
chapter twenty-seven 

F(J the next two weeks Clifl 
v himself into his work, driv- 
himself and his men with a 

“* 
d tirelessness that made even 

wonder. The loss of their 
1 

nniv foreman was a severe blow, 
*’nd in spite of their best efforts 

were falling behind. Already 
" 

y should have twice as many 

■ bber gatherers trained for their 

Tsk but some of the camps had 

t even been completed, and 

heavy rains had washed out two 

their truck bridges. Cliff began 
dread the sight of a calendar. 

! the day was fast approaching 
hen the first delivery of rubber 

y as cal]ed lor under his contract. 

Meanwhile, in camp, Cliff’s men 

ew restive over the surveillance 

of the solitary rider. Almost every 
someone brought news of him. 

jie never came closer than the op- 

posite bank of the #river, always 
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sitting his horse perfectly immo-1 bile, face turned toward the camp, j half hidden by the fringe of jungle. | Several of the more adventurous 
wanted to lie in wait and bring him into camp for questioning, but 
Cliff vetoed the plan. 

Once he thought of going up the 
river to the little garrison of sol- 
diers and telling them about this 
mysterious visitor, but quickly dis- 
missed the idea—soldiers would 
probably be more nuisance than 
benefit. 

then one dawn Cliff saw the 
man himself—a shadowy mounted 
figure cloaked in a poncho, gone before Cliff could get a clear view 
of him. Giving orders to have his 
horse saddled, Cliff hurried to 
Wade’s shack. 

“I want to find' out what that 
fellow is up to,” he told his new 
supply foreman. “He’s been watch- 
ing us for over a month, and it’s 
getting the boys jittery. I’m cer- 
tain it’s not Vicente—he isn’t hig enough—but he may be one of 
Vicente’s men, and I want to find 
out what it’s all abouf. If I hunt 
him alone, there may be trouble, but you know Vicente and he 
trusts you. I wish you’d come with 
me.” 

Wade looked unhappy. “I was 
hopin’ you wouldn’t ask me, Mr. 
Bogard, I just can’t afford to mix 
with either side. If I do, I ain’t 
ever goin’ to feel safe when I’m 
out huntin’.. I wish you wouldn’t 
ask me.” 

Cliff’ saw the justice of the 
hunter s words. “Would you mind 
if Lilli went along with me?” he 
asked. 
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| Doubtfully Wade answered, “I 
don’t guess so." 

Ten minutes laler they were off, 
Cliff on his sorrel Lilli riding 
Wade’s trail-wise mare, almost as 
old as she. The girl was obviously 
delighted to be with Cliff again, 
and excited with the prospect of 
pursuit. 

Fording the river below the 
rapids, they picked up the rider’s 
tracks, fresh and wet in the dewy 
earth — leading straight for the 
E'lacklands. Twice Lilli, with the 
sense of direction that jungle life 
had given her, took short-cuts over 
paths so dim Cliff hardly saw 
them, and each time returned to 
the tracks of their quarry. 

Three hours passed. They were 
well wdthin the Blacklands now, 
and at last Lilli stopped, her eyes 
puzzled. “He’s heading for 
Big Swamp and nobody ever goes 
back there.” 

They rode on, and at the end of 
another mile Cliff reined in his 
horse—it was his turn to be 
baffled, for stretching endlessly be- 
fore him lay a trackless waste of 
yellow, stagnant water, dotted 
twisted and looped above the sur- 
face, as if to breathe. About him 
rose the heavy odor of rotting 
vegetation, and the thin drone of 
innumerable insects quavered on 
the hot, moist air. There was some- 
thing menacing and malign about 
the place, something that warned 
of evil and unseen danger, but the 
thing that struck Cliff as most 
strangely ominous of all was the 
fact that the rider’s trail had gone 
directly into the swamp — and not 
come out again! 

naa ne waded along the edge to' 
conceal his tracks? For a hun^'-a-:’ 
yards to right and left Cliff 
searched tfie bank, but found no 
sign of hoofprints. Everything 
pointed to the incredible fact that 
the man had ridden into the 
swamp itself. 

Cliff sat in thwarted silence, 
then he turned. “Is this the place 
you called Big Swamp?” 

“Yes. It’s miles wide.” 
He raised his reins. “You stay 

where you are. I’m going out 
there.” 

In frantic protest Lilli cried 
“It’s all quicksand! Nobody can go 
there.” 

