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SYNOPSIS 

CM'ff Bogard risks his capital by 

accepting the U. S. Rubber Di- 

vision’s dangerous assignment to 

open up virgin ruDber plantations 
in New Dixie, South America, a 

kind of feudal colony which had 

been founded by Americans before 

the Civil War. When its present 
head, domineering, old Claribel 

Florian, had refused Cliff an 

option, fearing it would stir up 

trouble with the Blacklanders, a 

group of rebellious natives, Wash- 

ington had sent down attractive 

Janet Norman to straighten things 

out. Janet knew the territory, hav- 

ing been brought up there by her 

late father, beloved doctor of the 

community, whose death had oc- 

curred during a recent flood. Janet 

had her own reason for coming, 
back, and it was sufficiently im- 

portant to have caused her to forge 
the credentials she presented to 

Cliff. En route to New Dixie from 

the coast, their plane is forced 

down near the jungle home of 

elderly Wade Carroll, hunter of 
wild animals. Wade discloses that 

no one knows the identity of the 

Blacklanders’ new leader, whom 
the New Dixie vaqueros have 
sworn to capture, together with 

[Vicente, his lieutenant, Lilli, at- 

tractive young native girl whom 

‘Wade adopted when her parents 
.died has known the latter since 

childhood. While Wade prepared 
horses, Vicente rides out of the 
jungle and warns Cliff to give up 

the rubber project. However, 

following a talk with Janet, 

he permits them to continue 
their journey, with the provisio 

Ithey tell no one of having 
/seen him. At Claribel’s mansion a 

servant shows them to rooms. The 

following morning Cliff noted the 

cold dislike in their hostess’ eyes 

as she greeted Janet. Two years 
before, Madison, Claribel’s beloved 
nephew/, had fallen in love with 
Janet and followed her to the 
States. Claribel begged Janet 

to use her influence to make him 
return, promising to do anything 
for her if she succeeded. Janet 
turned down Madison’s proposal, 
and now, when Claribel refused to 

consider the option,, she reminded 
har of that promise. Just as 

Claribel was about to acquiesce, 
word arrives that Vicente and his 

gang have burned Cliff’s ware- 

house. Angered that they did not 
inform her the culprit was in the 

neighborhood, Claribel dispatched 
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a messenger to the range for Mad- 

ison, and orders Cliff and Janet to 
leave immediately. Before going 
Janet manages to send word to 
Madison that she will be at Wade’s. 
Arriving there she goes directly to 

the waiting plane while Cliff and 

Pablo, the pilot, talk with Wade. 
Later, when Pablo tries to start 
the engine, he discovers someone 

has stolen the distributor points. 

CHAPTER TWELVE 
Janet had saved the day. Prob- 

ably she had intended to take out 
those distributor points when she 
left him on the trail that morning, 
and uncomfortably Cliff admitted 
that his early appraisal of her 

might need some revision. She was 

looking up at him. and he wond- 
ered if an ever-so-slight hint oi 

amusement lay in her eyes. 

“Just before we left,” Cliff said, 
.“I told Claribel you were my 
idea of a rabbit. I take that back.” 

She laughed. “It’s nice to know 
I’m not a rabbit.” 

“No. And I haven’t the foggiest 
notion what you are.” 

“As a judge of human nature—” 
“Don’t say it,” he interrupted. 

“Claribel told me already I wasn’t 

doing so well.” 
"Do all women baffle you, Mr. 

Bogard?” 
“No. Just you. 
“But there’s nothing about me—” 
“Let’s not go through that again. 

If you want to make a mystery 
Of why you're here, it’s all right 
with me. Anyone who could put- 
Pablo’s plane on the sick-list the 
way you did doesn’t have to ex- 

plain anything.” 
She gave a little nod that might 

have meant thanks, and turned to- 

ward the plane. “Now that we’re 

spending the night here,” she said, 
“I’d better get some clothes.” She 
glanced toward the shore, and a 

faint smile came and went. 
“Here’s someone else w'ho is glad 
those distributor points walked 
away.” 

Janet swung down into the cabin 
of the plane, and Cliff looked up 
to see Lilli coming out the wharf. 
She was carrying a cup that she 
offered him a little shyly. 

“I made you some orange juice,” 
she said. 

“You’re an angel, Lilli. But may- 
be Miss Norman would like it.” 

“She had some,” Lilli answered 
shortly. 

While he drank, she slipped down 
beside him and thrust her toes into 
the water, but her face had gone 
so serious that Cliff asked, “What’s 
wrong, Lilli? Trouble with your 
jaguar?” 

“No it’s you. I just been talking 
with Sam.” * 

“The rider who brought you from 

New Dixie. He says you don’t want 
to go away from here, but Claribe] 
says you got to.” 

Cliff nodded. “That would seem 

to cover it.” 
“Why do you want to stay?” 
“I want to do a job.” 
“Men call it opening up a coun- 

try. It means work for hundreds 
of people, maybe thousands—build- 
ing roads and camps and bringing 
ships in to send rubber back to 
to the United States.” 

