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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
JOYCE M1LNER. heroine; she 

tooji an Easter Cruise. 
DICK HAMILTON, hero; he 

bumped into the heroine. 
ISOBEL PORTER, traveler; she 

•ought a mate. 
» 

Yesterday: In Bermuda, Joyce 
is separated from Dick by Mrs. 

Porter. But one just couldn't be 

jealous of a man she had known 

only 48 hours. Joyce tells herself! 
CHAPTER V 

Joyce returned to the Km press 
on the 3:30 tender. It had been a 

delightful day ashore, in spite of 

Mrs. Porter. 
She went to her eabin, consid- 

ering a bri«'f rest before dressing 
for dinner. But she found a note, 

on ship's stationery, tucked in the 

corner of the mirror. 
"Joyce," she read, "will you 

meet me in the indoor swimming 
pool at t» o'clock?" She did not 
nerd the signature to tell her that 
it was from I)irk. 

Immediately the thought of rest 

was forgotten; a swim, she de- 
cided quickly, would be far mori 

refreshing after a warm day 
ashore. 

She found him alone in the blue 
tile tank, watching for her. 

"Come on in!" he invited cheer- 
ily. "The water's fine." 

"Cold?" 
•'Warm as your own bathtub, 

after you're wet." 
She walked around to the lad- 

der. "It's always the getting wet 
that hurts." Hut she jumped In 
quickly. And as she swam the 
length of the pool, warming up. 
she felt Dick's eyes upon her. 

"Boy!" he cried appreciatively. 
"You swim like a fish!" 

"I ought to. They threw me in 
the ocean before I could walk." 

They idled around the pool, 
matching each other's strokes. 

"I thought we were all going to 
be together today," he said fi- 
nally. 

Joyce hesitated to speak of Mrs. 
Porter's trickery. After all, it 
might have been an error. So she 
explained vaguely: "There was 

some mixup in the carriages." 
For a moment he regarded her 

out of the corner of his eye. spe- 

culatively. "You're a cold, proud 
princess," he declared at length.' 
"and I don't understand you at, 
all. Hut I've got to take one more 

chance. Joyce, will you come 
ashore with me tonight?" 

Her head popped out of the 
water and she nodded eagerly, 
"I'd love to!" 

"Just you and I." he added, j 
"I'm tired of Mrs. Porter's man- 

aging. She takes me back to my 
first year at prep school. There's | 
a dance out at the Mid-Ocean 
club tonight. A friend in New 
York gave me special guest ! 

tickets." 
"It sounds exciting. ." 
"There's? usually a good crowd 

out there. It's a private club you : 
know." He said it modestly, more' 
for her assurance than in any 
attempt to set himself up. 

"We haven't much time to 
dress and dine," Joyce pointed 
out. "The last tender leaves the 
ship at 8:30." 

"I've a better idea," Dick of- 
fered. "Forget the tender. It will 
be too crowded with Mrs. Porter 
and her special ari-angements." 

i "How do we jr« t ashore then?" 
"We'll get a launch. As a mat- 

i ter of fact. I made a tentative 
J date on the wharf this afternoon. 

With a young darkey named 
Obadiah Jones, believe it or not." 

Joyce laughed. "It sounds like 
a very promising evening. I'll 
wear my very best dress, to meet 
Obadiah." 

* * * 

But it was more than that 
through which prompted her to 

dress with special care this eve- 

ning. For one thing, it was her 
first appearance at dinner. And 
secondly, she had a little victory 
to celebrate. For all of Mrs. Por- 
ter's well-laid plans, Dick would 
be hers for this evening. 

After dinner Dick and Joyce 
waited until the last passenger 
hoarded the tender and they 
heard the shrill blast of its whis- 
tle. Then they went on deck to 
watch it disappear in the dark- 
ness. 

"There iroes our faithful chap- 
eron Mrs. Porter," Dick remarked 
without regret. "Now to find 
Ob»diah." 

The negro was a!readv waiting 
for them, his tiny motorboat edg- 
ed up close to the side of the ship. 
A moment later they were drift- 
ing away from the big shio, their 
motor was sputtering to life, and 
Obadiah turned towards the lights 
of Hamilton. 

