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SYNOPSIS.

On the day of the eruption of Mount
Pales Capl. thn Hardin of the steamer
Princesa  resoues five-year-old  Annelte
lington from an open boat, but foreed
te Imave hahind her father and his com-
pantons, Tlington In assavited by Her-
pandez and Ponto In a vain attempt to

t papers which Ilington has man

send aboard tha Princess with his

ughter, pngrn roving his title to and
telling the whorea land

tite of the lost I

of Cinnabar, Ilington Injury causes his
mind to become a biank, Thirteen years
nl:ue. Hernandes, now an oplum smug-
gler, with Ponto, Ines, a female accom-
plice, and the mindless brute that once
was Tlington, come ' HBeaport, where the
,widow of Captain L .ardin s lving with
her won Neal and Annpettc Ilington, and

t to sten) the papers left ta Annettes

hor father, Neal tries for admission
to the Naval academy but through the
trenchery of Jooy Welcher Is defoated by
Jowy lr! disgraced, Neal enlints In the
navy. Ines mets & trap Jooy and the
conapirators get him in thelr power. He
agrees to ateal the papers for them hut
aocidentally seta fire to the Hardin home
and the brute-man resouss Annetts with
the papers from the Namen,

FOURTH INSTALLMENT
THE TATTERED PARCHMENT

CHAPTER XVil

The Return of Inex Castro.

Out of that holocaust—the useless
conflagration that destroyed the old
Hardin cottage at Seaport—Annetie
saved something. Bhe 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 ruln of
Bt. Plerre.

“Whatover 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 presantiment
that I'll find him at Lost Isle and not
before.”

They were seated, theas twe, In
their temporary place of abode,

“Who rescued me that night?” she
queried. “How did | get out of the
bouse st all; who did that?"

Her foster mother shook her head.
“Nobody knows, Annette,” she sald.

Bhe lit & small alocohol lamp under
neath a tiny tes kettle. “Wateh it
Annette,” she said, “it's so small 1t
may boll over.”

Boll over it did later, and with pe-
cullar consequences, Mre, Hardin
measured out a quantity of Ceylon tea,
and then held out her hand.

“Let me see the map of Lost lsle
again, Annette,” she sald. "It seems
s shame we can make nothing of it."

It was strange, for at first glanoe the
map seemed quite worth while. It
was traced upon an anclent plece of
parchment, old and yellow. At the
top was this inscription:

“LOST ISLE OF CINNABAR."”

“Cinnabar,” repeated Mrs, Hardin.
“Seoms to me I've heard of such an
faland.”

Annette shook her head. “I've looked
it up. Cinnabar 18 not & place, it's
nothing but an ore.”

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

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

“Nothing else upon it, axcept the
words ‘Hione castle,’ nothing else.”

The girl sprang to her side, “Yes”
said the girl, “these two other words
mo'.”

She placed her finger upon them.
They were two amall words near the
lower left-hand corner of the map:

Latitude.

Longitude.

“Yes," went on Mrs. Hardin, “but
what latitude and what longitude ™

Annette smiled. “That's the point,
it doesn't say. That's what I've got
;n':l.l.ul out, but 1I'll fud out, never

Mre, Hardin lit & lamp, placed the
map flatly upon the table, and exam-
fned every nook and corner of it
“Well," she sald at length, *“I've
scoured the map and I can't make
head nor tail of it, 50 we'll have some
toa.”

Bhe placed her hand upon the han-
dle of the little tea pot. Bhe drew
it away suddenly, for it was unusually
hot. Her hasty movement dislodged
it from its moorings and the bolling
water spouted out over the table.
Most of the bofling water spouted on
the map. Mrs, Hardin snatched the
map away and wiped it with her ker
chlef, Then she handed the map to
Annette. “Get It out of my sight be
fore I scour the whole thing off the
face of the earth,” she said. Then
ehe stopped. “Annette,” she went on,
sbharply, “what's the matter?"

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

Well might she exclalm, for there,
upon the yellow surface of the parch-
ment where only half a dosen words
bad appeared before, there mow Ap-
peared a multitude,

“Latitude 18 degrees, 50 minutes
mnorth; longitude 128 degrees, 40 min-

proof of identity and presentation of
this map.”

Annatte stared at it. "Jove!™ she
finally exclaimed. *“Lost Isle Is Lost
Isle no more, thanks to a tea kettlo
full of bolling water; but, look, look,
it fades again.”

“Fades an it cools,” sald Mrs. Har
din,

The door opened stealthily. Joe
Welcher entered, “Joey,” erled An-
nette thoughtlessly, “toll us—whers's
18 dogrees Iatitude, You can pass
examinations. And 123 degrees longl-
tude., Right off the reel.”

