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_ , SYNOPSIS. 

On the day of the eruption of .Mount 
Pelee Capt. John Hardin of til* Steamer 
Prlnccss rescues flve-y*ar-oId Annette 
llington from an open boat, but la forced 
to leave behind her father and kli com
panions. Illngton la assaulted by Her
nandez and Ponto In a vain attempt to 
set papers which lUngton has managed 
to send aboard the Princes* with his 
daughter, papers proving his title to and 
telling the whereabout* of the lost Island 
of Cinnabar. Ilington'v Injury causes his 
mind to become a blank. Thirteen years 
elapse. Hernandez now an opium smug
gler, with Ponto, Ines, a female accom
plice, and the mindless brute that ones 
was llington. come 1 -< Seaport, where the 
widow of Captain Hardin la lining with 
her son Neal and Annetto llington, and 
plot to steal the papers left to Annette 
by her father. Neal tries for admission 
to the Naval academy but through the 
treachery of Joey Welcher Is defeated by 
Joey and disgraced. Neal enlists In the 
navy. Ines sets a trap Crfr Joey and tlie 
conspirators get hint In. their power. He 
agrees to steal the papers for them but 
accidentally seta-tire to the Hardin home 
and the brute-man rescues Annette with 
the papers from the flames. • 

FOURTH INSTALLMENT 

THE TATTERED PARCHMENT 

j CHAPTER XV|I ^ 

The Return of Inez Castro. 
- Out of that holocaust—the useless 
conflagration that destroyed thd old 
Hardin cottage at Seaport—Annette 
saved something. She saved the links 
that bound the present to the past— 
the identifying objects that made her 
one with the little child who had been 
saved years before from the ruin of 
St. Pierre. 

"WJhatever they mean," she told her 
foster mother, "they'll help me And my 
father; they'll help me find Lost Isle. 
And I have a strange presentiment 
that I'll find bim at Lost Isle and not 
before." 

They were seated, these two, in 
their temporary place of abode. 

"Who rescued me that night?" she 
queried. "How did I get out of the 
house at all; who did that?" 

Her foster mother shook her head. 
"Nobody knows, Annette," she said. 

She lit a small alcohol lamp under
neath a tiny tea kettle. "Watch it, 
AnnettO the said, "it's so small It 
may boll over.'? s, 

BoiL.ov.er dicUatAr^i# S^MS" 
cullar consequences. Mrs. iiaram 
measured out a quantity of Ceylon tea, 
and then held out her hand. 

"Let me see the map Of^Loet Isle 
again. Annette," she said. "It j*ems 
a shame we can make nothing Of It." 
, It was strange, for at first glance the 
rikap seemed quite worth while. It 
was' traced upon an ancient piece of 
parchment, old and yellow. At the 
top was this inscription: 

"LOST ISLE OF CINNABAR." 
"Cinnabar," repeated Mrs. Hardin. 

"Seems to me I've heard of such an 
island." 

Annette shook her head. "I've looked 
it up. Cinnabar is not a place. It's 
nothing but am ore." 

The older woman continued her 
scrutiny.* "litre's the mine marked 
on the island with a cross—what kind 
of a mine—what's cinnabar?" 

"Quicksilver ore," returned the girl. 
"It must be a quicksilver mine." 

"Nothing else upon It, except the 
worjds 'Stone castle,' nothing else:" Mr' 

The girl sprang to her aide. "Yes," 
said the girl, "these two other words 
belgw." 

placed her linger upon them-
They were two small words near the 
lowet left-hand corner of the map: 

Latitude. 
•' Longitude. - • ) • 

"Yes," went on Mrs. Hardin, "bht 
what latitude and wbat longitude?" ' 

Annette smiled. "That'a the point, 
it doesn't say. That's what I t* got 
to find out, but I'll find out, never 
fear." 

Mrs. Hardin lit a lamp, placed the 
map flatly upon the table, and exam
ined every nook .and corner of it. 
"Well," she said at length, "I've 
scpured the map and I can't make 
head nor tail ofJt.so we'll have some 
tea." 

