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Oh the gday of Ihm nrupl noof Mount
Polee Capt, Jolin. Hardin of " (he stoamer
Princogs  roxcies o BYe-yYeursobd o Annvin
Iington from on gpen baat, ‘bt Is - -folaed
o leave befind &r Cathier nnd his com
Py Illmflun I assaulted by Her
nandeg and Ponto In n ovain stteimnpt o
get papors whdeh Hington higs  mapiegod
o send - aboard  the Princoess with ~hiz
daygtiter, papors proving his title to
telhng vhe whergabhouis of the Jost Ielamd
af Chunabar, Hlington's injury cuunes bl
mind to Become o blank., ‘I'birtcon yeirs

vlipse, - Hoernundez, now wn Opjum sinug-
gler, with Ponto, Inez, w femuly aceorm
plice, and the mindless brule that ance
wiy Llniton, come to Hoapurt, where the

widow ‘of Captain: Havdin b lving  with
hor son Neal and “Annetie flington, and
lot to wtewl the Imljum Il Lo Annetie
ﬁy her father, . Neal teleg for gdmiggion
to the Nuval acadeiny, I-ul through the
trenohiery of Jovy We 1' her i deteited by
Joey and diggracel.  Nepl enlists bno e
navy., Inez peta o l;:.r for Jooy and thoe
vonspirators got bhim dn thelr power,  1n
a Btruggle for posgeasion of the niap Her-
pandlvg, Annotto amd Neal eacly secure n
portton, - Annctte-andls on Lhe Coronado in
senceh af Hery futhiby In Murtiniquea An-
nette and Nogl pre caplured, DUl i Pes-
el bev g osponge diver, - Ines Torges tdon
titleation papers: for herself ns Annetie.
e ne bistecreebiony Nowl anid - Anneile -are
ngain captured, carried (o tho Hun City
arek - Anpuble e offervd a8 o sacrifee 1o
the sun god,  They are roseucd by ine
rinea from the Atbany, Landed In Tortu-
Kiv, Annotte and Neal cro cnptured wnd
oxXpoFud L yellow fever infection by Hor
niandes,” but are rescued Ly sallors fraom
the Albany. Ines tries o rob . Annetls
and escapes, On her way to Chantillo An-
pulle I8 chptured, - Neal Is promotesd and
lemds oo party of transforved men toward
Chantilo, but Iy cought Ina tradn wreck
on - the way, Hernpndez aod Ines prosent
tha filse
Ansvhine at Banta Marla misslon,  Ponto
Iocanght nand Kiled in bls own trap, set
for Annetie, Annotte proves title  and
turng over Lost Ieland o the govern-
moni,  Weoelther dies Inoa rognorseful effort
to pive her from Hoernandez, Annette and
Neul, on their way to Lost Islund, are
wre ed on on eannibal dslind by, Her-
nandez’ telekory,  I'he Brole Jg aceopted
by the eannlbals ag thelr god, Hernandes
shows hils power over the Brute and In
acecpled by the dnnpnibils, Annette s
enpiurcd but rescned by Neal and a-party
from the Missour], ' Hernandez and Inez
oicupe o nn gopen hoat,

FOURTEENTH INSTALLMENT
“THE GREAT GOAL”

CHAPTER LIX.

"Who Am 17
In the sick bay of the battleship Mis-
souri an anxlous little group—uni:

‘formed and otherwise+grouped them-
selves around the formy of an uncon-
gcious man., He lay upon n cot. Ilis
head was swathed (n bandages, The
surgeon, seated on a camp stool by his
“side, ralsed his head and glanced at
llmnn about him.

“The vitality of this man is little
loss than marvelous,” he gald,

Annctte Ilington started forward,
“Then he will Hive?" she sald.

The surgeon nodded,

The lHttles group bent forward. And
with good reason.  The flgure on the
couch stirred slightly—the huge form
quivered, At last the unconscious
man became o longer go.  He opened
wide his eyes. He stared wildly about
the cabin, struggling the while to
rige,

“You'll nover know from me where
tost Isle 18, he muttered. “Look at
ieleo—-death—destruction,  Pray God,
the Princess—"

e litted his head, The surgeon
selzed him by one arm and a uni-
formed attendant by another. Dut he
tossed them from him as though by
the turn of a wrist and struggled to
u sitting posture,

“You will,”" he suarled, clutehing at
the two mon.  “It's just as well I
found you out, Hernandez—you and
your henchman, Ponto; just as well
beforo— Come on, both of vou to-
goether,”

In another instant ho would have
been upon his feet. DBut his eyes fell
upon Annette llington.

“Anne,” ho cried. Ho stretched
forth a hand as though to touch her,
then  suddenly  withdrew it.  He
shrugged his shoulders. “What's the
use? he muttered to himself, "“I'm
dreaming—dreaming,”

“Dreaming,” said the surgeon som-
berly, “for thirteen years.”

