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Don't come! And here he was with
Lee in the curve of his arm, Buddy
and Chuck tugging at his trousers,
with Tierra Libre rising up out of
the morning sea, the buildings of
Cabeza de Negro taking shape. His
1‘::1 unconsciously tightened about

Long before they drew close
enough to make out details of the
sturdy new docks and receiving
sheds they saw the motor launch
cutting along the coast as though
to intercept them. It, too, was head-

it.

He yanked off his hat to wave it
wildly.

“Jerry, you old muckle-head,” he
“I might've known you'd
come down to meet us.”

““Yeh, got your wireless you were

through Cabeza. Hiya,
Curt. Hiya, Lee,” called the stocky
man in the launch. “It's good to
see you folks again. Where're the

E

each picked up a
him on the broad
from his new vantage
up: “Mummy, what's

ad, darling,” she an-
swered gravely, “is your Uncle Jer-
down in the little boat. See?"

>

dockhand delivered a message
from Senor Montaya on a company
briefhead. The senor had been de-
layed in getting down river to meet
them but would reach Cabeza in
another hour or so.

“That one of their river boats?"

“Yep. They have two. But we
can talk later, Curt.” Jerry scooped
up the children, one in each arm.
“Let's find a more comfortable spot
for the wait. Lee, you're looking
great! If I didn't know better I'd
guess you were twenty. Hard to
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Clipped and odd, for Me-
threw his friend a side-
long glance.

they're really going it

Fruit Growers—where
Mclnnis, fresh from
. I. T., had their first years of
ctical engineering — stretched
the north bank of the Rio
Negro, a hundred kilometers or
more of banana plantations in an
almost unbroken line. These were
fed by a narrow-gauge railroad, and
there was one handling of fruit from
farm pick-up platforms to conveyor
belts at shipside.

But the new Compania Agricola
Tropical, south of the Negro, had
more of a problem. It wasn't pos-
sible to run a railroad through to
the sea., Salt marshes lay between
their concession and the coast and
made it necessary to handle fruit
by rail from farm to river port, and
by steamer or lighters from there
1o Cabeza where ocean vessels could

.
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tender mixéd them nearby, Curt
made conversation,

“Jerry, it'll cost so much to pro-
and ship fruit here that I

g

hombre who could
anything over on Old Man
I could give even money
Man figures they'll go broke
into production, then plans
and take over the conces-
sion cheap. Maybe throw a bridge
across the Negro and handle the
fruit once from pick-up to the dock

at Soledad.”

Mclnnis grinned, but said noth-
ing. The bartender placed the drinks
before them, then left to lend a hand
in the kitchen lean-to.

Alone now, and with a “furtive
glance to be sure Lee was occupied
with the children, Curt pulled forth
Zora Mitchell's letter. He spread it
open before the other, and his face
was serious, his voice low.

“Jerry, what've I got into?"”

Mclnnis read the note, refolded
it, slid it back to Curt. He frowned.
He took a long pull at his drink,

“All right, Jerry, out with it
Curt spoke again, ‘““What's up?”

““Well, Curt,” his friend said final-
ly, “my reason for coming down

“There's nothing I can put a fin-
ger on.”

to the coast to meet you wasn't
altogether social. But now I'm here,
1 have my doubts. There's noth-
ing I can put a finger on.” He

pa

“Come on, pal, we know each oth-
er's first name. Spill it.”

It came out slowly and in pieces.

“Well, Curt, I can't help feeling
there's something fishy about your
new outfit. They have more men
on their payroll than we have, for
instance, Americans as well as na-
tives, trying to get things set be-
fore the next rainy season. That's
all right. But Soledad's the only
live as it is—within their
range. You couldn't call Cabeza a
satisfactory place to liven a fellow
up over a holiday.

“So—well, damn it all, you'd ex-
pect that gang to come to Soledad
once in a while. But no one ever
does. The two Swedes and the
Dutchman I told you sbout are the
only ones who ever get to Soledad,
and that's only on business, to super-
vise receipt of shipments.

“And they don't talk! We tried to
get up a ball game with your people
once. No go. It's as though this
Montaya was afraid his men'd spill
something to our advantage. And
that's carrying the rivalry theme a
bit far for this business and this
country. I—well, you see how vague
it is, only a feeling . . ."”

Curt reflected. He pushed his
glass around in circles on the bar.
“Ever get over to the new plant-

ing yourself?”
“No,” grinned Mcinnis. ““That
wouldn't be etiquette. The Old Man

paid them a courtesy visit once,
but we're rival outfits. If I went
over

iy A

*you know no white man would hack
a m"b pieces the way Mitch was

Curt thought this out.
“Huh, unless it was to hide the
fact that it was a white man's kill-
And suppose it was a white
man, Jerry, or a couple of them?
So what?. Old Mitch knew his job,
but he certainly piled up enemies.
You and I know that well enough.
He made engineers out of us, first
job out of college, but we got plenty
bruised in the process. Men with
less sense of humor than we have
can't take the treatment he dished

A

Curt pulled at his drink reflective-

““You didn't give me any details,”
he mentioned after another mo-
ment,

“There aren't many., A track-
walker found him early in the morn-
ing—{fortunately before the buzzards
did. Let's see, the 1lth, it was.
About a kilometer outside of Tem-
pujo, in a ditch by the track. The
damn zopilotes were wheeling over-
head, so he got the section handcar,
loaded the body onto it—"

“The 11th?" interrupted Curt.
“That's the date of their letter to
me! They didn't waste any time.
Wz_nder how they picked a man so
quickly?”

