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SYNOPSIS. glanced warily about him. Suddenly.; 
be saw—' This Jungle's edge camel 
down nearly to the water. Something' 
was "Stirring in this,. thicket, Joe, 
stared. And suddenly the face of aj 
w'dthh'n—Itifez Castro, peered out Mm 
behind the huge leaf ot a tropic plant. ! 

"Pead." That . was the message | 
flashed from the eyes of Ines Castro , 
to the brain of Joe Welcher. Joe ; 
read. ' j 

The note was brief and to the point: \ 
We do not board this steamer. 

But we must reach 8anta Maria 
first. It is up to you and you alone, 
to cceate all possible delays. Do 

' not fail us now. 
' That night at dusk, Joe Welcher 
lounging on the sdeck of the small 

j.On the,day of the eruption,of'"Mount; 
Pelee Capt. John Hardin of the steamer. 
Princess rescues flve-year-olji Annette! 
Ilington from an open boat, but is forced] 
to leave behind her father and his com-j 
panldns. Illngton, Is assaulted by Her--
nandea and Ponto in a vain attempt to| 

Et papers which Illngton. has . managed. 
send aboard the Princess with his 

ughter, papers pcoving his title to and, 
telling the whereabouts of the lost islanaj 
of Cinnabar. lUngton's injury causes his, 
hilnd to become a blank. Thirteen years, 
elapse. Hernandez, now an opium Bmug-! 
glor, with Ponto, Inez, a female accom-i 
plice, and the mindless brute that once! 
was Illngton, (come to Seaport, where the 
widow of Captain Hardin, is .living. with; 
her son Neal and Annette Illngton, and; 
plot to steal the papers left to Annette i 
by hfer 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 for Joey and the! 
conspirators get him in their power. An-' -
nette discovers that heat applied to the! steamer as it steamed north along the 
niftp tciv^ls tho location of the lost W~. 'AAoaiMaohninhlMl ovftr tow&rd & scut* land. In a struggle for possession of theV coast—snamoiea oyer lowara a stut 
map Hernandez. Annette and Neal each;; tie, and peered down to see what he 
secure a portion. Annette sails on the I . ,4 -nrt..* t.e ^id see was ma-Coronado In search of her father. The! «P"«" VVMt ne aia Bee was ma 1 
crew mutlriy,. and <are overcome toy a j chinery-—the vessel 8 machinery, work- \ 
5SS2JSTieTfe ^ln%a8^sra!»ng «aoothly, wen oiled, well cared | 
nette and Neal are captured, but arp-res-i: for—ifor a steamboat engineer> is »>i 

K'ml&Eij steamboat engineer the world over. 
In an insiirrectlon Neal and Annette are; j What lie saw was that for the moment,; 

ott aB a* sacrlfic^' to | ;| ™ 
the sun god. They are rescued by ma- the engineer had stepped outside. Tnis 
rines from the Aitony. Landed in To«u-l! h ln&tant Joe Welcher had 
ga, Anriette aria Neal are Captured andi •, 1 . . 
exposed to yellow fever infection by Her-' j been waiting for. Furtively he drew 
naHdez. but. aw ««cue4 by sallow fromi: from htB breast pocket a small bar of 
the Albany. Ine* tries to r&b Annette * , w' i A ^ . .. t2 m..m 
and escapes. On her way to Chantillo Ati-j.i steel. For one instant ne held it sub-
nette is cwtured. Neal is promoted and t pended over the machinery. Then he 
leads a. party of transferred men toward, j » ,. • • . 
Chantillo,1 but Is caught in a train wreck;, let it drop and noiselessly tiptoed 

away. 
Almost immediately there was a ter

rific grinding noise below, followed by; 
a terrific Jolt. Then the engines! 
stopped—and the steamer followed' 
suit. Passengers and crew rushed to! 
the captain—Annette included. 

"What has happened," she demand
ed. 

"Something dropped into . the ma
chinery and a connecting rod is bro
ken, senorita. It will take time—hours, 
to repair." 

