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Author of “Red Mouwse"

, SYNOPSIS.

On the dls of the .rupuon of Mount
Pelee Capt. John Hardin of the steamer
Princess rescues five-yéar-old Annette
1lington from an open boat, but is forced
to leave behind her father and his com-

Ret papers w! on has m
to =end aboard th engrlncell with his
daughter, pa
telling the w! uts of the lost island
of Cinnabar. Ilington's Injury causes his
mind to become a blank. Thirtéen years ||
elapse. Hernandes, now an opium smug-
gler, with Ponto, Ines, a female accom-
plice, and the mindless bmto nm ones
was Ilington, come {- Seaport, where the
widow of Captaln hairdin Is ll'ln‘ with
her son Neal and Annetto Ilington,
glot to steal the urn left to Anm(ta
y her father. Neal tries for ad
to the Naval academy but thm:‘“tho
treachery of Joey Welcher is
Joey and dis d Neal enlists in tho
navy. Ines sets 'p r Joey and the
conspirators get Mm n
agrees to steal the papers for m but
accidentally sets-fire to the Hardin home
and the brute-man rescues Annette with
the papers from the flames.

FOURTH INSTALLMENT
THE TATTERED PARCHMENT.

CHAPTER XVHIl
The Return of Inez Castre.

Out of that holocaust—the usgeless
conflagration that destroyed the 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. Plerre.

“Whatever they mean,” she told her
foster mother, “they’ll help me find my
father; they'll help me find Lost Isle.
And 1 have a strange presentiment
that I'll find him 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,
Annette,”\'she said, “it's so ll‘ll lt
may boll over.” - - -

Boll over jt dm.m.az" “tmr«

culiar ' consequences. M
measured out a quantity of Ceylon teas,
and then held out her hand.

“Let me see the map Of Lost Tsle |

nnﬁl Annette,” she sald, “lt seems
a shame we can make mothing u( it.”
. It was strange, for at first glanceé the
mp seemed quite worth while. It
was’ traced upon an ancient plece of
parchment, old and yellow. At the
top was this inscription:

“LOST ISLE OF CINNABAR."”

“Cinnabar,” repeated Mrs. Hardin.
“Seems to me Fve heard of such an
island.”

Annette shook her head. “I've looked
it up. Cinngbar is not a place, it's
nothing but an ore.”

The older woman continued her
scrutiny.c. “Here's the mine marked
on the island with & cross—what kind
of a mine—what's cinnabar?”

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

“Nothing else upon it, éxcept thq
words ‘Stone castle,” nothing else.” 3"

The girl sprang to her side. “Yol.
sald the girl, “these two othgr words

"

I;e placed her fiuger upon them.
They were two small words near the
lower left-hand corner of the map:

latitude.

Longitude.

“Yes,” went on Mrs. }hrdln. “but
what latitude amrd what longitude?” '

Annette smiled. “That's the point,
it doesn't say. That's what I've 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
scoured the map and I can’'t make
head nor tail of.dt,s0 we'll have some
te‘-“

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 spouted on
the map. Mrs. Hardin snatched the
map away and wiped it with her ker-

' chief. Then she handed the map to

“Get it out of my sight be:
ur the whole thing off the
face 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 halt a dozen words
hod appeared before, there now ap-
peared a multitude.

“Latitude 18 degrees, 30 minutes
north; longitude 123 degrees, 40 min-
utes west. Granted to Ilington, Span-
ish-American explorer, for distin.
guished service by Joseph Bonaparte,,
king of Spain, in the year 1809; the
original grant being in possession ot
the fathers of the Santa Mara mis-
gion in Lower California, to be sur-
rendered to the heirs of Ilington upon

Annette.
fore 1

. -

roving his title to and
ﬁ:relgo s

proot of identity and presentation ot

this map.”.
Annette stared at it. “Jove!" she |’
finally exclaimed. “Lost Isle is Lost|.

