting here tonight,
together by this fire.”

"It 18 through no wish of mine,”
Karen said.

“I'm sorry. 1 still can't under-
stand why you're not interested. For
one thing, this might very well have
been the house in which you were
born. The room you are to sleep in
tonight might have been the very
room."

“I thought of that.”

“There’'s a lot of history in this
old house,”” Dick went on. “Of

startled.

course the most interesting part of |

It, or at least the most highly col-
ored, goes back to your grandfa-
ther's day, before vyou were born at
all—before the Waynes came in. In
his day the house was never silent
and empty, as it is now."

“You Waynes have
turned 1t into a tomb."

“I'm sorry, sometimes,’”” he said,
““that those old days are gone. There
are things that are rigid, and dull
too, about the Wayne regime."’

she looked at him and the shared
moment broke up. ‘“‘How do you
know all this?"

““The Waynes were very close
friends of Garrett Waterson.”

"“To the profit of the Waynes.”
Karen said with repressed bitter-

certainly

Nness.

Tonga Dick shook his head, not in
denial, but in objection. *“*Your
grandfather ended up utterly broke.
You see, he was the last of the
great old catch-as-catch-can traders.
Island trading was a tough game
after the sandalwood gave out, but
Garrett Waterson had a tremendous
robust energy, and he made himself
two or three fortunes. But all that
was over a good many years be-
fore he sold Alakoa. I doubt if he
had made a cent for at least a
decade. He had no business judg-
ment; even his ownership of this
island was an accident. He won
Alakoa In a poker game with the
native king—and even that was part-
ly by mistake, because he thought
he was gambling for just the fish-
Ing rights. He was actually astound-
ed when he found out he had won
it all.”

“1 suppose it amuses you,"” Karen
said, “to make out that my grand-
father was a great fool.”

“You shouldn’'t mind,”” Dick
smiled. “You and John Colt are
trying to establish that he was an
imbecile.”

Karen bit her lip; she was silent
for a full minute, and when she
spoke she took an entirely new tone.

“l have no idea what you expected
to gain by bringing me here, but—"'

"“You are here,"” Dick said weari-
ly, “because John Colt sent you
cruising with me, to find out some
things he doesn’'t know. You can't
imagine it, but certain affairs are a
good deal more important to me
than John Colt's spying processes.”

“If you think,” Karen snapped at
him, ‘‘that either John Colt or I
have the least interest in you what-
ever—"'

“l think you have,” said Dick.
“For one thing, I can tell you this—
your case 1s never going to come to
trial."’

“It's already on the calendar! No-
body can stop it, now.”

“lI can,”” Tonga Dick told her.
“Ask yourself, Karen, just what
John Colt is so anxious to learn.”

Karen Waterson flushed. She could
have ignored the cool conviction of
Dick Wayne's words: but now she
was wondering just what John Colt
had suspected—and feared—that had
made him so unnecessarily curious
about Tonga Dick. And she was
wondering why she herself had ever
been such a fool as to match wits
with this cool, hard-bitten man,
whose purposes she could not under-
stand. It seemed very long ago
that she had made herself believe
that she could conceal her identity
irom Tonga Dick.

“If you don’'t mind,”” Karen said,
“I think I shall go to bed now.”

lTonga Dick let her go.

CHAPTER VI

In his own room, Dick Wayne
found a little fire burning brightly,
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MANUFACTURERS SURVEY
ON SPENDING

THE NATIONAL ASSOCIATION
OF MANUFACTURERS wanted to
know whether or not the taxpayers’
money was being wasted in rural
communities by either local, state
or federal governments. To find
out, the association went direct to
the surest source of accurate infor-
mation, the editors of America's
hometown newspapers. Replies were
received frem 961 country newspaper
editors. Of that number, 41.6 per
cent reported needless spending by
their local governments: 67.1 per
cent said their state governments
were wasting the taxpayers’ money
in needless spending, and 67.1 per
cent said that so far as their com-
munities were concerned, the fed-
eral government was throwing mon-

ey to the winds.

