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BLUE CATFISH

IS MISSISSIPPI

VALLEYPRIZE

That bewhiskered behemoth of

the catfish family, the blue cat-

fish, is the pride of Mississippi
valley fishermen. It is strong on

the fight and mild on the platter,
a delightful combination.

It is the largest member of the

catfish family and this is quite a

distinction since this particular

family includes some 1,000 species
in both fresh and salt water.

Veteran blue catfish anglers
will stack their pet fish alongside
any gamefish when it comes to

sport and good eating. The big
ones don’t come easy and it takes

a real student of the game to out-

wit them.

It goes by a variety of names:

Blue Channel, Channel Cat, Chuc-

klehead Cat, Great Blue Cat,
Great Forktail Cat, Poisson Blue.

Characteristics

The bluish color and the com-

paratively small head, plus the

forked tail and lack of spots set

aside the J>lue catfish from its

brethren. Belly is silver white.

This fish is noticeably plentiful
in the Mississippi Valley and its

tributaries. It is found also from

southern Canada to the Gulf

States and from Minnesota and

Kansas to the Appalachians. Al-

though the average is from 2 to

5 pounds, authentic figures place
the largest around 160-pounds. Its

flavor is excellent and highly nu-

. tritious.

Practically anything edible on

the river bottom will digest in the
cast-iron stomach of this fish.

Worms, clams, frogs, minnows,
spawn, crawfish, weeds, insects,
refuse and dead fish are some

worth mentioning. It is compara-

tively rare when this fish is taken
on an artificial lure. Live or dead

meat is the main standby of old-

timers.

Fishing Methods

The usual procedure is to loop
some two dozen nightcrawlers
around a size 2/0 or 3/0 treble

hook, toss this, properly weighted,
into a deep hole and wait for ac-

tion. The heavy line either can be

held in the hand or tied to a tree

limb. When the catfish moves off

with the bait, the angler drives
home the hook and hangs on.

( CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING
ADVERTISING IN THIS COLUMN COSTS TWO CENTS A WORD OR

TEN CENTS A LINE; MINIMUM CHARGE IS 50 CENTS. IF YOU

p WANT TO RENT, TO BUY, TO SELL, TO GET A JOB, TO HIRE

HELP, TO FIND SOMETHING LOST, THE CLASSIFIEDS OFFER

? YOU AN EFFECTIVE AND ECONOMICAL MEDIUM.

IF OLD BOOKS are taking up

space in your storeroom, barn

or attic, send me a postcard. I’ll

pay cash for them.

DAVID STICK—KITTY HAWK.

T-12-22-tfc

MERCHANTS SALESBOOKS, 6-

weeks delivery. Lowest prices.

TIMES PRINTING CO., Manteo,
N. C. ts

PANSY PLANTS: Nice, stocky

plants, 50c doz.; English dais-

ies; Sweet William SI.OO doz. —

Roanoke Island Gardens, Manteo,

N. C. tfc

WANTED TO BUY House and

lot on ocean. Write me what

you have. A. W. Drinkwater, Phone

26, Manteo, N. C. ts

FURNISHED ROOMS By day or

week near airport. Mrs. O'Neal,

PINEHAVEN INN. Phone 200-W

Manteo, N. C.

RADIO • TELEVISION Service.

Parts for all makes, models.

Reasonable prices. —RADIO-TEL-

EVISION CENTER, Manteo,

Phone 108-J. T-ts

LANDSCAPING. Variety of beau-

tiful shrubs for landscaping you’

home and grounds. Also, azaleas

and camellias a specialty. Come

and see us. Roanoke Island Ga:

dens. Phone 21*-J ts

RELIABLE MAN with car want-

ed to call on fanners in Hyde

County. Wonderful opportunity.
sls to S2O in a day. No experience
or capital required. Permanent.

Write today. McNESS COM-

PANY, Dept. C, Candler Bldg.
Baltimore 2, Md. H-l-11-18p

TYPEWRITER RIBBONS, all

makes; also for adding machines,

portables. $1 each. Times Print-

ing Co., Manteo, N. C.