At midnight the break had not yet 
been repaired, s i 
; At midnight, another small steamer, | 
also bound north along the coast, j 
passed silently along upon her way.. 
Slid'Was within hailing distance, but 
she gave no sign. 

on the way. 

ELEVENTH INSTALLMENT 

THE .DREADFUL PIT 

I.'* CHAPTER XLVIH. 

1 Dangerous Delay. 
The ire of Hernandez was now thor

oughly aroused. A quicksilver mine 
on the Lost Isle of Cinnabar-—proba
bly unWorked for a century or more— 
meant millions, many millions. Her-; 
i^ndez realized the;fact. He was play-, 
jng for high stakes—very high. 
: "My ancestors," he told Ponto, "had > 
a, coat of arm?—a motto. 'Ride; 

through'—that was t what it said, 
friend Ponto. I shall follow it—that; 
injunction. I shall ride through." 

They were loun^intf, breathless,; 
panting, against a jree tripir that had 
fallen athwart pn& of the invisible 
trails of a Central American Jungle-; 
With them was Senorita Ines Castro.; 

"What we want most of all," he: 

continued, "and what we must get— 
IS the Lost Isle of Cinnabar. We have 
tbe evidences of ownership—all save 
the Spanish grant in the hands of tho 
Fathers of the Santa Maria mission. ! 
Let us seek at once the mlssiQn. Let: 

us get all evfdences of ownership-
Then, as the crow flies, the four of us, 
will seek Lost Island—yes and find it. 
Once found—possession may be nine-

tHi;.' 
CHAPTER XLIX. 

' FdtaM Impersonation/" 
** In the interior of the chart* room on 
bpard the battleship Missouri, Neal 
Hardin—ensign—was discussing with! 
bis brother officers the possibilities til 
the Allemanlan war. 

A senior officer was poring over 
.translated wireless messages. Against 
the wall was a modern Mercator's map 
of the world. 

Finally he rose. "A new coaling; 
station—that's the trick," he said, 
"and we've got to Bee somebody in, 
authority at Los Angeles—unless they I 

The chin of Senorita Castro quiv
ered. "Dead," she faltered. 

She dropped her face into her hand-', 
kerchief. 

"When did he die, my daughter?",, 
he asked soothingly. . 

"In 1902," interposed Hernandez, "1 
was with him—he was destroyed at! 
the eruption of Mount Pelee. We were, 
his friends, Ponto here and I—his 
partners. We tried to save him. It 
was no use. He was engulfed. He 
died—a liorrjble death." 

"She was a small child then," said' 
t h e  p r i e s t .  ^  i  

"Yes," said Hernandez. 
, "Does—does she remember her fa-: 
ither—Illngton?" ' 

"Hardly,' said Hernandez, "we've 
tried to make her remember—but no-
she hardly does.". 

The face of Inez Castro was still 
buried in her kerchief. The priest 
watche'd attentively the heave of her 
shoulders. 

Brother Anselmo sighed. "Ah, grief 
has a long, strong arm—it Teaches 
over decades. And th% loss of a fa
ther—ah me . . . Here," he ex
claimed, "here are the papers. Let us 
have a look." 

Inez straightened up. Hernandez 
and Ponto moved forward. So did the 
Brute. The sudden movement seemed 
to startle the priest. He looked up 
hastily. He caught sight of the blank 
face of the Brute. He rose. 

"Who—what is that?" he demanded, 
pointing toward the Brute's blank 
countenance. 

"A servant," returned Hernandez, 
"picked up from a shipwreck some 
three years ago. He had been a long
shoreman. He is dementep—always 
s6, they told us. He is devoted to us' 
all—particularly to Annette." 

The priest stared at the Brute and 
the Brute returned the stare. 

"The eyes," said the priest, "I never 
forget eyes. I've seen those eyes 
somewhere before." He tapped his 
forehead. "Let me think—when— 
how—" 

Finally-he shook his head. -"It will 
come to me later," he exclaimed. 

