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THE STORY SO FAR: Jeff Curtis and 
his wife, Lee, ere already on their way 
to Tlerra Libre when Jell receives a not* 
from Zora Mitchell warning them not tc 
come. It la too late to tarn back, so Jell 
decides not to tell Lee, who was op 
posed to their returning to the tropics 
She anally agreed to go only after Jed 
had persuaded her that the Job of chlel 

engineer for a newly organised frail 

company Is the chance of a lifetime. 

They arrive In Tlerra Libre to ttnd Zora’i 
husband dead. In a conversation with 

Jerry Mclnnis, Jeff learns that Mitch- 
ell’s death was murder and that there li 

something strange going on. Jell and 
Lee are waiting now for Senor Montaya, 
who hired Jell. In spite of the fad 
that his Investigation of the company 
revealed nothing, Jell Is suspicions. 
NOW CONTINUE WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER III 

Mclnnis shoved off for Puerto So- 
ledad at once. His launch was buill 
for service, not speed, and bucking 
the tides along the coast would slow 
him down further. 

On the dock it took the combined 
efforts of both Lee and Curt to keep 
the boys out of mischief. 

Presently a downriver boat snug- 
gled into its berth with the ease ol 
a ferry. It gave a pair of toots, 
delicate as a French railway train's, 
as the gangplank was wheeled to 

the vessel's side and the job ol 

berthing completed. 
Senor Montaya was unmistakable 

—tall, erect of bearing, very clearly 
the gente de pelo, the gente prin- 
cipal of these countries. He wore 

faultless whites, a crisp panama on 

curly black hair. Straight from the 

ship to the little group he came. 

My sincere apologies, wit. Cur- 

tis, Mrs. Curtis,” were his first 
words. He spoke with very little 
accent, though the timbre of his 
voice betrayed his Spanish origin. 
He made a deep bow to Lee, held 
out his hand to Curt "I have been 
more than busy since—ah, Mr. 
Mitchell's unfortunate happening. 
You have discovered by now the 
reason I need a new Chief Engi- 
neer. no?” 

Lee took the boys in hand, hold- 

ing their interest with the selection 
of a gigantic, gaudy straw hat for 
each of them, from stock piled a 

dozen high on a vendor’s head, while 
Senor Montaya led Curt on a quick 
survey of the docks and facilities 
here. 

In the sheds, two items instantly 
caught the eye—two boxes forty feet 

long, ten wide, and quite thin for 
these dimensions. Curt cocked a 

brow at them. 
Montaya said briefly, “Spare 

wings. We have two planes. One 
of them was tied up for weeks once 

by a damaged wing, so now we 

have spares on hand.” 
“I heard you’ve had considerable 

use from your planes.” 
“Yes," was the monosyllabic re- 

ply. 
"What make are they?" 
It was a conversational question. 

It would have made no difference 
one way or another what Montaya 
answered, yet the question brought 
a sharp, quick glance from eyes 
that were beady black here in the 

gloom of the big receiving shed— 
and a rotund vagueness in reply 

One end of the bodega was piled 
high with barrels bearing the stencil 
of a well-known chemical firm. Curt 

paused before them, looked them 
over with considerable interest. 
Lime. 

"So you treat tne sou Deiore plant- 

ing?” he asked. “Over-acid, I sup- 
pose, from centuries of flooding." 

A frown definitely stamped Mon- 

taya's forehead at this, but was im- 

mediately chased away by a smile 
that showed even, white teeth. 

"That, Mr. Curtis.” the senor re- 

plied smoothly, “is a question that 
would come under the head of chem- 
ical research. We have a chemical 

expert. Dr. Toenjes, from Amster- 
dam. If he likes you, he may be 

willing to answer your questions. 
But I wouldn’t count on it,” he said, 
with another flash of teeth. "Dr. 

Toenjes is quite jealous of his the- 

ories, which I expect will produce 
more and better fruit than Associat- 
ed across the river." 

As Curt was turning this over in 
his mind, Senor Montaya pulled at 
his lower lip—a lip unusually red 
even for his swarthy skin. 

“I expect you to work along with 
us in this fashion. You are responsi- 
ble for the engineering work as- 

signed to you, just as Dr. Toenjes 
is responsible as Agricultural Super- 
intendent, just as Mr. Lannestock is 

responsible for aviation and Mr. Ry- 
den for transportation." 

