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BOMBS BURST ONCE

yGRANVILLE CHURCH

THE STORY SO FAR: Jeff Curtis and
his wife, Lee, are already on their way
to Tierra Libre when he receives a note
from Zora Mitchell warning them not to
come. When they arrive in Tierra Libre
they find both Zora and her husband
dead. It is Mitchell's job as chief engl-
neer for a fruit company that Jeff has
been called to All. Later Jef's friend
Bill Henderson is also killed, and Jeff
suspects his employer, Senor Montaya,
of murdering him and the Mitchells be-
cause they had found a clue to the
strange things going on at the planta-
tion. Other sinister figures are the com-
pany chemist, Dr. Toenjes, and the fly-
ers, Ryden and Lannestock. Jefl’s sus-
picions are further aroused when the fly-
ers and Dr. Toenjes try to keep a dis-
abled U. 8. Army plane from making &
forced landing. But when Jeff talks to
him later, Senor Montaya does not ap-
pear to be alarmed.

NOW CONTINUE WITH THE STORY
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CHAPTER XII

Since arriving at San Alejo Curt
hadn’'t seen much of his children,
and one of the things he most en-
joyed was playing with them, let-
ting Chuck and Buddy crawl over
him. He loved making them squeal
with happiness. And now little Syl-
via Mitchell was an added attrac-
tion. So today Curt went home ear-
ly, to have some time with them
before dark.

Curt spent a full hour with the
children before the clouds let loose
with a ten-minute shower, a daily
feature so regular they could set
their clocks by it.

The shower gave Curt a chance
to calm the children down with a
story so thev wouldn't be too excited
for supper and bed, and when Lee
called for them he nhmud them up
the steps and into the house. But
he remained outside. He returned
to the open basement. For here his
eye had caught something of inter-
¢st during the play which he couldn’t
have investigated then without rais-
ing the children’'s curiosity.

The living room ran the
the house across the front, screened
on three sides—a lanai, had this
been Hawaii. Along the front and

sides of this veranda-livingroom was |

a solid bank of hibiscus, broken orgy
by the steps.
from the front around the side of
the house to the rear, but a two
foot space had been left for the
shrubbery between this and the ce-
ment floor under the house.

And on the edge of the cement,
inside the hedge, were dried mud
footprints! Someone had stood on
this spot. Why? For only one rea-
son. To listen in on what passed
above in the veranda-livingroom.

Then who could it have been? The
prints were broad and indicated flat
shoes. They weren't large. The
men in this clime didn't run to big
feet, Curt knew, but he sensed these
were woman's prints. Not Lee’s, for
she wore heels. The cook’'s? No,
she didn’'t know English and eaves-
dropping would have done her no
good. That is, Curt had been told
she knew no English.

But Ines knew English. Not well,
but enough for simple phrases,
which meant that she understood 1t
even better. Ines was the maid fur-
nished by Montaya.

Whoever had left them had In-
advertently stepped into the hibis-
cus bed, then up onto the cement,
and since this soil absorbed mois-
ture quickly it had to be early In
the evening after the shower. Per-
haps after dinner when he and Lee
sat on the veranda above. About
the time Ines left for the day.

Dinner. Curt was quiet and brood-
ing, and Lee caught his eye on Ines
whenever the girl was in the room.
Especially, Lee noticed, he glanced
at her feet. Lee wondered, but said
nothing—couldn't have at the table.
What Curt saw was that the shoes
Ines wore to work, despite her flare
for style in dress, were for comfort,
not style. They were practically
heelless and broad enough for feet
which had gone barefoot through
childhood.

After coffee, Curt collapsed on his
shoulder blades in a comfortable
bamboo chair which he pulled close
to the couch. He lit his pipe and
blew rings to the ceiling, and ig-
nored the stack of papers on the
taboret by his side. Lee recognized
the mood and got out her sewing-—
small rompers to mend. She knew
he'd start talking when he got ready,
She took the couch, as he'd planned
for her to do. A subdued clatter of
dishes came from the rear as Ines
removed them from the dining table
to the kitchen sink. Then sounds
from the sink. Curt came to life,

“Lee, I want you to talk to your-
self for a while, as though you
were talking to me."