TYPEWRITER Ribbons, paper

clips, copy paper, legal forms,

adding machine paper. See us for

your printing needs and office sup-

plies. The TIMES, Manteo; The

HERALD, Swan Quarter; The

PILOT, Belhaven. ts

FOR SALE —One house on Airport

Road. Another for rent. HOUSE

ON BEACH with heat, for rent —

or will sell on easy terms. Tele-

phone 108-W, Manteo. ts

SEE A. W. DRINKWATER if you

want to buy some good land or a

geod bouse. Lots on Beach tneur.

ance and Bonds.

PIONEER
MANTEO. N. C.

WeekofJanuary 19

FRIDAY : SATURDAY

BUD ABBOTT

LOU COSTELLO
in

“THE FOREIGN

LEGION”

SUNDAY ONLY

“SURRENDER”
—with—

JOHN CARROLL

MONDAY : TUESDAY

"THE MEN”
—with—

TERESA WRIGHT

WEDNESDAY : THURSDAY

BROD CRAWFORD

in

“CARGO TO
CAPETOWN”
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I Ths Straight Whiskeys in this prod- |

¦ct art 2 years ar more eld, I

30% Straight Whiskey, 70% Grain !
' Neutral Spirits; 20% Straight Whis- •

I key 2 years old, 5% Straight Whiskey |
4 yean old, S% Straight Whiskey I

*
6 yean eld. $4 proof.
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For your insurance needs see

W. R. PEARCE, Manteo, N. C.

All kinds of insurance

FOR RENT IN MANTEO, con-

veniently located, completely
furnished eight room home with

Frigidaire, gas range, long lease

at low price. Telephone 44 or 26

for details, or address P. O. Box

428, Manteo, N. C.

IF YOU WANT to re-roof or lay
a new roof, or install white as-

bestos siding, please let us know

when you are ready, and we will

have an experienced roofing and

siding man to give you a figure.

We can give you a guaranteed

job and we can show you jobs we

have completed and that have

been used for several months.—

F. L. Voliva Hdwe. Co., Belhaven,
N. C. J 12-3tc

ANGLER’S LUCK

DEPENDS UPON

SALMON’S “moods”

By TED RESTING

Why does the Atlantic salmon

take an artificial fly? A trout fish-

erman, might say: A salmon takes

the fly because it looks like food

and he’s hungry.
But one of the few proved facts

about the Atlantic salmon is that

they virtually stop feeding after

they come from the sea into the

river where we fish for them. Be-

sides there are hours when sal-

mon take the fly, but many more

hours when they refuse it.

Dr. William I Long thinks the

answer is mainly that they take

it by force of habit in a subcon-

scious reaction, or reflex which

has nothing to do with hunger.

But, you may ask, if this is so

why is the habit active at times

but dormant at others ?

Could it be water temperature?
Dr. Long thinks that water tem-

perature of itself has little effect

on a salmon’s activity. The real

reason why he is more active in

cool water is that it holds more

oxygen in solution.
The point is that every change

in the oxygen content of a river,

from more to less or from less to

more, has its effect on a salmon’s

mood or comfort and therefore on

his outward actions.

So long as salmon are in a com-

fortable mood they rest for hours

or days and until they wake up

one might as well go fishing for

Simple Simon. Fortunately for

the angler, their mood may

change at any moment.

It changes from sleepy to alert

when an otter glides into the pool,
or slowly from comfort to rest-

lessness when the supply of oxy-

gen decreases. The conviction of

many anglers that no salmon

takes the fly unless disturbed or

restless, is right I think, but im-

possible to prove.

Rules and methods of catching

salmon are many, but the only one

that works is this: Keep your fly

in the water. What fly? I should

say that your first choice might

be a silver-bodied fly—Silver Wil-

kinson or Dusty Miller or Silver

Doctor, as you please.
Your second might be a dark-

bodied fly—Brown Fairy or Jock

Scott or Black Dose. Your third

pattern is for a time when salmon

are not rising and you imagine

that something different may

tempt them. Then choose a pat-

tern as different as possible from

the other two.