“This fellow did.” Cliff forc- 
ed his unwilling horse down over 
the bank, and for a few feet the 
animal splashed through wa- 
ter barely reaching its hocks, then 
without warning they were strug- 
gling in black, bottomless ooze. Lil- 
li scream,, and the horse, terror- 
stricken, turned and plunged up 
the bank, where it stood shivering 
with fear. Cliff flicked three leath- 
ery leeches from its shoulder. 

“I don’t get it,” he muttered. 
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\ J Meeting of Cape Fear Arttl- J j 
lery will be held Tuesday \ 

■ night, 8 o’clock, at Armory. ■ ■ 
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FALSE TEETH 
Slipping or Irritating? 

Don’t be embarrassed by loose false 
teeth slipping, dropping or wabbling 
when you eat, talk or laugh. Just sprin- 
kle a little FASTEETH on your plates. 
This pleasant powder gives a remark- 
able sense of added comfort and secu- 

rity by holding plates more firmly. No 
gummy, gooey, pasty taste or feeling. 
It’s alkaline (non-acid). Get FAS- 
TEETH at any drug store. 
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NEUTRAL SPIRITS 

HOSPITALS BOARD 
ENDORSES PLANS 

Medical Care Commission 
Program Okayed In En- 

tirety At Meeting 
RAI<5IGH, Feb. 17 — UP) — 

The State Hospitals Board of con- 

trol today voted to endorse “in its 

entirety the medical care program 
of the Medical Care commission.” 

ay its vote, tne Doara, wnicn 

administers the state’s mental in- 
stitutions, sought to spike argu- 
ments by opponents of an expand- 
ed four-year medical school at the 
University of North Carolina that 
“certain parts of the medical care 

iprogram had been approved by 
this board and the Medical Care 
commission at the expense of the 
care for the mentally-ill of the 
state.” 

An appropriation of $3,790,000 
for the expanded medical school 
and for a 400-bed teaching hospi- 
tal at the university was the 
center of opposition when the 
Medical Care commission pro- 
gram was presented to the Gen- 
eral assembly s joint appropria- 
tion committee last week. A bitter 
legislative battle is expected to 

develop over the issue. 
The resolution endorsing the 

Medical Care commission pro- 
gram “in its entirety” was pre- 
sented by W. G. Clark of Tarboro 
and seconded by R. P. Richardson 
of Reidsville. 

At its meeting were today, the 
board also made arrangements to 
take over the Army general hos- 

“That rider went out there and he 
certainly didn’t come back.” 

Once more he rode along the 
bank then sat looking over the ex- 

panse of stagnant water. With a 

jerk he straightened in his saddle. 
“That’s queer!” He pointed to 

a tree close beside the bank. 
“That’s a red mangrove. And 
there’s another one beyond—a line 
of them leading into the swamp, 
and those mangroves only grow in 
shallow water.” His eyes were 

glowing—perhaps the thing was 

beginning to make sense. “Has 
this swamp always been here?” he 
asked. 

“No. They made it when they 
drained the Blacklands.” 

"Then why couldn’t those man 

groves mark an old trail that’s 
under water now? I'm going to 
try it again.” 

“If you go—” Lilli’s voie was 
tremulous—"I’m coming too.” 

“Don’t keep too close to me, 
then.” 

This time it took all Cliff’s 
horsemanship to force his sweating 
animal down over the edge and 
into the swamp. Nervously snif- 
fing every foot, the horse began 
wading through the green slime, 
Cliff guiding him along the line 
of mangroves. Twice the animal 
blundered from what must have 
been a submerged and narrow 

trail, but both times recovering, 
went slowly on. Above their heads 
clouds of insects hovered, and on 
either side blunt noses of alligators 
raised cautiously, and small, ruby 
eyes kept patient, hopeful watch. 
It was like moving in some lost, 
prehistoric world. 

Curving ever south, the man- 

groves led on until Cliff wondfered 
if they were not raking him back 
to shore again. Then suddenly he 
felt his horse quicken its pace, 
and looking up, saw higher land 
ahead. 

we re nearly over,” he called, 
and soon they were climbing on 
hard, flinty ground that gave no 

sign of tracks. Tall trees and 
palms had replaced the stunted 
swamp vegetation; even the air 
seemed fresher, and Cliff felt a 
vast relief to have honest earth be- 
nearth their horses’ feet. Once, 
leaving the trailt he made his way 
out over a ledge of rock to the top 
of a low bridge. About him, as far 
as his eyes could pierce the haze, 
stretched the stagnant waters of 
Big Swamp—they were on an 
island. And the solitary rider was 
there too. 

Cliff stiffened—a faint sound far 
to the left, as of someone chopping 
wood—and dismouting, he walked 
back to where Lilli waited. 