She placed her hand upon the han
dle of the little tea pot. She drew 
it away suddenly, for it was unusually 
hot. Her hasty movement dislodged 
it from its moorings and the boiling 
water spouted out over the table. 
Moat of the boiling water spotted on 
the map. Mrs. Hardin snatched the 
map away and wiped it with her ker
chief. Then she handed the map to 
Annette. "Get it out of my sight be
fore I scour the whole thing off the 
face or the earth," she said. Then 
she: stopped. "Annette," she went on, 
sharply, "what's the matter?" 

Annette was pointing to the map. 
"Look! look!" she cried. 

Well might she exclaim, for there, 
upon the yellow surface of-the parch
ment where only half a dozen words 
had appeared before, thera now ap
peared a multitude. 

- "Latitude 18 degrees. 3<) minutes 
north; longitude 123 degrees, 40 min
utes west. Granted to llington, Span
ish-American explorer, for distin
guished service by Joseph Bonaparte,, 
king of Spain, in the year 1809; the 
original grant being in possession of 
the fathers of the Santa M*Ha mis
sion in Lower California, to be sur
rendered to the heirs of llington upon 

proof of identity and presentation of 
this map." 

Annette stared at it.' "Jove!" she 
finally exclaimed. "Lost Isle is Lost 
Isle no more, thanks to a tea kettle 
full of boiling water; but, look, look, 
it fides Vgain." 

"Fades as it cools," said Mrs. Har
din. 

• The door opened stealthily. Joe 
I Welcher entered. "Joey," cried An
nette thoughtlessly, "tell us—where'u 
1$ degrees latitude. You can pass 
'examinations. And 123 degrees longi-
itude. Right off the reel." 
1 Joe Welcher mistook the inquiry for 
mere airy. persiflage. He failed en
tirely to connect It with the map. He 

:strode to the table. The map still lay 
; there but now upon Its face ap|ieared 
none of-the^ recently revealed inscrip
tions, it was as blank as It had been 
before. Watcher's fingers, itched to 
get hold of the map. He needed it in 
his business, for his business just now 
-was keeping out of] trouble. He 
itjretched fortha hand to take it. 
' "You and your old map," he said, 
with an attempt at jocularity,, "it's like 
a game of solitaire. Let me look at 
jit again." 

Annette folded It up and thrust it 
into her bosom. "Not so, Joey." she 
returned. "It's never going to leave 
my possession again, «Jt'a precious 
to me now." 

! A sudden light broke in upon Joe's 
understanding. He peered at her cun
ningly. "What's that you were say
ing about latitude and longitude?" he 
queried. 

"Never you mind, Joey," laughed 
Annette, "all in good time you'll know. 
What's on your mind?" 

/'How did you know anything was 
on my mind," replied Welcher. "Well, 
you're right. There's an old friend 
Of yours downstairs, just come over 
from New York—Miss Irene Cour
tlier." 

"We'll tidy up, then you can show 
,her up," said hia fatter mother/ She 
swept Annette's belongings Into a 
huge old-fashioned valise. She had ho 
sooner finished than Ines Castro en
tered the arena of events. 

. "J-read about. k. juat a Hne ia the 

stroyed; you saved nothing, aa I un
derstand?" 

. "Npthftc- but Annette's. valuable*,f 
returned MM. Ilardlh. „ V 

"What nsfct do y$ti do—where now 
do ybtLigol^ inqulred lnes. 

Mrs. Hardin's eyes glowed. "I—we 
shall go to Neal; for the present any
way, we have no other plans. We 
can live near him for a little while at 
least." 

"And Neal is—?" queried Ines. Mrs. 
Hardin told her—at, the Naval Train
ing school at Newport. 

Ines clapped her hands. "The long 
arm of. coincidence," she cried; "my 
father anf I, we have our little villa 
at Newport, as you had your little 
cottage at Seapprt. And you shall 
visit me, as I visited you. You s^all 
visit me—and you Annette llington— 
at my villa, in Newport. Good." 

It Is to be said of Ines Castro that 
she was universally resourceful. She 
bad no ^father.; Aid as tyn- a villa' at 
Newport—she had never thought of 
such a thing until that instant. Her 
villa at Newport waa a castle in the 
air.'' 

