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On the dl! of the eruption of Mount
Pelee Capt. John Hardin of the steamer
Princess rescues five-year-old Annette
Ilington from an open boat, but is forced
to leave behind her father and his com-
panions. 1lington is assaulted by Her-
nandez and Ponto in a valn attempt to
get papers which Ilington has managed
to send aboard the Princess with his

5 exceed seven per cent, anc¢ the
profits of unincorporated firms or part-
nerships when the profits exceed ten
per ¢cent. On all such excess profite

'~ these companies or firms will have to

. ©  contribute one-quarter to the Govern-

e ment! ' Transportation companies,
~ 1 banks, mining, milling, and other com-

i panies will be subject to this taxation,

but life Insurance companies, and com-
‘panies with less than fifty thousand
dollazs capitalization, and companies,
firms, or Individuals engaged in agri-
culture or stock raising, are exempt,
and phy no part of this taxation. The
only™ other additlonal taxation pro-
posed 18 an increase of fifty cents a

- barrel In the customs duty on apples,
r and one-half cent a gallon in customs

! duty on certain kinds of olls.

It will be noticed that this taxation

J is being applied In such a way that it

.~ does not affect farmers in the slight-
. est degree, except, perhaps, through a

) small increase in cost of apples and

oil. The war revenue is to be paid out

: of the profits of the big firms and com-

. panies with capital of over fifty thou-

sand dollars, and even these are al-

. lowed seven per cent in some cases,
and ten per cent in others, of clear
profits before they have to pay any

.~ part of this taxation. It wlill be seen
"~ that the whole policy is to place the
war expenditure taxation on those who
have been making big profits and are
able to pay it,.and to encourage farm-
ing and stockraising by exempting
farmers and stock-raisers from the tax-
ation. This ought, to set at rest every

. _rumor that the farmer or the farmer’s

~ land Is being taxed to pay the cost of
the war.—Advertisement.

Although the dignified man may not
.~ know much, he has to be very careful
ot what little he does know.
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. bad, stomach. sour, look at
mother! If coated, give a
of this harmless “fruit
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“inside cleaning” should
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today saves a sick child
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daughter, papers proving his title to the
lost ‘sland of Cinnabar. Ilington's injury
lank., Thir-
now an

teen years clapse. Hernandez,

| oplum smuggler with Ponto and Inez, a

female accomplice, and the mindless
brute that once was Ilington, come to
Seaport, where the widow of Captain
Hardin {s lving with her son Neal and
Annette Ilington, and plot to steal the
vapeis lefl to Anneite by her father,

THIRD INSTALLMENT
THE FAILURE

CHAPTER XI.

May the Best Man Win,
Neal Hardin, clad in his life-saving

| uniform, sat upon the gunwale of his

lifeboat, gazing seaward—ever sea-
ward. He was seelng visions—always
visions of the sea. He caught An-
nette’s hand In his own. He turned to
her.

“Annette,” he cried, “I've got to do
it—I can’t help it. It calls to me—the
sea. It's in my blood.”

The girl smiled—a bit sadly per-
haps. But her eyes glowed. She re-
turned the pressure of Neal's hand
with her warm, strong, girlish grasp.

“It's in your blood,” she repeated,
“your father was a hero of the sea—
he saved me—you saved me, Neal
You've got to go.”

“You—want me to?” he asked.

“Yes, I want you to.”

“I'll go,” sald Neal.

The girl held in her right hand a
newspapér—the current issue of the
local Seaport weekly. “I saved this
just for you. Look. Read it, Neal,”
she sald. She pointed to an item on
the first page.

CONGRESSMAN PRIME AN-
NOUNCES PRELININARY AN-
NAPOLIS EXAMINATIONS.

.

Congressman James J. Prime of Sea-
port announces that the preliminary
examination for candidacy for Annap-
olis finals will be held at the High
8chool here on Thursday next at 9 a.
m. The congresaman’s privilege Is
limited to but one appointment. May
the best man win,

“It's your chance, Neal,” sald the
girl. She placed a hand upon HKis
shoulder, and at her touch the blood
ran through his veins llke wine.
“You're the best man, Neal,” she
whispered, “always the best man.
You're bound to win.”