“Lannestock? Ryden?” 
“Most of our contract employees 

are Americans. These two are Swed- 
ish. I brought them here as pilots. 
But we no longer need two full-time 

pilots. As Mr. Ryden proved him- 
self capable in transportation mat- 

ters, I have given him charge of that 

department." 
Curt had a long-established habit 

of fiddling with his pipe when mull- 

ing over some point that needed 

thought. He suddenly discovered 

he’d been stuffing it during this po- 
lite harangue. Since the senor while 

talking had been leading the way 
Into the open. Curt now lit up. ex- 

pelling a huge cloud of smoke be- 

fore he said mildly, with a smile: 
“All of which is by way of telling 

tne to mind my own business? Well, 
that’s all right. You've hired me 

for the engineering end of your ven- 

ture, and that’s where my interest 

lies. I’ll try to curb my wandering 
curiosity.” 

Senor Montaya eyed Curt a mo- 

ment. 
"I am quite sure we shall get 

along. Mr. Curtis.” 
They took a rapid look-see in the 

port office. Montaya introducing 
Curt casually, then returned to Lee 
and the children, seated on their 
pile of luggage. The boys' leashes 
were on them again, much to their 
audible disgust. 

A pair of quick toots now came 

from the river steamer that had 
been loading all morning, even as 

the Pisces docked The baggage 
was hauled aboard, the little party 
followed. As they headed slowly 
upstream, Senor Montaya made his 
guests comfortable under a deck 
awning. 

Iced coffee was served as the chil- 
dren, exhausted from heat and ex- 

citement, slept on a sarape spread 
on the dc:k. each jealously clutching 
his new hat, big as himself. 

To Montaya Jeff said casually, “I 
suppose there's no reason why you 
shouldn't say who recommended me 

to you?” 
"No. none,” admitted his host. "It 

was Mr. Mitchell.” 
"Mitchell!" 
"Yes, himself. Though perhaps 

unknowingly. I explain. Many times 
I had to warn him about his attitude 
toward the men under him. Of 
course, I—what do you say? ah, yes, 
I hounded him to get the work done, 
for we have much to do before the 

rainy season, and it has not gone too 

" y 

Each jealously clutching his new 

hat big as himself. 

well. But certainly 1 did not want , 

him to antagonize the workers. 

"One can—ah, drive some men, \ 
others not. It is a fine pci .t to 

know how far one can go with work- | 
ers. When I saw the many ene- 1 

mies Mr. Mitchell was making. I 
thought, ‘But this is unfortunate.1 1 
feared—ah, an accident.’ So it was 

happy for me that I led him into 
talk of competent engineers. You 
were one he mentioned above oth- 
ers. You see?" 

Two hours of fighting the current 

upriver, and they found at Tempujo 
another modern dock, with a long 
floating stage built to allow for the 
rise of the river in flood-time. Now, 
the river at low point, the wharf 
towered high above them. Their 
baggage was swung upward in a 

cargo net, a deckhand riding the 
hook to avoid the stairs, while Curt 
and the others climbed the long 
flight of steps from the floating 
stage to the landing above. 

Spread before them, on the only 
rise of land for miles along this 

I side of the river, was a small town 
built arrowhead-fashion around a 

| fan-shaped railroad terminus of 
! storage tracks. 

Montaya pointed out a centrally 
located bungalow. "Your Tempujo 
office, Mr. Curtis. There is sleeping 
accommodation there for you. There 
will be nights when you are unable 
to get back to San Alejo.” 

Montaya led the party to- two mo- 

torcars, automobiles with flanged 
wheels to operate on the narrow- 

gauge railroad tracks. Side win- 
dows of the sedan bodies rolled 

completely into the framework, 
making all-weather cars for the va- 

riable climate. 

Montaya ordered the two motor 

boys ahead with the baggage, while 
he drove the Curtises in the second 
car. 

Off they sped across the flat, un- 

interesting country. 
Far off on Curt’s right was what 

appeared to be a tremendous salt 

field, but he knew it couldn’t be 
that. Lime, went his thoughts, laid 

by airplane before planting. 
San Alejo sat prettily on an out- 

jutting hump of the range a full 
thousand feet above the flats, and 
the railroad took to sharp curves 

and steep grades in climbing to the 

town. Slanting down from a bowl 

of summits above was a pipe line, | 
indicating a reservoir. i 

tenor Montaya preened himself. 
"A good site, no? The whole yeat 
there are winds that sweep across 
this face of the mountains in late 
afternoon and evening, but never 
does the wind come up from the old 
swampland. The result? We are 

happy to have no malaria here 
where we live. This makes the 
senora more comfortable, no?” 