J . '  '  *  ' '  

CHAPTER XVIII. 
' ' 8% 

• Scar Face. , . 
Welchpr, upon the advent of Inez 

Q«atro, bad left the room.. I^ez had 
handed him a slip of paper—one that 
he was anxious to peruse. He went 
below to read It It was another little 
seductive note from her. asking bim 
to meet h«r once again at their tryst-
ing place—Lonesome Cove inn, three-
miles south of Seaport, , 

. Fortified' with proper stimulants, 
Welcher made his way at once to that 
hostelry. 

At last she came. Welcher sprang 
forward and caught her in his arms. 

"You've got to let me see you often 
—often, do you understand," he said. 

tell, yow, charming one," 
said Inez, "that what happens cannot 
be helped byme. I hart a husband, 
bate I not? A hard master,, this Her
nandes. When' he commands, I must 
obey. If I Ml—" 

She, looked ap. She rose. The door 
was still shut, but within the room, 
crouching behind Wel?her, were three 
interlopers—Hernandez and his two 
companions, Ponto and the brute. 

"What are you doing here?" cried 
Welcher, stepping back/ "I thought. 
I locked the door." 

"You are fond of locking doors, 
friend Welcher." aaid Hernandez, "but 
this time'you merely turned the key 
—a key which doesn't lock. I have 
rights here, I imagine. Since my wife 
sees fit.to enter, I enter also. May I 
inquire of my fair wife," he proceeded 
suavely, "what the heiress, Annette 
llington^ Intends to do?". 

"Nona of your business," snapped 
Joe Welcher, in return. 

"May I inquire of you, sir, then,", 
went on Hernandes, "what you intend 
to do?" 

"That's none of your business, too," 

said Welcher; "but If you want to 
know, I'm going to Annapolis. I'm go
ing to Join the nvy " 

"Listen, friend Welcher," said Her
nandez, "you have failed us onco. If 
^pu fall us again we will have you 
broken. We want that map of the Lost 
Isle of Cinnabar—we want every iden
tifying thing that came aboard the 
Princess with Annette llington, the 
child, and you must help us get It. 
Understand?" -

Hernandez pointed toward the door. 
"Annapolis," he said "then report to 
us at Newport in due course." 

j Before Welcher was able'to report 
i to, Hernandez or to Inez Castro at 
[Courtier villa, in Newport, other 
things happened. 

<* A week later Neal Hardin, in his 
[apprenticeship seaman uniform, bur-
Vied from his training ship to the rail
road station in Newport; and waited 
half an hour for a belated train. He 
was unprepared for the sight that met 
^is eyes when the train pulled in. 
Annette was more than a dream—she 
wa« superb. Neal seized as matiy suit
cases as be could manage,, motioned to 
a porter to bring the rdst, and led bis 
little crowd toward the street car. 

Inez Caatro called after him. 
"Where are you going?" she demand
ed. "This is vour vehicle. Pile in." : 

It was a huge gray motor car. 
"Yours?" queried Annette. 

-^Notwithstanding the fact that Inez 
had never seen the car befpre, she 
no4ded. . 

"One,of mine," she, said. >> : >.«<-
At the villa Inez> turned her guests 

loose and' bade them do as they 
pleased. Neal and Anneitte immediate
ly, left the. pleasing but unnecessary 
society or the 'others and wandered 
through the rose-lined paths behind 
the house. 

Annette started suddenly. "Look, 
look. Quick!" she commanded. 

Neal looked. . Fifteen paces to bis 
right there was a clump of bushes, 
and peering from this clump of 
bushes these was a human face, sin
ister, forbidding. Without a word 
Neal leaped In the direction of the 
face and dodged around the bushes. -

Luck favored the pursued and was 
against the pursuer. A taxlcab came 
whirling around a corner, and the In. 

Inez gave a signal and the launch 
plunged her nose Into the sea. 

For half an hour or so everything 
went well. 

But suddenly above the chugging 
of the exhaust Annette heard a groan 
at her side.. Inez, was hanging limp 
over the arm of her wicker chair. 

"What la the matter?'' cried An
nette, alarmed. 

"I am ill, so ill," groaned Inez. • -T 
was a fool to come out in a sea like 
this." 

"We'll.(jo back,", said Annette.1'? : ! 
"No/' sjiid Inez. "We must land. 

Another half hour of this I think 
would kill me." 

