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Oy William Hamilton Osborne,
AUTHOR OF “RED HOUS‘-"RUN"I”G FIGHT,”

“CATSPAW," “BLUE BUCKLE," ETC.
NOVELIZED FROM THE PHOTO PLAY OF THE SAME

NAME PRODUCED BY PATHE EXCHANGE, INC.

COPYIRIONT 1945 1Y WHALIALT HALIILTON AIBORNE
_W

8YNOFPBIS,

On the day of the eruption of Mount
2aleg Caupt, Jolin Hlardin of the Bluigor
rincess rescuvs  ve-year-old  Annctie
leuun from on open Boat, bul Is forced

leave behind her futher and hig com:
‘ Iy assaulted by Her
n & valn attempt to

Hington has munu}iul
b the” \ I'rllnlt um; I\ulh |!|;
aughter, pa roving hix title to ane
u]?lfm llluy Y:mu. juls of the lost islam)
of Clnpabar, IHpgton's injury causes hia
mind to !uo 9 & blagk, ‘Thirteen yenrs
alapse isl“l d:l. now an Opluim #ily-
glér, with Ponto, Inez, & fomals ncoom-
plice, and the mindless hrur- thint onge
was 1lin lop come Lo Beaport, where the
widow ’ Plalll Hardin s llving with
her won Neal and / inette [lington, and
ﬂlut Lo ltunl “the pepors left th Annetts

panionn, 1linkton

nandog and Fonto
L papers which
gond aboard

er fll or, Neal tries for admlsslon
3’ Naval umdem( but through the
fclchary of Joey Welcher In defeated by
and diskraced,  Neal enllsts in the

navy, Ines mets a trap for Joey and the
consplrators get him In thelr power. An-
notte discovers that heat lppllad to the
map reveals the locatlon of the lost is-
d, In a struggle for possession of the
map Hernandez, Annotte and Nea)l each
eoure a rtlon,  Annette salls on the
Coronado In search of her father. b‘l‘he
vercomes by a
‘boarding rty from !? ‘ Destro nr
Jackson, is Neal, Inrslﬂ!nlqua
meite and llu are captu
cued by & sponge divoL a# forgea tden-
tification _papers  for = hikr [T Annouo‘
In an insurrection Neal and Annette are
again captured, carried to the Bun City
nd Annétte {5 offered as a sacrifice to
6 Bun g Theéy are_ rescued h’l'* ma-
8 from the Albany. Landed in Tortu-
Annette ard Nenl are captured and
2vou 0 yellow fever infection by Her-
&6 “Alban

ut are rescued by ul!ora from
TENTH INSTALLMENT
THE nm.urm TERROR

GHAPTER MLV

Across Country.

Early next morning, out of that
pathless mire, strode back the Brute,
plcking his perilous way with the in-
8tinct of some cunning, cautious ani-
ymal, and gulding—in fact, bearing on
'hlu shoulders half the time—the luck-
dess Ponto. That fndividual, his ugli-
ness enhanced by the clotted blood
that dressed his dishevéled halr, and
decorated his-countenance, was atill
dazed, He had vague recolloctions ag
to what had happened. e knew that
at the command of Hernandez, his
Wide partnor in ¢rimae, he had plunged
once more into the deadly morass for

ning. He had followaed the Brute—he
remembeared that,

Hao dozed off into satisfaction.

e woko with a Jolt, It was a heavy
Jolt.  When his eyes opened he wag

on the ground, gupine.  Hao started to
leap to his fret, then sank back again,
livavy with che pain of his wound,

A laugh behind him startled
und brought him to his sensos. Ial
turncd swiftly, fooling for ‘bhis knife:
the knife that wasn't thero.

There was another langh-
of his slde partner,

“Fool," sald
onto

Pouto changed his demeanor. 1le
drew himself up to his squatty helght
and folded his arms,

"Did 1 not as you sald?" replied
Ponto. “I went into that hell and
killad them both—I did it single-hand-

I
him'

the lnugh
Hoernandez,
Hernandez, addressing

ed—1, Ponto.”
His answer was a sneer. IHernan-
dez  stretehed  forth o hand  and

clutched Ponto by the shouldor.

Heo dragged his Houtenant to tho edge
of the clump of trecs and underbrush,
where they woere standing. 1le parted
the branches of a (ree. e handed
Ponto a pair of binoculars,

STake one swift look, my Ponto,” he
‘sneered, “only ong."