Isle Do more, t to a tea kettle

full of bofling water; but, look, look,
it fades hgain.”

“Fades as it cools,” said Mrs. Har
din.

The door opened stealthily. Joe
Wolchor entered. ‘“Joey,” cried An-
/nette thoughtlessly, “tell us—where's
'1§ degrees Iatitude. You ocan pass
'examinations. And 123 degrees longi-

and itude. Right off the reel.”

, Joe Welcher mistook the inquiry for
imere airy persifinge. He falled en-
‘tirely to connect it with the map. He
‘strode to the table. The map still lay

He | there but now. upon its face apbeared

‘none of-the,recently revealed insctip-

‘tions, it was as blank as it had been |.

before. Welcher’'s fingers. itched to
'get hold of the map. He needed it in
his business, for his business just now
was keeping ont of trouble. He
‘stretched forth. u hand to take it.

' “You and your old map,” he said,

'with an sttempt at jocularity, “it’s like

& game of solitaire. Let ln look at
iit again.”

;. Annette folded it up nnd thrust it
into her bosom. “Not so, Joey,” she
returned. “It's mever going to leave
my possession again. .Jt's precifous
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,” repied Welcher. ‘“Well,
you're right. There's an old friend

of yours downstairs, just come over |

from New York—Miss Irene Cour
tier.”

“We'll tidy up, then you can show
her up,” said his foster mother; She
swept Annpette’s belongings into a
huge old-fashioned valise. . She had no
sooner finished than Iues Castro en-
tered the arema of eveuts.

. c~J.xead shout i, -just-a lne in the |
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stroyed; you saved nothing, as I un-
derstand?”

“Npthifdg.but Angette’s, nlublu.(
murnod Iln. Hardis.

“What do yo do—where now
‘do you,go?* inquired'Ines. . . ;.

Mrs. Hardin's eyes ;Iowed. “!—-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 Inez. Mrs.

Hardin told her—at the Naval Train-
ing school at Newport.
" Inez clapped her hands. “The long
arm of. coincidence,” she cried; “my
father and 1, we have our little villa
at Newport, as you had your little
cottage at Seaport. And you shall
visit me, as I visited you. You shall
visit me—and you Annette Ilington—
at my villa, in Newport. Good.”

It is to be said of Inez Castro that
she was universally urceful. Bhe
had no father. "Abd as for a villg at
Newport—she had never thought of
such a thing until that instant. Her
villa at Newport was & ‘castle in the
alr.

Y cnn’un XVilL.
!.‘ Scar Face.

Welcher, upon the advent of Inez
.Castro, had left the room. Inez hpd
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 him
to meet her once again at their tryst-
ing place—Lonesome Cove inn, three.
miles south of Seaport, . .

Fortifled® 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.

“Let .me: tell . you, charming one,”
said Inesz, “that what happens cannot
be helped by me. 1 haye a husband,
have I not? A hard master, this Her-
nandes.. When' po conmdl. I must
obey. If 11

She looked up. She rose. The door
was still ‘shut, but withia: the room,
crouching behind Welcher, were three
interlopers—Hernandez and his two
companions, Ponto and the brute.

“What are you:doing here?” cried
Welcher, stepping back. “I thought
1 locked the door.”

“You are fond of locking doors,
friend Welcher,” said Hernandez, “but
this time-you merely turned the key
—a key which doesn’t lock. I have
rights here, 1 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 |

1lington, intends to do?”

“Nome of your business,” suapped
Joe Welcher, in return.

“Msy 1 inquire of you, sir, then,”
went on Hernandes, “what you intend
to do?”

“That's none of your business, too,”

N

SO ———
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nﬂ Welcher- “but if you want to

kaow, I'm going to Annapolis.
ing to join the navy.”
“Listen, friend Welcher,” said Her-
nandez, “vou have failed us once. If
u fail us again we will have you
broken. We want that map of the Lost

I'm go-

| Isle of Cinnabar—we want every iden-

titying thing that came aboard the
Princess with Annette Ilington, the
child, and you must help us get fit.
Understand?”