Lee shot him a startled look,

“l want to know if ordinary con-
versation can be heard outside,'” he
grinned.

“Oh.”” But she stared.

Curt put down his pipe, went to
the door, silently let himself out into
the dark.

Lee, with the ghost of a snicker,
mghed and did as asked, keeping her
voice down as though Curt were be-
side her.

“Well, I suppose I might as well
talk about the people I've met. I'll
get as much attention as if you
were here. Let's see, there's Mrs.
Berry, the doctor’s wife, She's from
Pennsylvania, but she's no Quaker!

Lee's hands flew at her work while
she talked.

“Oh, I've found there're quite a
number of nice people here. It's a
good clubhouse we have, with pool
Inﬂ billiard tables, a card room,
and movies twice a week."
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Lee heard a chuckle and looked up
to find Curt had returned as silently
as he'd slipped out.

“Dance? Okay,”’ he said. ‘“‘Much
as I hate the idea, we'll go one of
these evenings. It's a promise. Well,
I found out what I wanted to know."

He picked up his pipe and knocked
out the cold ashes. His voice was
careful as he told her of the foot-
prints he'd found.

“But,’”” he told her, ‘“while I could
hear your voice just now, I couldn’t
make out what you were saying
from this spot. I was a little wor-
ried for fear we might have been
overheard last night. I reckon not.
Nevertheless, we'll have to be care-
ful of what we say from now on."

“And you suspect Ines."

“Yes. If it were only Ines, 1
could put it down to housemaid's
curiosity, But there's this greasy
Vargas. I have a definite feeling
he's more than a bodyguard-—a spy
on me in the field."

L.ee saild nothing, but her eves
clouded., Sounds from the kitchen
now ceased.

““Well, she's through for the day,”
Curt said. ‘““We can make certain,
I can watch her leave from the
bedroom-it's dark. You keep on
talking."'

The back door closed and steps
descended to the ground. The bam-
boo drops were down all around

' the living room so that no one out-

side could see what went on within.

' Curt left the room. Lee didn't snick-

At the bedroom window Curt first
used only his ears.

er this time, but there was the hint
of a smile in her voice as she spoke

L up.

“Well, if I could get a date for a
the first time I talked to thin
air, perhaps this time I can get
you started on that collection of
orchids for me. After all, you prom-
ised "

At the bl droom window Curt first
used only his ears. He listened to

' the pad of footsteps going to the
. gate, the normal click of the latch.

Presently came a rustle of shrub-
bery and he knew his guess was cor-
rect. There could be no doubt,

The rattan screen at the bedroom
window was down, In lifting it aside
to peer out, Curt made the slightest
of sounds. Instantly his straining
eves caught a flicker of shadow slip-
ping into solid darkness around the
corner of the house. Quickly fol-
lowed the click of the gate
again, muffled this time, but
mistakably the gate latch.
frowned.

un-
He

hot, and coupled with the ever-pres-
ent Emilio, it didn't improve Curt's
disposition. It was midmorning
when Curt and his shadow reached
Tempujo for their trip upriver., By
phone from San Alejo Curt had or-
dered the launch fueled and ready.
He intended wasting no time here.
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'to swing his decision.
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latch |

' in haste.
On the morrow the weather held |

But the need of a map or two took |

him first to his office.

As he was about to turn into it a
figure rose from under a palm and
Curt was accosted by one of the
most disreputable looking tramps
he’d yet seen in the tropics. An
American, clearly, but the many
days’ growth of beard, the filthy
rags he wore, effectively concealed
what kind of man this was.

“Mr., Curtis, sir?” in a cringing
voice,

““Yes,”" Curt answered shortly, He
hated subservience in a man.

“My name 1s Collins, sir,
looking for work."

Curt eyed the man. The eyes
were bloodshot and told unquestion-
ably of hunger—real hunger,

“Well?"

“I'm a good transitman, sir, and
I'm good on gas engines or Diesels.
I heard you need men."