Ponto took more than one—he hold
his eyes glued to thoe glasses,  Then
e fell baek in amazement,

“They lve!"™ ho eried,
them! "

e starod at

“Both of

Iermandez almost in

aflvisht. “What does it mean?” he re-
Pt

“Taneans ™ suid Hernandoz, grimly,
“that 1 sent o boy to do i man's job.

You were guite
gone myeelf "
Down on the wharf Annette Ilington
and her oty were abont to embark
inone of the lunches of the cruiser

right., I should have

Albany that Ly <0l anchored in the
harbor. In Annetye's party  were
Madomoiaelle  1pron.. Courtiar, Mrs.
Hardin, Neal's wether: Neal Hardin
himself, o wurranr oficoy upon the
Albany, and the surpgcon of (he cruis-

er. There
in uniform,
sibly, and
bluciackots.

But above all, there wern
galore  Natives by the dozens, | the
hundreds, and all in rags.  The whola

Wire one or two ather men
nn agristant sureeon oS-

an ensign, Fhore wera

lathwvesg

villnge had turned out to do homage
“The little white angel,” murmured |

grateful mothers. sinking down in Ap-:

nette’s path and kissing her dress ps !

she went by,

'nscen by any of the parLy- savo |
by loe Welcher, lnez sworved aside !
and =lipped a note anto the hands n:'!
a nntiy and handed him n coin. |
Then  she leaped lightly into the |
tauneh ol the launch steamel :1\\‘[!.}'.i
follow el by the cheors and the toarsg |
of the Tortuzaus on the wharf. I

Baok ') 1y iimgle. three men wait-
ed for advice  They had not long 1o

wait. A treacherour looking native |

slipped thrpugh the undergrowth and
advanced swiltly toward Hernandez,
“The eplstle, Benor Capitan,” he
snid, It was the note from Inez Cad-
tro. Hernandez pelzed it eagerly and
rioad ; :
“We are bound for La Plaza. Meet
me there, Meantime | shall do my
best to  secure Annette's precious
locket and the map. Your route lies
across the country, Adios, 1. C.”

. CHAPTER XLV.
Inez 8hows Her Hand.

“First and foremost, Miss Ilington,”
sald the captain of the Albany after
Annette's party had boarded the
crulser, "now that you are once more
safe, permit me to return to you the
map of the Lost Isle, which | have ex-
amined with interest, Following your
directions, 1 subjected it to heat, and
I brought ‘out the hidden latitude and
longitude—18 degrees 30 minutes north
and 123 degrees and 40 minutes west.”
He paused a moment. “Do you know,”
he sald, “there's something about that
location that sticks in my mlnd——uoma
vague rumor.”

“The 1sle contains
mines,” sald Annette.

“It's not. that,” returned the com-
mander, “it was merly the locality.
I traced It on our map. It was about
there that the government—" He
broke off, checking himself quickly.

“Abh, yes, 1 remember now,” he sald,
“well, never mind. But, here also is
your locket. Now you'va got them,
have you—all safe.”
. "Thanks for keeping them safe,”
said Annette, secreting them in the
bosom of her dress,

“Bo far, so good,” went on the cap-
tain. “I have to say further that the
officers’ quarters have been placed at
your disposal until we reach La Plaza.
There you can get a train,

“It's a short ride on that road to
Chantillo,” went on the captain, “and
at Chantillo you can-ecateh the boat
for most of the Lower California and
Callfornia ports.”

Across country [ernandez, Ponto
and the Brute were traveling hard.
The indomitable will of Hernandesz
kept them ever going on and on.

“You understand,” criod he, “we
must make La P'laza before the Al
bany gets there. We go cross-coun:
try—she goes by shore,. 'l knife you
both If you fail me at this time.”

Finally, on a moonlight night, [fer-
nandey halted =t o forest opening that
looked down toward shore. He
glanced across the sea,

"It is she—the Albany,” he cried;
“look, Ponto.  She is at hand. It is a
matter of hours now, one would say,
rather than days.”

After a rost he reconnoitered., 1In
the valley he saw a light or two, fil

quicksilver

. faction v bne
([ |

tering  through the foliage. Again
they mounted and descended the hilll
Into civilization. ‘They knocked cmi
the door of an adobe hut. A native
opened and shambled out, gun in hand,

to meet them. Seeing the Brute,
drew back in terror,

“It Is nothing, friend,”
dez, "here is a coin.
Plaza?" )

“But five miles farther on—close vy
ghore,” returned the native,

“A  bagatelle,” said Herngpdez,
“como on.”

