
an/cee SenoritaA 
** lorena carleton /tb)j 

WRITTEN FOR AND RELEASED BY CENTRAL PRESS ASSOCIATION | 

SYNOPSIS 
MALLORY BAKER, self-centered, 

but young, beautiful and talent- 
ed singer, has achieved success 

—with the aid of 
TOD PATRICK, her manager. He 

has been her agent since she 
was an entertainer striving to 
reach the top. En route to Mex- 
ico by plane, Mallory meets an 

attractive, rather mysterious 
young man, 

« * • 

RICHARD BLYTHE. 
YESTERDAY: Mallory is fright- 

ened again when she sees the 
automobile which had been park- 
ed at the seen? of the murder 
she witnessed. 

CHAPTER TWELVE 
Yes, Mallory was certain now, 

as the long black sedan fairly leap- 
ed past her, that it was the same 

sedan that had formed a semi- 
screen for the brutal roadside mur- 

der. White sidewall tires, latest 
possible body lines—most of all, 
of course, the white-scarfed man 

driving—it all fitted. 
“Better start talking to yourself, 

Mallnrvi” she nrnmDted. doing 
that very thing. “All right, you’re 
scared again. Then, why di'n’t 

you go to the police in Monter- 

rey?” 
“Because I wasn't absolutely 

sure.” her mind answered. 
‘You’re sure now. What are you 

waiting for?” 
The blond girl squirmed. Again 

her mind strove to soothe, “You 
can’t go batting into a police sta- 
tion and say two harmless looking 
men were cracking a man's head 
as it it were a peanut. They prob 
atly wouldn’t believe me. They 
might not even do anything about 
it “Look, Mallory mis may be 
the land of manana, but they are 

nrt lazy! 
‘I'll do something about it in 

Mexico City. I swear I will. If 
I just had someone to help me 

not Prism. I could have had her 

easily. I need the help of some 

ream To'-’ O wn-ms i;>rP birr. 
to sort of bolster me. Richard 

am T going to get him? 
“I will get him if I have to go 

through the streets of Mexico City 
yelling for him.” That, determina- 
tion made her feel safer. Also, the 
occupants of the black sedan had 
taken no notice of her. That made 
he- fop] safer, too. 

Their flying speed was an indi- 
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cation that they intended to drive 
the 600 plus miles in to the city 
that day. As for herself, she'd 

planned a slow trip and now she 

assuredly would take it slowly. She 
wanted that leaping black sedan 
far ahead of her. 

Again ‘he scenery began io iurt 

Mallory. Although the vegetation 
remained sparse and desert-like on 
rocky land, uninteresting, the 
Sierra Madres made up for it. 
They traveled at her right, mak- 

ing an endless chain of beauty. 
Travelers, "with their burros, of 
course, were out again today. 

They kept far to the edge of 
toe pavement, trained by the days 
of heavy tourist travel. Sometimes 
there was a lone traveler, more 

often a couple of men, or a man 

and his little boy. Occasionally an 

entire family, the woman in bril- 
liant skirts, trotted along briskly. 
Always the woman carried, be- 
sides the baby strapped across her 
back, loaded jugs and baskets. 
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They supported high stacks of 
wood, miniature mountains of it, 
or perhaps many, many sheaves 
of corn. Mallory wondered how 

they possibly managed to stand 
up beneath those loads on their 
tiny feet. They were like fat wom- 

en, miserable in too-small patent 
pumps. She marveled, too, at their 
ability to stop dead still and vwiit 
while their owners, motionless also, 
stared at her with huge brown 

eyes, their faces impassive. 
Seldom, very seldom, did Mal- 

lory see a smile, and that usually 
came from a youngster. They were 

the ones who responded to her 
friendly waves; the grownups 
seemed disinterested entirely. Lat- 
er, she was to learn that the ma- 

jority of these people had the stern 
Indian blood rather than the more 

jovial Spanish. 
She did not stop tor lunch. In 

Monterrey she had bought a box 
lunch. Chicken sandwiches, a to- 
mato, some fruit and some de- 
licious chocolate cookies. While 
eating she slowed to about 20 miles 
an hour so she would not miss 
any of the sights. She was seeing 
more little homes now, places with 
straw roofs. In the dusk of the 
previous evening she had missed 
them. In a dirt-beaten yard she 
saw something that looked like a 
flat wheelbarrow. A baby was sit- 
ting in it, having a bath, a gig- 
gling, squirming, soap splashed, 
coffeetoned baby, with hair black 
as tar. 