Curt stood silent.
plenty of tropical tramps in these
quarters — drunken, Iirresponsible
men, all of them fugitives, if not
from the law, then from themselves.

I'm

such derelicts a lift from his own
pocket, or a little work if he could—

- up.

There were |
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enough to carry them on to some
other place,

But he knew he could place no re-
liance in them, and from the stand-
point of efficiency it didn't often pay
to take them on. In this case, how-
ever, something in the man’s bear-
ing, drooping though it was, didn't
quite match the rest of him, and
Curt was sufficiently intrigued to
pause,

Emilio unwittingly settled the
matter. He was standing by, eyes
veiled. By now Curt could read the
native's dead eyes, and the disap-
proval Curt saw there was enough
Curt nodded
toward the door and the man fol-
lowed him inside. Emilio brought
up the rear.

Lauriano Duro, the draftsman in
charge of the office, was bent over
his work.

““Anything for
asked Curt.

“*“No, sir."”

The native straightened up, looked
at the three, and Curt thought he
caught a flicker of Emilio’s eyelids
before the draftsman bént over his
table again.

In silence Curt selected the maps
he wanted, together with a bundle of
white flags. He took down from a
shelf a company camera, loaded it
deliberately, handed the lot to
Emilio,

“Put them aboard, and get some
lunches packed at the mess-hall. It'll
be better than what they could put
up for us over at the levee camp.
See to it there's plenty of coffee—
black.” Then, as Emilio hesitated,
he barked, ‘“Well! That's all! We've
no time to waste."”

Emilio departed, and this time
Curt definitely caught the flicker of
eyes that Vargas aimed at Lauriano
Duro as he turned to the door. Curt
spoke to the stranger.

““All right, Collins,
from?"

“Illinois, sir.”

“How long vou been down here?"”

“Four years, sir.”

““Not so much ‘sir,” if you don’t
mind!" Curt was rapidly getting In
a mood. The prospect of two days
of Emilio was facing him, “What've
you done to keep going these four
years?"

“Worked most of the time, si—
worked, here and there. I've han-
dled a Diesel shovel, done rough
carpentering, used a transit.”

“Where'd vou come from last?”

“I've been up at the Rosario
mines on the hydraulic pumps.”

“Why'd you leave?”

“Fired."

“Drunkenness?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“l1 said 1 don't like the ‘sir’! Well,
I don't know what 1 can do for you.
I've got to depend on the men un-
der me and I won't hire booze
hounds."

“I'm hungry,
a good worker,.

my attention?"

where you

Mr. Curtis, and I'm

Il don't get drunk
very often. I can keep away from
it, honest. I'll promise to leave it
alone, if vou'll give me a chance.
I'11-

“Don't snivel, Here,”” Curt sighed,
““let’'s see what vou look like on pa-
per. Fill this out. Make it snappy,
I've only a few minutes to spare."

The man took the
blank, sat down at a table and com-
menced writing. Curt loaded
pipe while he studied the man’s
back. He paced for a few moments,
forgot to pull on his pipe, had to
light 1t again.

“Lauriano!™

“Yes, sir?"”
‘““‘Here."” He handed the native a
“(Get me a tin of Briggs and
a couple cartons of candy bars. Any
kind. Put them aboard the launch
and hurry back, 1 haven't much
time this morning.”

The candy
of Curt’'s.

less alcohol his system craved.

The native hesitated, but under
the glower Curt gave him, departed
Lauriano Duro hadn’'t the
pertinacity of his compatriot,
gas.
er slammed after him than Curt ap-
proached the man at the table.

“Stand up!"

Collins rose to his
looked him steadily in the
moment, then reached out and
ripped open the shirt., It practically
came apart. The man's head jerked
Curt grunted. *“‘Thought so!"
Collins' skin was smooth and health-

Curt
eye a

feet.

ily tanned—and clean! The flesh was |

firm and hard, no ribs showed. The
man was in the pink of condition,
other appearances notwithstanding.