Joe Welcher mistook the Inquiry for
mere alry persifiage. He falled en-
tirely to connect it with the map. He
strode to the table. The map still lay
there but now upon ita face apbeared
nono of the recently revealed inscrip-
tions, it was as blank as it had been
before. Welcher's fingers fitched to
get hold of the map. He neaded 1t In
his buainess, for his business just now
wan koeping out of trouble. He
stretched forth & hand to take ft.

“You and your old map,” he sald,
with an attempt at Jooularity, “it’s like
a game of solitaire. Let me look at
it agaln.”

Annoette folded it up and thrust it
into her bosom, “Not so, Joey," she
returned. “It's never going to leave
my possession again, It's 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 1"

“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 Irens Cour
u.r.ll

“We'll tidy up, then you can show
her up,” said his foster mother. Bhe
awept Annette’'s belongings Into &
huge old-fashioned valise. Bhe had no
sooner finishod than Ines Castro en-
tered the arena of events.

“l read about it, just & line In the
shore notea of a New York paper—
the fire, And you were utterly de
stroyed; you saved wothing, ss 1 un-
derstand 1

“Nothing but Annette’s valuables,”
returned Mra. Hardin,

"What next do you do—where now
do you go1” inquired Ines.

Mrs. Hardin's eyos glowed. “J—we
shall go to Neal; for the present any-
WAY, Wweé have no other plans. We
can live near bhim for & little while at
leant.”

“And Neal is—1" quoried Ines. Mra.
Hardin told her—at the Naval Traln-
ing anhool at Newport.

Inex clapped her hands, “The long
arm Jf colncidence,” she cried; “my
futber and 1, we have our little villa
o Newport, as you had your little
wottage at Beaport. And you shall
visit me, as 1 visited you. You shall
visit me—and you Annette Ilington—
at my villa, in Newport. Good™

It 18 to be said of Ines Castro that
she was universally resourceful, Bhe
had no father. And as for & villa at
Newport—she had never thought of
such a thing until that ingtant, Her
villa at Newport was a castie in the
alr.

CHAPTER XVIIL
Scar Face.

Waelcher, upon the advent of Ines
Castro, had left the room. Ines had
baonded him & slip of paper—one that
he was anxious to peruse. He went
below to read it. It was another little
soductive note from her, asking him
to meot her once again at thelr tryst-
lug place—Lonesome Cove inn, three
miles south of Beaport.

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 sald.

“Let me tell you, charming one,"

sald Ines, “that what happens cannot
be helped by me. | have & husband,
have I not? A hard master, this Her
nandes. When he commands, | must
obey, If I fall—"
Bhe looked up. She rose. The door
was still shut, but within the room,
crouching behind Welcher, were three
interlopere—Hernandes and his two
companions, Ponto and the brute.

“What are you dolug here! cried
Welcher, stepping back. “I1 thought
I locked the door.”

“You wsre fond of locking doors,
friend Welcher,” sald Hernandesz, “but
this time you merely turned the key
—a key which doesan't lock. 1 have
rights here, | imagine. Bince my wile
soes it to enter, | enter also. May |
inguire of my fair wife,” he procesded
suavely, “what the helress, Annette
llington, intends to dot"

“None of your busiunsss,” suapped
Joe Waelcher, in return.

“May I inguire of you, sir, thea™
went on Hernandes, "what you intend
to dot

O ——— —

| a4 Welcher; *but if you want to
know, I'm going to Annapolis. I'm go-
| ing to join the navy."”

“Listen, friend Welcher,” sald Her-
nandez, “you have falled us once. If
you fall us again we will have you
broken. We want that map of the Lost
Isle of Cinnabar—we want every lden-
tifying thing that came aboard the
Princess with Annette llington, the
child, and you must help us get It
Understand 1"

Hernandez pointed toward the door.
“Annapolis,” he sald “then report to
us at Newport In due course.’

Before Welcher was able to report
to Hernandez or to Inex Castro al
Courtler villa, iIn Newport, other
things happened,

A wook Iator Neal Hardin, in his
apprenticeahip meaman uniTorm, hur
ried from his training ship to the rall-
road station in Newport, and waited
half an hour for a belated train. He
was unprepared for the aight that met
his eyes when the train pulled in,
Annette was more than a dream—ahe
was superb, Neal seized as many suit-
canes 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,

“Youra?” queried Annette,

Notwithstanding the fact that Inez
bad never seen the car before, she
nodded,

“One of mina,” she sald.

At the villa Inez turned her guests
looss and bade them do as they
pleased. Neal and Annette immediate-
Iy left the pleasing but unnecessary
soclety of the others and wandered
through the roselined paths bebind
the house.

Annette started suddenly. “Look,
look. Quick!™ she commanded.

Neal looked. Fifteen paces to hia
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 the
face and dodged around the buahes.

Luck favored the pursued and was
against the pursuer. A taxicab came
whirling around s corner, and the in-

terloper leaped upon its step, opened
the door and flung himself inside, giv-
ing a quick order to the driver.