The mile and a half seemed an 

incredible distance across this 
stretch of inky-black water, and 
Joyce stared back with misgivings j 
at the security of the Kmpress. so 

uuickly disappearing from their 
reach. She sat quite still, holding 
her breath, and hoping that Mr. 
Jones could find his way around 
these impenetrably black waters. 

"Obadiah," Dick said presently, 
"do we have to go all around the 
buoy? "You'd save half a mile go- 
ing in straight." 

The boatman hesitated. "The j 
water's pretty shallow in spots, 
boss." he pointed out. "These are 

all coral reefs ..." 
"I know. Hut your boat doesn't I 

draw much water, does it'."' 
"Two feet. Maybe I can cut! 

across up past the water tower. 11 
know in v wav there." 

"(»ood. We're on our way to, 
the Mid-Ocean club, and that's an j 
hour's drive." 

* * $ 

So beyoml the water tower. 
Obadiah turned out of the chan- 
nel and headed straight across the 
harbor. To their left, the buoy 
pounded its warninir toll. 

Dick settled back, slipped his 
arm through Joyce's. He felt her 
shiver. 

"Cold?" he asked solicitously. 
She shook her head. "No—not 

voi'v. I guess I'm afraid of the 
dark." 

He laughed. "You could swim, 
this mile and a half without tak- 
ing a long breath ." 

"In the daytime, perhaps." 
"The water's no different at 

night." 
"I don't mind the water. Hut in! 

the darkness I think of the har- j 
rible things that lurk beneath the 
surface—sharks and barracuda." 

"There's nothing like that in j these waters." He called on Oba-i 
diah for confirmation. "You never! 
have sharks here, do you?" 

The negro nodded. "Yassah, we 

Turning Back Pages of History 

Taking to the water for the last stage of its historic trek to Mari- 

etta, 0., the Northwest Territory Caravan launched four crude, 

boats like the one pictured above and floated down the Youghio- 
gheny and Ohio rivers. The boats are reproductions of the vessels 
1788. The caravan trip is being staged to commemorate the 150th" 

used by th<> original band of pioneers who made the same trip in 

anniversary of the settlement of the Northwest Territory. 

do. Now and again. Folks say dey 
ain't man-eaters. WViat we do 

have—and what we doan like—is 
devilfish. Dey's had, suh!" 

Devilfish. That was the same 
as an octopus. Joyce, shivering, 
felt Dick's grip tighten on her 
arm. "Don't talk like that, Oba- 
diah. You'll scare us—" 

Suddenly their pilot throttled 
the engine down: swerved the 
boat quickly, "('omin' close to a 

reef," he said, pointing out a dark 
patch to the light, "it's low tide 
now." 

They proceeded cautiously, skirt- 
inir the reef which projected 
above the water for a length of 
10 or 12 feet. Then, out-in open 
water once more, he let the en- 

gine out, Hamilton was still al- 
most a mile off, and around a 

sharp peninsula, the Kinpress was 
out of sight. 

"We're almost there," Dick said, 
reassuringly. "We'll be at Mid- 
Ocean—" 

There was a jerk, a terrific 
prating, and in that instant Joyce 
felt icy water surging up to her 
ankles. 

Obadiah cried out piteously: 
"We'se struck, boss! We'se 
struck !*' 

Now the water was pouring in- 
to the boat, its bottom ripped 
wide open. Dick had Joyce in his 
arms. 

"We'll have to swim," he said 
quickly. "Back to that small reef j 
we just passed. Don't be afraid, 
Joyce." He pushed her, gently 
but surely, over the edge of the 
boat and into the water. "Come 
on, Obadiah. To the big reef." 

Now the three of them were in 
the water, and Dick was swim- 

■> * * 
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ming ahead, hoping to sec the | 
darker outline they had passed by; 
a moment before. In the black-1 
nes sit was practically invisible. 
Joyce and the colored man swam 

after him, close at his heels. The 
current, she noticed, was running I 
strongly against them. 

Strangely, now that the worstj 
had happened, she was no longer 
afraid. The one misery which 
loomed above all others was that 
her lovely white dress, with the! 
glamorous feather sleeves, was 

completely and unalterably ruin-! 
ed! 