Women swept their houses, even 
their yards, with crude brooms 
made of twigs and straw. There 
was much visiting, much shouting. 
She saw a ‘w niecp nrr'"fst"r -p 

hearsing for the evening in a tiny 
saloon. A guitar and, ludicrously, 
a very American saxophone. These 
saloons — cantinas — were every- 
where, small, with few bottles, but 
with many glossy, bright-lettered 
signs. 

On a sudden impulse Mallory 
stopped at one of the little can- 
tinas and went in. There were no 
customers—not during the siesta 
hour — but countless members of 
the family made the small cafe 
seem crowded. For,- ch 
in a corner with a couple of pup- 
pies. An older child sat in a chair 
bouncing a bab” on vr knee, "rhp 

I mother was cooking In back of a 
low partition. A man and a boy. 
obviously another son. were back 
of the bar, both leaning on their 
elbows. 

Mallory’s entrance produced a 
death-like quiet, instantly fol- 
lowed by excited jabbering. The 
woman ran up back of the bar to 
help greet the customer. The grl, 
rocking the baby, put it on the 
floor and left it there. It cried 
and kicked its legs with fury. Two 
of the sleeping children awoke and 
stared. The dogs began to bark. 
Everyone was talking frenziedly 
and smiling, talking to Mallory, 
among themselves, to Mallory 
again. 

Her confused gaze swept over a 
chalked menu. Besides various 
Mexican dishes there was “bif- 
stek.” Beefsteak, she knew, bul 
she didn’t want that. 

She wished Pepe were along; 
she certainly needed an interpret- 
er. Then her gaze lighted tmor 
one of the gawdy tin beer signs 
that had enticed her in the firsl 
place. Memorizing operatic arias 
had given her a fair idea of vari 
ous language pronunciations. 

“Cerveza,” she ordered. Success 
fully, for the man put a bottle oi 
cold beer before her. And she was 
rewarded by exclamations anc 
chuckles, as if she had delivered 
a speech in precise Spanish. How- 
ever, when she left, she did no1 
fare so well. Words like ‘‘cen- 
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tavos” and ‘cincuenta” nn e a n 11 
nothing. She filled her palm with 
change and signaled the cantina 
keeper to take what was due him. 

She used the same tactics on 

two little boys at a gasoline sta- 
tion, who filled her .tank by the 
primitive fashion of first filling a 

large tin can, then dumping it into 
her gas tank through a funnel. 
An arduous job, doubly hard be- 
cause the little fellows were gig- 
gling so hard they scarcely could 
stand up. Mallory began to feel 
ridiculous. I can face tiers of spec 
tators in a theater, but not two 
giggling Mexican children. 

While they toiled and snickered, 
an Indian boy, traveling along the 
road, slid off his burro and came 

over to watch. But he d.dn'"’ ag- 
gie. He just stood there watching 
with the same lack of expession 
she had seen on Indians along the 
road down. He wore a suit made 
of gunny sacks and was barefoot- 
ed. On his head was the usual 
sombrero. Not until Mallory had 
paid and was in her car, ready 
to pull away, did she catch a flash 
of a smile on that storfy, hand- 
some face. That was when another 
word came to her mind, one from 
a character song. / 

“Adios!” she sang out, some- 

what embarrassed. The little In- 
dian boy smiled then; there was 

a flash of the fine teeth she was 

beginning to take for granted. The 
two tiny gasoline salesmen burst 
li-i + ft frfteVi rtirtirloc nnr) fVirour fhom 

selves upon the dirt, where they 
rolled for as long as Mallory could 
see them in her rear vision mir- 
ror. “Boy, am I getting places 
with my Spanish,” she derided. 

The scenery began to be more 

tropical. Veritable forests of pal- 
metto palms, ferns, thick, unfa- 
miliar vines clinging to trees—even 
the very air had changed; it now 

was lush and thick. Ala,lory stay- 
ed in Valles that night, in the 
heart of the tropics. Before the 
hotel she strained her eyes to see 
if there were a black sedan with 
white sidewall tires. When there 
was not, she parked, walked past 
a musical fountain, on across a 

wide stone porch and into the lob- 
by. 

The clerk said sympathetically, 
"What a dull trip you must have 
had.” 

j “Oh, brother, if only you knew,” 
she thought, but aloud. Mallory 
said, ‘It has been very pleasant.’ 