BERRY UNDER TREATMENT

IN WASHINGTON HOSPITAL

The many friends of Dan Berry,
Hyde county’s undertaker willre-

gret to learn of his serious ill-

ness this week, and that he is

under treatment in Fowle Memor-

ial Hospital in Washington. At

last reports he was getting along
very well. •

Jesse Harris of Swan Quarter
is a patient in Tayloe Hospital in

Washingtoh.

HIGH TIDES ON

FISHING GROUNDS

Low Tides Between Hours Shown

OREGON INLET For JANUARY

Thursday 18 3:51 4:00

Friday 19 4:41 4:52

Saturday 20 5:26 5:41

Sunday 21 6:09 6:24

Monday 22 6:48 7:03

Tuesday 23 7:26 7:42

Wednesday 24 8:02 8:19

Thursday 25 8:39 8:57

Friday 26 9:16 9:37

Saturday 27 '-4L57 10:21

Sunday 28 10:40 11711

Monday 29 11:29

Tuesday 30 00:08 12:24

Wednesday 31 1:12 1:27

NEW HOLLAND NEWS

Miss Adelaide Stotesbury has

returned to her home in New York

City after an extended visit here

with Mr. and Mrs. R. B. Stotes-

bury and Mr. and Mrs. J. E. Ber-

ry.
Mrs. Dick O’Neal and sons, Ed-

ward Allan amd Richard, are

spending several weeks in Wil-

mington with the Theo Easoms

while Mr. O’Neal is attending to

business in Beaufort, S. C.
Mr. and Mrs. John H. Swindell

and daughter, Lucinda, of Swan

Quarter were Sunday night
guests of Mr. and Mrs. L. B.
Tunnell.

Mrs. Francis Credle and chil-

dren have returned to their home

here after having spent the past
three months in Florida with Mr.

Credle.

Mrs. D. S. Smith spent several

days last week visiting friends
and relatives in Belhaven.

Mrs. Frank Fortescue, Mrs. Mil-

dred Wright and Mrs. Jodie

Swindell of Sladesville were din-

ner guests of Mr. and Mrs. Lon-

nie O’Neal Saturday.
Mr. and Mrs. W. G. Cahoon

were weekend guests of Mr. and

Mrs. Earl Basnight of Elizabeth

City.
Mrs. Eunice Credle, Misses

ane and Laura
4

Credle were busi-

ness visitors in Washington Sat-

urday.
Misses Sidney and Willie Wes-

ton and Miss Nancy Stotebury
visited Mr. and Mrs. Joe Mann in

Fairfield Sunday.
Mrs. . E. BeYry and son, Char-

les, spent the past weekend in
Yorktown, Va. with Mr. and Mrs.
H. Phillips.

Mrs. D. B. Watson left Monday
for Trinidad where she will Join
Mr. Watson who is in the Navy
and stationed overseas.

Mr. and Mrs. L. B. Tunnell and
children were Sunday visitors of

Mrs. Mattie Boomer and Mr. and

Mrs. J. M. Berry of Swan Quar-
ter.

Dairy cow numbers have declin-
ed 7 per cent in North Carolina
since 1944. This compares with a

decline .of 12 ner cent throughout
the nation during the same period.
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CHAPTER I—Stella Moore, masquer,
ading as Dorinda LaCroix because she
has been to.d it will help keep alive
Dorinda's aged grandmother, is ac>

costed by a man she hairnet before and
who suspects her disguise. Dorinda died

before rescue came during a shipwreck
as she and her uncle fled Paris when
the Nazis came, and Stella Moore has
become Dorinda to the LaCroix house*
hold.

CHAPTER ll—Uncle Edward i» dis-

turbed at the PO«^“trS e°t
m

The opur-

?o
e

u

n

s

etr
DoHnd

h
a

e

«view. .'vent, leading

up tn hpr inining in deception.

UHAPTfiK lll—Dorinda (as she is
called henceforth) has developed a real
affection for the old lady she is deceiv-
ing, but finds Lana, the daughter of
Edward’s aunt Harriet, distasteful be.
cause of her selfishness and greed. Fay
Thorndyke, in love with Edward and co-

conspirator in the plot, speculates on the

desirability of ending the masquerade.