Lilli curled her tanned legs be- 
neath her. “You could stay if you 
wanted.” Her voice had fallen to 
a murmur. 

“How?” 
“I could hide you. I know places 

in the jungle body knows. 
I could bring you food, I could—” 
She stopped; her slant eyes reso- 

lutely refused to meet his. "I could 
be with you whenever you wanted 
me. No one would ever find you.” 

Her voice was so eager it trem- 

bled. and Cliff laid his hand on 

hers. “You’re a grand kid, Lilli. 
But it wouldn’t work, and you 
might get into trouble.” 

“I wouldn’t care.” 
“Why not?” 
“Because—” She stopped, as if 

overwhelmed at her own temerity. 
“It’s because I so want you to 
stay.” 

Soft and alive beneath his hand 
her own hand lay, while her eyes 
moved over his face, and within 
him Cliff felt a singing sense of 
warmth. Of everyone he had met 
in this dubious country, she alone 
wanted to help him, with no 

thought of return, no hidden mo- 

tive, simply because she liked him. 
The strong, deep lines of his face 

softened. “You’re a darlingi Lilli, 
but just hiding in the jungle 
wouldn’t get me anywhere, and it 
wouldn’t be so good for you. Your 
old pal Vicente might raise ob- 
jections.” 

Again she said simply, “1 
wouldn’t care.” Lips a little part- 
ed, she was looking up at him, 
waiting, expectant, watching him 
out of clear eyes that were the 
eyes cd both child and woman, 
making no effort to conceal the fact 
that this tall man had her com- 

plete approval, and suddenly self- 
conscious, Cliff said, “Vicente’s in 
love with you_ you know.” 

Her eyes had gone shadowy. 
“Why do you say that? Vin 
doesn’t come here hardly any more 
since he started fighting the 
vaqueros.” 

A sound from the jungle brought 
Cliff to his feet. 

“It’s horses,” Lilli said. 
Faint at first, then closer, came 
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the pounding of many horses’ 
hoofs, followed by the sound of 
men’s voices. 

“Blacklanders?” Cliff asked. 
Lilli shook her head. “Those 

horses are shod. The Blacklanders 
never shoe their horses. They’re 
New Dixie vaqueros.” 

Inside the plane Janet too had 
heard, and climbed out of the 
cabin. “If only It’s Madison!” she 
exclaimed, and together the three 
hurried up the bank. 

Wade’s clearing was aiivK with 
horsemen crowding about the 
shack, all of them wearing the 
garb of the cattle ranges—leather 
boots, broad belts, and wide- 
brimmed hats. Each man carried 
in his belt the short, thick knife 
of the jungle herdsman, and from 
every saddle-horn hung a coiled 
riata. Big men, most of them; 
brown and lean from hard riding, 
they sat their horses with swag- 
ger, and as Cliff approached, he 
heard Wade say, “Hello Sloan. 
What’s the excitement?” 

A burly man, evidently the 
leader, called jubilantly from his 
horse, “Vicente’s gang bit off more 
than they could chew when they 

raided the warehouse last night. 
We caught up with ’em this side 
of the Britton ranch.” With his 
quirt Sloan pointed to the edge of 
the clearing, then raised his voice 
in a laugh, “And look who’s our 

guest of honor.” 
Lilli saw him first. With a cry 

of dismay she pushed her way 
through the throng of riders, foi 
out of the shadows Vicente Came 

riding his great black horse. His 
hat was gone, both hands were tied 
together and lashed to the saddle- 
horn; dust streaked his face, and 
the sleeve of his shirt was ripped 
and dark with blood. 

He gave no sign of recognition, 
but sat his horse in stony silence, 
eyes fixed on the jungle. 

Again Sloan laughed. “And this 
is the gent who bragged he was 

goin’ to drive us all out of the 
upper ranges.” He turned to Wade. 
“I figger to hold him here tonight. 
We can lock him in one of your 
empty cages for safekeeping.” Un- 
fastening Vicente’s hands, he 
jerked'the thongs roughly. “Come 
on down, you. This is as far as 

you go.” 
As Vicente dismouned. Lilli ran 
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toward him and touched his torn | 
sleeve “You hurt, Vin? she asked, j 

The ghost of a smile moved over 

his dark face. “Not much,” he an- 

swered. Head and shoulders above 
the crowd, he looked slowly about 

him without the least trace of 

emotion, until suddenly be caughl 
sight of Cliff, and then his eyes 
struck fire. With a growl like the 

growl of a wild thing, he took a 

swift step forward, and instinc- 
tively the ring of his captors drew 

back'. Cliff alone did not move. He 

stood motionless, alert and watch- 
ful in the big man’s path. 

(To Be Continued) 
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FAYETTEVILLE, Jan. 30.—l/P)— 
Maj. Leon Gibson will head a 

delegation of officers from the 

Fayetteville Independent Infantry 
when that 153-year old organiza- 
tion passes in review in New York 

Saturday at the convention of the 

Centennial Legion of Historic 
Military Commands. Maj. Gibson 
is a director of the Centennial 
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fairly early date. Production 
is improving in all lines. 
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