A considerable part of the editors
did not content with mere general
statements of waste, offered definite
For example, 161 said local
governments in their communities
could save a total of 17,905,900, an
of $111,216 for the 161
As to state savings,
167 editors, representing 47 states,
sald a saving totaling $207,000,000 in

stale spending could easily be made, |
- As to federal savings, 201 editors

figures for savings in their

| communities totaling $114,432,200, an
| average of $569,314 per community.

In response to the question, ‘“‘“What
broad activities of

| 65.3 per cent said cut out WPA and

relief; 36.2 per cent were for stop-
ping AAA and farm aid: 31.3 per

' cent believed National Youth admin-
. 1stration could be dispensed with,

| Morgenthau would welcome
| country editors as members of con- |

and 28 per cent would close the CCC
camps.

It is a safe bet that Secretary
those

gress. Their presence in Washing-
ton would insure the reduction in

| civilian expenditures for which he

1Is asking. It is also a safe

' that those country editors know what

- percentage
| wages,

and he wished belatedly that he had

asked Karen if a fire had been laid
for her, He did not know that Lilua
had put Karen in almost the only
room In the house that had no fire-
place at all.

A heavy lei of golden ginger blos- |

soms hung on the foot of the bed: the
blossoms filled the whole room with
a spicy fragrance, heavy and pun-
gent. Instantly Dick knew who had
made that lei, and put them there:
and for a moment he was troubled.
Then, on an impulse, he picked up
the lel and went walking through the
house. He recognized Karen’'s room
when he came to it by the crack of
light under the door.

He knocked and
opened.

““Here,” he said. pressing the lei
into her hands. He was unable to
keep a shade of irony out of his
voice. ““Aloha."” He turned and went
back to his room. He half expected
to hear her door slam behind him,
but it did not.

Dick stripped to his shorts and put
out the lights, As he flung himself
between the cool sheets the many-
voiced wind was drowned by the
swift rush of rain—first a whisper,
then a drumming roar as water beat
against walls and casements by
sheets and buckets.

the door was

B

The rain was still coming down in |

torrent upon torrent as he went to
sleep.

He was awakened by the touch of
a hand upon his shoulder: and.
though it was a gentle hand, it was
so dripping wet with cold rain that
the shock brought him bolt upright.
The fire still burned, its slim flames
twisting and hissing from the spat-
ter of rain in the chimney, and by
its light he saw that Lilua was there.

"““What the devil is this?"

“Dick,”" Lilua said, ‘“vou have to |

get up.”

“What's happened? Is there any-
thing wrong?"’

""Something is terribly wrong,"” Li-
lua said, *“‘Something has happened.
It's happened just now—within the
last ten minutes.”

“Oh, Lord!"" He got up then, and
turned on the lights.

“1'm sorry to wake you up, Dick—
but I tell you, I know.”

Dick, pulling on his flannels, looked
at her curiously. She had dropped
to the floor the huge ti leaf with
which she had sheltered her head
as she came running through the
rain, and her hair bushed wildly
about her shoulders. Her eyes were
no longer quiet, but alive with a ter-
ror she was helpless to control.

In another moment there was a
quick fluttery tapping at the door
and a thin little voice outside was
calling, ‘“*Mister Dick! Mister Dick!"

(10 BE CONTINUED)

- weather

they are talking about. No one of
them would hesitate about war ex-
penditures, but each would surely
Cut out the non-essentials at this
time,.
* & L ]

PRICE CEILINGS

IN A WESTERN STATE a straw
vole was taken among workmen on
the question of a ceiling for com-
modity prices, for rents and for
wages. Quite naturally, it showed a
bIg majority, practically 100 per

| cent, for a celling on commodity

prices and rents, and about the same
against a ceilling on

We are all more or less selfish.

government |
| might now be reasonably curtailed?'’ |

|
|!

bet |

Most of us are willing and anxious

' to take, but we are short on giv-

ing. The worker wants more wages
and lower living costs. The farmer
wants to sell for more and buy for
less. The manufacturer wants high-
er prices for what he produces and
lower wages for his employees. But
it does not work, If we would take.
we must also give, or the system
fails. To prevent inflation, we
should have a ceiling on commodity
prices and rents, and also on wages.
L ] w L]

LUMBER MANUFACTURER
WHO IS BIG GAME HUNTER

IN THE BUSINESS and financial
world he i1s Mr. J. C. Nichols, lum-
ber manufacturer in a big way. To
his cronies, of which there are many
and world wide, he is “Kid" Nich-
d name he acquired chames-
pion wrestler of the Northwest lum-
ber camps when he young
lumberjack.