Congressman James J. Prime was a
Seaport man—and the biggest man in
that shore town. He had sprung from
boatbullding, seafaring ancestors; he
knew seagoing folk; he liked them.
And he liked the sea. And the pleas-
antest thing he did, he was wont to
tell his friends, was to recommend
clear-eyed, clean limbed young fellows
for At the very time that
Annette and Neal were sitting in the
lifeboat gazing seaward, the congress-
man was at the post office, surrounded
by a circle of old cronies, holding forth
upon the navy. As he talked he exam-
fned his mail, opening it with a clumsy
forefinger. He had mall aplenty —
small envelopes and big ones, long
and short. Three times he dropped a
letter, once he dropped a check —
somebody picked them up for him.

Then, unknown to himself, and un-
seen of anyone about him, he accl-
dentally dropped something else upon
the floor—a long, folded printed paper.
He didn't miss it; and when Congress-
man James J. Prime moved off in the
direction of his home, a human being
slouched over to that corner, placed a
.concealing foot upon the folded paper,
struck a match and lit a cigarette,
stooped suddenly and with nicotine-
stalned fingers, picked up the docu-
ment.

The concealing foot and the nico-
tinestalned fingers belonged to =
young and sporty gentleman of the
name of Joey Welcher,

He thrust the document into his
pocket and then, he too, moved off to
some less public place. When he
reached a place less public, he exam-
ined his find. He was disappointed at

room she had been occupying for
some time, and entered the living
room.

“Under your kind care,” she said to
Mrs, Hardin, her hostess—and in her
tone was the slightest foreign accent
—“l am so well again, that I must
leave you.”

She paused. Joe Welcher pushed
open the door and slouched into the
room. Inez Castro glanced at him se-
ductively from under her long lashes
and went on.

“With the ald of Mr. Joey Welcher,”
she proceeded, “I have consulted time-
Labicu, and | find very good connec-
tions on the next train.”

She opened her handbag, and took
out bills. *“And,” she added, “I insist
on paying board.”

Mrs. Hardin held up her hand. “Miss
Courtier,” she returned, “I can't think
of it. You have taken what we call
pot-luck with us. You have been
friendly with us, and I hope we have
been friendly with you.”

Inez smiled and shrugged her pretty
shoulders. She glanced casually at
Joe Welcher. She slightly raised her
eyebrows—she waiched Joey as a cat
watches a mouse. And Joe—he was
watching something, too—the cash
that Inez was holding in her hand.
Inez groaned suddenly and put out her
hand.

“Stupid,” she said, “I have forgot.
My outer bandage., I must return.”
She returned the money to her hand-
bag and laid it down upon the table.
Then she left the room and went up-
stairs. Mrs. Hardin, Welcher’'s foster
mother, sniffed the air.

“There’'s something burning in the
kitchen, Joey,” she exclaimed, “if Miss
Courtier comes down I'll be right
back.” She, too, disappeared. And
Joey—easy-money Joey Welcher, was
left alone with the handbag and the
bills. Joey listened for an instant,
then tiptoed forward, seized the
handbag and drew forth the roll
of bills. He needed money badly—he
bhads to pay a debt of honor, which
means a gambling debt. He opened
the roll of bills and peeled off a few
where their absence would'least be
noted, and then restored the balance
of the. bills to the handbag—thrusting
his share into his pocket.

Inez Castro, seated halfway up the
stairs, watching through an inch of
open doorway, smiled to herself. Then
she tripped a bit noisily, and Irregu-
larly—to show her limp—down the
stairs and glided gracefully into the
room. Joe lit a cigarette and watched
her. He was nervous, but game. He
watched her closely. She took up her
bag and once again’took out the bills.

“My charming hostess,” she ex-
claimed, ““where should she be?”

“She should be here,” said Joey,
evading her glance, “wait a bit, I'll
get her.”

He got her, and Inez resumed her
former conversation—once more in-
sisting upon payment for her board.
Her offer was quite as insistently de-

[ clined. She sighed prettily and clicked

shut her bag. Welcher also sighed—
with unmistakable relief. She turned
to him.

“The one-horse vehicle?” she asked.

“Outalde,” said Welcher, offering his
arm, “boy's ready—time that you were
om'l

Once at the station Inez bought a
ticket for New York. But when the
train—a local—drew up at Lonesome
Cove, three miles north of Beaport,
Inez dropped oft the rear platform of
the last car, and waited on the far
side of the track until the train was
out of sight. There was no station at
Lonesome Coye—merely a shed. Swift-
ly Inez crossed the track and passed
this station and then sped on down
toward the shore. She reached a nar-
rov strip of beach, stepped down to
the water's edge, and looked about
her. Suddenly she saw what she was
looking for—a bandanna handkerchief
thrust above a clump of bushes. On
the sea side of this clump of bushes
was a rock. Inez raised her parasol
and sauntered gracefully toward this
rock, and composed herself—also
gracefully—in the shadow of the rock.
Before doing so she peered into the
bushes, noted the presence there of
three shadowy figures, and nodded
slightly, in recognition. A man with a
foreign accent spoke.