Hernandez pointed townrd the door.
‘“Annapolis,” he said “then report to
us at Newport in due course.”
| Befors Welcher was able’to report
‘to  Hernandez or to Inez Castro at
;Courﬁor Yyilla, in Newport, other
‘things hnppened.

A week later Neal Hardin, in his
apprenticeship seaman uniform, hur-
ried 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
‘his eyes when the train pulled in.
Annette was more than a dream—she
.was superb. Neal seized as mahy suit-

! 'cases as he could manage, motioned to

& porter to bring the rést, and led his
little crowd toward the. street car.
Inez Castro called after him.
“Where are you going?” she demand-
ed. “This is our vehicle. Pile in.”
It was a huge gray motor car.
,“Yours?” queried Annette.
“ Notwithstanding the fact that Inez

had never seen the car berore. she

nodded.

. “One of nlne," she uld !

" At the villa Ines turned her ;ueats
loose and: bade them do' 'as. they
pleased. Neal and Annette immediate-
ly. Jeft the. pleasing but ‘unnecessary
soclety of the others and wandered
through the roselined paths behind
the house.

Annette started luddenly
look. Quick!” she commanded.

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

Luck favored the pursued and was
against the pursuer. A taxicab came

“Look,

whirling around a corner, and the in-

terloper leapéd upon its step, opened
the door and'fung himself inside, giv-
ing a quick order fo the driyer.

Neal retrachd his Steps and Annette
handed him g acrap of paper that the
man had ‘drépped during the struggle.
It was a crumpled bit of letter, and
whit there wa® of:it read like this:

« « « note you are now-Totated
at the “Crooked Crag” . . . and
that the piace is safe. Ten peunds
heroin shipped today.: . ‘ﬂno’uml.n-
ment of cocaine follows lmmuhuly.

“Did you recognize that man?” sald
Neal, breathlessly. “He was the smug-
gler that got away that night in Sea-
port. 1 remember him particularly by
the scar upon his face.”

! Annette started. “l had forpuqa."
she returned. “The scar upon his
face.”

O CHAPTER XIX. "

il T, L
At Crooked Crag.

Hernandez, the gentleman gdventur-
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-precol room at
Crooked -Crag. He was talking over
_.the telephone. ;

‘It was a false move,” he. conceded.
“] should have steered clear of your
‘Newport villa. If it hadn't been for
the apprentice seaman, I might have
turned a trick. As it is, I am afraid
to show mysell.. I think we will have
to wait for our yellow-blooded friemd
to return from his failure at Annapo-
lis,”

With the scrap of paper in his pos-
session Neal had excused himself to
Inez, and had started back to his
training station with a definite pur-
pese in view. Once arfived 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 & whart in
Newport there drew up a very capable
little motor boat. Inez and her young
triend, Annette llington, boarded her.

‘other shaft was the Crooked Crag ho-

Hormndor‘ton Open Amlu'l Waist. « D

| she demanded.

Inez gave n 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 is the matter?” cried An-
nette, alarmed.

“I am f{ll, so {11,” groaned Inez, . ™*T
was & fool to come out in a sea Ilke
this.” !

“We'll B0 back,” said Annone

“No,” said Inez. “We must land.
Another half hour of this I think
would kill me.”

n a moment they were glid\u
thfough 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'

and nestling against it like an-

tel.
“] must rest,’ groaned Inez. "I
must lie down—I am ill, terribly iil.”

Annette rapidly .leaped from the}

motor boat, tripped up to the little
dock and mimbly 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 urgeat, I perceive.” 3

“My friend, Miss Courtler, is ill,”
sald Annette. gShe is in. the launch
below.  Can:you help me?"”

“With' pleuuro mlu." n!d t.ha pro- ;

prletor

! With hfm nt her nldc Annotto re-
traced her steps. The proprietor ‘en-
tered the motor boat and bent over

Inez. . He:nodded to himself, as though |

recalling & ‘description.