{n a moment they were gliding 
ough the quiet-waters, and in two 

moments more had reached the dock 
at the head of the inlet. Above them 
towered - a huge, crooked granite 
shVft, and nestling against it like an
other shaft was the Crooked Crag ho
tel. 

"I must test," grb4ned Inez. "I 
must lie down—I am ill, terribly ill." 

Annette rapidly .leaped from th« 
motor,boat, tripped up to the little 
dock and nimbly ascended the rustic 
steps that led to the hotel. She was 
met half way by the proprietor, Sol-
inger himself. 

"Yes, miss," he called to her; "some
thing urgent, 1 perceive." 

"My friend, Miss Courtier, is ill," 
said Annette. ^Jabe is in the launch 
below. Can you help me?" . 
' '.' With- pleasure/ miss," said the pro
prietor.- . • 

With him at her side, Annette re
traced her steps. The proprietor en
tered the . motor boat and bent over 
Inez. He-nodded to himself, aa though, 
recalling a description; 

Witft Ah; easy swing they carried' 
Inez out of the boat, along the dock 
and yp the rustic steps. 

"Have you a physician iff the 
house?!' 

"We have everything—everything at 
Crooked Cng," returned the proprie
tor, with an insinuating smile. 

He summoned other servitors snd 
nodded to Annette. -

"It is two flights up, miss," he said 
to Annette. :=; 

Giving innumerable directions and 
climbing at .the head j/t the little 

; Hsrnandsz^Tore Open Annette's Waist. • 
terloper leapAd upon its step', opened 
the door and'^ung himself inside, giv
ing a qhiclf order to the driver. 

Neal retraced his iteps and Annette 
hsnded hlm jf acrap of paber that the 
min had'dropped during the struggle. 
It was a crumpled bit of letter, and 
what there watfvof-It read like this: 

. . . note you are now^foeated 
at the "Crooked Crag" . . . and 
that the place is asfe. Tea.aeunds 
heroin shipped today.-. The,consign
ment of cocaine follows, immediately. 

"Did you recoghize that man?" skid 
Neal, breathlessly. "He was tlie smug
gler thst got away that night in Sea
port. I remember bim particularly by 
the scar upon his face." . 
1 Annette started. :"I had forgotten," 
she returned. "The scar upon his 
face." 

« ' CHAPTER XIX. 

At Crooked Crag. J 

Hernandez,.the gentleman adventur
er, the clever smuggler of cocaine 
and heroin, established his headquar
ters at the Crooked Crag. The pro
prietor recognized him for what he 
was; there was a secret compact, un
spoken, but well understood, between 
the two. 

Hernandez had located himself In 
the secret, sound-proof room at 
Crooked Crag, lie was talking over 
the telephone. 

'!It was a false move," he conceded. 
"I should have steered clear of yOur 
Newport villa. If it hadn't been for 
{he apprentice seaman, I might have 
turned, a trick. As It is, I am afraid 
to .show myself, I think we will have 
to wait for our yellow-blooded friend 
to return from his failure at Annapo
lis," 

With the scrap of paper in his pos
session Neal had excused himself to 
Inez, and bad started back to his 
training station with a definite pur
pose in view. Once arrived there, he 
handed the crumpled slip of paper to 
the officer in command and told his 
story. 
: But all this went on unknown to 
Hernandez. He had not missed the 
scrap of paper. 

Half an hour later on a wharf in 
Newport there drew up a very capable 
little motor boat. Inez and her young 
friend, Annetto llington, lioaided her. 

group behind him, he' finally reached 
the third-story room. > 

"If the doctor Is about, will you 
send him?" said Annette, bowing the 
proprietor and his two men from the 
room. ' 

"At once, mademoiselle," said the 
proprietor.wUha low bow. 

There was a knock upon the door, 
"Come in," aaid Annette. ** 

. Two ven.entered, one of whom, m 
man with, a neatly-trimmed v^n Dykj|| 

Jjeard, ^rew ^natte to the window* 
inquiring gravely about, the case? 
"While her attention waajthus occupied^ 
the othcir ibin seized the' r&limbei 
figure upon the bed and bote it froi 
the room. Annettes-caught a* -glimpse^ 
of his huge shoulders Ju«tf4f l|e did? 
appeared.' * 

"What is he doing?" ghe demanded. 
"Where is he taking her to?" 