‘Before the war,” the man said 
! with sadness, "it was nothing for 

150 cars to be waiting at the cus- 

toms, all at one time.” 
Again Mallory waxed sarcastic, 

inwardly. “It couldn’t have taken 
me longer to get through if there 
had been 150 cars.” 

To the clerk she said, "Those 
days will come again.” 

‘I hope so. I hope so,’ he said, 
still looking sad, answering her 
smile with difficulty. 

Mallory had dinner in the hotel 
dining room. Tropical breezes roll- 
ed through the room through the 
screens. There were no glass win- 
dows. The ceiling was made of 
thatch, painted a heavenly shade 
of blue. Her room was spacious, 
filled with modern furniture duti- 
fully copied from the old Spanish. 
Her bathroom was large, ornately 
tiled. 

She felt happy, without a worry. 
But was she, she demanded, peer- 
ing at her pale reflection in the 
mirror. Some barb was deviling 
her brain. Some memory that 
mocked her security. She knew, 
all of a sudden, what it was. That 
soprano that Tod Patrick had pro- 
moted. trying to make her more 

amenable — that awful big-hipped 

DAILY CROSSWORD 
ACROSS 

1. Father 
5. Chops 
9. Grew white 

10. Melodies 
12. Muse of 

lyric poetry 
13. Long view 
14. High, 

craggy hill 
15. Land of 

plenty 
(Bib.) 

16. Book of 
dates, etc. 

19. Nourished 
20. Article (Fr.) 

3. A cherished 
animal 

4. Fuss 
5. Devastation 
6. God of 

discord 
7. Longing 
8. Glossy-sur- 

faced cottor 
9. Leaf of a 

flower 
11. Covered 

with sand 
15. Fuel 
17. First man 

18. Pinch 

22. Portion 
23. Keyboard 

of piano 
24. Fasten 
25. Rodents 

(So. Am.) 
26. Territory 

of U. S. 
27. Little girl 
28. Things to h< 

done 
29. Thick 
31. Encounters 
32. Evil genii 

(var.) 
34. Notion 
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Yesterday’s Answer 

37. Chance 
38. Japanese 

sash 

21. God of un- 

derworld 
22. Weak 
23. Crown 
24. Chum 
25. Part of the 

hand 
27. Title of 

respect 
28. Public notice 
30. Like a wing 
31. Coinage 
33. Guinea pigs 
35. Bog 
36. Apart 
37. Cornucopias 
39. Form of trap- 

shooting 
40. Dwell 
41. Macaws 
42. Istle fiber 

DOWN 
1. Release con- 

ditionally 
2. Warning 

CRYPTOQUOTE—A cryptogram quotation 

JQ YQG LQNS CQN YWPWFFDGI; LQNS 

CQN GUW MOQNI QC LQNSDYM — 

NQEFFWRE. 
Yesterday’s Cryptoquote: ALL SPIRITS ARE ENSLAVED 

WHICH SERVE THINGS EVIL—SHELLEY. 
'Distributed by King^eatures Syndicate. Inc 
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RADIO 
fWMFD Wilmington 

1400 KC 

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 5 

7:30—Family Altar — Rev. J. A. Sul- 
livan. 

7:4—Musical Clock. 
8:00—Daily War Journal with Martin 

Agronsky. 
8:15-*Musical Clock. 
88:30—A. M. News. 
8:45—Musical Clocok. 
9:00—The Breakfast Club with Don 

McNeil. 
10:00—Sweet River. 
10:15—Singo. 
10:30—U. P. News. 
10:35—Let’s Dance. 
11:00—Breakfast at Sardi's. 
11:30—Gil Martyn, News. 
11:45—Living Should Be Fun. 
12:00—Homespun. 
12:15—Meet Your Neighbor — Alma 

Kitchell. 
12:30—National Farm and Home Hour. 
1:00—Baukhage. 
1:15—Allie Lowe Miles. 
1:30 Rest Hour. j 
1:40—News Wilmington Star-News. 
1:45—U. P. News. 
ct.nn Dm. T A 

Sullivan 
2:15—The Mystery Chef 
2:30—Ladies Be Seated. 
3:00—Songs by Morton Downeye. 
3:15—My True Story. 
3:45—Little Jack Little. 
4:00—Blue Frolics. j 
4:30—Time, Views the News. 
4:45—The Sea Hound. 
5:00—Hop Harrigan. 
5:15—U. P. News. 
5:30—Lone Ranger. 
6:00—Terry and the Pirates. 
6:15—Spy Stories. 
6:30—Ten. Two Four Ranch Party. 
6:45—Sports. 
6:55_News — Wilmington Star-News. 
7 :00—Melody in the ‘Night. 
7:30—Confidentially ours. 