The priest shook out an old and 
faded parchment. "This," he ex-
(feimed, "is the grant—the original 
ifcnt." 

Fernandez in his eagerness, seized, 
a corner of the grant. The priest 
brushed his hand away. 

"Patience, son," he said, "there can 
be no delivery until I am satisfied. 
This charge has been handed down to 
me." v 

Inez pointed toward a paper on the 
table. "There!" she exclaimed, "ismy 
photograph—and the letter from the 
governor of' Martinique." 

Brother Anselmo picked it up and 
looked it over. It was Annette's let
ter-rand it. had- been - vised by the 
governor of Martinique, and otiginally 

will have none. Without the grant-
without all the evidence, we will no£" 
be believed. With it we will be taken 
at our face value. Let us get all we 
can. Let us leave her without proof— 
fehe will be help' 'as then." 

' Hernandez kicked Ponto with his 
foot. Ponto sat up rubbing his eyes. 

wPonto," said Hernandez, "the party 
has arrived." 
. "They will go to the mission and 
spoil it all," said Ponto. 

"N6," returned Hernandez, "thank 
our lucky stars the mission is a good 
t w o  m i l e s  o u t  o t  t h e  v i l l a g e .  T h e y  j  
will first put up at the hotel—later . 
t h e y  w i l l  s t a r t  o u t  f o r  t h e  m i s s i o n .  I t  j  
is then, on the way there, we must ; 
i n t e r c e p t  t h e m — y o u  m u s t ,  P o n t o .  Y o u  j  
and the Brute. This time he will do | 
his duty—pr I'll flay his hide. Wake i 
him up. Ybu have no time to lose." . ! 

Hernandez was quite right. Annette i 
Illngton, even more eager than had ; 
been her enemies, could hardly wait • 
ttie"mSment when she might stand be- i 
fore the fathers of the Santa Maria 
mission and claim her own. 

Ponto woke the Brute with a vicious 
application of the whip lash. 

"Spare him not, Ponto," said Her
nandez," if he disobeys this time, cut 
his hide into strips—I give you leave." 

At a half run Ponto and the Brute 
started across the desert, dodging 
here and there behind little hillocks 
of sand. Finally the village was cut 
off from their sight. 
' "Now we can run," -Ponto cried, 
"make haste." 

No sooner had he spoken than his 
foot slipped—he sank into the ground 
up to his waist. 

"Help," he cried, "a quicksand— 
help." 

The Brute pulled him back to terra 

With a bound the . Brute was upon 
her.' He darted to the very edge of 
the pit, and with the siirefootedness ot 
an animal crouched there, throwing 

flrma. But it was hot a quicksand, as ' his entire body forward and catching 
Ponto soon found out. It was a trap jher by the Bhoulders just as she dis-
—a trap for. jaguars. | appeared from sight. He drew her 

Ponto shivered. . Then he replaced . back to terra flrma. No sooner had 
the dried brush and^grass and earth. |he done so, however, than Ponto was 

Nimbly he climbed into one of the j upon them bath, knife in hand, his 
overhanging trees. Then he slid down, j teeth literally gnashing witfc rage, 
nodding to himself with satisfaction. He hurled a savage knife-thrust at 

"She must pass within a hundred the Brute—and missed. Then he threw 
vards of this place to reach the mis- himself upon Annette and half tore 
sion," he exclaimed, "Beast, we wait her in his frenzy from the Brute's 
here until she comes." 

Down in the village, at the little old 
hotel, Annette ordered out two horses. 

"I can't wait," she told her foster 
mother, Mrs. Hardin. "There's no use 
talking to me. I've got to go." 

Annette started for the mission. 
Half way there two figures darted out 
from behind a hillock, and one of them 

i grasp, cutting and slashing at them 
1 both with his wicked knife. 

"I've got you now, you little wild
cat," he panted ,ln guttural Spanish, 
"down you go." 