The other man bowed. "To a phy
sician," he returned, "aa you re
quested." 

He crossed the room and deftly 
locked the door, putting the key in his 
pocket. 

"But you are a physician," ox-
claimed Annette, alarmed. 

He tore from either side of his face 
a thin strip of hair, leaving beneath It 
smooth shaven jowels. He still wore a 
mustache and goatee. Then he turned 
to her, and his face was the face of^ 
the man in the shrubbery at the New®-
port villa, the face of the smuggler* 
of cocaine, captured at Seaport an$^ 
escaped again. ^ 

"I am not a physician," he conceded^, 
"Do you know who I am?" 

"No," she answered,retreating to 0 
corner; ' -> ,.i 

He laughed.1 "I am a man with %| 
sabdr kiit upon my face," he said^f 
pointing to it. "You'.ware to look out-
for me. Here I am. Look out." ? 

"What do you want of me?" she 
demanded. 

Hernandez lit a cigarette. "Noth
ing that is not mine." he said. "1 was 
a partner of your father's." 

She started. "Where is my father?" 
she demanded. 

Hernandez shrugged his shoulders. 
"Dead these many years; God rest his 
soul," he said. "I was his surviving 
partner and to me belongs the assets 
of the firm. One of those asset* you 
carry on your person next your heart, 
the map of the l.ost late of Ciunabar. 

I know you have It. I tracked you and 
your friend here just to (et it. You 
will hand It now to me." 

,"I will do nothing of the kind," said 
Annqtte. She drew a long breath 
and screamed aloud, 

"Useless," he said. "There Is no 
one within range of your beautiful 
soft voice." He took out his watch. 
"Let me remlndVyou; senorita," he re
marked, "that my ancestors were,of 
the inquisition. 1 will g(vo ybfr five 
minutes to* make up .your mlttd. I 
shall leave you alone, you may make 
up your mind by youraelft lf at rthe 
end of Aire minutes you . have failed, 
yqu must take the consequence*" . 
. Ines Castro's bandbec was 'lying on 

a dre*slng table; to her if WSS the 
haind bag of Irene Courtier. She 
opened it and drpw forth a card on-
graved with this latter name, together 
with a little, silver .pencil. • She wrote 
hastily upon the card: 
: "I am Annette llington. I am con-' 

fined in a second'atory room in tin 
rear of this building—the barred room 
where you see the handkerchief. Look 
up," 

She thrust the card between the 
barp and dropped it It fluttered down 
beyond her sight. Then she tied her 
handkerchief to the lower end of one 
of the bars. As she finished she heard 
a rattle at the lock of the door and 
Hernandez entered the room. 

n- ;CMArr«R;XX.. it ' 
; I: • , -R .  .-3, -.il-.at 
1 : iti-i* i i;  ̂ TJCOMNfOd.-: 
[ V jThe' ensign ln< ttfs bow of. tb* navfcl 
Jaiinch scaMhed < the.' ooaSt line wtth 
tir% : . •-'Pi.'i*' 

"ThisvChtoked drkk VotM is ah un< 
<anigr. Mace,? %a aiad,ffThejt't? 
ably, sot looKmita pisatedYeiwrywJMira.: 
W*'d better, lamtt-half a mltanwar «nd 
UJm them front the-iear" 

His brother ensign; gran ted. "Dol
lar* • toi doughnuts A-we're [ «n a -wild 
goose chabe,'' liaaal& "If there's sny 
place that covera up Its tracks it's 
Crooked Crag. You're right though, 
we'll take them, from the rear." 
' They landed half a mile up shore 
and as quietly as possible tramped 
for a mile through Underbrush U the 
general direction-of the granite rock 
which stood out.clear above the tree 
tope. They halted on the edge of the 
clearing, from the center of which 
rose the hotel Itself, t -

"Form, a circle," aajd the ensign, 
"surround the place, and all close In 
at pnee.. No matter what happens, 
don't let anybody get away." 