7:45—Let’s Dance. 
8:00—Watch the World Go By — Earl 

Godwin. 
8:15—Quarter Master’s Quarter Hour. 
8:30—Harmony Isle. 
8:45—Hasten the Day. 
9:00—Dunninger—The Master Mentalist. 
9:30—Victory Parade of Spotlight Bands 
9:55—Harry Wismer — Sports. 

10:00—Raymond Gram Swing. 
10:15—Listen to Lulu. 
10:30—Star for a Night. 

Over The Networks 
WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 5 

Eastern War Time P, M.—Subtract One 
-Hour for CWT., 2 Hrs. for MWT— 
•.Changes in^programs as listed due to 

corrections by networks made too 
late to incorporate.) 

5:30—Just Plain Bill, Dramatic — nbc 
The Jack Armstrong Serial — blu-east 
The Sea Hound’s repeat — blu-west 
The Landt Troi Singing Aling — cbs 
Chick Carter, a Boy Detective — mbs 

5:45—Front Page Farrell Serial — nbc 
Captain Midnight’s Serial — blu-east 

America^ Women, Drama Series — cbs 
Serial Series for Kiddies — mbs-basic 

6:00—News Report for 15 Mins. — nbc 
Children’s Dramatic Skit, Daily — blu 
Quincy Howe and News Time — cbs 
Prayer; Comment on the War — mbs 

6:15—Serenade to America; Talk — nbc 
Lyn Murray Chorus, Orchestra — cbs 
Lanny and Ginger with Songs — mbs 

6:30—Jeri Sullavan Song Show — cbs 
Jack Armstrong’s repeata — blu-west 
News Time and Volney Hurd' — mbs 

6:45—Bill Stem and Sports Spot — nbc 
Lowell Thomas on News — blu-basic 
World News and Commentary — cbs 
Repeat of Kiddies Serial — other mbs 

7:00—Fred Waring’s Time — nbc-basic 
Organist; The Falcon, Dramatic — blu 
‘‘1 Love a Mystery,” Dramatic — cbs 
Fulton Lewis, Jr., Comments — mbs 

7:15—World War via Brodacast — nbc 
Harry James and His Orchestra — cbs 
The Johnson Family, a Serial — mbs 

7 :30—Caribbean Nights Concert — nbc 
Lone Ranger, Drama of West — blu 
asy Aces, 30-m. Drama — cbs-basic 
Halls of Montezuma, Marines — mbs 

7;45—Kaltenborn and Comment — nbc 
8:00—Mr. and Mrs. North. Drama — nbc 
News Broadcasting Time, Daily. — blu 
Sammy ivaye & ms urcnesira — cds 

Sam Balter Comment on News — mbs 
8:15—Lum and Abner Serial Skit — blu 
Fulton Oursler NEews Answers — mbs 

8:30—Beat the Band, Quiz Show — nbc 
The Battle of the Sexes, Quiz — blu 
Jeaen Hersholt as Dr. Christain — cbs 
Xavier Cugat Orchestra Show — mbs 

8:55—Five Minute News Period — cbs 
9:00—Eddie Cantor and Variety — nbc 

brunette—that was the answer. 

Mallory had sat at an adjoining 
table in a supper club, ignoring 
them. Just as the whitescarfed 
man and his partner had ignored 
her at each meeting. But Mallory 
hadn’t missed a thing Tod and the 
other singer did. No, in spite of 
ignoring them, she had not missed 
one single thing 

To Be Continued 

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES- AW-W-W! By EDGAR MART[N 1 
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WASH TUBBS— BACKS TO THE WALL BY LESLIE TURNER 1 

I /Hehavilland^W V MOSOUTO BOMBERS^ 
PROBABLY THE FASTEST 1 
AIRCRAFT IN OPERATION 
IN THE WORLD„FLYIN6 LOW 
TO MINIMIZE PAN6ER OF 
ENEMY DETECTION, HAVE i 
k TAKEN OFF FOR A 
^ VA6ENSBUR6 

fc/^NELL NEED^ 
W plemtyofLUCK, 
7 6UTiM60tN6TC 
Dl DO MY BEST TO 
gk BR\N£> EASY 
Ik BACK! / 