Neal retraced his steps and Annette
banded him & scrap of paper that the
man had dropped during the struggle.
It was & crumpled bit of letter, and
what there was of it read like this:

« = « hote you are now located
at the “Crooked Crag"” . . . and
that the place ls safe. Ten pounds
hercin shipped today. The consign-
ment of cocaine follows Immediately.

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

Annette started. "1 had forgotten,”
she returned. “The scar upon his
face.”

CHAPTER XIX.

' —
At Crooked Crag.

Hernandez, the gentleman sdventur
er, the clever smuggler of cocalne
and heroin, established his headquar-
ters at the Crooked Crag. The pro-
pristor recognized him for what he

“That's none of your business, t00,"

was; there was & secret compact, un.
spoken, but well understood, between
the two.

Hernandes had located himself In
the ®ecret, sound-proof room at
Crooked Crag. He was talking over
the telephone.

“It was & false move," he conceded.
“l should have steered clear of your
Newport villa. If it hadn't been for
the apprentice seaman, | might have
turned a trick. As it ls, | am afraid

Fse
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station with a definite pur
view., Once arrived there, he
erumpled alip of paper to
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EEEEE

But all this went on unknown to
Hernandes. He bad nol missed the
scrap of paper,

Halt an bhour later on a whart in
Newport there drew up a very capable
little motor boat. Ines and her young

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

For balt an hour or #o 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 chalr.

“What s the matter?’ cried An
nette, alarmed,

“I am {l1l, so {11, groaned Ines. "1
was a fool to come out In & sea lke
this”

“We'll go back,” sald Annatte.

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

In & moment they wers gllding
through the quiet waters, and in two
momenta more had reached the dock
at the head of the Inlet. Above them
towered a huge, crooked granite
shaft, and nestling against It llke an-
other shaft was the Crooked Crag ho-
tel.

"I wmust rest greancd Ine:. "1
must lle down—I am {11, terribly {11."

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

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

“My friend, Misa Courtler, In 111"
sald Annotte. “She Is in the launch
below. Can you help me?"

“With pleasure, miss,” said the pro-
pristor,

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

With an easy swing they carried
Inex out of the boat, along the dock
and up the rustic stops.

“Have Yyou & physician
house "

“We have everything—everything at
Crooked Crag,’ returned the proprie-
tor, with an insinuating smile,

He summoned other servitors and
nodded to Annette,

“It Is two flights up, mise,” ho sald
to Annette.

@iving Innumerable directions and

in the

in command and told his |-

climbing at the head of the little

Hernandez Tore Open Annette's Walst

group behind him, he finally reacned
the third-story room.

“It the doctor s about, will you
send him?" pald Annette, bowing the
proprietor and his two men from the
room.

“At once, mademolselle,” said the
proprietor, with & low bow,

There was a knock upon the door.

“Come In," sald Annette,

Two men entered, one of whom, a
man with a neatly-trimmed Van Dyke
beard, drew Annette to the window,
Inquiring gravely about the case.
‘While her attention was thus occupied
the other man seizsed the recumbwnt
figure upon the bed and bore it from
the room. Annetle caught a glimpse
of his huge shoulders just as he dis-

appeared.

“What Is he doing?" she demanded,
“Where 18 he taking her to?”

The other man bowed. "“To a phy
slclan,” he returned, “as you re
Quested.”

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

“But you are a physiclan” ux-
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 &
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 and
escaped again.

“lam not u physician,” he conceded.
“Do you know who | am?™

“No,” she answerod retreating to a
corner,

-:!; hn:hod. “l am a man with a
Cut upon my face,” he sald,

poluting to it. “You were to look out

Mw-:.. Hd:ulm Look out.”

- t you want of me? she
demanded. |
Hernande: 1it a cigarette. “Noth-
ing that is not mine,” he said. *I was

a er of your fathor's,”
started. “Where s father?
she demanded. e

Hernandes shrugged his shoulders.
“Dead these many years; God rest his
soul” he sald. "1 was his surviving
partner and to me belongs the assets
of the firm. One of those assets you
GRITY OD your person next your heart,

friend, Annette Ilington, boarded her.

A — e — o ——. ————

the map of the Lost lsle of Clunnabar,

- m—

{ know you have ft. 1 tracked you a'nd

your friend here just tn get it. You
nd It now to me,

ﬂl} h:m do nothing of the kind,” sald

Annette. Bhe drew o long breath

and screamed aloud.

“Useless,” he sald. "There in no
one within range of your beautiful
soft volee.” He took out hig watch.
“Lot me remind you, senorita,” he re-
marked, "that my ancestors ware of
the Inquisition, 1 will give you five
minuies to make up your mind. 1
gholl leave you alone, you may make
up your mind by yourself, If at the
end of five minutes you have tailed,
you must take the consequence.”