One , of the ensigns beckoned to 
Neal... "Como with me/' he sa{d, "you 
know the man we're after and can do-
scctbe him; I'll need -you aad about 
three more besides." 
. Withrhythmlc.ringlngsteps, the lit* 
tie squad crossed the clearing; darted 
up the rustic stelPfcaae and trapped 
across the veranda of theitoUL Sol-
ingerjnet them ai the doorl : v-

r'Yes,": gantlemeQ" ho'said,' bowing, 
"what can 1 servo, you?". ; '•> 

"Berve us nothing/' said the ensign 
sternly. "We are looking for * smug
gler that you have got. He ie here. 

know he Is here and we are go
ing to gethim." 

Meantime - Hernandes had entered 
the room where he' had. confined An
nette. Once more he locked .the door 
hehind him and without a word crossed 
the floor toward her. Annette bad 
made up her mind just what to*do. 
She must fight with a woman's weap
ons and she had a woman's weapon— 
a hat pin. j 

She waited until Hernandes was 
within-, throe feet of her, then she 
raised the weapon aq^ sunk it deep 
into his outstretched arm. 

His face white with anger, Hernan
des caught her roughly by the threat. 
Bat he had forgotten something—for
got tenthat she had inherited treason-
dous strengths Young and graceful a# 
sho. was, her -evfcry musde was well 
tralhed. With one strong sweep ef 
har"iii!kn,'.'aho .'throw tttevOC and. than: 
Plunged 4nh| ̂  fl|^' iho/figkt of a 
wndcat against A Wqlf. Shf totw^at 
his face :and. head, xlutphing for Ml 
eyes, trying for a.holii. npba.Kia eairo. 
Time and again she. repulsed him, 
tten wlth one^ wild clntch ahe caught 
him1 by the hair and held him witht *. 
strong grip of her right hand whHe. 
she pummeleii his face with a small 
but energetic left. % 

Hernandes retreated to the door, un
locked it and gave vent to a low whis
tle. - His whistle waa Immediately an
swered. Ponto entered . the room,; 
dragging with-him the huge brute. 

"Seise her," he demanded of the 
brute. 

The girl stared at thia huge figure 
with terror in her eyes. 

The brute started across the floor, 
and then whimparing, with handa 
hanging at his aides,N turned away 
from her. Hernandez nodded to' hia 
assiatant, Ponto. Ponto drew hia ever-
ready whip and lashed the bsiito Into 
obedience; -The huge aM) stiH whlm-' 
paring,- caught the girl in M*v ama-
ahd held her. 

Hernsndez, without the slighteat 
conpithetion; tore - open' i Aaaette's: 
wais t .  ^ -  • :  • -  . .  c  ? * <•.••  • .  
•"You vixen," said Heraaad«* be-

tW^en his teetb, "I will get that^map 
if I haveto<flay you/'-- ••• 

ICtantinkO, One by One; on the low#r 
floor/ the ehslgn's cohorta had strug
gled in. Each saluted aa he cami».' »• 

"It's no use/'-they whispered to the 
ensign. "Solinger's got us beat. We 
can't flnd anything." 

Neal was the last to come. He had 
made a thorough search. 

A seaman ran lightly up the steps,, 
into the office and aaluted. . 

"Beg your pardon, sir," he said. "1 
found this in a crevice in a rock be
hind the house. It looks ^ad, sir." 
' He handed over the message which 
Annette had scrawled upon the card 
of Irene Courtier—the message that 
she was coniined In an upper room, 

the room with the barred windowa In 
the rear. 

"The handkerchief ia tied there, 
air," exclaimed the seaman, "and I feel 
aure that we can locate the room." 

The ensign read the card and hand
ed it to Neal. Neal touched his hat. 

"May I—do I have ito Walt for or
ders, air?" he cried/ 

"No," roared the ensign. 
They reatihOd. the third floor corri

dor and darted into ad' open room' ai^d 
thrust heads out of s an unbar red Win-, 
dow. The sailor plucked Neal. .by the 
a leeve . '  . .>]  .  