Romance begins to stir between Dor-

inda and Cleve • • • tghbor.

CHAPTER IV—Deputy Sheriff Hawley
questions Dorinda as to her whereabouts
after reporting the death of the sales-
man, Taylor, who had recognized Dor-
inda as Stella Moore. Taylor apparently
was killed in an automobile accident,
but the sheriff’s office sees “some queer

things” about the supposed accident. A

“yellow haired” girl with Taylor fig-
ures as mystery woman in case.

CHAPTER V—Dorinda considers giv.
Ing up role and leaving Thorndyke resi-
dence, but respects Edward’s wishes
that she remain. Cleve gives her a pup-

py for a present.

CHAPTER Vl—Grandmother begins
probing Dorinda’s story, asks to see scar
which real Dorinda received on wrist
when cut by a broken perfume bottle as

a child.

CHAPTER Vll—Fay tries to avert
Grandma’s examination of Dorinda’s
wrist, but the old lady holds on and dis-
covers there is no scar—that the pre-

tended Dorinda is an imposter. Edward
attempts to make Grandmother Thorn-
dyke believe him but fails and she has
a severe heart attack. Dr. Evans is

called, warns what another sudden
shock might do to the old lady. Carol,
the nurse, reports the death of Grand.
mo

fU
-* Thorndyke.

CHAPTER Vlll—Carol expresses fear
she’ll be blamed because she took a nap

while on duty. As the maid, Carrie, be-
gins stripping covers from grandmoth-
er’s bed, Dorinda notices lipstick smears

on the pillow case and suspicion is
aroused concerning how the old lady
died.

CHAPTER IX—She reports her fears
to Edward, who ridicules them. The

family attend grandmother’s funeral.
Dorinda plans an afternoon at the beach
with Cleve Adams and Carrie fixes
lunch for the pair.

CHAPTER X—Anne Delahay arrives
in time to join the beach party. She is
outfitted in one of Dorinda’s swim suits.
A boulder from the cliff above crashes
down and kills Anne. Dorinda thinks
she saw a flash of what might have
been a woman’s yellow hair at cliff top

just before boulder fell. Dr. Evans de-
cides to call in the sheriff

CHAPTER XI

Almost upon the heels of his

words, the red police car flashed

by the window. Dorinda saw three
men get out. Deputy Sheriff Haw-

ley and two others unknown to her.

“Charles Poole, the sheriff, and

Dr. Hanlon, the coroner,” Dr.

Evans identified them. They did

not come to the house but headed in

the direction of the beach.

Fifteen minutes passed. Dr.

Evans fidgeted and looked at his

watch again. “Ishould be getting
along on my afternoon calls,” he

murmured, and then hoisted himself

to his feet, relief spreading over his

round face, as Cleve came into the

room.

“Glad you’ve come, my boy. I’ve

really got to get away. But I

couldn’t leave Miss Dorinda here.”

He picked up the black bag, opened
it and selected a bottle of white

tablets. He shook out a half dozen

in his hand 'and slid them into a

small white envelope.
“Take a couple of these when you

go to bed,” he told Dorinda. “That

way you’ll get some sleep. You’ll

need it.” He laid the envelope on

the table. “Tell Poole if he asks

for me, that he can see me later.

There’s nothing I could tell him

anyway.”
Cleve came across the room to

where she still stood by the win-

dow. “Poor kid,” he said and put

his arms around her.

They sat down on the long daven-

port, close together, her fingers

clutching at his hand. “I have to

hold on to something,” she told

him. “But I’m all right now. I

can—talk about it. Did they find

out how it happened, Cleve?”

“They’re trying to. They were

examining the wall at the top of

the bluff when I left It seems the

cement around that big boulder had

cracked and loosened. Os course,

the wall’s old and we’ve had lots

of rain this year. But that’s the

only place that was weakened. It

was just chance it had to be right
above the rock you used for a

seat.”

Dorinda Is Puzzled

By Mystery Footsteps
His hand tightened about her

fingers. “Thank God it wasn't

you!” he said huskily.
She frowned, trying to think.

There was something—but she

couldn’t remember.