Inez Castro's handbag was lying on
& dressing table; to her It was the
hand bag of Irene Courtier, Bhe
oponed 1t and drew forth a card en-
graved with tho latter name, togother
with & lttle silvor pencil. Bhe wrote
hastily upon the eard:

“I am Annette [lington. 1 am con-
fincd tn a secondatory room In the
rear of this bullding—the barred room
where you gee the handkerchief. Look
up.”

pslm thrust the card betwoon the
bars and dropped it. It futtered 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
‘Hernanaez entered the room,

(Continued on page B.)
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Home Visitors’
Excursions

EAST

Via

Oregon Short Line—
Union Pacific System.

Tickets on sale
October 23,
November 20 & 23
December 18 & 22,
Limit 90 days
from date of sale.
See any 0. 8, L.
Agent for rates.
Buy your tickets
through via the U,
P. System. It is
the direct way.

PACKING HOUSES
CLOE FOR SEASON

Now Plymouth,—Last week mark-
ed the close of the packing houses
here, The New Plymouth division
of the North Paecifie Distributers
Assn,, and Denny & Co., have elosed
their doors for this season,

While the crop of apples wan light
thin year, the quality of the apples
was better than ever before and a
total of 856 coars were shipped durs
ing the season. Nearly all of the
apples shipped from here were the

extra fauncy or fancy grades, only a
taw ears boing shipped of C grade
The output from this section s usu-
ally 100 or 126 cars,

—
PRINTING

A BANK'S FIRST DUTY

is to its depositors. The
business of this bank is
conducted on this basis,
which is, in truth, SE.

CURITY AND CON-
SERVATISM,  Bafety
is considered  before
profits.

We feel justified in ask-
ing for your banking
business, assuring you
aiwaye, courteous treat.
ment and satisfactory
service,

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

=S “"
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| hours, close and

DR.. MILES'

Pain away, and

the Nerve Strain.

TO BENEFIT You,
WILL BE REFUNDED,

| ANTI-PAIN PILLS

will quickly drive your
Dr. Miles’ Nervine
will assist you by relieving

IF FIRST BOX, OR DOTTLE, FAILS
YOUR MONEY

tedious work are very apt
to result in Headaches or
other Pains. Don’t suffer.

DIZZY SPELLS.
“My nerves becume all
worn out. I had bad head-

aches and wsevers Qdizsy
spells, I could not sleep
and my appetite was poar,
I began using Dr. Miles'
Antl-Puiln Pills and they
always guve me'instant re-
lef no matter what the
pain. Then [ used Dy,
Miles® Nervine regularly
and was soon In perfect
benith aguln.*
MRS, B. L. YOUNQ,
334 Pittsburg 81,
Newcastle, Penn,

SAFETY

SERVICE

daily practice with us,

. “Safety first” was the motto and practice of
this bank long before those words became the
slogan of the large transportation companies,

Service to the public is not a theory, but a

ll’ut your money where safety is the first
consideration and avail yourself of our service,

ONTARIO
NATIONAL
BANK

Safety Deposit Boxes

Savings Accounts

DANCING ORDERS Our 8p
Are yon planning n danely

ty? You want Fine Dy K
That's Where wo live— v (it ::E

be convinced —ONTARIO ARGUg,
- ,.___——;a

Listing
_ Machine

R

(eight column capacity)

Price

$88.00

F. 0. B. Maywood, TII,

SOLD ON ONE YEARYS
CREDIT OR 3 PER CEN?
DISCOUNT FOR CASH

MAIL COUPON Tm

———
— ———

American Can Company |

Chicago, Il
Please send booklet descriy-
tive of American Addingad
Listing Machine,

-, L

———era e

T Address

Clipped from The Argss
Ontario, Oregon. .

%0 Hours Between Fort
land and San Francioe
Luxurious Slown
“Northern Pacltic”
“Great Northern.*
Decks, Triple Screw, Ter
bines, Bpeed 24 Kools
Suites De Luxe with baths
Glass enclosed promenads,
Deck Games, Guarage for
40 autos.

Fares Include Meals and
Borths,—kxpositions . pow
At Thelr best—Low
curslon

and through sr
vice, ve
Portland $:308
m, arrive 8
8:30 nexi u

CALIFORNIA  EXFCSITIRY
EXCURSIONS |

Daily :

March 1, to Nov. ﬂ_
You can go via Ogden, S84
Lake and Los Angeles, i/ L
return via San Francist §
Portland and Huntington &
vice versa at a compard -
lht;:texpensc and cover

Interesting
points of the Pacific Cﬂﬁ

VACATION
SEE THE WEST
Ask agents for rates and W
particulars or write,

D. E. BURLEY,

[}

Gen. Pass. Agt., Salt Lake ¥4




