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OUT THAT WHAT SHE FELT FOR
ME WAS A SORT OF

 

THAT'D WEAR OFF SOME
DAY. SHE'D LEARN THAT THE REAL
ACE CLARK—ISN'T HALF THE MAN
SLATS SCRAPPLE IS. SHED FIND
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Serial Story—

Secret
Voyage

By JOSEPH L. CHADWICK
CHAPTER TEN

JIM MALLORY still looked at
Mary Larsen when Lois Hammond]

came and slipped her arm through
his. He thought: “So she didn't be-

come Eric Forbes’ secretary.” And]

A. he might have hoped Mary was now |
* Interested in the things he had said|
to her back home—were it not for|
his suspicions. !

Lois said, her voice soft, “It’s good |
to see you again, Jim” |

“Its good to see you again,” hel
said. And, for the other girl's bene-|
fit, he lay his hand on Lois’ hand]
and fondly squeezed it. |
He turned to Jeffery Hammond.

*I'a like to talk with you, sir,
alone.”

“Of course, Mallory. Come to my
cabin.”
In the cabin, Hammond faced him |

wtih evident embarrassment. His!
hands shook as he lighted a cigar. |
“Well, let's have it, Mallory.”

“Theres no ore in the Sonora's
foreward hold,” Jim said. “I've a
hunch theres none in the after
holds. I want an explanation.”
“Very well. IT shall give you an

explanation. I came here for that
purpose. Back in Miami Beach,
Mr. Forbes and I made you an offer.
We wanted you to drop your plans
for salvaging the Sonora. You

wouldnt deal with us, and you
threatened to do the job on your
own. We couldn't afford to let you
do that. I went into this thing
with you merely to secure your
secrecy.”
“You didnt want me to report

anything to the Coast Guard or to
the Maritime Commission?”

“That's right. You know, of
course, how the Sonora was sunk.”
“By shellfire?”

“No. She was scuttled. The first
mate, Halloran, opened the sea
cocks, But she had been shelled.
We didnt want her brought into
port full of holes because of the ex-

, Citement and the scandal it would
cause.”

> “Wasn't Halloran lost at sea?”

“He was wounded. The crew put
him ashore at Cuba. He was in
a hospital there for a month. That's
the last I heard of him.”
“I'm beginning to see what hap-

pened,” Jim said. “But not why.”

=, HAMMOND'S face looked sud-
denly old and tired. “The Sonora|
carried oil and rubber out of South]
America, and not manganese. That|
is why the cargo was not insured.
She sailed for European waters,
had a rendezvous with a belligerent
ship, and transfered the cargo.
Rubber and oil are badly needed
over there. Just as the redezvous
was ending, a British warship ap-

peared In the dusk. The Sonora
and the other ship ran for it, and
the warship began firing. The Son-
ora was hit a dozen times, her|
captain killed and Halloran wound-
ed, but she got away. Halloran
brought her down into the Carib-
bean, for secrecy, but the Coast
Guard had been tipped off to look
for an unknown American ship that
had been in the war zones in de-
flance of the neutrality law.”
“And so,” Jim said, “you ordered

Halloran to scuttle her?”
+ _ “Exactly. Then you came along.
We hadnt figured on the Sonora
being found. You can see how
much we had at stake. The repu-
tation of the line, and a whole
mess of trouble with the govern-
ment.”

Jim nodded. “But why did you
take the risk in the first place?”
“The company has been in

financial trouble since the war
started Hammond replied, his
voice burdened. “Most of our

was done in waters now
forbidden to American ships by
the neutrality act. Eric Forbes
made a contact which led to the
Bonora’s sinking. I shan't put all
the blame on Forbes, however, for
I gave my consent. Forbes’ con-
tact paid well, and we took the

“Anfl 50 I was @ meddling fool,”
Jim said. “TI butted in, caused you
a lot of grief, and you gave me

. enough rope—"

 

 

 
“Then you'll report to the Coast

Guard?”
“No. But if the Coast Guard

{I'm not satisfied that the Sonora

  

 

NEA SERVICE NC. MN. REGU

his skis, sir!”
 