He thrust hor savagely into the pit. 
Once more the Brute caught her—and 
in so doing swung the three of them 
around, so that their positions yfcre 

seized her bridle and brought her i reversed. Ponto, throwing cautioh to 
steed to a standstill. Tferror-stricken, the winds, kept lunging at the) two 
"Annette saw that the two were Ponto : with his sharp weapon 
and the Brute—two of the band of 
desperadoes whom she feared. -

"Drag her oft her horse," command
e d  P o n t o  o f  t h e  B r u t e .  T h e  B r u t e  j  
obeyed. Ponto gave' the horse a cut ! 

tenthB of the law—yre'll have posses::.jmeet us en route. The state depart-; 
sion. But to us possession will be 
more than tHat. We know no law." 

At Chantillo some few miles away, 
things were happening. Ensign Neal 
Hardin with his squad of fifty men 

! ment's got to dicker for a coaling sta-, 
; tion." 

He adjusted his glasses and exam-
l lned the map. "H'm," he said, "Alio-
mania—here's AUemania." He pon-; 

from the cruiser Albany1 across the . dered the map farefuliy—sizing up all | 
neck, had arrived to board the battle-, possibilities — measuring distanty-' 
ship Missouri, waiting for them in 
the waters ofT Chantillo. Thesd were 
the fifty men who had so nearly lost 
t h e i r  l i v e s  o n  t h e  d i r t  c a r s  o f  M o a - j  
t r a d a .  '  j  

Annette was with them—and Neal ( 
was at her aide.' They were-grouped; 
on the wharf. . - 5 

Neal beckoned to the captain<ot the, 
little coast steamer that was tied up 
to the wharf. 

"Senor," he said, "behind me is th» 
long arm of the United States govern
ment. My government protects lis 
citizens. Here i's1 a citizen—Miss U-
ington. Here is another—my mother. 
Here is a third—my friend Welcher. 
Dire things have happened,; senor. 
Look. Somewhere in that jungle hide I 
three desperadoes and a woman. They: 
have many methods—but one in par-' 
ticular. At night they will come to 
you and offer taoney to be taken 
aboard.". He tossed » stern glance at 
the captain and tapped'him on the 
arm. "Senor,*• he continued, "cast 
your-eye over the Missouri there—my 
ship. Think of t^e long arm of my 
government. Take these desperadoes 
aboard at your peril—at your peril, 
senor. - I have warned you. The rest 
is up to you.". 

The .little captain shivered a bit. 
: "Si, senor," he returned, swiftly, 
^rith a bow, "it shall be as. you say." 

Meantime the third member of An-
nette'B party, Mr. Joseph Welcher, 
Had strolled behind a convenient shed 
to find a resting place,for. his weary_ 
bones and to smoke his fiftieth ciga-' 
rette tfcal day:"" He struCk a mktc>— 
Btarted to light his cigarette. Then 
something happened. The -match went 
out—rthe cigarette was knocked un
ceremoniously .from his lips. , 

"What the—," he began. Then he 
stopped. A stone was lying at his 

It' 

Finally he placed his finger (tip upon j, 
a spot in the Pacific ocean. 

"There," he said, "is the spot—some-1 
where about there." . 

"What's the latitude," queried , an
oth e r  o f f i c e r ,  g e t t i n g  o u t  a  s e c t i o n  o f  j  
another map. His senior told him.j 
"And the longitude," he asked. His, 
senior told him that. 

"Eigteen degrees north," mused the 
junior, "and 123 degrees west." He. 
pored over bis sectiphal map. He 
shook his head.. . 

"But," lie protested, "there's no Jand 
there-—there's no island to. be seen." 

Neal almost jumped out of bis skin. 
"There is an island there, uncharted 

and unmapped," said Neal, "but it's 
there. It's the Jple of Cinnabar—w« 
call it the Lost Isle." 