He pointed as the car rounded a 
curve and the town came into fuller 
view. 

"You see that long, low building? 
Our hospital. Larger than we need, 
perhaps, but it Is more better to be 
prepared. Across the plaza is our 
clubhouse. That building of two sto- 
ries which looks out over the valley 
from between, it is our administra- 
tion building. The ground floor is 
commissary where the senora can 

get anything she needs. We are 

very proud of San Alejo.” 
"Reason to be,” grunted Curt. 

“Good layout." 
"So we think, too. There is noth- 

ing to break our view. In back of 
the club we ha<’e the swimming 
pool, the tennis courts, also the 
schools—three of them. For the dif- 
ferent ages of the children, no?” 

And now the car took another 
curve that brought into sight the 
farther down-slope of Mt. San Alejo. 
Below, about a kilometer from the 
town, was an exceptionally long, 
cleared field, with a broad well-worn 
strip down its length. A branch of 
the railroad led to it around the 
base of the mountain. 

"Good sized field," Curt comment- 
ed. “You've several buildings be- 
sides hangars.” 

"Yes." Just the one word. 
"But is that a fence I see around 

the field?” 
uui cjca die auaip, iui vui ua. 

Yes. the field does have a fence. 
Our chief pilot nearly lost his life 
during his first month here because 
of a native's mania for souvenirs. 
We had not thought to properly pro- 
tect the planes. It is a serious thing 
to risk one's life in the air, Mr. Cur- 
tis, so I felt I should put a fence 
around the field.” 

Curt saw a flash behind the liv- 
ing-quarters. "Swimming pool?" 

"Yes, a small one. I do all I can 

to keep the men contented. It is 
much worth the cost, it pays well." 

At the far end of the field was a 

sizeable copse of trees, and Curt 
wondered that they should be left 
standing within the field. Before he 
could see more, however, another 
switch-back of the climbing railroad 
lost the field to view. 

The motorear, laboring up the 

grade, came out onto a level stretch, 
picked up speed, and at once they 
were in the heart of the small town. 

"It is late." Montaya was saying. 
"You have yet to unpack and get 
settled. I will take you to your 
house now. I trust. Senora. that the 
cook and house servant we furnish 

you will prove satisfactory.” 
Lee made a vague sound in reply. 
"In the morning." Montaya turned 

to Curt, "if you will come to my of- 
fice at eight, I will spend the day 
with you. We shall—how do you say 

it? ah, yes. buckle down to work.” 
The sidewalks were not wide 

enough for the group abreast. Mon- 

taya walked ahead, carrying the two 

children whose shoes made smudges 
on his spotless coat. The boys were 

silent with this stranger. Lee wrin- 
kled her nose in distaste at the se- 

nor's faultlessly tailored back 
"Ha!" she murmured. "Look at 

him. the dark lily!" 
“Sh Curt tightened his hold on 

her arm. "He may have ears." he 

Wiuspci cu. 

“Well. 1 don't care." she muttered 

resentfully “Look how he carries 
the kids. He likes children? I laugh, 
ha-ha.” 

Montaya deposited the boys care- 

fully before a hedge of hibiscus, 

opened the wire gate, smiled them 

through onto the neatly scythed lawn 
where a mango, a fast-growing tree, 

already offered some shade to lawn 
and house. He was about to turn 

away with a gallant lift of his hat, 
when Curt mentioned Mrs. Mitchell 
for the first time. 

"We were close friends with the 
Mitchells a few years ago. It must 
have been a terrible blow to her.” 
he said. "I think we should express 
our regrets as soon as possible." 

“Ah.” Senor Montaya pulled at 

his lower lip. “It was a most terri- 

ble shock to her, Mr. Curtis.” He 
cast a glance at Lee. “I—ah, had 
not meant to speak of it before the 

senora, but to be sure she will have 
to know. Mrs. Mitchell—ah, com- 

mitted suicide only yesterday From 

grief. This morning she was buried. 
A sad affair, yes. That was what 

delayed me." 
Curt managed a blank face to hide ! 

the disturbing shock, but Lee was 

frankly astonished. She reached for | 
Curt's hand. Not until Montaya was 

out of hearing, however, did she 
exclaim: 

“She never! Zora Mitchell com- 

mit suicide? Not Zora! She wasn't 
the type. Besides, she never cared 
that much for him.” 