“Let’s do the rest of this afoot,” 
he said. “It will be less noisy.” 

Tethering their horses in a 

clump of bamboo, they moved up 
the slope. Steeper now. The sound 
of chopping seemed to come from 
directly ahead, and reaching the 
ridge-top. Cliff parted the under- 
growth, then motioned the girl to 
his side. 

Below them, at the bottom of a 

long slope, stood a roughly cir- 
cular stockade, built of upright 
logs securely lashed together. 
Within the enclosure four men 
were walking about, and Cliff saw 
that at the narrow entrance stood 
an armed guard. 

He put his lips against Lilli’s 
ear. “Who are those men inside 
tlie stockade?” 

ay men- ciotnes, 1 tmnK tney re 

Madison’s vaqueros.” 
Cliff nodded. "So do I. More 

than that, I think they’re the va- 

queros who disappeared-*-the ones 
who never came back.” His voice 
quickened with excitement. “I have 
a hunch this may be the hiding 
place of the Blacklands chief.” 

Keeping behind the dense shelter 
of the undergrowth, they made 
their way along the ridge, then 
once again they stopped. Just 
ahead lay a clearing, dotted with 
mahogany trees, and in its center 
stood a dwelling of much sturdier 
construction than Cliff had seen in 
all the Blacklands. 

While they watched, a barefoot 
Indian boy came out of the jungle, 
his. arms filled with firewood, and 
disappeared inside the house. For 
a moment the clearing lay emp- 
ty of life—then with a whispered 
words of warning, Cliff flattened to 
the ground and drew Lilli beside 
him. A man had emerged from 
the house and began walking in 
their direction. He was hatless, 
dressed in khaki field clothes, and 
even at that distance Cliff could 
see he was powerfully built — a. 
man perhaps in middle fifties. 

Suddenly, with a choked cry, 
Lilli started to her feet, and Cliff’s 
arms swept about her, pulling her 
back beside him. 

"Be quiet!” He put his hand over 
her mouth. 

She lay trembling; he could see 

her heart pounding beneath the 
thin blouse. 

“What is it?” he breathed. 
She fought to find her voice. 

“It’s Miss Janet’s father—Dr. Nor- j 
man.” 

!*• Bt CwtftoMd) I 

pita] at Camp Butner as a hospi- 
tal for the insane. The state last 
week received an interim permit 
to occupy the Camp Butner hos- 
pital, and John Umstead of Chape] 
Hill, board member, said that in 
all probability movement of pa- 
tients to the hospital would begin 
in April. 

The first patients to be moved 
to Camp Butner will be 500 now 
at the Camp Sutton hospital near 
Monroe, and -vithin six months the 
mental hospitals will be able to 
take care of “every person who 
has been committed to a mental 
institution,” Umstead added. 

In its resolution endorsing the 
medical care program, the hospi- 
tal board also said: 

“This board again requests the 
Medical Care commission" to pro- 
vide in hospitals and health cent- 
ers at least one room for disturb- 
ed mental patients to the end that 
we will not have to use jails 
while these patients are being 
committed to the various institu- 
tions. 

“This board again requests that 
the proposed four-year medical 
school have a psychiatric division 
with at least one hundred beds 
for the treatment of mental cases 
and for the training of psychia- 
trists, nurses, and technicians.’’ 

The requests are necessary, the 
resolution said, “if we are to ef- 
fectuate a long-time program for 
the adequate care of the mentally 
ill of our state.” 

SHIPPING NEWS 
CLEARED AND SAILED 

TUGS 
Christine Moran with ship in 

tow. 
Dauntless 15. towing Liberty ship 

John Constantine to Savannah. 
IN PORT 

S. S. George Bellows from Lay- 
up Basin being refitted for voyage 
at the Wilmington Terminal docks. 

ARRIVED YESTERDAY 
TANKER 

S. S. Reaper from Port Arthur 
with a cargo of gasoline for the 
Texas Oil Co. 

INWARD BOUND 
TUG 

Pigeon Point. 
DUE TODAY 

S. S. Bennington with a cargo j of gasoline for the Shell Oil Co. 

REALTY TRANSFERS 
Alex E. Douglas, Jr. to Louise 

Rhode, part of lot 364, block 159, 
Wilmington. 

Walter L. Burnett to Glenn M. 
Tucker, piece property, Federal 
Point township. 

Lila G. S. Kelly to F. E. Wood- 
cock, lot 11 and part of lot: 12, 
block 64 Carolina Beach. 