"Who calls it the Lost Isle?" 
Neal told, them Annette'a story, 

from start to finish. 
. The commander smiled- "We - get 
our coaling stations by making trea
ties," he said, "I've never heard,of 
making a treaty with a girl, but I sup
pose it can be done.. We'll have to; 
wireless Washington about that. And i 
I know pretty much what our orders 
Will be now—suppose you guess." 
, Neal iimiled. "Follow the girl," he 
said. . ;'i- Aj-.,'j "Vs-' 

So they followed Annette. But oth
ers had preceded her. Even while An
nette's journey was but half way 
through something was happening at 
the Santa Maria mission In Lower Cal-
Ifdrni'a. 

Brother ApseligQ waa aeated at hls 
table, facing Hernandez and his party. 

Inez Castro leaned a well-rounded 
arm upon the table , and glanced inno
cently into the eyes of Brother An
selmo. 

"I am Annette Illngton," she said. 
The brother nodded. "I am sending 

I'll get you both," he yelled, "I'll 
get you both." ' 

,A moment later he was clawing at 
the air-^but it was too ldte. Making 
frantic struggle to preserve his bal
ance, he tottered over backward. 
There was ttte crash of a heavy body 
falling—a tearing, thudding sound—a 
ghastly, hideous « scream— then si
lence. .. ' 

CHAPTER LI. 

feet., It'was this stone that had Jjor the papers, child," he said 
knocked the cigarette from between 
his lips—and had almost knocked a 
tooth or two as well. But there was 

else to wonder.at.. AJtyt 
d paper had fluttered to the 

picked the paper up 

"This," He Exclaimed, ''Is the 

it had been attached to the photograph 
of" Annette Ilington. Now, however, 
genuine as the letter was—genuine as 
was the guaranty of the governor of 
Martinique—yet the photograph was 
the counterfeit presentment of Iiiez 
Castro. 

"Ah, yes," he said, comparing the 
picture with the face of Inez and tak
ing advantage of the opportunity to 
search her very soul, "ah, yes. The 
identiflcation would seem to be com
plete." . , 

"Then," said Inez, "i may have the 
grant?" 

The priest folded up the papers and 
returned them to the iron box that had 
contained them. He rose and smiled. 

"Nothing in my life have I ever 
done," he said, "without prayer Ad 
sleep. This is an important matter. 
It requires praying' over—sleeping 
over. Come on the morrow, daughter, 
and I shall then make delivery. Until 
then—adios." 

•.'•"HfefiArfrite L. f. 

J?;.'* s" 

"So you are his daughter?" he said 
at length—and there seemed a note of 
disappointment In. hia voice—"the 
daughter of . my old fri&id Ilington. 
He was my young friend then. You— 
his daughter. And you say my old 
friend Ilington is 4|ead?" 

Hidden Peril. 
"Look," said Hernandez, hatching 

Inez, by-the wrist* "the party has'ar
rived." 

He, banded his binoculars to Inez 
Castro. She looked. "They Sre just 
landing," she said-, "it is all up.« They 
will go to the father of the mission 
and will make their claim." | 

"What difference does the grant 
make," she exclaimed, "why take the 
risk of getting it? Already that old 
priest suspects something. What I 
do not know. But he suspects. Why 
not take theU>it in otar teeth and! 
make for Lost Island—get'there at 
once? Why not?" „ ' 

Hernahdes shook his bead. "We 
need every advantage," he said, "If we -
have evidence within our hands, she 

Grant—the Original Grant." ^ 

.with the whip and, the horse ambled, 
off toward town. ' 

At hiSL.command the Brute carried' 
Annette aoross the desert,.,totally; ob-" 
livioU8 to her struggles and outertes. 
Ponto led the way, stopping from time 
to time to make pleasant remarlu to 
Annette. >1 

By this time flieyhad-reached, the' 
small, damp, dank oasis with its shad
ing palms and its little pool of water. 
Ponto led the way into the very depths, 
of-this inviting green shelter. Then 
he struck the Brute on the shoulder. 

"Now set her down," he commanded. 
The Brute obeyed. Annette gasped 

with surprise. She was not bound-
she Was free, untrammeled. 

"What are you going to do with 
me?" queried Annette. 

"Nothing, senorita," returned Ponto, 
bowing low. 