Neal gripped his mother's arm,
“Look at his eyes,” he whispered,
“his eyos.  Something has happened
to him. Ile has become a man,"

The brute man glanced Inquiringly
at the surgeon. “What is the matter
with me, doctor?” he exclaimed, his
volco strong, his tones resonant with
reasou. "Did my friend the Portu-
guese—Hernandez—get me after all?
I know 1 struggled with him: that's
the last thing I remember, The Mexi-
can must have bluck-jacked me from
behind."”

The surgeon smiled. *{e black-
jacked you from behind, all right,” he
said.

“Where's Manuella”"
figure on the cot.
little girl?”

The surgeon nodded to Neal. “J{o's
a man all right,” he whispered. “The
soul has come back into the body after
many years,"”

"“The little girl," went on the brute

went on the
“And where ia the

man. His glance shifted and again he
sought Annette. “Anne,”” he eried
again. Once more his glanco became

doubtful, .

“"Excuse me, nurse,” he went on,
nodding o Annette, 1 thought you
were my wife come back to life. May
I ask your name?"

“I nm aot a nurse,” said Annette.
"My name is Annette Ilington.”

The man etarted
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Heo droppod hig head upon hll Chﬂﬂt.
then he clutebed something with his

heand, It was his beard-—the growth
of many years, held it out before |
him, i . I

“What's this,” he sald, "another |
Joko?"

“Pull ft and gee,” suggested the sur:
goon,

The man gave the beard a mlghtys
tug. :

“Oueh,” again Le eried. “It's glued,’ |

The surgeon, somewhat uncertain
of his ground-—fearful of results-—
touched the man upon the arm,

“It s not gluuh," he sald, smiling
and watching fearfully for the slight-
ost chapgo of expressglon, It Erew |
~{t hag been growing for over thir- |
teen years, You're a Rip Van Winkle |
~=you have come back to life,”

He pauged and walted while
fact sapk home,

that
Then in o business-
ke mantier he drew forth a memo-
randum  book and  without “further
glumiug at his patlent held his foun-

tein pen polsed in ale,
"Your name, sir—and address,” he
said,

The matter-of-fact tone roused thol
patient from a dangerous reverie.

“Me he exelaimed, "Who am 1?7 I
am IHngon—IHington of Martinique.”

L] L] L] L N . . L]

A few days later Hington, clean
shaven, sat upon (he deck of the Mig-
sourl. He was a handsome man--as
handsome as he had been some thir-
toen yvears before—save that time had
carved deep lines upon his face.  His
forehead- still was bandaged.

Annetto erouched: at his side and
slie held between her hands the hand
of Ilngton—the hand that had been
80 often raised to gtrike her down.
Neal strode to the little group and sa-
luted,

“Off duty for the present,” he ex-

plained,  “How s the head?"”
Hington  grunted. “Sore as the
diekens outside,” he returned, “but

working right inside—at least so far
as I can tell.” e glanced quizzically
at Neal. “Ensign,” he said, “I can't
get information out of anybody, They
think I've got to grow up like a child;
but today I am feeling fit—I am all
here and I want to know. Tell ma
something."

“I'll tell you everything,” said Neal.
“The surgeon quite agrees with you.
He has discharged you cured.” -

And then they told him—and It took
hours in the telling, “They told him
tho truth, the whole truth and noth-

ing but the truth.

. "Let me get hold of that Portu-
guese, just once,” he muttered, “and
I'll tear him with my bare hands, limb
from limb."

CHAPTER LX.

Quickal!ver

Out of the sep at sunset, bearing in
his arms a burden, staggering up upon
the shore of the Lost Isle of Cinna-
bar—there strode a man. Behind him,
sllhouotted against the horizon, was
a small sailboat, deserted and strand-
od on a sandbar.

The man was the Portuguese adven-
turer, Hernandez, The burden in his
arms was a woman, and the woman
was. Inez Castro, his companion.

He dropped her gently to the
ground, and she lay there for an in-
stant, well spent, half exhausted.
Then she, too, stagpered to her feet.

“This,” erled Hernandez, "is Lost
island. We are in possession—and
possession i8 nine points of ‘the law.
The god of chance has favored- us
8o far, little one, and so long as the
‘god of chance joins with Hernandez,
Hernandez wins.”

They traveled inland. The sun had
set, the moon was full. For many min-
utes they had traveled through a clear
ing, and suddenly before them, rough,
ragged and forbidding in the moon-
light, there loomed a ruined structure
built of stone.

“It's the fort.,” whispered Hernan-
dez, “the Morro castle of the Ilington
map."

In the far distance there was a red
glow against the sky and the dull,
faint clang of metal against metal.