"There," he whispered. "It's next 
door to this.: The'two windows, the 

and the handkerchief tled' -on. 
Come oh." -

They darted Out once more Into tha 
corpldor. There .was no.door, ho 'open
ing; but tbis mattered nOtlto Neal 
He atepped to the far •ndfof.-the hall 
and seized a flre ax, which hung 

^Cohcentraled i 
'AH Hogs Are Wormy: By the very 

nature of the hog, his way of living 
and what, lie cats, lie is bound to bo 
wormy.  • v . -

There i's no market for hog worms, ' 
and tlicy sap the life; lilood and your 
money from tho hog. Hog worms stunt 
young hogs, and a stunted hog is a 
money loser in the fattening pen. Tho, 
greatest menace to the health and 
thrift of the hog is worms. A worm-
less hog will be a cholorless hog. ^ 

Gore's Hog Worm Cream is certain 
death to hog worms. It is the cheap
est iueuraucc and the. best investment 
for hog raisers. It costs you less than 
Ucviter hbgV "lCac!i Dose," and if fed^ 
once cach.-30 days will keep tlicin froe 
from worms. .?•' : j. ' 

No Waste and Proper Dose; 

t Core'a.-Hog-Worm Cream is not like 
ahy other medicine, it is a. heavily con- , 
centrated cream preparation «outain-
ing an absolute antlielitaintrc "Worm ' 
Killer,*' and if tlic directions are fol
lowed, cacli lipgc l8;.ccrj,ain to. vecelvo 
the proper dose. - , 

"Yhu ihair Visit M* at Rty .yiKa at 
'rl" Newaort." '-r. •''.:»%{ ••• i J';- .V' -• -1. 
thera lIo a rack. Then he darted itack 
and with ringing strokea began, hi* as
sault upon the wall. Suddenly from 
Within he heard a womain'n shriek. 
: "Neal," cried Annette's voice within, 
and it waa the voice of a girl beside 
herself with agony and fear. -"Neal, 
it is J—Annette. Come, tor God's sake, 

Neal delivered one more crashing 
b!6w, then' he motioned to his fellows. 

"Come,-boys;" he aaid, "there's not 
a aecond to lose. This thing hat got 
to go." 
:' The corridor was fairly broad. The 
little aquad of sailbra withdrew, and 
huddled against tho opposite, vail. 
Then ap. one.nian this, human batter-
-iUg ram lunged and lurched aoross the 
hall, and propelled itself agelnet the 
alraady ktdintered partition/ 

!Wtth a- crash the secret door wont: 
down, and -with a bbuhd Neal waa in 
tho.room. Annette, her dreM torn, 
her' hair disheveled, struggled with 
the brute In one-corner of the tootla. 
Panto-had released her. WUh a bounif 
hr croasad the roOm and jerked aaldf, 
the fireplace, discloslng/a secret- egit. 
jtfa crawted through th« apertune ami 
disappeared;' •*-

:• Hernandez,' atupefled #ith aita«lsh-
mept. . yet had an, expression of tri-
umph and gtee: upon his face.,H(f wis 
thrusting a yellow parchment into his 
pocket. Annette with a dual struggle 
slipped from the brute's i grasp and 
darted toward Hernandez, calling to 
Neal. 

"Neal, Neal," she cried, "he's got 
aytether'a' map/' ;•' • • - • 

With one spring Neal was iipon Her
nandez. He snatched hack the hand 
with which Hernandes wis pushing 
the map into hia pocket:' The map 
came out tqffc and crumpled. -An
nette, beside herself, snatched at It 
with both bands. Neal grabbed ft it 
and aleo. got a bold^- Hernandez still 
'heMifctaMe'ironclutfch.? 

(All thia took place in a» instant. In 
aiother l«staif( 4h« three had IdNa^ 
bach, eachinaiaeparatei«dlreot40B.Th«' 

had .parted* and each clutched a' 
pieCe of it.-, .-i-.tixti 
.Hernandez, with an. oath, turned 

divedlntothe 'ieia^t* patrssgewayi 
r ve minutes later |he f»ztest boat 

•long the shore—ttO bioat ,which Ineaf 
C^atfO called, .her ' own^was cl||iC-
chua^ing out fto asa.; with three -fig
ures huddled in her bottom—the brute 
and Ponto and their chief, Hernandez. 
They had wriggled; somehow through 
the surrounding circle, had zifc-zagged; 
in and out of shots—had tpade good.' 
th«ir eacape.. % 

When the chaae waa over Neal re
turned and halfapologized tolnez. 