T. REG. U. 8. PAT, OFF,

By William Ferguson

PR. 1942 BY NEA SERVICE, INC.

WATER.
HYACINTHS,
CARRIED FROM SOUTH
THROWN INTO THE STJOHNS

 

“What are your plans, then,
Mallory?” -

“I'm going to stick around here.

hasn't something to salvage. As I
told you, someone else is interested
in her—to the tune of 25 grand.”
Hammond frowned; it was a wor-

Hed frown. “I can’t understand
that.

Sonora? What cargo could she have
carried?”

“That's something you should ask
the Sonora’s first mate, Bert Hal-
loran,” Jim said, and went out.

= = ®

HE FOUND lois sitting in a
deck-chair under the after-deck
awning.
She said, her voice caressing, “Sit

beside me, darling and tell me how
your salvage work is coming.”

He pulled a chair up beside hers
and sat down. “There isn't any
salvage, Lois. Here's a man on the
verge of bankruptcy.”
“You're joking, Jim.”
“Not a little bit. What makes

you think I'd joke about that.”
“Oh, a little conversation I over-

heard before we sailed.”

Who could know about the Fels. She said that you might

“And Forbes?”

 

“Let me In on it” he said, re-
her curiously.  
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QUIT BELLERING AT ME LIKE
YOU WAS THE TOWN CRIEER/ TLL
GET OFF YOUR CHEESY 8uUS, BUT
WHAT KIND OF A JERK TOWN
16 IT WHERE A BONNY=FIDE
DEPUTY SHERIER CAN'T RIDEON
HIS BADGE TaePUTA UNIFORM
ON SOME AN THEY
THINK THEY'REEn
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BRINGS CITY
A TRANSIT
PROBLEM=

LI'L ABNER

PARRY up yA
HER Z-GULPZ-AHND
LLUS MOPED ITD
3 YO, DAISY MAES

S

THESE TOY PERISCOPE
RE GETTING POPULAR
EVERYONE SEEMS

(ENR
OAS
CRAIC

PAGE28 
With Major Hoople

LISTEN,YOUNE YELLED ME
OUT OF NINE BLOCKS
FREE ROE ALREADY,
WHALE«FACE /wb
YOU'RE NOT OFF THIS BUS
IN 10 SECONDS,TLL
PIN BACK YOUR BARN
DOOR EARS WITH THAT
NOVELTY- STORE BADGE

OF Yours/

 

 

By Williams 7

I THOLGHT
THE BULL OF
™' woorse
BEEN IN THAT
OLD DUNGEON
LONG ENOUGH
TO SMELL EACH
MACHINE, BUT
MAYBE HE'S
GOT A,
COLD.

TRwilLiamsg

—By Al Capp

THASS RIGHT,
Ras. HONEY, JQ

 

Hq OH, NANCY !--
fl MAY I BORROW

YOUR
PERISCOPE?

 

I WANT TO SEE
WHAT OUR NEW

NE|SHSORS LOOK
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—By Fred Harman
 

 
 

 
HOW MUCH WILL ITURREKENTL
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iT SO THE
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
io

 

HERE ...A FERRY }
OF B8-26'S \S TAKWNG J]

L OFF FOR KHARTOUM
- AT SUNUP

ONLY ONTIL 1 CAN SELL| MY HORSE FARM IN O
KENTUCKY , SUH-- MUCH
AS IT BREAKS MY
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SOUNDS
INTERESTING,
COLONEL JULEP?
I'LL THINK IT  
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—By Blosser

¥
YOU'LL FIND , NINE TIMES OUT OF
TEN, THAT IF You'll JUST SMILE AND
SETTLE DOWN

WAIT MUCH FASTE!
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