And Obadiah, fighting his way | 
alongside of her, moaned sorrow-1 

fully each time he took a-breath. 
4Mah boat! Gawdalmighty, saVe t 

mah boat!" 
Ahead of them, Dick cried out: 

"Here's the reef. Straight ahead." 
Then he turned back to the oth- 
ers. guidjng them to it. 

A moment later they were1 
standing on it, three lone, be- 
draggled figures in an open ex- 

panse of black water.., 
pick looked down at tjie sorry ! 

figure of Joyce. Even' in the i 
darkness he could see the' ostrich 
feathers clinging to her wet-arms. 
She looked for ail the world like 
a poor poodle dog picked d»t of 
a flood. "You poor kid!" he'said 
contritely, "I got you into, this." 

He still wore his white de and 
tails; in his anxiety to get back 
to this reef- he had not eVen slip- 
ped off his coat. 1 

"We'll have to shout, Obadiah. 
We'll have to shout with all our 

lungs, so one of the other1 boats 
will pick us up. It's too long 'aj 
swim to Hamilton, and we could 
not fight the current back to the1 
ship. 

lassun, uoaaian agreeu iieip- 
lessly. His eyes were still on the. 
spot* where his boat was being, 
slowly swept to the bottom of the' 
harbor. i I 

So they stood there on the nar- 
row reef, and they shouted. One 
at a time they called out; then 
all three together. Rut long min-, 
utes passed, and their cries j brought no response from the sur-! 
rounding darkness. 

Now Joyce could feel the black 
waters licking at her feet, and she; 

I remembered Obadiah saying that 
the tide was low. She wondered 
how much higher it would rise,! 
yet she did not dare put the ques- 
tion into words.' 

Two hours later, their throats 
sore and dry from useless shout- 
ing, they were still standing there, 
and now the water was up to 
their knees. Off in the distance 
they could hear the ocasional put- 
of other motorboats, but none I 
came this way. 

Suddenly, despite her tired 
throat, Joyce began to sing silly; little jingles, remembering the 
words carefully, to keep her mind 
from thoughts of devilfish with 
greedy tentacles. 

(To be continued) 

FLIGHT LIEUTENANT 
KILLED BY PLANE 

ATHENS, Pa., April 11. (UP)! Lieut, E. Brocht was killed yester- day when his II. S. army cabin 
piano burst into flames and crash- 
ed on a farm near here. 

Lieut. Brecht was eriroute from 
New'York to bis base a.t Sel fridge field, Mt. Clcinviis, Micfi. The 
crash occurred at about 2:30 a. m,! Paul Larson, whose father owns 
the farm where the plane crash- 
ed. said he saw the burst of flame 
while the plane was flying low 
over a cornfield and then saw it 
hurtle into the ground. Larson 
pulled Lieut. Brecht's body from 
the burning wreckage. He said 
the inotoi* still was running. The charred body was taken to 
a funeral parlor here. Army of- 
ficials from Middletown, Pa., took 
charge of the body and wreckage. 
They indicated an investigation 
would be held. 

It takes about 40,000 years to 
* 

form four feet of good soil—the 
minimum needed for good crop 
producing land. 
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POLITICS, OLD 
STYLE, FACING 
EARLY S.C. TEST 
Opposition I& Rising There 

to the "Circus" Way 
of Campaigning 
By BOYCE CRAIG 

COLUMBIA, S. C., April 11.— 

(UP).—South Carolina's unique 

"political circus" which plays a 

rambling circuit election years, 
will face attempts at abolishment 
during the forthcoming state 

Democratic convention here. 
Its survival is predicted, how- 

ever, by Lane L. Bonner, secre- 

tary of the party organization. 
Bonner is of the strong opinion 

its 43 years of existence has 

established it as a "distinct insti- 
tution in South Carolina which 
cannot be easily uprooted." 

It all began when Ben Tillman, 
rip-roaring politican of the '90s, 
initiated the system of candidates 
following a beaten path, speaking 
on the same day from the same 

Dlatform. 
ONE-DAY STANDS 

The itinerary from county to 

county, allowing one "speech- 
making" a day, moving to an- 

other county to next day. 
Alike, gubernatorial candidates 

fall in line with the procession of 
seekers for national congresional 
seats, state legislative vacancies, 
and state officers. 