“What progress?’ he queried anx-

>

cengregated about the steps of the
school building in Seaport, N. J. Neal
was there. Some of the thirty he
knew and some he didn’t.

Neal started suddenly. A hand was
Iald upon his shoulder. He turned.
Joey Welcher, his foster brother,
faced him. Joey smiled. a

“Neal,” he sald, “I think I'll take
hack at this Annapolis exam myself.”

For a moment Neal was taken back
Then he recovered. '“Gorry,” he re-
turned, “I'm glad of that. When did
you decide?”

“Before you did,” replied Welcher,
“I've had this up my sleeve for & year
or 80. I've been boning on the quiet—
boning hard.”

It was quite true that he had been
boning hard—and also on the quiet.
He had been studying the examination
paper dropped accidentally by the con-
gressman in the local post office, and
he had mastered every answer Dby

heart. “You bet your life I'm going
in‘" he said,
Ten minutes later Neal and Welcher

were seated side by side at desks in
the old-fashioned little schoolroom.

The examination questions had been
written on the ample blackboards that
completely circled the room. The ex-
aminer had copied them from his
printed list of questions.

There was a knock on the door and
the congressman came in. The exam-
iner left his desk and met the con-
gressman half way. He whispered to
kim.

“How goes it?"” asked the congress-
man.

“I've only had the chance to look
over young Hardin's papers as they
came in—he’s been the first to finish.
They look good to me. They're well-
nigh perfect. There he is now. He's
all through.”

“May the best man win,” said the
congressman, ‘“‘he looks the part at
any rate.” He glanced about the
room; he seemed to be trying to re-
member; then he remembered. “Say,
look a here,” he said, “Beecher’s letter
says he mailed me a duplicate of those
questions and answers; and I'll swear
I saw a duplicate when I read his
note—did I hand you two or one?”

“One,” returned the examiner. He
stepped back to his desk, Neal handed
in his final paper. The examiner
thrust in front of Neal a slip of paper
and a pen. “Sign this, please,” he

“I’m Disgraced,” Cried Ne

sald. This is what it said—and Neal
signed it as requested:

1 do solemnly declare on my h r
as a gentleman that | have neither ob-
tained nor given aid of any kind dur-
ing the course of this examination.

Neal Hardin, Candidate.

He had no sooner finished signing
than Joe Welcher approached the
desk.

“Through, Joey?" queried Neal, “I'll
walt for you.”

Welcher signed his own honor slip.
Neal waited—and while he waited, he
thrust his hand into his coat pocket.
There was something unfamiliar
there. Involuntarily he drew it out—
it was a crumpled printed paper. The
examiner's eagle eye was upon it in
an instant.

“Haven't been cribbing, boy?” he
exclaimed.

“No,” stammered Neal, “I--I don’t
know what it is.”” The examiner knew
it however, for the thing it was. - He
grabbed Neal's hand and snatched the
paper from him.

“Oh!” he sald, “the missing dupli-
cate—questions and answers both. No
wonder Hardin’s papers were well-

nodded understandingly.

“I don't know how it got there,”
stammered Neal, “T didn’t put it there
—I never saw the thing before. On

and soiled—he's had it for a week—

he'’s learned the thing by heart.”
Angrily he tore up the honor slip—

Neal's answers—and flung

[ Again a friendly hand was placed
upon his shoulder. Again it was Joe
Welcher. He sighed with relief. “Look
here, Joe,” he pleaded, “you don’t
think I did this thing?”

Joe shrugged his shoulders. “It's
all right, old man,” he said finally, “re-
member, no matter what has happened
I'm your friend.”

Side by side they entered the cot-
tage. Annette was there—s0 was
Neal's mother—both walting eagerly.

Neal strode to the table, and faced
to the two women, the young one and
the old. He started to speak. Then
he slumped down into & chair and hid
his face in his hands,

“I'm disgraced,” he cried, “you—you
tell 'em, Joe.”

Welcher told them—with consider-
able unction, putting in fancy touches
of his own.

Neal sprang to his feet—his face
ablaze with anger and determination.