Meantime Inez Castro, on buard the
Albany, had become unusuaily active,
She had aseertained the Yime of arri-|
val ol the Albany at Ja Plaza—the |
schoedule time. !

Joe Weleher bunked in with Neal—
in the guarters of the warrant ofll-
Cors, It was nearly evening when
Inez Castro, using Joe as usual to ll(>|
her bidding, whispered in his ear.

Joe, like a whipped dog, did, through
fear of her, what he otherwise would
have been afraid to do.  Ile slippod
into Neal's quarters, and laid his
hands upon an object or two, twisted
them oo o little bundle dand  took
them back to Inez. Inez took them to

he

said Hernan-
Where lies Lnl

l'.--l.' ¢ihin
]
Over at La Plaza—La Plazn by the |
Sea-—ilernandez sought the shore :m(l|

found what he wanted—it was a tish- |

ing boat with a kicker in it--the only
motorboat in the place. 1t wag well
manned, with o crew of six ol the

most  disreputabledooking characters

that ever drew the breath ot tire,  [er-
nandez talked to fhem—with money.
“No lights.” he  cautiotwd, “and
muffle that kicker. -and be  auick
about it now.”
It is all right, senor,” said (oo man

aL the

tiller; “we are about all hours

ol the night.  No one thinks of us,

¢ way or the other.” 1lle pointed
Wt te e "You pereeive,” he said, |
Ui re wre other tisher boats.” :

tiood sald Hernandez, Cthe more
b |

\ honit hishies 1h v kicked to with- | |
1 I L H! » rietanes of the Al-
Do Fhen b rrandez. showed  a |
Lap it owas aacsdiately anawered |
rot the deca i+ 18 pood,” he said, |
wenmderstand each other,” .

thres hastenid from the Jeck and on- |
tered her ealin

Her cabin was Anneties g well.

Her plans woil lad

and she had felt |
ihey wore the o

y plans to make—she

retived  for the ntght., but not to
sleep. |
@
= )

AL thteo 0°Clock #hé rose, and un

_twimu the  bundie that  Joe - had

Ulched'tor ber, Bhe sighed with Balis
THIDOK_ 1L 0L B1_jie
it wab & unitorme-one s
Neals,  Bhe dopned It swaltiy-—hur

rigdly-=silontty,  There was 0o tght
In the cabin, save the moon, sitting 1,
through port hotep,.. Annette's face

was bathed in light, But Anlette was
lasl unleop, i
Hhe was totally oblivious to the

pregence ol

|

1

the yprowling figure in |

mitle uniform who stole near and ever |

neerer—who. pow  groped about her
neck, . ,

Buddenl-y. with one quick and fina |
tug Inez wrencheda at tha chamols |

'NIS. YA e
Annette woke with a scream upon
her Ilips,

quicker than Annette’s volce, Inez's

hand closed over Annstie--her knee

crughed down her breast,

The wildeat in Annette rose. Bhe
was a fine fighter. She squirmed with
one twlst out of the grasp of this
ungeen foe, and grappled with her as-
sallant,
and soon found it out, . .

Annette dragged her to the ray of
moonlight and looked at her,,

Bhe gasped and dropped her hold,

"You—Irene Courtier,” she cried,

But Jrene—Inez Castro it you please
~Wis no ionger there,
stant—and that was the instant for
the last few peconds she had walted
for——in that instant she had leaped to
ner feet and made her gotaway,

And Inez knew the Albany-—every
part of that huge battleship she had
studled with the care of an engineer.
Bhe knew just what to do and where
to go, and how to elude pursuit. Bhe
rushed to one spot where safety lay,
reached the rall, leaped over it, and
with the agility ot a professional diver
struck the water with s#carcely a
splash, o (o

“Now," sald Hernandez to his helms-
man, “like mad for that spot of white.”

Inez, fresh and supple notwithstand-
ing her struggle—in fact the struggle
had nerved her up—swam toward the
flshing boat and the boat steamed
"toward her. Within a short timie—
nlmost less time than it takda ta tel)
It—Ponto was once more kickink the
Brute. And the Brute in turn-ieaned
over the side of the kicker, and with
Lhe sweep of one powerful hand and
arm, drew a dripping object from the
water. It was [Inez, gasping for
breath, ’

"Now, like the devil for the shore,”
whispered Hernandez.