7 PUSHED US 
NEARLY TO 

THE ED6E O' 
THE WOODS, 

k&RDNNER 

m mwbmA m.k w 
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SUPERMAN— THE MAN IN THE MOON! Bv JERRY SIEGEL and JOE SHUSTER 

f HMMM... WONDER WHAT^S ) I IN THAT BIG FREIGHT, f' l ELEVATOR UP AHEAD?/ 

ellie.^nC yes. miSS Susie ! ^ 
■ the famous Jshe WAS on HER WAY 

UP TO HER PENT-BARN 

■ GOSH, WHAT 
QUEER CHARACTERS 
YOU MEET UP , 
IN THE CLOUDS/ 

HSU 

j I**",' rt ^_I 

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE THE OPEN DOOR 
t 

( ALL RIGHT! 
ALL RIGHT 
IF TOU 
INSIST \ 

1 

( THE DOOR IS 
HALF OPEN 

AND ALL ROTTEN. 
SAME AS IT’S BEEN 

FOR YEARS"t 

r i 

J IN HERE WAIT TILL 1 
I JUNIOR COMMANDO I 

SPOOI^OID place! ^ 
COLD, TOO! THE SNOW 1 
HAS DRIFTED IN. I 
HEY! WHAT.NOW? § 

i' * H 

GASOLINE ALLEY * WE’VE GOT COMPANY 

SJ LOOK, 
1= sakge: 
j j IT LOOKS 
ja LIKE ONE 

f^OF OUZS tJi 
i> if 

SAN' THEY'RE 
'IN' HIM THE 
TME-HITHER. 

SEE^rt 1 VCUESsl 
REAL ONEJ 

HI, YANK.' ■ 
I COULD 1 
BKEAK DOWN f 
AN' VODSL y 

[ WHAT A SEARCH ARE g I YOU BIRPS PLAYIM' HARD 1 
^ TO GET, WITH ME? n 

BRICK BRADFORD—Beyond the Crystal Door Bv WILLIAM RITT and CLARENCE GKAt 

" INTO BREKK'S DREAM STALKED A KNIGHT IN MAGNIFICENT 
A FIGURE WONDROUSLY ARMOR, ASTRIDE A WHITE HORSE! 

ESTRANGE — (SECT-. -KT- -. MMuM 

11 JEWELS FLASHED FROM HILT " THE SHINING HELM BENT AS U 

AND CUIRASS AND REIN THOUGH TO PEER AT BREKK-J 
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OUT OUR_WAY— By J. R. WILLIAMS 

f WHY, NO, 1 HAVE \ /ALWAYS SPEAK 
NO RIGHT TO SPEAK i 
FOR YOU --1 TOLD SOMEBODY 
HIM THAT I WAS BEATS US TO 
ALREADY WORKING IT.' 1 CAM 
IN A GROCERY AFTER HEAR NOW 
SCHOOL, BUT THAT 1 WHAT THEY'LL 

, COULD WORK IM HIS SAY AT MY 
V HARDWARE STORE HOUSE — 

"THAT BOY’S 
UTTYJ \slk KNOWS J INDUSTRl- 
$1® W ~JS, HE’LL ^ 

€; 
'/A' % j 

!*tbe pacemaker 

OUR BOARDING HOUSE-, with ... MAJOR HOOPLB 
'HERE’S A FEW LITTLE Y NOT SO FAST, JAKE/Mi ^KE‘S 
ITEMS, AMOS,SOU KtN ) X'vJE SEVERED A Sl&" 
TOSS IN WITH SOUR / DIPLOMATIC RELATIONS \HEARTED 
COLLARS WKEIN SOU { WITH MS LAUNDERER/ 1 GOV— 
TAKE'EM DOWN TO -<^VIE HAD — UM! %rtED , 
CHARLES'S 301NT <3 A LITTLE DISCUSSION ¥ GIVIS 
-v— PUTTIN’ \T ALL H ABOUT CREDIT ' SOD 
\N ONE BUNDLE TWO / 
WILL SAME 3AKe/ 1sV( CHE£^' 

& 
PAPER/ y THAT pancake SSRUP Vr>l7rr^Tf=: 

^SOUSEDRI^LED 

—mill WI1IIBII1 III IIIIIIMIIII ..nil 
|r_ f [nJE FIELDED 

•mW 6R0LiMD£R 
PERFECTLY 