“Never mind,” he cried, “I can’t get
into Annapolis—but I can get into the
navy and I will. Mother—Annette—
Joe—I've got to go—the navy calls for
me. I'm golng to enlist. I've got to
go.”

CHAPTER XIV.
Wind and Limb.

Dress suit case in hand Neal stopped
in front of a cigar store in New York.
Next to the cigar store was an en-
trance to a stalrway that led to the
second floor above. In front of this
entrance paced an officer in uniform.

“Recruiting station?"” queried Neal,
saluting. .

“Nothing but,” returned the man in
uniform, “you're as welcome as the
flowers in May. Ascend.” He waved
his hand invitingly. Neal ascended.

Half an hour later he had regularly
enrolled—he was an apprentice sea-
man in the navy. The United States
at its own expense shipped him with
a squad of recruits to the naval train-
ing school at Norfolk.

As the hours flew by, Neal's eyes
were opened. He loved the sea—had
always loved it. He plunged into the
life of an apprentice seaman.

He wrote his mother and Annette
that afternoon after drill was over.

“This is the life,” he said to them,
“I've been fighting all the afternoon—
aiming thirteen inch guns at hostile
battleships, handling a cutter; splicing

“You Tell Them, Joe.”

ropes, tying sailor’'s knots, cutting off
Imaginary heads with cutlasses—and
tonight for the first time since the
eruption of Mt. Pelee, I'm sleeping in
& hammock. This is the life and no
mistake. We even have the pie that
mother used to make.”

Neal's letter reached home next day.
And next day something else hap-
pened. Joe Welcher burst into the liv-
ing room at the Hardin cottage, early
in the evening, with the local paper,
still damp from the press, in his hand.

“I've just sent one of these to Neal,”
he said, “and here's a copy for you.

Read it, Annette. Now what have you
got to say.”

Annette read it. This is what it
sald:

JOSEPH WELCHER OF SEAPORT
WINS ANNAPOLIS APPOINTMENT.

In Congressman James J. Prime’s
recent competitive examination for
the Annapolis appointment, Joe Welch-
er, our young townsman, came very
near the hundred mark and distanced
all his fellows. Good work, Welcher.
Seaport will back you through Annap-
olis and through the navy. Become
an admiral. Hitch your wagon to a
star.

Mrs. Hardin, Joe's foster mother,
caught him in her arms. “Both my
boys—Neal and Joe—in the navy,” she
exclaimed.

“Yes,” returned Welcher, with a
sneer, “but there’s a difference. I go
in as an officer—and Neal’s nothing
but a common seaman, understand?”

Annette flushed, but gave no other
sign.

CHAPTER XV.
Finesse.

It was somewhat early in the morn-
ing. Joe Welcher, seated at a round
table in the Seaport house bar, still
celebrated with three boon compan-
jons, his success as a passer of com-

petitive examtiations. Suddenly the
window was raised—swiftly but noise-
lessly, and from without.

One of Joe's friends across thetable
rose, with terror written on his face.
He pointed with his finger at the win-
dow.

“Look, look,” he cried. They looked.
A long thin, gristly brown arm with
long clawlike fingers, thrust itself
through the window and thrust a fold-
ed piece of paper Into the breast
pocket of Joe Welcher's coat. Joe
sprang to his feet, crouched terror-
stricken in the corner, shielding his
face with his arm. His three cronies
leaped to the window, and looked out.
There was & moon. But there was no
one to be seen. The owner of the
hand and arm had disappeared. Welch-
er, coming to himself, clutched at the
note, and unfolded it and read.

My Charming Friend: (it said)
Once more | have returned from New
York. 1 stay at Lonesome Cove Inn.
Meet me there tomorrow afternoon—
perhaps | should say—this afternoon
—at three. It is of importance. When
you come, inquire for Inez Castro—I|
have used that name in order that
certain mutual friends might not hear
of it. As ever,

_ Irene Courtier.

That afternoon at three Louegom®e
Cove—threa miles north of Seaport—
was graced by the presence of Joe
Welcher. Welcher made a bee line
for the cafe and properly spiced up
his breath before proceeding to keep
the rendezvoue. Then he approached
Mulligan, the i1l favored proprietor.

‘““You got a certain party here of the
name of Inez Costro,” whispered
Welcher to Mulligan.

“What's that to you,” said Mulligan.
Welcher produced his note—tlg note
produced an unusual effect upod Mul-
ligan. He dropped his surliness, and
with a wink beckoned to Welcher,
leading him down & dim corridor. “Go
up that there staircase,” he command-
ed, “and knock at Number Seven.”