Annette, wary, fearful, looked be
hind her as though she expected an 
attack from the rear. But there was 
no one to be seen. Beyond was the 
desert—there seemed to be no hiding 
places. 

Ponto merely bowed again. "Seno
rita," he said, with a leer, "beauty 
in distress—ah me!—it touches my 
heart always. See. The mission lies 
yonder—behind you. Your path lies 
there. You are free." 

Annette turned. Keeping her glance 
over her shoulder, to be ready for 
treachery, she slowly proceeded on 
her way. 

Suddenly, without warning, she sank 
into the pit. . . . 

Ponto laughed in glee. "Tlie stakes 
:—they are like knives," he cried—they 
are deadly—they are'for jaguars—and 
little wildcat heiresses—oh, yes—" 

With a cry, Annette found herself 
falling helplessly into the unknown 
terror underneath. 

"Help—help—help," she cried. 

. . The Jaguar's Mate. 
• A lieutenant from the battleship 
Missouri clapped Neal on the shoul

der. 
"Well," he said, "ensign, we're still 

following your girl. Pleasant occu
pation for you, eh." 

"Looks as if I'd do .it all my life," 
safd Neal, "but some day I hope to 
catch up to her." 

The. officers were in charge of a 
small squad of men who ha$ landed 
at Santa Maria in Lower California, 
under orders from Washington, and 
under advices from.the United States 
district\ attorney in California. ^ They 
were on the track of a coaling station 
—the United States wanted to make, 
a treaty with a girl. The girl was 
here—somewhere. 

•'Hello," said Neal, "look. There's 
a horse—a riderless horse. Go on, 
boys—get it, double quick." ^~ 

Three of the squad caught the 
horse and brought it to Neal. 

"A; woman's saddle,'1 said Neal. His 
heart waS- in his throat. "Loom1' He 
drew froii-the pommel ah; object that 
had; caught there—one of1 a pair of 
woman^gloves. 

"Annette's," he cried, "honxething 
has happened." 

"Forward, double quick," command-' 
ed'the lieutenant. We'll see/' 

At the hotel they found Mrs. Har
din and Joe, gazing anxiously off to
ward the mission. .. Neal caught his 
mother by the arm. 

"Annette," he cried", "we caught her 
horse. Where is she?" 

They told the story of her starting 
out. 

"Not a moment to lose," exclaimed 
Neal, "come on boys—hurry all "you 
can." 

Meantime at the mission. Hernan
dez and Inez—with full confldcnce .in 
Ponto's ability to delay the advent of 
Annette—had once more presented 
themselves before Brother Anselmo. • 

"We have been patient, father," 
said Hernandez, "and we trust /that 
prayer—and sleep—have given J you1 

wisdom and enlightenment, and satis
fied you of the justice of our claim." 

"Ah, you speak truth, son," said 
Brother Anselmo. -He rose and left 
the room, returning immediately with 
the iron box containing the documents 
in question. He set it down upon the 
table." 

There was a hubbub outside in the 
courtyard. In tho midst of it a dooi 
was thrust open, and the Brute strode 
in, carrying Annette -in his armsT1—An
nette, still only semiconscious—still 
suffering from the shock of that writh
ing figure at the bottom of the jaguar 
trap back there in the desert. Some 
instinct had led the Brute back to his 
master. He laid the figure of Annetto 
upon the table with the air of one who, 
has done his duty well. 

•  ^  V - . r r  

'  -  '  •  

At the Jaguar Trap. 
"Brothers," cried Brother Anselmo, 

seeing Annette's plight, "quick—re
storatives—succor for thisyoung girl.'* 

Hernandez took' advantage of the 
confusion—though he himself was con
fused beyond all peradventure. "Lis
ten," he said to Inez, "leave her with 
the Brute—go at -once. I'll do the 
rest." 

Unnoticed, Inez and the Brute 
obeyed. They left the room, hurried 
across the courtyard and disappeared. 
Hernandez watched them go. His 
coolness returned. Swiftly, with one 
bound, he was upon Brother Anselmo 
and had seized the iron box in his iron 
grasp. 