They obeyed. But'if Inez now gasped
for preath, Annette had ceased to gasp
for br(.nth. Her first coherent thought
was to feel for her chamois bag. It
was safe. Her next effort was speech.

| She screamed at the top of her lungs.

‘Her third was action. She darted to
the deck and gave the alarm.

Within a moment a launch was
manned and had put off from the
crulser—Neal In command,

Suddenly one of Neal's men polint-
ed toward the shore. The searchlight
of the cruiser was playlng upon a
kicker making full speed south,

“That's our boat,” said Neal,
the devil now.”

[n five minutes they caught. her.
Neal saw at a glanct she showed no
lights, It convincea him:  Without a

“like

word he swung his launeh alongside |

ard his men leaped across the gun.
wale, Every jack tar either had his
man by the throat, or was tickling
his ribs with a knife,

“"We've got ‘em
body,

“"Where’s the woman?” queried Neal.

But there was no woman-—no Ineg
Castro. What's more there was no
Hernandez, no Ponto, no Brute.

“No use,” said Neal, “the birds have
flown. No use chasing them,” he con-
ceded, “when those birds fly, they fly.
We've got to give 'em credit.”

all,” said some-

“Annette,” he told that young lady }

later, “I think now we're safe. The
job all along has beén an inside job—
Irene Courtier has been handing you
—yes and me—over to the enemy.
That was the game—and the gama }
is ended, That's the way it looks to
me."”

CHAPTER XLVI.
A Hold-Up.

The captain ot the cruiser Albany

had his men scour the country round

about, but—asg had ever been the case

with Hernandez and his nimble-footed
crow-—withont result.

“At any rate,” he said, "the rascals

have Tan  away—they've probably

shown vs their heels for all time,

wo o Chantillo, Miss [lington. You

1 take that one-horse tratn hore—weN

escort you to the train. Over at
Chantillo lies the Missouri, a first-
clavs battleship. 711l give you a note
to her commander, He'll seo you safe
on board the South California boat.”

Neal and & small guard of marines
constituted Annette's escort.

Annetta laughed when she saw the
station—laughed more when she saw
the train, It consisted of the sorriest

engine she had ever seen—also the 4
| most diminutive and battered coach. |

“Look here,”” sald Neal to Annette,
“come inside the station. 1 want to
show you something.”

Aunctte knew inside . she
broke down and cried.like a child.

“lIt's good-by mow, Neal,” she said,
“I dont know what I'm going to do
without wvou. . . . 1 feel

almost going back . .
George,” sald Neal, "I

but no.
vou will,

iy

know I'm sure.

tough on you—think of me. I feel Iike
chucking wp my job . . .

A tin horn blew outside. “W-what's
that?" cried Annette.

Mrs. Hardin and Joe Welcher rushed
into the statioh,
train,” they cried.

They were quite right. The engi-
neer was already pulling his rusty lev-

But the hand of In€Zz was |

Inez was no metoh for her, |

In that m.

o hnrvest

You ().

like |
wish |

You'll stick it out. 1 |
1tut, if H's:

“The train—the !

P LA

. The trali adlually was startiog |,

up, stationary though it had seemed. -

o st --uv--;r

‘good

Hall & mﬂo hrther dm the track,
out of the jungle crept two figures—
cach with gun in band, each with &
black mask upon bis face. Across the
trark they piled a (ree or two—these
trees had boeen plucked up by the roots
by one of thése masked men,

After completing this self-appointed
taslk, they orept back into the jun‘ie
and waited patiently.

‘Finally one of the men prodded the
othor, "Now." he commanded, "here
ghe comes.”

A faint tin horn whistle was heard
around the curve. The fait mail of
the Chantillo line approached, Bhe
approachéd, but seeing the obstrue-
tion on the tragk, she hesitated, halted,
came to a full stop. The two masked
men leaped upon the engine and held
up the crew with « thelr everready
guns, :

Hernandey stepped into the car be-
hind, - He fired three shots. He almed
@l no one, The shots had their ef-
foct—on two persons at least. Joe
Welcher ducked at once, Mrs, Har-
din followed suit. No one was hit.
Annette alone retained her nerve,

“80,” she sald fearlessly, “it's
again, And where {8 your charming
friend, Miss Irene Courtier?”

“Brute,” cved Hernandeéz, throwing
og his mask, “bring those two men
"hére.” /

The Brute brought them. “Take the
bell cord,' sald Hernandez to the
train crew, "and tie this young glrl
up.”