“She never seemed to,” admitted 
Curt slowly. "They were a cool 

enough couple.” 
He turned to the house. Absently 

he held Lee's hand as they climbed 
the steps. But his free hand, in his 

pocket, was crushing Zora Mitchell's 
note. 

Before going to bed that night. 
Curt held a lighted match to the 
note. But the words were burned 
into his mind. 

(TO lit: COKTINL'tD) 

Kotos of an 

Innocent Bystander: 
The Magic Lanterns: The hold- 

overs are breaking run records in 
the major temples, which makes 
the new list meager The Two 
Bodies, also known as Betty Grable 
and Victor Mature, pour the glamour 
on "Footlight Serenade.” This is a 

happy-go-lucky musical. The story 
voted for Rutherford B. Hayes, but 
the tunes and gags help it to hide 
its age. It is packed with likable 
troupers, including Jane Wyman, 
Jas. Gleason and John Payne 
“Lady in a Jam" reveals Irene 
Dunne as a hare-brained heiress 
who winds up with a psychiatrist 
going “tek tek” at her, but he's 
making loonier noises on his own 

later, being in love. The flicker is 
of the old screwball school. Patric 
Knowles and Ralph Bellamy horse 
around In it The current quip 
concerns the soldier in “This Is the 
Army," who felt that he wasn't do- 
ing enough toward the war effort. 
And so he sat through "Wake Is- 
land” twice. 

The Wireless: The strut has gone 
out of the Jap radio. Its spielers 
are preparing the people for tough 
times. The earlier assurances were 

that beating the Americans was a 

breeze The patter they write 
for M. Gross wouldn't be funny if 
be delivered it in baggy pants and 
fell on the seat of them every other 
word The V for Victory series 
improves with every performance. 
It has acquired showmanship and 
gives it plenty Charlie McCar- 
thy returned to the airwaver feeling 
funnier than ever. Said it was so 

cold in Alaska “the inhabitants have 
to live some place else” Roy 
Shield's crew, weaving the ditty, “I 
Get a Kick Out of You" (with vel- 
vety violins) formed a musical rain- 
bow Victor Borge, awarded 
the Comic of the Year prize last 
season, isn’t to be renewed by his 
sponsor. 

The Story Tellers: The most 
shocking charges against the Nazis 
are now being offered by the krauts 
themselves. In acts, not words. 
"The Black Book of Poland," a rec- 
ord of the German atrocities in that 
land, sounds like a report on the 
behavior of savage beasts Rex 
Stout has compiled the pre-Pearl 
Harbor quotes of some of the broth- 
ers in congress, which will make a 

book called “The Illustrious Dunder- 
heads.” Frank Sullivan will quip 
the introduction, and Gropper's cari- 
catures will make the squirming 
complete ... A nice dab of fiction 
is "Mrs. Willoughby's Letters,” by 
Mary Elizabeth Plummer in At- 
lantic Monthly. Incidentally, that 
monthly is on the hustle nowadays, 
going in heavy for promotion, trying 
to pull away, presumably, from the 
graybeard clientele The Most 
Beautiful Girl on Broadway, accord- 
ing to Harry Thompson in Cosmo- 
politan, hails from Sioux City. She 
is Constance Moore. 

The Front Pages: Proof that 
Vichy has accepted the brute philos- 
ophy of its Nazi masters was con- 

firmed by the poignant headline in 
one ayem gazette: “Vichy to Jail 
Priests Aiding Jewish Children” 
The Mirror’s breezy interview with 
Special U. S. Prosecutor Oscar 
Ewing (he sent Pelley to prison for 
15 years) revealed that his storm- 
troops sent Pelley $10 a month (700 
of them) during one month before 
the trial. After his conviction they 
sent him about $150 daily The 
most arresting news story locally 
was that one about the Very Rev. 
R. I. Gannon, president of Fordham, 
who publicly confessed that his pre- 
war isolationist views were wrong 
and "that President Roosevelt was 

right" “If,” he said, “the Pres- 
ident had listened to me, China, Rus- 
sia and Great Britain would now be 
prostrate and we should be facing 
our zero hour alone and unpre- 
pared." 