--"S^rry, Miss Courtier/''he said, 'i>ut 
they've made away withryour fast mo-
torboat. We ̂ couldn't get to oura in 
tims. We land«d half a mile on. so 
just up tho ahore: Hbw do you feel?" 
_ "Better," eiclalmfcd Ihe*. "It's tho 

excitement, the.iioljse, the plstolr shots, 
—^"dy hatva ww ajpln." 

NealthrustJiis 6atU !intO\hMjpi»qket 
and pulied forth a. erumplM. ptecO ot, 

• "What did; youget, Annette?" ha In
quired, •; •• •• •-* -v . 

AapbUe thrdst her hind into- her 
draaa aaA pulled' forth her own tat-
tapied,'< |k>rU<m. Inez, watfcbihg, bent 
har head to.UMen. Neal ifaa Annette 
spread their two.^iecea ol«|e ma^ out 
Upon the little stand. " Between (hem 
they had the bulk of the lower portion 
of the map. It was a blank surface, 
aave for three things—a little tall of 
the Island sticking down and the words 
"longitude" and "latitude," and noth
ing else. Annette laughed in glee. 

"We've got everything we want," 
she said to Neal. "Wbat is here is 
important: What the man with the 
saber cut upon his face has got is ot 
no use to him or us. We beat hiin 
to it, Neal, we beat him to it." 

Over on the bed Ines, In her crouch 
ing attitude, still listened. 

<Tt> C'ONT'lN uKl.' J 

Having tried a . month ago to per
suade the public that the market is 
too low, the stockbrokers then forced 
down- prices, which they arc now try
ing to prove are too high. 

Hog 

.GORE'S 

Worm 

Von simply, mix' or .stir Gore'^ Hog 
Worm Cream W. awOi';. It mixes per
fectly and evenly. ; Pilt your swill in 
the trough and there you are. 

one dose 
...... . .$1.50 

dose 
...$3.00 

dose 
...$5.00 

ijose 
. .$10.00 

one 

one 

Gore's Hog Worm Cream is put up in 
the following sizes with, full directions 
for mixing In swill or water anil sold 
at the following prices: 

Small pize, enough for 
for 25 hogs, price .. 

% gallon, enough for 
for 60 hogs, price ... 

1 gallon, enough for 
f o r  1 2 0  h o g s ,  p r i c e  . . . . . . .  

3' gallons, enough for one 
lor 360 hogs, price 

5.. gallons, enbugh* iter oiwf-dtoSe 
. lor 600 liogs, pr ice j •,, .$15.00 
j.01 gallons, enough tor oue dose 

for 1200 hoga, price. 
•' bore's Hog Worm Cream should be 
fcti at ieast ohec a morith. ' ; 

Order today^ Sent parccl -post prc-_ 
paid. : -So Tis'ir i-MoVoyTieturncrfiirdis-
satWflcd. : i\,.. 
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itbRE;$ H(I6 WORM CREAM CO. 

CHEMISTS , 

BOONE. 

:F1oiuHed 

Df;A.H,Welbef 

j;:.^>v
;,_rOF'pESjaplN|3S,^''/'' . \ 

/ 1SYK AND KAIt; SPECIALIST; 

py WILL BE-AT 

H)pT^toBp©K 

Ttarsday, Deeper 30 : 

! lilScUsES OF^THBiEYlBi- BAH, ; ^ i '4 

' " ( WITH MILD > ItBMEPItiS. 

No medioiue used in.,the eyes that? 
injures the ;lghi .All, treatment pain-. ^ 
less. 

./,i , CROSS' isVes'" j T 
'Straiglito*iea~witl»out .paiu , / -j, 

CAT^llASy. ; i ^ . ^ , . r ' - ,  
• I; i treated / . 

- .e .-OlfASSBS \ { 

Fitted to correct all sights and guar
anteed. 

HEADACHES ^ 
« Cured by Glasses. 

Granulated Lids, Watery Eyes arid 
Ingrowing Lashes. , , . • 

CATARRH 
Treated by a new method. 

The Doctor will be pleased to have ' 
nil former patiftnls call. Examination 
free. Do not miss this opportunity, . i 

S 

fe/.f ii-i 

! 
^ ' 