While *“Kid’'s'’ vocation is that of
a lumber manufacturer, his avoca-
tion 1s big game hunting. From the
shores of the Arctic ocean to the
Jungles of Central America, he has
successfully hunted all known types
of wild animals found in North
America, and from Africa he has
brought back specimens of some 40
different specles,

When you go into his Chicago of-
fices you deposit your umbrella in
the foot of an elephant, one of the
largest ever killed in Africa: you
hang your hat on a rhinoceros
horn; you walk on lavers of pbear,
lion, zebra, cougar and other skins.
His office ana his home are verita-
ble natural history museums.

“Kid's"" patron saint is Buffalo
Bill Cody. He built, furnished and
maintains the Cody museum at Co-
dy, Wyo., and owns a large cattle
ranch nearby, maintained especlally
as a place in which to entertain his
friends. Each year he stages a Buf-
falo Bill birthday party in Chicago,
at which bufTalo steaks are provided
for the 200 or more guests.

“Kid"" Nichols can tell you, when

l..!i.“-'l. oS

wds 4d

he will, many an entertaining ad-

venture yarn. He prefers that to
manufacturing lumber.
. L »

WEATHER NEWS

WE NEVER APPRECIATED the
man. Many of us pre-
ferred to take our weather fore-
casts from the patent medicine
almanac. But now those of us who
are living on or near the coasts are

. really missing those daily weather

prognostications, which the military

| authorities claim would be of bene-

fit to the enemy, even though we
may have thought they were value-
less. In the newspapers or on the
radio they were of more interest
than we had realized,
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S074\

SQUARED off with rows of ric

rac which run down from each
shoulder and outline the pockets,
this coat style house dress pre-
sents such a bright, interesting
front that you are going to love
wearing 1t. The open collar has

L 3 ks

CIRCLE

lapels to frame your neckline an
side sashes achieve the neat tr
fit at the waist which is as flatter<
ing as it is comfortable. The dia-
gram shows you how easy it is to
make this dress from our simpli«
fled pattern.

. & @

Pattern No. 8074 1s in sizes 32 to 48,
Size 34 requires 4%; yards 35-inch materi.
al, 2 yards rie rac. For this attractive
pattern, send your order to:

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT.
106 Seventh Ave. New York

Enclose 15 cents in coins for
!’IttErTl!‘ﬂ. I NN RN AN TR st:'-tiiiiili
Name
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AT
TOILET
GOODS

COUNTERS

Bright Outlook
If matters go badly now, they
will not always be so.—Horace.
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DARLING, IF WE BAKE AT HOME,
REMEMBER, THE ONLY YEAST WITH ALL

THESE ¥ VIT;:\MINS

IS FLEISCHMANNS

* Per Cake Vitamin A= 3100 Units (Inr.) Vitamin By~ 150 Units (Int.)
Vitamin D= 400 Units (Int.) Vitamin G — 40-50 Units (5h. Bowr.)

Vitamins B,, D and G are not appreciably lost in the oven,

they go right

into the bread.

Quite Apparent
A visitor to the Pacific
who lived on the Atlantic
was gazing out over the

ocean,
coast,
ocean.

““The Pacific
Atlantic,”’
lm‘l"l.:-_".

visitor.

e e ——

18 bigger than the
remarked her host,
1 see that,” replied the

YOURE ﬁ(

RIGHT, CORPORAL —
CAMELS ARE MILDER
IN EVERY WAY,
AND THEY

TASTE GREAT!

X

NOW You
KNOW WHY CAMELS
ARE THE ARMY
MAN'S FAVORITE

Actual sales records in Post Exchanges and Canteens
show Camels are the favorite cigarette with men in

the Army, Navy, and Marine Corps.
THE SMOKE OF SLOWER-BURNING CAMELS CONTAINS

28% Less Nicotine

than the average of the 4 other

largest -selling cigarettes tested —

less than

any of them —according to independent
sclentific tests of the smoke itself!

THE CIGARETTE OF COSTLIER TOBACCOS