With" an‘‘easy swing they carried
Inez out of 'the boat, along the dock
and yp the rustic steps.

, “Have you a  physician
house?” © .

“We have everything—everything at
Crooked " returned the proprie-
tor, with arf insinuating smile.

He summoned other servitors and
nodded to Annette.

“It is two ﬂl‘htl up, miss,” he said
to Annette. .

Giving lnnummblo “directions and
climbing at the head of the little

in_ the

#%| gler that you have got. He:is here.

group behind him, he’finally mad
the third-story room. -
' “If the doctor is abonut,' will you
send him?” said Annette, bowing the:
proprietor and his two men from the
room, 7

‘At once, mdemolulle." said the
‘propriator, with a low bow. -

“i'shall leave you alone, you may make

| know the man we're after and can de-

{across the veranda of uwh«l. ‘Sal-

' “what can 1 serve you?”.

. ‘n‘w“.mu )

4 thie room wheére ke had comfined An-
.| nette. Once more he locked the door

1 know you luvo it. l tuckod you lnd
your friend here just to get it. You
will band it now to me.” 2

Y1 will do nothing of the hhu!.”,uid
Annette. She drew a long breath
and screamed aloud,

“Useless,” he said. “There is no
one within nuo of your beautiful
soft voice.” took out his watch.
“Let me ronlnd you, senorita,” he re-
marked, “that my ancestors were of'
the' inqtisition. I will give you five
minutes to make up your mind. I

up your mind .by yourself; Iif. at the.
‘end: of five minutes you haye failed,
yau must take the consequence.’ .

. Ines Castro's handbag was'lying on
a ‘dressing ‘table; to her it'.was’ theé
hand bag ‘of Irene Courtter. Bhe
‘opened it and drpw forth' s card en-
graved with the latter name, together
with a little silver pencil, Bho wrote
hastily upon the card:-

“I am Annette Ilington. I am con-’
‘fined in a second:story room - in the’
rear of this building—the barred room

where you see the handkerchief. u»k '

bars and dropped it. It fluttered down
beyand 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 rooll.

cm\nln xx. s

]
Y ataitenioad o

: [Phe’ cu-fn 1n: thie bow * d tl' unl,
unnch Mned tlo mlt Hn m

'TNI ('nooked cncmol ll lh un-
jcanuy, piace;” ke aad. i They'vo prob-

‘We'd better land half s -lhuavnd
nhthu from the.rear.” ' .

“His brother elmn\mted "Dol-
.lll‘l to: doughriuts ~we're’!.on a wild

goose chene,” he said. “If there's.any |/

place that covers up its tracks it's
Crooled Crag. You'ra right. though,
‘Il take them from the rear.”
They landed  half a -mile. up-shore
and as quietly as possible: tramped

‘for & mile through underbrush in the |

general direction. ot the granite rock
which stood out.clear above the tree
tops. They halted on the edge of the
clearing, from the center of which
rose the hotel itself. < .

“Form. & circle,”” sajd the ensign,
“surround the. place, and all close in
at once. No matter what happens,
don’t let anybody get away.”

- One;, of the ulin- backoned to
Neal.. “Come with me,” he sajd, "'you

scxide him: I'll need -you ud abm.
thno more besides.” ' -

'Witii rhythmic; ringingsteps, the t.
tle nqtiad. crossed the clearing; durted
up the rustic l!.ﬂ'el.l. and tramped

inger. met themn at the door. /
“Yes,” gontlemen,” he uld. howin(.
*'Ssrve. us nothing,” said thm
steraly. : “Weiare looking for & smug-

e know he is here lnd wo m 8o

;Meantime . Hernamdss nd ntml

behind him and without & word crossed’
the fleor toward hér. Annette had
made up her mind just what: tordo.
She must fight with a woman's weap-
ons and she had a woman's weapon—
a hat pin.