Homandes. still with his gun on
guard, bent over the girl. He piunged
his bhand into her breast, and with a
jerk tore the chamois bag from her
neck,

“I'll tie thla man myself,” sald Her-
nandez, approaching Joe Waealcher. He
leaned over. Joe, and wound some cord
loosely about his hands,

“T'll need you,” he whispered, "but
make no mistake. Mistakes are fatal
~when I'm around.”

He left the Brute on guard and
marched the crew back to the engine
“How near are weé to the nearest sta
tion?" he queried, *“tell me truth.”

“Not for miles, senor,” they gasped.
“only a little farther on in a deserted
station, Montrada.. No trains stop
there. It is discontinued.”

“"Any occupants?” queried Hernan-
tlez.

“None—it {8 deserted.
haunted, renor.”

v —~haunted ?”

"Something there goes click—click
—<¢lick—click—always when we pass.”

It is even

“(Continued: on Iast l’nge)

STATE NEWS

Namuel W, Htm'km:tn was killed Sat-
nrday afteffigon near Lexington when
e Jumped  from a buggy in which he
wits riding with 1. D, Montz, a young
white man, while the horse, . which
young Montz was driving at the time,
wits going at o pretty rapid gnf[. the
animal having become frightened when
a hold-baek  steap on o the breeching
broke, eansing the buggy to run upon
the horse. The foree of the fall caus-
ed u Tracture of the skuall at the hase
amd denth wias instantaneous,

The fall term of Court of General
Hessions for York will convene on No-
vember 220 The ontlook is that It
will b one of the longest terms held
in several years, ns there are a larger
number of prisoners in jail than at
any time in years, as well as quite
a- number out on hond ; besides the

avith the Killing of Sheriff Hood and
others, at Winnshoro last summer, is
scheduled to be tried,

T, L. Carter, of Columbia, learned
last week that his son, Ira Carter, was
one of those who  perlshed when the
steamoer  Arabie, was torpedoed by a
ierman =ubmarine off the Irish coast
ol-Augnst 19, Carter, who was about
30 years of age, had been In Kurope
and Africa for several years,

Jo 1. Shaler, an experienced inten-
-ll\’t‘ farmer. of Bowman, has made a
‘splendid crop of cotton on his farm
mear town-- Lis entire crop yielding
one and a half hiales per acre. He will

about five miles from town, lis entire
crop prodneing more. than a bale per
aere, which is supplemented with an
abundant. srain crop, lnr!uﬂlng il lnt of
Hood-hay.

[ cash

‘Green Grocery
{ Telephone 24

RAEEEO .

We have opened a meat
~market and green grocery
in the stand formerly oc-
‘ecupied by Campbell Bros.,
where we will carry at all
times a cheice line of Fresh
Beef, Pork, Veal, Lamb.
Mutton and all meats us-
ually found in an up-to-
(- date market.
. We will make deliveries
promptly and there will be
no long awits,

]

L. B. Campbell

' Manager

“Gp mhead little one” aﬂ. m
Juck.”

you ||

And ln Fact Evory Thlng Unful
For Houn nud anl

D T i ——————

Now is the time (or planﬂns Oata Wheat
small grain, Get our prices betora purchaaing.

Your horsges, cows and oul have to be fed, w
are agents for Arab Hom eed arro Cow Feed, g.,'
ahine Poultry Feed,

Rye und

We beg to advlae our frienda i
/and the public that we have L
moved our office to that of =~ }
Pearce-Young's at No. 1007_ i

“ Broad street. TR T e e

This puts us on the ground :

\ ﬂoor and that old excuse about
“stairs” won’t work. Come in
~and see us and bring your bus-

" iness with you. )

COOPER GRIF F IN COMPAN

case of the =tate against lhm:w charged.

———FOR SALE

- Pure Bred HEREFORD Catﬂe

#The Kind That Pay.”

We are offering for salei50 head of big bone hulh :
of breeding age of hig hest guality and breeding.

CAMDEN BEEF CATI"I:E“FAnms '

—LUGOFF, SOUTH cmq_lg-!!w_&
FRED E. PERKINS, Special Partner

a good erop oni his Tarm [

We are making".loans' on
Cotton stored in- reliable .
Warehouse at

tn ¥l

If you want "to. ho'l_d-y‘our =
cotton come in to see us.

The First National Bank |

OF CAMDEN, S.C. -