‘“All right, out with it, and quick.
What do you want?"”
It was a different voice Collins

' used in answering, as he tucked the

shirt together again and under his
belt, a calm enough voice if not as-
sured.

“Just what 1 asked for, a job.”

“Why the disguise?”

A silence greeted this,

“Quick, man, why'd you come to
me?"

“] came to see Mr. Mitchell, but
got here too late. Mr. Mclnnis,
across the river, told me to see
you."

“Why?"

“] want a job."

Curt grunted again. “Collins! Col-
lins! Sure!"” The name had sudden-
ly clicked. The man from Hender-

' son’s home town—more lately from
Curt had sufficient sympathy to give

the Zone! ““You wouldn’t want to see
Bill Henderson, too, would you?"

(10 BE CONTINUED)
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lT IS high time to think of a gift

or two for Aunt Emily and Sis-
ter Sue. Why not give aprons
this vear? Your piece bag is sure
to have many odds and ends of
rick rack braid and bias binding
and bright scraps of material
which will do for trimmings with
a “-yard remnant of plain ging-
ham or unbleached muslin,

The diagram gives you cutting
dimensions for the skirt and shows

Roaring Sun

The sun is a great roaring fur-

nace. We see it but cannot hear
It because noise is conveyed only
by waves in matter, such as air
or liquids or solids. Light is con-
veyed through a non-material
““‘something’’ called the Ether,
which seems to be everywhere.
Between us and the sun 18 no ma-
terial substance, so sound cannot
pass to us, only light.

Incidentally, we may
that if sound could come to us, as
light does, from the sun, we should
all be permanently deafened.
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| cially Christmas wrapped. Your
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how to shape the waistline, It is
easy to add a straight bib if you
like. Use wider belts, about 2%
inches finished, for the bibless
type and cut the ties about four
inches wide. These three aprons
will give you ideas for any num-
ber of trimmings. Be lavish with
bright color for this is the season
for gay gifts to bring good cheer.

. @9 &

NOTE-—-These aprons are from Mrs.
Spears'’ BOOK 4 which also contains di-
rections for more than thirty other gifts
and things to make for the home, from
inexpensive new materials and odds and
ends of things on hand, Copies will be
postpaild at 10 cents each, Address:

MRS. RUTH WYETH SPEARS
Bedford Hills New York
Drawer 10

Enclose 10 cents {or Book 4.

DIBIAE . ¢ s 065000008 50506080600888 R~

Address

Most of the pleasure in giving is

. knowing that your gift is appre-

ciated. For those smokers on your
Christmas list, there are gifts sure
to please, Send Camel cigarettes
either in the Camel Christmas
Carton or the Camel *‘“‘Holiday
House'' package of four ‘“‘flat fif-
ties.'" Either way you give 200
mild, flavorful Camels—the serv-
ice man's favorite, If he smokes a

. pipe, send him the big pound can-

|

ister of Prince Albert Smoking
Tobacco—the National Joy Smoke.
And if he's Iin the service, these
gifts are even more appropriate,
for cigarettes and tobacco are the
service man's favorite gifts. Both
Camels and Prince Albert are spe-

dealer is fealuring them as gifts
sure to please.—Adv,
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Lone Suflferer
It was a bright Sunday after-
noon but the minister found John-
ny sulking on the curb. Question-

ing revealed that Johnny had lost |
all his

marbles to the neighbor-
hood shark,

“Perhaps,” suggested the min-
ister, ‘‘that is your punishment for
playing marbles on Sunday.”

“Oh, heck,"” retorted Johnny.
““What about the other kid?"

Shopping davu are swiltly turn-
ing to shopping daze,

Squaring Himself

Teacher (to class)—Now, chil-
dren, 1 want you all to draw a
ring.

Tommy drew a square.

Teacher- THHHH}'* [ told you to
draw a ring, and you have drawn
a square. Why?

Tommy—Mine's a boxing ring.

Obliging

Judge (to plaintifl in compensation
claim/)—Now show the court the eflects
of the accident upon vou,

F'he plaintiff got up and painfully
f”lhhl'i'ff (CTross Ihr' I":"unr.