Edward G. Robinson, the star, 
was coming out of Dinty Moore's 
46th Street rendezvous when some- 

one pointed out Detective Johnny 
Broderick passing by ’•Oh," 
oh'd the famed film hero, “I once 

played Broderick on the screen. I'd 
love to meet him. I've heard so 

much about him.” 

A pal introduced them. “This is 
a real thrill,” said the movie star. 
"But another thrill I'd enjoy would 
be to go with you when you and 
your colleagues are shooting it out 
with gangsters!” 

“I don't think you’d enjoy that, 
Mr. Robinson,” said Broderick. 
“When hoodlums shoot at cops they 
don’t use blanks.” 

One of the more amusing Wash- 
ington stories (unquestionably un- i 

true) concerns Halifax and FDR 
“Mr. President," the British ambas- 
sador is supposed to have said, 
“when I was viceroy of Indiah, I 
felt that all of Indiah would have 
understood me overnight had I 
wrapped myself in a sheet and sat 

1 

on the floor with Gandhi.” 
“Then why didn't you?” asked 

the President. 
"Because,” blandly basso'd the 

Britisher. “Indiah would have un 

derstood—but Brita in—nevahhhh! 

Re,eased by Western Newspaper Union. 

WHEN Sergt. Joe Louis crawls 
through the ropes at Yankee 

Stadium October 12 to defend his 
! title against Billy Conn, that particu- 
lar brawl likely will bring an end 
to the prize fight business for the 
duration. 

Not that the cauliflower industry 
will pass completely out of exist- 

ence—but the important heavy- 
weight championship matches are 

almost certain to be cancelled until 
another vastly more important fight 
is settled permanently. 

Although the proceeds of the 
coming match are to go for Army 
Emergency Relief, the army was 

manifestly reluctant to allow the 

champ even this one fight. This is 
an obvious indication that it will br 
Joe's final appearance so long as hr 
is serving in the armed forces. 

About Training 
The bout should be a good one 

With Conn also in the army, both 
men should be in superb physical 
condition. It may be true that phys- 
ical condition for fighting a war is 

quite different from physical condi- 
tion for fighting a 15-round bout, bui 
both men have had sufficient tirrx 
to get back their timing and sharp 
ness. 

Conn is just as confident today as 

he was last summer before he met 

Louis. He says he won’t repeat that 

gw ,* m; 
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JOE LOUIS 

13th round again. "I'm not going 
to make the same mistake I did 
last time. I'm going to box, box and 
box that guy until the end. The only 
time I’m going to stick out my chin 
is between rounds." 

The champ's pre-fight statement 
was even more confident: "I'm 

gonna knock him out as quickly and 

cleanly as possible this time.” 
The Pittsburgh Kid is a dead 

game fighter—and Louis appreciates 
it. Conn is smart enough to know 
that he is facing one of the greatest 
heavyweights of all time and that 
he can't afTord to gamble. He also 
knows that hard punchers always 
have double trouble against good, 
fast boxers. That fact gives him 
confidence 

But it shouldn't give him too much 
confidence. While Louis is no whirl- 

ing dervish on his feet, he has con- 

trolled lightning in either hand. A 

good fighter can stay away from 
a right or a left, but his problem 
grows considerably greater when he 
has to elude a pair of dangerous 
mitts. 

Post-W ar Status 
If this turns out to be Louis' final 

appearance, as it may be. the post- 
war heavyweight situation will be 
a murky affair. 

The first post-war champ may be 

some youngster now in service, or 

he may be a lad who at present is 
too young for the army, navy or 

marines. But it isn't very probable 
that he will come from the ranks of 
the present heavyweight hopefuls. 

In training for the coming bout 
with Louis. Conn remarked that "In 
the army you work at least 10 hours 
a day. Sometimes longer. I've got- 
ten used to hours I never heard 
about before. I can use those hours 
in the time I've got left. I won't 
have to worry about my legs. What 
I hope to get is all the speed 1 ever 

had before, to sharpen up my tim- 
ing, and then plug in with a better 

punch." 
Unquestionably army training will 

keep a man in close to perfect con- 

dition. but it remains to be seen 

whether fighters can regain their old 
form after the army has kept them 
away from the ring for a matter of 
years. 