“The rain had eaten into the

bluff, too,” Cleve went on. “Just

beyond the weak place in the wall,
the dirt had fallen away.”

Dorinda said again, as she had

said to Dr. Evans, “It was an ac-

cident, wasn’t it, Cleve?”

The look he turned on her was

full of surprise. “Why, of course.

Good Lord, honey, you don’t think

someone pushed the boulder over,

did you?”

“No, not really. Only why did

It come down just then—when she

was there. It might have fallen any

time but had to be today, at just
that minute.” She felt her throat

thicken.

“It just happened, that’s all. No

wonder you've been terrified with

an idea like that in your head. Why,
who on earth would want to harm a

nice kid like Anne? That’s ridicu-

lous, Dorinda.”

“I suppose it is,” she admitted.

“My imagination’s too good, Cleve.

But things happen. That man Tay-
lor was killed—they thought that

was an accident, too, at first.

And Grandmother died.” She

couldn't tell him about the rose-

colored stain on Grandmother’s

pillow. He’d think that was ridicu-

lous, too. As Edward had.

He put his hands on her shoulders

and shook her gently. “Wake up,

honey. You look as if you were a

million miles away from me. You

know what happened to Anne was

simply one of those unaccountable

accidents, don’t you?”

Dorinda’s forehead was puckered.
If she could only remember—She

rubbed her hand across her eyes.

“I think I know, Cleve. I’m a

little dazed yet, that’s all”

Her eyes slid past him. “Oh,
Harriet!” she said blankly.

Harriet stood in the doorway, her

gray eyes dull, her sallow face

wrinkled as if she had been asleep.
“Are you and Cleve here alone?”
she asked, stiffly disapproving.

“Aunt Harriet, have you been

here all the time? Were you walk-

ing along the upstairs hall?” Do-

rinda demanded.

“I’ve been here several hours. I

was asleep most of the time.” She

added primly, “I went out into the

hall once. Lana’d left the bath-

room door fastened on my side and

I had to go outside and through her

room.”

Dorinda gave a brittle little laugh.
That showed what a hysterical
fool she was—working herself into

a panic of fear because she’d heard

footsteps in a house supposedly
empty. And all the time it was

only poor harmless Harriet!

“But I thought you were at the

Red Cross,” she insisted.

Harriet’s weak mouth tightened

into stubborn lines. “I didn’t like

it there. I didn’t know any of the

women, so I only stayed a little

while. I walked home.”

She came closer to Dorinda, look-

ing curiously into her tear-stained

face. “You’ve been crying.” Alarm

kindled in her eyes. “Lana—noth-

ing’s happened to Lana?”

“No, no,” Cleve assured her

“But there’s been an accident.”

He told her, briefly. “The sheriffs

down there now.” His attention

came back to Dorinda. “I wish

you didn’t have to talk to Poole

about it today. But he’ll want to

ask questions. After all, you saw

it happen—l wish you hadn't—and

he’ll want you to tell him about it.”

“Charlie Poole? He’s coming
here to ask questions?” Harriet

rubbed the tip of her narrow nose.

The news of Anne’s death did not

seem to disturb her greatly. She

didn’t know Anne, her detached

attitude said. The girl meant noth-

ing to her. “Ihaven’t talked to

Charlie Poole for a long time,” she
went on in a pleased voice.

“Oh, you know him?” Dorinda’s

interest was caught by Harriet’s

tone.

“Os course Iknow him. We went

through high school together. We

were—quite good friends. Charlie

was planning to go through college
and law school. But his father

died quite suddenly. There wasn’t

much money left and Charlie had

his mother and that bunch of sisters

on his hands.” She gave the red-

dened tip of her nose a final rub.

“Just about that time I met Hunt

Thorndyke who was here visiting
his brother and we got married and

went away.” She sighed. “1 al-

ways thought if Charlie’s father

hadn’t died so soon—”

Cleve broke into her remi-

niscences, his voice deepened to
a warning note. “They’re coming.
Poole and Dr. Hanlon. Buck up,

Rinda.”

She told Poole what had hap-
pened, her voice faltering at the

end. Her eyes were tight little fists

in her lap.