Judge— And now, to show the court
the awful result of that accident, show
us how you used to move before the
accident,

Plaintif] thereupon took a hop, skip,
arnd jump across the courtroom.

Willing to Know
Father—You are 1'11!'»'”}"
debt, vet you want to marry
daughter?
Enrollee—I do.
suggest another
difficulty,

in
my

Unless vou can
way out of the

Another Charge
Young Thing—Do you charge
batteries here?
Service Station Man—Sure, lady.,
Young Thing—Then put 1n a new
one and charge 1t to dad.

With men in the Army, Navy, Marines,
and Coast Guard, the favorite cigarette
is Camel. (Based on actual sa'es records

| records

' Smoking Tobacco,

| phetic

Near Casualty

A bricklayer working on top of
a high building carelessly dropped
a br+: which landed on the head
of his colored helper below,

“You-all bettah be careful
dere,’”" the helper shouted
“You done made me bite
tongue.”

up
up.
mah

Unafraid

“How about a little kiss, girlie?™

“No, I have scruples.”

“Well, that's all right
cinated.”

: I've been vac-

Teacher to Pupil—I've taught
yvou evervthing I know and still
you don’'t know anything.

Prophetic Vision
he comes of a very pro-
family, His father, for ex-
ample, knew four months before-
hand the day that he would die.”
“Remarkable. How did he
know?"
“The judge told him."

Il-\"'{rq
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The best is none too good for our
men in the service, That's why it's
worthwhile consulting them for
their gift preferences this Christ-
mas. According to surveys made
in camps and barracks, cigarettes
and smoking tobacco head the list

as the gifts preferred by our boys |

in O. D, and blue, Camel 18 their
favorite cigarette (based on sales
in Post Exchanges and
Canteens). If he's a pipe-smoker,
a big favorite is Prince Albert
the largest-

' selling tobacco in the world. You
' have your choice of the Camel

in Post Exchanges and Canteens.)

CAME

Christmas Carton, or the Camel
“Holiday House'' package con-
taining four ‘‘flat fifties.”” Prince
Albert is packaged in the pound
canister. All are handsomely gift
packaged with space for your
Christmas message. Your dealer
is featuring them now.—Adv.

CAMELS EVERY
TIME. THEYVE GOT cﬂ"
WHAT | WANT—.

MILDNESS
AND FLAVOR
APLENTY

COSTLIER TOBACCOS

for colds' coughing, eniffles and muldo
aches get the salve with the base of old-
fashioned mutton suet Grandma liked.

Cattish Sea

The sea is feline. It licks your
feet—its huge flanks purr very
pleasant for you; but it will crack
your bones and eat you, for all
that, and wipe the crimso~ed foam
from its jaws as if nothing had
happened.—0O. W. Holmes.

M alscted Jierriectsy
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Patriotic Simian
One of the few species of ani-
mals that wear our patriotic col-
ors is the patas monkey, Cerco-
pithecus patas, of West Africa. Its
back and legs are red, its stomach
is white and its face is blue.

for girls who hasten healing
of externally caused pimples
) by relieving irritation with

Haste to Forgive
A wise man will make haste to
forgive, because he knows the true
value of time, and will not suffer
it to pass away In unnecessary
pain.—Samuel Johnson.

Relief At Last
For Your Cough

Creomulsion relieves promptly be-
cause it goes right to the seat of the
trouble to help loosen and expel
germ laden phlegm, and ald nature
to soothe and heal raw, tender, in-
flamed bronchial mucous meme
branes. Tell your druggist to sell you
& bottle of Creomulsion with the un-
derstanding you must like the way it
quickly allays the cough or you are
to have your money back.

CREOMULSION

for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis

Pleasing One Side
The best way to please one half
of the world is not to mind what
the other half says.—Goldsmith.

SHAVE wih SHELBY,

SHARPER

BECAUSE

THEY'RE
/3 THINNER

tf) 19 double edge
or single edge

Manulactured and guaranteed by
Federal Razer Blade Co., M. Y,
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