• • * 

SPORT SHORTS 
C Buffalo, N. Y., will be the scene 

of one of the outstanding early sea- 

son intersectional football clashes 
October 17 as a result of the transfer 
of the Duke-Colgate game from 
Hamilton to Buffalo. 

«. Vice Admiral Robert Lee Ghorm- 
ley, in charge of the Solomon islands 
offensive, fullbacked the Navy team 

in 1903. 
CThe last time a big leaguer pitched 
a double-header was in 1928 when 
Emil Levsen did the chore for the 
Indians. 
C Big Six conference schools have 
had 23 head football coaches in the 
past 12 years. The average tenure 
is little more than three years. 
C. Cornelius Warmerdam. the pole 
vaulter. doesn’t like to perform 
when it's damp or rainy. He says 
his vaulting pole doesn't work right. 

SOME alert statistician has figured 
it out that the next two months 

will see more big football games 
than any season in history. Even 
with the call of the 

1 bugle there will be 
:a greater number 
)f stars in action, 

land a greater num- 

ber of headline con- 

tests. 
But what about 

the size of the 
crowds? How will 
the transportation 
snarl be settled? 
inis is wnere uie -— 1 —^ 

aig guess enters. Grantland Rice 
George Preston 

Marshall, owner of the Washington 
Redskins, would like to make a 

wager that his big professional team i 
will outdraw any other squad in the 
country, college or pro, and that it 
will equal its best year in this re- 

spect. 
Whether or not he can outdraw 

Notre Dame is still part of future 
happenings. Frank Leahy has one 

of his finest squads at South Bend, 
and from the present outlook he will 

play to rapacity in most of his con- 

tests. This will be true against 
Army, Michigan, Navy, Northwest- 
ern and Southern California. Capac- 
ity won't be far away against the 
others, including Stanford, Iowa 
Naval Cadets and the Great Lakes 

squad. 
It would not be surprising to see 

Notre Dame close to the half mil- 
lion mark. 

Naval Cadet Teams 
The Georgia and North Carolina 

Naval Cadet teams will attract fully 
as much interest as any college 
squad, especially if they can get 
away with fair success. They are 

still gambles to a certain extent, 
but they won't be weak. They 
are taking the hardest training in 

any service for future flying, and 
will be physically ready for even 

their starting assignments. They 
are all ably coached, and they all 
have the heart and the fire to give 
all their systems can carry. 

The major cities, such as New 
York. Chicago, Los Angeles, Bos- 

ton, Philadelphia, San Francisco, 
etc., will draw big crowds. The 
smaller bowls or stands that call 
for automobile transportation will 
have a rougher road ahead. There 
also will be less railroad travel on 

the spectator's side. 

Close to the Top 
Pennsylvania, with a hard nine- 

game schedule and the outlook for 
a first-class team, should be close 
to the leaders in packing them in. 
Philadelphia is one of the best of 
all football cities. 

lviicnigan is anoirier leuin idling 

a big attendance year. The Wol- 
verines won't be far from the front 
with such teams to meet as Great 
Lakes, Michigan State, Iowa Naval 
Cadets, Northwestern. Minnesota, 
Illinois, Harvard, Notre Dame, Ohio 
State and Iowa. This is what you 

might easily label a package of 

heavy trouble. It is close to being 
the hardest schedule in the country. 

Fritz Crisler has a fine squad with 
such backs as Tommy Kuzma and 

Paul White, but no 

one can expect tnc 

Wolverine to claw 
its way unbeaten 
through this bar- 
rage of human 
flesh. Minnesota 
and Notre Dame 
alone are twin bun- 
dles of dynamite. 

There will be no 

bother about big 

Fritz C'risler Wes‘« including 
Ohio State’s home 

at Columbus, with so many feature 

games and so many featured stars. 

In the East 
What about the East? New York. 

Philadelphia, Boston and Baltimore 
will be beyond the average. 

New York, with several games 
transferred to its subway service, 
will have its best football year. Be- 
tween the colleges and the profes- 
sional Giants the Polo Grounds and 
the Yankee Stadium will set new 

records. 
Even with the transportation odds 

against them, all other sports have 
shown an amazing attendance rec- 

ord. This goes for baseball, golf 
and racing, especially. 

As football happens to be the best 
crowd magnet of them all, there is 
no reason why the fall season just 
ahead shouldn't more than keep 
pace with other forms of competi- 
tion. 