8he' waited nnul Hernahdezs was
. within- three feet of her, them she
raised the weapon ‘V sunk it doop
into his oytstretched arm. s

His face white with dnger, }lerau-
dez caught her roughly by the throat.
But he had forgotten something—for-
gotten that she had inherited tremesn-
dous strength:: Young sad graceful sa
she. was, ler ‘every:muscle was, well

There was & knock upon the door.

“Come fn,” said Annette. -4

. Two men entered, one of whom,
man with & neatly-trimmed Van Dy%

heard, Qrew ,Annette to the wlndo
‘In ulr{ng ;mvely about the .¢
Whﬂe her attention was.fhus occqpleﬂ
the othér man seized the rétumbe
figure -upon the bed and Mo lt. X
the room. Annettescaught a 3
of his huge houlders juu"‘ Be dli-.
appeared.

“What is he doing?” she dolumlod
“Where is he taking her to?”

The other man bowed. “To & phy-.
sician,” he returned, “u you re
quested.” :

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

“But you are a physician,”
claimed Annette, alarmed.

He tore from either side of his llce
& 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;

%] his . face and. head, :lutchil( for Mi¥

the man in the shrubbery at the Ne
port villa, the face of the smuggles
of cocaine, captured at Seaport an
escaped again.
“Iam not a physicisn,” he conceded
“Do. you know who I am?"

“No,” she answerod.retmung to I- "

corner: *
‘He laughed. ' “I am a man: with 4
sabér cut' upon my face,” He sai 4
pointing to it. "You wére to Ipok out
for me. Here 1 am. Look out.” é
“What do you want of me?" she

demanded.

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

She started. *'Where is my father?”

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 asse(s you
carry on your person next your heart,
the map of the Lost 1sle of Clunabar.

traified. With' one strong sweep’ of
her &rm, she threw im off and then
plunged ‘inta ‘s “iite fght of a
wildcat against & l“ toreat

Time and again she. npnlud II..
\ “with one! wild clutch: she it

by ‘the: hair aad held him with's:
strong grip of her right hand whie
/| she’ pummeled his face with a .-cll
but energetic left.

Hernandes retreated to the door. !
lockéd it and gave vent to a low wbh-
tle. : His whistle was immediately an-
swered. Ponto entered the room,
‘dragging with’ him the huge brute.

“Seize ier," ho demded of tle
brute.

The. girl unrod at m- huge ﬂzun
with terror in her eyes. -

The brute started. acroes the floor,
and then whimpering, with hands
hanging at his sides,” turned away
from her. Hernande:z nodded to his
assistant, Ponto. Ponto drew his ever-
ready whip:and lashed the brute into
obedience: - The huge maw, st} whise-*
perdng,- caught - thmcirl m lh arms:
and held ber. .

Hmndu. without ‘the« m
| campunetion, - toro olnn momm
'.l.' i & o T sea

*“You len." uﬂ . lo-

‘his- teeth, “T will' get thatTmap’
lt I'have to'flay you' » < vo% Doilae

Meantinié, one by one, on the lowsr
floor; the ensign’s’ coliorts had strug-
gled in. Each saluted as he came.

.“It’s no use;”:they whispered to the
ensign, ‘“‘Solinger's got us beat. We
can’t find anything.”

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

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

“Beg your pardon, sir,” he said. “I
found this in a crevice in a rock be-
hind the house. It looks bad, sir.”

' He handed over the message which
Annette had scrawled upon the card
of Trene Courtier—the message that
she was confined In an upper room,

Sho thrust the card betwéen the :

ably got lookouts pested eyerywhere. | .

-} the . room. Aume.h.rdhntorn

| ures huddled in her bottom—the brute’

the room with tha bnmd windows in
the rear. .

‘“The handkerchief is. tied there,
sir,” exclaimed the seaman, “and I ml
sure that we can locate the room.”

The enasign read the card and hand-
ed it to Neal. Neal touched his bat.