In an instant he was across the 
room. 

But Brother Anselmo had done 
something more than pray and sleep 
in his quiet existence. He was an ac
tive, well trained individual. With a 
loud cry he leaped across the inter
vening space, and bounded upon tho 
shovlders of Hernandez. 

"Help, help, brothers," he command
ed. 

There was help aplenty. Hernandez 
fought like a madman, but the broth
ers clung to him like leeches. Slowly, 
however, he worked his way toward 
the Dearest exit—and then with a 
mighty wrench, he threw off all his as
sailants including Brother Anselmo, 
and dirted, with a . mighty leap out 
through the doorway. 

He bounded into the arms of Neal 
Hardin and his squad. 

Neal saw at a glance what had hap-
peosd. He seized Hernandez* wrist— 
the wrist of the hand and arm that 
held the'iron box, and twisted it sud
denly, painfully. Hernandez dropped 
the box—but jerked away from Neal, 
sprang to a window and disappeared. 

Behind him he heard the steady 
plup-plup of many footsteps — the 
steady lope of marines that eats up. 
the long miles in less time than it 
takes to tell it. 

"Damn them," said Hernandez, "I'll 
beat them to it yet." 

Behind him the footsteps stopped. 
There waaf a report—a ping. Hernan
dez had reached the edge of the green 
oasis.' He screamed with pain. It 
wa3 as though a red hot iron had 
seared him. He had been hit in the 
arm. 

"Damn you," he screamed in pain, 
"I'll beat you to it, yet." 

With almost unseeing eyes he tore 
acrosB> the small green apace—and 
then he stumbled, and slid, slid. slld— 
into what seemed a bottomless pit. 
He ,just escaped a stake—a bloody 
one. And he fell—or rather slumped— 
upon something soft and yielding. 
With ap$iher .oath he rose to his feet 
and peered about him. -Then he drew 
back in terror. 

There ..lay Ponto—his mate--deaa, 
d i s t o r t e d .  . . .  

Hernandez screamed in terror—he. 
was only human. This thing was hor
rible. A shadow startled him. He 
looked upward. The Brute was peering 
down-—he was doing more—he'slowly 
slid down into the pit and caught Her
nandez, in his grasp. 'Then, somehow, 
using his broad shoulders and his 
arms and knees% he worked bis way 
back again to terra flrma, and drew 
Hernandez—groaning with the pain of 
his wound—up after him. Then with 
the nimbleness of a deer, the Brute— 
after slinging Hernandez upon his 
back—trotted off into the safety of the 
beyond. 

Back at the monastery, Annette Il
ington opened her eyes and looked in
to the face ot Brother Anselmo. 

"I am Annette Ilington," she ex
claimed, "I am tfye heiress of the 
Lost Isle of Cinnabar." 

Brother Anselmo turned to Ensign 
Neal Hardin. 

"Does she,speak truth ?" he queried. 
"She does," said Neal, "and my gov

ernment will back her to the limit. 
She is what she says she is. We all 
will vouch for that." 

"Ah," mused Brother Anselmo. 
"what a wonderful thing is prayef— 
what a wonderful thing is sleep—" 

He stopped. "I have prayed," he 
went on, slowly, puzzled, "but not yet 
have I solved the mystery of the eyes 
of that big man—the eyes—" 

He stopped again. For the eyes of 
Annette Ilington were riveted upon 
him. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) „j. ... 