Although at least a hundred stars 
have been taken by the various serv- 

ices from the pro camps, there has 
been no lapse of public interest as 

the Chicago and Los Angeles games 
have already shown, with close to 

200,000 at these two opening salutes. 
Teams are expecting capacity 
crowds from Denver to Boston and 
Baltimore, via New York, and I 
don’t think they will be disappointed. 

There may be a dizzy drop later 
on, but 1942 will set some form of 
record before the final block is put 
on and the final pass is thrown on 

the gridiron. 

nPATTERNS 
S€ WING GIRGUE^yfc 

piNAFORE and panties which 
» you can turn out on your sewing 
machine in just a few hours! 

Snug little bodice top, full, flounc- 
ing skirt, buttons down the back 
and a lovely big bow make the 
frock as cunning as any you’ve 
seen in a long while. It will be 

Slight Error 

“I have a beautiful home over- 

looking a private lake.” 
“Why, 1 was out to your place 

and I didn’t see a lake.” 
“Hmm—er, well, that’s what I 

overlooked.” 

They say the biggest fool is the 
old fool. Well, he’s had more time 
to practice. 

That Also 
Gob—Do you dance? 
Date—Oh, yes, / love to. 

Gob—Well, then let’s love. 

Some Comfort 
Winston Churchill, the story 

goes, was walking through the 
ruins of some blitzed streets when 
an old woman greeted him. The 
prime minister asked her how she 
felt after the night of bombing. 
“Well, there’s one thing about 
these air raids,” she replied cheer- 

fully, “they do take your mind off 
the war.” 

Work is such a fascinating thing 
that most people can sit and look 
at it for hours. 

mighty smart in a cheerful ging- 
ham—or a plaid wool fo' fall— 
trimmed with ric rac. 

• • • 

Pattern No. 8204 Is In sizes 1. 2. 3. 4. and 
3 years. Size 2 pinafore takes lft yard* 
33 or ?e-inch materia!, panties ft yard. 
2 yards lie rac. 

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT. 
149 New Montgomery Street 

Sin Francisco Calif. 
Enclose 20 cents In coins for each 

pattern desired. 

Pattern No.Size. 
Name 

Address .. 

J. Fuller Pep 
By JERRY LINK 

I been readln' about some of these 
divorces and It seems to me hus- 
bands are like automobiles. If you 
take good care of them, you don't 
have to keep getting new ones all 
the time. 

And one way of takln' good care 
of him Is to see he gets all his 
vitamins. And that's where 
KELLOGG'S PEP comes In. Course 
It hasn't got 'em all. but It’s eitra- 
rich In the two most likely to be 
short In ordinary meals—vitamins 

B, and D. What’s more, PEP'S 
one grand-tastin' cereal, too! 

A delicious cereal that supplies per serving 
(1 or.): the full minimum daily need of 
vitamin D; 1/4 the daily need of vitamin B\. 

AMERICA’S No.l A 
QUIP 

MASTER 

is back on the air 

SUNDAY NIGHTS 
beginning 

OCTOBER 4th 
with Portland Hoffa 

Al Goodman's Orch. 
and famous guest stars 

If Cl “7:30 P. M. M.W.T. 
w\ w L. —6:30 P. M. P. W. T. 

and other C.B.S. stations 
Presented by Texaco Dialers 

DON’T Let Our Fighting Boys Down; ★ 

★ Subscribe NOW for U. S. War Bends 
, --1 

IN THE NAVY they say- 
"PlGBOAT 7for submarine 

*TIN CAN'7 for destroyer 
^FLAT-TOP^for aircraft carrier 

'CAMEL7for their 
favorite cigarette 

With men in the Navy, Army, ggg|| 
Marines, and Coast Guard, the \ 
favorite cigarette is Camel. 
(Based on actual sales records in 

^XCanteens and Post Exchanges.) 

Wm ITS STRICTLY \ 
W CAMELS WITH ME. < 
J THEY'RE MILDER-AND 

j| THAT FLAVOR CLICKS 
1 EVERY TIME M 

AND NOTE THIS: 
The smoke of slow-burning 

CAMELS 
contains LESS NICOTINE 

than that of the 4 ocher largest-selling brands 
:esced—less than any of them—according to inde- 
pendent scientific tests of tit imoit itttlil 