Bonner believes the "little 
counties" appreciate the visits of 

the candidates, to which they 
have become so accustomed, a 

thing likely not to occur should 
the system be changed. However, 
there is sometimes only a small 
turnout for the meetings in these 
counties. 

Various plans have been sug- 
gested to supplant the system, ac- 

cording t«> Bonner, among them 
circuit court district meetings and 

congrosisonal district meetings. | 

"But I don't think the state will 

changc from the 'circus routine7,'" 

Bonner asserted. "I have inquired 
Hrountl a £ood bit on this subject, 

and found nothing 'ike a major- 

ity in favor of changing." 
TO MEET APRIL 23 

Operation of the Democratic 
pai'ty machinery begins April 23. 

County Democratic clubs meet 

then to elect delegates to the 

county con\?entions. 
These conventions have been 

set for May 7. Delegates will then 

be nominated to the state conven- 

tion May 18. 
South Carolina is almost wholly 

Democratic, other parties having 
little recognition among the vot- 

ers. ♦ /.nmmittce at the 
1 I1C CAV» 

state convention will fix the en- 

trants' fees, also the itinerary. 
In their statewide jaunt, can- 

didates stick close to themselves, 
not associating- socially with their 

opponents. Although registering 
at same hotels, they "go their 
own way." .. 

At night they are free to min- 

gle among the townfolk, gaining 
good will. They can attend spe- 
cially prepared political rallies, 
should a county stage one. 

Although the gubernatorial race 

this summer will be torrid as 

usual, a campaign of more polit- 
ical significance is expected in 
the senate race. 

Senator E. D. "Cotton Ed" 
Smith, veteran lawmaker who 
walked out on a negro preacher 
during the last national Demo- 
cratic convention, is expected to 
be in the limelight defending his 
seat against Governor Olin Pewitt 
Johnston. 
JOHNSTON BIDES TIME 

While Johnston has not an- 

nounced formally, it is understood 
he will be a candidate. There will 
be others in the race, but nation- 
al issues are expected to revolve 
about these two. 

For governor, Wyndham Man- 
ning, Sumter; Former Senator 
Cole L. Blease, Columbia, and H. 
C. Godfrey, Columbia, labor ad- 
vocate, have announced. 

The first primary will be 

August 30. The second primary 
two weeks later. 

Bonner said enrollment book# 
would be opened June 7, and 

Nationalist Riots! 
In Tunisia Laid 
To Foreign Power j 
11 Dead and 60 injured;' 

Troops on Duty in 
African Capital 

j TUNIS, Tunisia, April 11. (UP) | 
; Tunis was placed under martial 
law last, night and French tanks, 
airplanes, armored cars and infan- j 

j try maintained order after bloody 
Nationalist rioting in which 11 
were killed and at least GO seri- 
ously injured. 

Tension mounted hourly and 
authorities feared a general strike. 

The rioting broke out late Sat- 
urday following a demonstration 
by the Destourites, who are offi- 
cially suspected of being subsi- 
dized or at least encouraged by a 

"foreign power." 
The immediate caus« of the 

trouble was the arrest for sedi- 
tious agitation of three important 
Pestour leaders by order of the 

j closed July 2G. 
Officers of the Democratic 

party for 1937-38 are: Ben. T. 
Leppard, Greenville, chairman; L. 
I. Bonner, Columbia, secretary; J. 
M. Smith, Columbia, treasurer; 
Mrs. L. If. Jennings, Columbia, 
national committeewoman, and 
Governor Johnston^ national com- 

mitteeman. 

resident general. 
Ali Helhouam-, ov;o 0f ^ ■ fiery of the chiefs, ea^ {T demonstration urjrinj; nav.vl.l attack public building. ^ was arreted an«l natiVie thru convert on th, Cars driven by Kur^j.,ar^ ^ stoned. A soldier «»n »1 ft* red a fractured A\i\\. \ <quad was overwhelmed ar.dCS to open fire to save natives were wounded. Troops were finally called V* they arrived 'inn- t.rok« \Jt both sid*'s and hand to J ing continued for two .:.T 
The persimmon is bcrrv produce-i \>y any forest tree. 
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