“May I—do I have to wait for or-
ders, sir?” he cried.

“No,” roared the ensign.

They reached. the third fioor corri-
dor and darted into an .open room and
 thrust heads out of an unbarred win;
dow.. The uﬂor plucled Neal by the
sleave. °

“There,”  he vhi-med. “It's - next
door to this. ' The two windows, the
bars and the nndkorchm uw u.
Com on” .

" They darted out once more into the
‘corpidor. There was no.doqr, no open-
ing; but thjs mattered not te Neal
He stepped to ‘the far epd;of thé hall
| and  seized: a: fire u. -Meh hung

“YMI Ml‘ Visit ‘Me' It
Newport.

My Vlll. at

thm In s rack.” Then he dtnod back
and with ringing strokes began his as-
sault upon the wall. Suddenly from
within he heard a woman's shriek.

“Neal,” cried' Annette’s voice within,
and it was-the voice of a girl beside
herself with agony and fear. “Neal,
it i I—Annette. Com. (or God's sake,

Neal dellund one more ernhiu
blow, then'he motioned to his fellows.

“Come,  boys,” he.sald, “there’s mot
@ second to lose.: 'ﬂlll".lh"’lﬂ‘ﬂ
h ”n

' The corridor was’ rntrly broad. The
1itlé squad- of sailors withgrew and
huddled against the opposite. wall.
Then as one man this human lnnet-
.ing ram lunged and lurched across the |
hall, and propelled. itself, against the:
already splintered partition.

“With a.‘crash.the secret. door went.
ddwp, and ‘with @ bound 'Neéal was in

hor’ hair disheveled, striggled; with
the. brute in one.corner of the ‘¥oom.
Ponto had released her. With & bound.
'hé: cromsed the: room. n’ Jerked sside
the fireplace, disclosing/a secret. exit.
He crawled through m amm nn
disappeared.’ R

« Hernandey; ttupoaed ﬂtll .i(ullb—
ment. yet had an npm of ‘tri-
umph snd giee. upon his face. He wis
thrusting a yellow parchment into his
pocket.
slipped from the brute's/grasp and
darted toward Hernandes, calling to
Neal.

“Neal, Neal,” she cried, hol lol.
my-father's map.” - ° -

With one spring Neal was u)on Her-
“nandez. ‘He snatohied Ddack the Band
with which Hernandes wds pushing
the map into his pocket.’ The miap
came out tofh and crumpled. “An-
nette, beside - harself, snatched at it
with-both -hands. - Neal grabbed st it
snd alev.got' s bold- -Hernandes lull
wumunmelm hw s

:/All this took place im'an instant. ln

Jaick, eaeh'in'aseparataidis

o A Ry e

Ppiace of it.

“#ive minutes Nter fhe-fyatest bast.
 Caatro called, her ‘own—was chu
chugging outito ses  with three-fig-

and Ponto and their chief, Hernandez,
They had wriggled somehow through
the surrounding circle, had zig-zagged
in and out of shots—had l!udo uod
their eacape. .
When the ehuo wu “over Neal re
turned and half apologized to Inez.
~“8qrry, Miss Courtier,” he said, “but
theyive made away with-your fast mo-
torboat.. We-couldn't ;get to'ours in
time; We landed ‘half & mile oa so
just up the shore. . How do’ you' feel?”
“Better,” exXclaiméd Thex. “It's the
Oxcl&ﬂ“nt. the nofge, the pmol -hc_m
—théy baye me well R
Neal thrust his haud into his’
and-pulled” forik: &, eruuvlod vlm o&
parohment. vt ot
¢ “What lkl youm Aluue!" ho in-
quuu.
‘Auijette’ nmm “her htnd lato hcr
dress and ‘pulled forth' her own tat-
m Jortion. Inex, ‘watching; bent

 spresd their two pleces of the map out
fagon the: little stand. Between them
they had the bulk of the lower portion
of the map. It was a blank surface,
save for three things—a little tafl of
the island sticking down and the words
“lomgitude” ‘and “latitude,” and noth-
ing else. Annette laughed in glee.
“We've got everything we want,”
she said to Neal. “What is here is
important. What the man with the
daber cut upon his face has got is of
no use to him or us.
to it, Neal, we beat him to it."
Qver on the bed Inez, in her crouch
ing attitude, still listenad, wondoving
(TO BRE CONTINUERD)
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Jthrift of the hog is worms.