“You saw the boulder as It

started do w n?” Poole asked.

“You didn’t see anything else?

There was nothing, no one, no other

movement at the top of the bluff?”

“No. No one. But there was

something—l can’t remember—"

She put her hands over her eyes,

living all over again that moment

when she had seen Anne die. Her

hands dropped into her lap. “I

remember now. It wasn’t anything.
Just a flash, a spot of something

yellow.”

Dorinda Tells of Flash
Os Yellow on Cliff Top

“Something ye 11 o w?” Poole

frowned. “Like what?”

“I don’t know. Maybe it was a

ii

A sudden flash of interest lit

Poole’s face.

bush in me sun, a flower. Maybe
there was a yellow lichen on the
rock. I wasn’t really looking up

there. It’s just that I have a feel-

ing I saw yellow. Maybe I really
didn’t see anything.”

“There are no bushes or flowers

along the bluff. And no yellow
lichen on the rocks there,” Poole
said flatly. He pulled a small sack

of tobacco and a pack of papers

from his breast pocket He rolled

a cigarette slowly and expertly.

“Here's something that looks

like an accident. Maybe it is. I’m
not saying it Isn’t. But I’m not

satisfied. It’s too convenient—the

whole setup. Everyone away from

the house, servants gone, the loose

place—the only loose place in the

whole wall, directly above that

seat on the beach.”

Dorinda heard the sibilant

scratch of a match as he drew it

across the sole of his shoe. “And

you didn’t see anyone but you did

see something yellow in a place
where' yellow didn’t belong. Think

about it some more. Miss LaCroix.

Maybe you’ll remember what it

was that you saw.”

Dorinda shook her head. “No. as

1 said, it's just an impression. If

anyone had been standing there.

I’d have seen him. But I didn’t, and

of course, I didn’t look again. I

forgot all about it.”

Poole moved restlessly. “I don’t

like’this—not any part of it. There’s

too many unexplained things hap-

pening around Trentville lately
That salesman, Taylor, for exam

pie. We nearly passed that off as

an accident, too. They tell me yci

knew him. Miss LaCroix.”

“That's not fair, Poole,” Cleve

broke in hotly “Just because he

spoke to Dorinda. He might have

spoken to half a dozen girls in

town for all you know.”

“Nothing to get excited about.

Cleve.” Poole blew a smoke sing
into the air. "I'm just saying it’s

peculiar. I wonder now, just how

long was Miss LaCroix out of sight
today before you heard her

scream?”

“She wasn’t out of my sight at

all,” Cleve declared shortly. “I

heard Anne cry out just when Dor-

inda went out into the water at

the end of the bank. She took a

couple of steps and started scream-

ing herself. I can assure you she

didn’t have a chance to run up the

steps and push the boulder down on

Anne without me seeing her if that’s

what you’re getting at."

“I think Miss LaCroix has told

you everything she remembers,” a

soft voice interposed. “Maybe after

she's had a rest and a night’s sleep,
she’ll remember more. That hap-
pens, sometimes.” Dr. Hanlon,
seated in a shadowy corner, spoke
for the first time since he had come

into the room.

Dorinda, turning her head toward

him, saw a heavy man dressed in a

loose brown suit, vest unbuttoned

over a convex belly. His prominent
eyes, matching his suit, were the

soft brown of a spaniel’s. He

nodded to her reassuringly, his lips
pursing in a smile.

There were voices in the hall,
excited voices. Carrie, her gaunt
face flushed and anxious, appeared
in the living-room door. Her sunk-
en eyes sought Dorinda, ignoring the

others in the room.

“Are you all right, Miss? I been

worrying so. The hospital never

called me. And my boy wasn't hurt

at all.”

A sudden flash of interest lit

Poole’s face. “You say your tele-

phone summons was a false

alarm?” he asked, his drawl quick-

ening into terseness.

Carrie’s eyes shifted from Do-

rinda to the sheriff. One big hand >
flew to her face, pressed against
her mouth.

Carrie Was Lured Away
By Fake Hospital Call

“Mr. Poole,’’ she breathed. She

looked frightened. “What are you

doing here? Has something hap-
pened? Has someone else been

killed?”