E. W. Carr to Fred E. Little, part 
of lot one, Block 166, Wilmington. 

Annie M. Barton to William M. 

uEAOACHES 

ter- 
"4K 

i 

Hill, tract adjacent to Burnett ave- 

nue in Community Drive. Wilming- 
ton. 

How To Relieve 
Bronchitis 

Creomulsion relieves promptly be- 
cause it goes right to the seat of the 
trouble to help loosen and expel 
germ laden phlegm, and aid nature 
to soothe and heal raw, tender, In- 
flamed bronchial mucous mem- 
branes. Tell your druggist to sell you 
a bottle of Creomulsion with the un- 
derstanding you must like the way it 
quickly allays the cough or you are 
to have your money back. 

CREOMULSION 
for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis 

FALSE TEETH 
SOLUTION 

SUXION, something DIFFEE 
ENT, is not meant for ordinal 
loose false teeth sufferers. It i 
offered specifically to those wh 
have tried Dastes-in-tubes, powder 
and other devices to no avail an 
have despaired of ever being abl 
to wear their sets usefully an 
comfortably. SUXION changes a 
that, for it enables those with th 
most hopelessly loose sets to es 
and do as they wish and complet< 
lv forget they are wearing fals 
teeth. THIS IS GUARANTEE! 
Get a LONG SERVICE jar c 
SUXION, use it and thrill to th 
joy of living normally agsir 
SAUNDERS DRUG STORE, 1C 
N. Front street. • 

ATTENTION! 
Commercial Growers 

of 
CUT FLOWERS 

We are interested in shipments of IK1S, DAFFO- 
DILS, etc. 

Pack carefully and ship in new containers only. 
Do not ship without contacting us first. 

American Decorative Flower Co. Inc. 
Wholesale Commercial Florist 

BALTIMORE MARYLAND 

Send now... for the one and only 
Renfro Valley 

OLD FASHIONED 
FLOWER GARDEN 

A complete garden! Over 80 dif- 

ferent varieties! Flowers in bloom 

all summer long! No box tops! 
No sales slips! We trust you! 

LADIES, don’t miss this once-in-a-lifetime offer! It’s your 
first opportunity to transform your own garden into an 

eye-filling display of glorious color. just like the 

charming, old-fashioned flower gardens in famous Renfro 

Valley, Kentucky. 
IT’S TRUE —this genuine Renfro Valley Old- 

Fashioned Flower Garden has never before been offered! 

Be the first in your community to have one! Assortment 
contains finest quality seeds for zinnias, asters, marigolds, 
hollyhocks, and 75 other favorite varieties! Positively not 

available through seed, hardware or department stores. 

Here is the only way you can get it: 

1 Purchase OBELISK Flour any size, plain or self- 

rising, from your grocer. 

2 Fill out coupon below. 

3 Mail it with ten cents in* coin to Ballard & Ballard 

Co., Inc., Louisville, Ky. 
That’s all there is to it! No box tops or sales slips. Just 
buy OBELISK Flour and order your Renfro Valley Old- 

Fashioned Flower Garden today! \ 
t \ 

".BALLARD FOODS MEAN BETTER FOODS” 

LISTEN TO "RENFRO VALLEY FOLKS”—ovary Sunday morning ovor 

your CBS station. Soa your nawspapar for corrod Hmo. 

BALLARD & BALLARD CO., INC. 
LOUISVILLE, KY. 

OBELISK FLOUR NOW 
WHITER, FINER! 

Thanks to recent Ballard research, OBELISK Flour 

is whiter, fluffier, easier to use than ever before! 
With the new OBELISK, you can always be 

sure of perfect results, flakier pie crusts, fluffier 

cakes, more fl&vorful biscuits and golden-brown 
cookies every time! 

Don’t delay! Get new improved OBELISK Flour 
— either self-rising or plain —from your grocer 
today.Then send 10 cents with the coupon below 
— and receive postpaid the seeds for your beau- 
tiful Renfro Valley Old-Fashioned Flower Garden! 

“ 
CLIP AND MAIL TODAY * 

I I 

Ballard & Ballard Co., Inc., Box 420, LouisviUa, Ky. j 
I 1 

I purchased OBELISK Flour from. | 

I (grocer’s name and address). Please send me post- | 
j paid the seeds for my Renfro Valley Old-Fashioned j 
I Flower Garden as offered. I enclose l 0 cents in coin. I 

My name is » • » *>-* • • \ 

Address. | 

City or Town.Tone..State. 
j 

| Not*: Stods will b* shipped in about 10 days. (This offer good 
only in U.S.—expires midnight, March 10, 1947) 

!__j 