Annette with a final struggle |

‘sllother fastant 4he -theee: had mw,"
‘maj had .parted and esch clutched s i

_Hernandes, with an. oath, turned |-
fand dived into’the Fesret pavsageway:| -

along the shore—the, boat’ 'hlcl Thes] -

Rer head to listen. Neal anid Annette’|

We beat hiw ;

Having tried a.manth ago to per-

suade the public that the market is
too low, the stockbrokers tlien forced
down' prices, which they arc now try-
ing to prove are:too high.

_GORE'’S

llog Worm  Cream

* Coricentrated :

All Hogs Are Wormy: By the very
nature. of the hosg, his-way of livins
and what he cats, he is bound to be
wormy'. R

There is no market for hog worms,
and they sap' the life blood and your
money {rom the hog. Hog worms stunt
young hogs, and a stunted hog is a
money loser in the fattening pen. The

greatest menace to the health and
A worm-

less hog will be a cholorless hog.

Gore's Hog Worm Cream is certain
death to hog worms. It is the cheap-
ast insurance and the best investment
for hog raisers. It costs you less than
3¢, per hog.” “lach Dose,” and if fed
once each -30 days will keep them [ree

:]-{from «orms.

29 5 No w:n. and Proper Dose. ;
: Gwe'n Hog WQrm Crum is not like

‘|any other medicine, it is a heavily con-,

centratéd cream preparation gontain:
ing an_ absolute anthebmintfe “Worm'
Killer,” . imd if ‘tlie’ dfrections are fol-

|lowed, cach hog 18; cer&ahl (o receivo

the proper dose

Vou dmply mu or uir Goroq Heg
Worm Cream in mm It mixes per-
fectly ‘and evenly. ~ Put' your swill in
the trough and there you are. .

Gore's Hog Warm Cream is pit up in
the following sizes with full directiong
for mixing In swill or water and sold
at the following prices: -

Small size, enough for one dose
for 25 hogs, price ¢
1. gallon, enough for one dose
for 60 hogs, price
1 gallon, enough for one dose
(or 120 hogs, price ........ ... $3.00
* gallons, ecnough for one 4050
Ior 360 hogs, price
5 gallons, ‘enbugh” for ome dose
Ior 600 hog;. pnco
10 gallons, enough Yor one dose

for 1200 hags, Drice.; .oy wz-s ,2500

‘ Gore's Hog Worm Cream should be
feti at least once ‘s morith.

Order todny. Sent parccl post pre-
pald.” No ‘risk. 'Moncy returned if ais

satléfied. = *~
4952t
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Dr.AH. nger

. _,OF DES IOINES
| EYE 'AND EAR sphcuusr.-
\\lbh BE. AT

'HOTELDENISON
Thirsday, December 30

DISEASES OF THEBYE/ EAR,
. NOSH:AND rmnOA';' JTREATED'
" WITH MILD: REMEDIES.

No mediciue ‘uscd in, the eyes that
injures: the sight. .All treumom mln
leas

CROSS EYES
straightenegd~without .pain
. CATARAST .
treated
. GLASSES
Fitted to u)rrcct all sights and g.um-
anteed.

Cow

HEADACHES
. Cured by Glasses.
Granulated Lids, Watery
Ingrowing Lashes,
CATARRH
Treated by a new method.

The Doctor will be pleased to have
all former patients call. Jsamination

Eves and

free. Do not miss this opportunity,

1 4

,-$16.00 °

GORE’S' HOG WORM CREAMCO. -

-~
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