A 16-year-old boy lounging about a 
depot not long ago at the time of one 
of the night -trains was asked how he 
managed to' stay up h$lf th£ night 
and work the' next day. "You won't 
catch me doing a lick so lohg as I Can 
sponge off the 'old man'."While there 
is little question that the "old man" 
a n d  " o l d " " * * e m a n "  w e r e  j o i n t l y  i n ' a *  
large measure reponsible for the de
plorable condition the boy seemed f to 
be in, yet he ought to for his own sake 
to. make a brace. He'll have to paddle 
his own canoe sooner or later anyway, 
the only question being whether he 
wants to be a firm, water tight craft, 
well equipped and easy to handle, or 
a forlorn and lgaky .scow, as the sail
ors term a poor boat. The latter 
vesgel is a mighty uncertain one ip 
which to make the voyage for life.. It 
is more than probable it will be found 
rudderless and its 'anchor untrue • for 
the purpose it was designed. Any fath
er or mother whose 16-year-old boy is 
in the habit of making midnight trains 
unaccompanied by older heads rea
sonably sure to live to see the day in 
which tekrs flow for a' wayward son. 
Far better for the father and mother 
to hold a matinee for the boy Slon£ 
about 9.30 in the evening, each armed 
with an able bodied barrel ' slave, 
should the son and heir refuse to stay 
at home nights.—Sheldon Mail. 

Sp'onging en 

People ought to realize the necessi
ty of Preparedness, when they reflect 
how the Germans might come over ind 
bombard the bath houses of Atlantic 
City and Coney Island. 

' •  . .  \  

Some of those people who are v so 
suspicious of the geiiulheness ,Qf bar
gain sales might still be willling.tp 
patronize them if the merchants 
would extend them further eredit. v 

• • • • 

Allen's Foot-Easi 
Many war zone hotpiUk bare or<Wrad Alb 

Foot-Ease, the antiteptle powder. fbr nai l 
tlie koopi. Shaken into the ahoeior dlwnlwfl it 
the foot-bitli, Allen's FOot-Eiaa gitei rtkt' 
comfort, takes the fittUon from the ttne/ial 
prevents the feet getting tired pr foot mi, Dtqf-
and Department Store* ersqrwlipre astl it^ IN. 
Don't accept any tubHUvti, 

Time-worn,fbufc especially cp*; 
sential in our line* Wbw jNn 
have aprescription filled, lit 
our drug store you are a«raiK 
ed of precaution being taken 
that absolutely eliminates ajU? 
possibility of any mistakes in 
any respect. We employ only'; 
registered pharmacists, ixij& 
the double checking system^ 
used makes lin error highly! 
improbable.' V; v 

Over 30 Years :> 
f •' in 

Schlumbergers 
Drug Store 

£i.ti«MrantKB>fanuuiM 
1 

eiven to 

iDircionariesi 
| at the Pansuna-

3 Pacific ExpasHgim  ̂
•was 

WEBSTEL_ 
NEW IRTERNATIOilAL 

re*' 
Superiority of Eikfiliowl Mult 
This licw ctfeAtfapi answers With 
find authority till kinds of totaling, 
questions such as "How isFnemytll 
prohonnccd ?'' '' Whcto is • lw>r 
dtrj? " "What ii a cmttintiorn.Vo^'' 
eyef"'' What is ft fibuiktrr" '-'WltaL' 
is ichite coaff" "Hon116 ghat ptifr' 
nouucctl?" and thousands of «tMm. 
Mora than 4*0, Ml MsaMary T 
34000 CoograpMsal W|iite1 
Hographieal Brtriw. Mr MS 

Notice iif pretfafe. , ; * 
State of Iowa, Crawford CdOnty/is.— 

In Probate, . 
In the matter of the estate ot Jea-

nette O. Wright, late of Criwfi»?d 
cciirity, deceased. 
Notice of Aptwtntment of AdmitliB-

tratoi*. 
To Whom It May Concern: 

You are hereby notified that on,.the 
4th day of February, 191#, the utajter-
sigiiecl was duly appointed idtftlnls-
trator of the above entitled estate; 4hd 
all creditors of said est&to are hbtiBed 
to file their claims in the office o| the 
clerk of the district court, in, and for 
Crawford - county; Iowa, wlthitl One 
year from the date of this hoirce, ac
cording to law, and have the slunf Al
lowed and ordered t&id by thS iiiQ 
court, or stand forever barrtd t&ejnH 
frdm. 

Dated this 5th day of February, iilB 
J. P. TONRS. 

Conner & Powers, Attorneys, 