‘“Well, the date’s correct. 1 re-
member because we had an early
evening dinner-dance on the Tekla
at Soledad the night before Mitch
was found. And the Tekla pulled
out for Cristobal about 9:00 p. m.
on the 10th.”

“It did!” exclaimed Curt softly.
He looked at McInnis. “Their let-
ter to me was dated the 1ith, but
air-mailed from Cristobal on the
12th. Didn't notice that discrepan-
cy at first. When I finally did, I fig-
ured the letter either made a plane
to the Canal Zone, or was misdated
in error.”

“We have no air service to Pana-
ma from Soledad—direct. Course,
it's less than two hours by air to
the Zone, but I doubt they'd make
the flight just for a letter. Any-
way, I know a messenger from Tem-
pujo brought mail to the Tekla just
before it sailed. Came as our party
was breaking up and going ashore.”

““Then the chances are the letter
to me, dated the 11th, was put
aboard the Tekla which sailed the
10th. Actually mailed before Mitch
was found murdered. Right?"

“By God, Curt, that's so!” Mec-
Innis brought his palm down on the
bar. “Mitch was killed some time
after dark on the 10th and discov-
ered early on the 11th.”

“Meanwhile . . ." Curt fell silent,

then looked up keenly. *““The two
Swedes are white men.”
Mclnnis frowned. *“‘And there are

plenty more white men where you're
going. No, Curt, the Swedes are
not what we'd want for bosom pals,
but we've no right to jump to con-
clusions. Besides,” he dropped the
scowl and grinned, “I did some
checking up myself. Had my motor
boy ask questions here and there.
The Swede made the run from Tem-
pujo to San Alejo late that after-
noon, while Mitch was staying in
Tempujo overnight.”

Another silence fell between them.
Then Curt spoke harshly.

meets the eye. If Mitoh’s killing
was a grudge payment, then, Tierra
Libre being what it is, there's lit-
tle we can do about it. Nothing, in
fact. And there’s nothing for me
to worry about. I don't make ene-
mies like Miich did. But if there's
more behind it . . .”

McInnis heaved a sigh.

“Curt, be carefull Don't mount
any white charger over Mitch. He

“By the way,” he said slowly,
studying his friend's face, “I saw a

to be what the people need, they're

satisfied. He's solidly entrenched,

too, there's no opposition to speak

of. But . . ." He paused.
“Well?"
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you.

“Yeh, I see what you mean,”

answered dryly, his eyes on
children.
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Give Even

Your Old Clothes New Beauty

IT'S patriotic to be budget-saving

in dress during these challenging
war times, which mind you, in no
wise means that one should sacrifice
attractive appearance in practicing
economy. On the contrary, one of
the greatest services American
women can render during these
strenuous times is to be cheer-
radiating and inspirational in the
matter of becoming dress.

More and more women of keen
fashion insight are realizing the wis-
dom of investing in one or two really
worthwhile goodlooking costumes
made of dependable materials of
sterling quality that are smartly
styled with utmost simplicity rather
than to acquire a lot of shoddy
r.'lqthes that never seem the right
thing to wear to the right place.
However, the goodlooking suit or
dress tells but half of the dress
story. The other half is told in-one
important word—accessories! It's
amazing what magic lies in a flat-
tering hat, important jewelry items,
a dramatic use of colorful gloves
and belts and bags, in a bright-
printed handkerchief, or a spectacu-
lar show of intriguing buttons on
what might otherwise seem a hope-
lessly plain dress or suit. There
really is no more potent way to
chase away an inferiority complex
about the dress than the acquisition
of flattering accessories.

If you want to know the “last
word" in high-fashion jewelry, it's
gilded sterling silver. To guarantee
yourself a possession that will turn
your simplest black frock into an
eye-impelling costume, treat your-
self to a set of gilded sterling silver
jewels designed by Monet as shown
to the right above in the illustration.
The bracelet, the clip or brooch,
each item is so light yet has that
expensive look that makes them real
conversation pieces,

By CHERIE NICHOLAS

Mode has molded luck into the ster-
ling silver cloverleaf pieces. These
gleam effectively against their dark
background. The suit you plan
to wear another season can be given
a new look with silver buttons.

Below to the right in the group
is one of those winsome frocks done
in pastel wool that young girls re-
gard as perfect to wear under their
new nylon fleece coats. Note the
artistry of its stunning large but-
tons

The stunning hat shown below to
the left in the picture is made of
finely pleated and intricately manip-
ulated crepe. A band, Egyptian in
design and studded with colorful
stones is a color delight. The flow-
ers on the "kerchief by Burmel pick
up the bright hues of the jewel-stud-
ded hat band, and the color scheme
of costume is perfect. This flower-
splashed “hanky” is pure linen, and
that's something to brag about these

days.
Released by Westarn Newspaper Union.

Fur-Trimmed Suit

Just one fur-trimmed suit after
another is the prediction for this
fall and winter. Suitable for the
rather dressy occasion, this soft suit
of novelty worsted, made from 100
per cent napthalated wool, is a fore-
runner of a fashion that is gaining
momentum as the colder autumn
days approdch. Fox fur forms the
deep collar and pouch pockets. The
skirt is pleated at the front to give
the new slimming lines. Pockets
of fur such as beaver or the spotted
pelts are smart on bright colored
wool coats and dresses. The fur-

bow neckline is also an outstanding
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We have, in practice, so far
parted from the normal in Christian
life that we can hardly believe that
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sketched at the upper right is
ical of many that are substa

bound buttonholes, snaps may be
used under the buttons. The nar-
row ties sewn to the ‘corners

NO ASPIRIN SAFER
‘World"s largest seller at 10¢. Big mavingain
g mzen. 36 tablets, 20¢; 100 tablety, 354,
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