“I sent for you,” Inez began, “that
you should do a favor for me—"

Welcher seized her hand. That was
his undoing. In a moment she was in
his arms, struggling. He kissed her
full upon the lips.

“T'll go to hell and back for you,” he
said. Struggling, she half screamed.
Then something happened. Unknown
to Welcher, the door of Room Seven
opened noiselessly, and a well dressed
man, with a saber cut across his face,
entered on tiptoe. He closed the door
behind him, and stood there, watching
the struggle, silent, sinister.

Suddenly Inez screamed. She re-
leased herself from Welcher’s arms—
and reeled against the table, her eyes
wide with fright.

“My—my husband,” she gasped. She
held out her hands pleadingly toward
the newcomer. Welcher cowered in
abject terror.

“It was nothing—nothing,” gasped
Inez, “a bit of play—nothing else—be-
lieve me—"

Hernandez smiled—a wicked smile.
He never looked at Inez. He glared at
Joey Welcher.

“So I see,” he said, “a bit of play.”
He whistled. The door opened once
again. Two figures entered—the brute
and Ponto. Hernandez gave a sign—
and the brute picked Joe Welcher up,
whirled him in the air, and brought
him down seated at the table. This
was the added finishing touch to make
Joe realize his helplessness. Hernan-
dez clapped his hands and the brute
left the room. Ponto, the fat Mexi-
can, curled himself up underneath the
table. Hernandez seated himself.

“A bit of play,” laughed Hernandez,
harshly. Then his brow furrowed with
wrinkles, his eyes became stern.

“Young sir,” he sald, "“your foster
sister s one Annette Illington. You
live in the same house with her. She
has in her possession a small oilskin
packet—a yellow packet — possibly
you've seen 1t?”

He walited for an answer. Joe mois-
tened his dry lips and nodded.

“Well and good,” went on Hernan-
dez, “that packet is mine—it belongs
to me. You shall steal it from her—
steal it for me. You understand?”

Hernandez smiled. Then his face
froze. His hand darted forward and
he clutched Welcher by the wrist.

“My young friend,” went on Hernan-
dez, “you are a crook. I have watched
you from first to last. Always I have
watched you. I watched you while
you made love to my young wife this
day. I watched you when you stole
her money from her a week or so
ago.”

“Give me a drink,” cried Welcher,
“go on. What do you want me to do?”

“Tirst,” returned Hernandez, “say
nothing to anyone—about me or my
companions—nor about Inez here—
nothing. To you we are as a sealed
book. Break silence and—well, my
ancestors were of the Spanish inquisi-
tion, my young friend. Silence comes
first. Next, get that packet. 1 care
not by what means—and bring it to
me at the time and place I shall here-
after designate. Now go. Tonight,
you understand—tonight.”

That night, Welcher, fully dressed,
and tossing in his restless bed, heard
the taptap of pebbles on his window.
Startled, he rose and poered without.
The sky was cloudlesa And the moon
three-quarters—by its rays he saw
three crouching flgures—shadows of
the night. One of these figures held
up & white hand. Welcher responded
with & silent signal; and then drew
back into his room. He drew from his
pocket a pint flask and drank deep.
He smoked a cigarette, taking quick.
swift, strong puffs and inhaling deeply
—he needed strength. He walited un-
til the tingling of that first drink had
entered his system; and then he took
another and another. Then he re-
jolced, for he was reckless now, reck-
less as to consequences. He lit an-
other cigarette, and tossed the lighted

A

match far from him and he tiptoed from
the room. Softly and in his stocking
feet, he crept along the narrow second
story hallway. At last he stood in
front of Annette's door. The door was
closed. Welcher turned the handle
softly, noiselessly, and it ylelded to
his pressure. The door was not locked.
Under his silent, steady pressure, it
opened on a crack—inch wide—more.
Then suddenly, from within he heard
Annette's volce—a dream voice —
“Neal—Nezal.”

It startled him. He stood there si-
lent for an instant. Then he realized
that something had happened to him—
he had become sober, too sober, to do
the trick. He felt in his pocket for the
flask. It was not there. He had left
In in his room. Stealthily he groped
his way back to his room, opened the
door and reached for the bottle.

Then with a choking, inarticulate
cry, he turned and darted down the
stairs, out of the house and up the
road.

His room was a living furnace of
red flames—the hastily tossed lighted
match had done its work.