“Someone else?” He caught up
her words swiftly. “Who was it that

was killed in the first place?”

Carrie made a visible effort to

compose herself. "I didn’t mean

nothin’," she said sullenly. “Only
we’ve had a death in the family—-
and I got this phone call And

you’re here.”

Poole’s eyes narrowed. “You

didn’t sound as if that were all you

meant. But what about this tele-

phone call? Tell me about it”

"There ain’t much to tell. Mr.

Greer took the call. He came and

told me. They said it was the hos-

pital at Westport calling and that

my boy had been hurt in an auto ac-

cident and for me to come right
away.”

“And you didn’t talk to the hos-

pital yourself? Did you hear the

telephone ring?”

“No, I was upstairs. But Mr.

Greer came up and told me. And

he said if Miss Dorinda didn’t care,

he’d drive me up to Westport.”
“And you went?”

“Yes, I had the lunch packed i
for the beach picnic and I took it

down and asked Miss Dorinda if

I could go. I didn’t feel so bad about

about leaving her because Miss

Delahay and Mr. Adams were with

her. And Mr. Adams said he

wouldn’t leave until me or Mr. Ed-

ward came back.”

"You were afraid to leave Miss

LaCroix alone? Why? Trentville is

generally considered a pretty safe

place.”

Carrie’s fingers were making little

pleats in the front of her dress,
pulling her cotton waist tight
against her flat breast. “Well, I

don’t know. Only Miss Dorinda’s so

young and pretty. And you read in

the city papers about funny things

happening sometimes. I just didn't

like to go away and think of her be-

ing by herself. Anyway, Mr. Ed-

ward wouldn’t have liked it.”

“I see. Well, go on. What hap-

pened after you left here?”

“We drove up to Westport just

as fast as we could and went to

the hospital. There’s only one up
there so we couldn’t miss it

And they said they didn’t know

anything about an accident And

they hadn’t phoned and my boy
wasn’t there.” She sucked in her

breath sharply. “So we went around

to where he worked. That’s David-

son’s machine shop. He’d been

working all day and couldn’t figure

what we were talking about And

finally we came back home.”

Poole picked up his hat from the

floor beside him. He turned it

round and round in his lap, his

fingers plucking at the narrow gros-

grain band. “And is it your idea

that someone was trying to get you

away from the house?”

Carrie looked startled. “1 didn’t

say that. I guess maybe someone

else got hurt and they got the wrong

number. It could’a been that way.”

“It’s possible, of course. I'll have

to find out if there were any acci-

dents in Westport today. Or If

there were any telephone calls to

this house from Westport.”

(Continued Next Week)

THE COASTLAND TIMES, MANTEO, N. C.

BRINN
(Continued from Page Two)

in the vicinity of his three score

and some years he visited a son

in Florida, and that while out for

a short stroll one day he became

interested in the country ther -

abouts and without reckoning a-

gainst the rapid passage of time

suddenly discovered that he had
walked nearly twenty miles with-

out stopping Who can say chat

this has been exaggerated? In 311

probability it is true.

His Pal Awaits Him

Thtre are many other interest-
ing tales about lUchard Brinn, but

space is limited*and so are the
facts. There is one fact which

should be inserted here, however,
and that is that when Dick arriv-

ed at his home after being lost,
or in other ways inconvenienced,
in the Little Dismal and fighting
his way through those many,

many hard miles of swamp and
ice and briars and every conceiv-

able hardship, he found at his

mother’s hearth Jim Turner. That

same Jim Turner Agho had prom-
ised to pick him up at the camp.
The same Jim Turner who had

arrived at his mother’s home sev-

“rai days before Christmas and
had not mentioned anything at all

about Dick’s planning to come

home with him.

Fortunately, for Jim, he had
vanished when Dick became well

two or three weeks later.

BIRTH ANNOUNCEMENT

Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Herman

Watson, 11, of Tarboro, announce

the birth of a son, Hubert Wat-

son, 111, January 3 at Edgecombe
General Hospital. Mrs. Watson is

the former Miss Clara Allen of
Wenona.
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