Outside, Ponto and Hernandez ‘won-
dering, gave chase. Welcher, with
fear at his heels, sped on and on.

CHAPTER XVi,
Peril.

Annette woke, choking. Smoke
poured into her room. She realized at
once that the house was burning. She
heard the nearby crackling of flames—
she saw the nearby glare of flame.
Without the village fire gong clanged
—she heard the shouts of volunteers
coming down the road.

She ran to Mrs. Hardin's room. The
door was locked; smoke was creeping
from underneath the door. “Mother—
Mother Hardin,” cried Annette. There
was no response. In a frenzy Annetie
rushed back to her room, seized a
chalr and returned to the locked door.
With a sudden twist of her lithe body
she raised the chair above her shoul-
ders and brought it crashing against
the door. A volume of smoke poured
out. Regardless of it, Annette rushed
in, dragged Neal’s mother—uncon-
scious as she was—from the bed, out
of the room and down the stairs.

“Joey,” gasped Annette, ‘“Joey
Welcher—he's in there. We must save
him, too.”

“No,” interposed a distant neighbor,
“he's not in there. I saw him in the
village, running for help.”

During the confusion, three shadowy
figures, returning as from a chase,
crept through the smoke and crouched
beneath bushes in the rear of the
house, unnoticed and unseen.

One of these men turned to another.
“Ponto,” cried Hernandez in a low
voice, “what of the packet?—what of
Lost Isle?—the focl Welcher! By this
time we might have had it."”

Annette, scated on the ground, with
Mrs. Hardin's head in her lap, watched
the scene as in a dream. Iler glance
roved from the flames to the crowd of
jostling people—and from them back to
the flames again. Then suddenly her
heart rose to her throat. Peering at
her from the middle of a dense mass
of shrubbery, there was a face—a face
with staring eyes, matted hair, and un-
kempt beard.

She had seen that face before——and
on that very road—it had once strick-
en terror to her heart. This time how-
ever, it had a far stranger effect upon
her. No sooner had she caught sight
of this 1ncanny countenance, than, un-
accountably she remembered some-
thing—the yellcw packet.

“My father's fortune—my father's
whereabouts,” she cried. She sur-
rendered her charge to a neighborly
woman close at hand and struggled
to her feet. She reached her room in
comparative safety, save for the chok-
ing in her throat. Once there she
seized a water pitcher and drenched
herself from head to foot—then with
dripping hair and clothes she felt for
and found her hiding place. She
groped for the packet. A tongue of
flame swept the window. She shut
it, and the glass cracked and fell
tinkling to the ground below. Then
she groped again.

“I've got it—got it,” she cried in
exultation, and thrust the yellow pack-
et safely in her breast. There was &
sudden crash. She flung open her
room door, The staircase, eaten
through with flame as its top moor-
ings had fallen in. The hallway was
alive with flame. She sprang to her
window—no thorpughfare—the whole
side wall—the side of her gpom—was
now ablaze. Obeying somie instinct
Annette threw herself face downward
on the floor. The air there was slngu-
larly sweet and cool.

“Somebody will come,” she told her-
self, “somebody will come.”

Without the word passed that An-
nette had rushed into the house—was
inside now. A huge figure leaped
into the crowd, parting it right
and left and bounded into the door-
way of the house. Whimpering with
fear, the Brute ran hither, thither,
through the living room, and entered
the hall—finding the staircase a mass
of ruin. He leaped and clutched the
landing up above. Some instinct led
him to Annette’s room. He saw and
found her—clutched her unconscious
form in his huge arms and leaped with
her to the floor beneath and, unseen,
laid her unconscious form down
at the feet of Mrs. Hardin. Then
black, burned, and unrecognizable, he
sped away into the night

Hernandez gritted his teeth. *1
thought I had that brute trained,” he
exclaimed wrathfully, as he realized
that Annette and her treasure had es-
caped him, “and 1 thought he was
afraid of fire. In both I was mistaken.
We must take it out of his hide, Pon-
to—next time he must make no mis-
take.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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as in the case of the Benet-Mercler.
The increased weight is not so great
as to detract seriously from its In-
creased advantages, in the opinion of
‘experts, the only serious handicap
over the Benet-Mercier being in the

Powder Hard to Obtain.

Into the manufacture of shells and
cartridges there enter metals and ex-

of makirg the rest of the shells. But
this difficulty is rendered less by the
practice largely followed by shipping
the shells uncharged and letting the