“We are not alone,” whispered Her-
nandez. “Someone works the mines,
So much the better. We shall have
allles. I.et us seek them now.”

Inez sank down at his feet. “Leave
me alone—here,"” she whispered. “You
can find me easily. T can go no far
ther and I am afraid—afraid.”

Already Hernandez had bounded
across the clearing, turned a corner
of the crumbling ruin and was on his
way. Within the next few momenta
he was standing on the edge of what |
seemed to be a crater of a volcano— |
a huge pit that seemed to belch forth
fire,

Dut it was not a voleano and it did
not beleh forth fire. It was a ecinna-
bar mine—aor a series of cinnabar

: llm ' dres.. . uup mﬂh of
satistaction. | _
he utd to him-

nandez."

. wea of plstols and
examined them ¢  “ully In the moon-
Hght. = Satfshed ¢ thpy ‘were In
working order, ose and skirted

my name Iy not
He drew forth «

the edge of | nratef,  ereeping
stealthily arouni Ind the furnace.
Then, with re “ahle agility, he

hurled himself «x om thée skles into
a clrcle of briebi «ht, lifted up his
volea and called wlood, .

In an Instant e was surroundoed by
8 motley oraw ol wan-——men strange,
welrd—=men whoge (0ces wWers over
grown with a rvank, untrimmed crop
of halr and baard. They h!llod hig
advent with de'ight, “

Out of this multitnde a huge individ-
ual pushed his way through to Her-
nandez and placed a grimy hand upon
t‘. latter's shoulder.

Whenea conie ydu?" he queried in
Spanish,

Hernandez “answered him, “I was
aet adrift in a small hoat,” he returned,
“and I came ashore here not knowing
whore | was,  Who, slr, are you, my
countryman?”

“T'welve years ago,” sald the pirate
chief, “we were wrecked—ground to
pleces on this shore. - And we found
what? Enough to eat?  Yes, A plave
to slecp—a place o live. But this
is & God forgaken ig'and, senor, Only
the mines have kopt us from going
‘mad, We have worked for wealth
madly-—hoping agalnst hope.”

"Whiat do you mine? asked 1ler-
nandez,

“Clnnabar,” returned the ehief,

Hernandez  raised his ‘eycbrows.
“Qulcksilver,” lu: gald,  “It should
make you rich.'

The chief held up lili-! armsg.  “Rich,”
he cried. "Senor, tollow me."

He gplled for a torch and nodding
to Hernandez led the way to the cdge
of n nearby pit and down a ladder,
At the foot af the ladder he erawled
into an opening and bade Hernpgndez
follow. The opening was a cave—a
cave whose floor was covered with
huge earthen jars,

“Quicksilver, senor,'” hissed the pi-
rate chict—"millions of pegotag worth
—poesibly a billion—who knows."

“Did. you come glone, senor,”
asked. “ls there any woman
you?" :

Hernandez shook his head, but a
terrific fear clutched his soul,

“No woman,” he returned.
alone.”

The chief fell back, disappointed;
then he raised his voice to its. normal
tones again. “All this, s®or,” he ex-
claimed, appealing to his companions,
“a king's treasure. We have carted it
for twelve long years. We would give
it all for women.”
into Hernandez'.
it all for one.”

he
with

“I am

“I, senor, would give

CHAPTER LXI.

Cutthroats.
As the keel of the Missouri’s launch
sand, Annette

grated against the

are my men or

He thrust his facc

* been hiding

‘ln‘illl;

, A figure shot out before them and

i ML S
lhoro.

O‘:ttlt She
m L}
dragged It z in safely to dry
Inez was frantic with fear,
~ “Where, asked Annette, “Is t.h’
Portuguese, Hernandez?"

inez waved her hapd wildly in:
ghore. “Somewhere—in—there~—~with
~the beasts,” she coried. “Don't ask
me, 1 don't know. I=l1 ran away
from him."” »

"The beasts?" faltered Annette.

“Worge than that,” returned Ineg,
“you're a woman, I'm a woman. . I've
from them-=even from
him=for three days, He--he doesn't
know where I am—he hasn't found
me. Oht”

#he sank wpon the sand—her form
sl ook with agitation.

Annette, wondering, knelt by, her
side. "Why have you run from him?"
she guerled,

Moy o'k m'm 1

“I-~1 can't blame him,” cried Ihez,
suddenly, facing Annette, “He's mad
-crazy for wealth, Hernandéz! So am
I, 'And’ wealth {8 here—you dont
know— Ile told me all about it—be- |
fore I began to auupm-t—" g
“Buspect-—what?" asked Annette,
“Ah, went on.Inez, checking her
agitation, for the .presence of An-
nette gave her courage, ''you should
seo~—~ho told me-there are millions
ol dollars worth of - quicksilver—all
ready for the market-—sgtored away,
Milllons of dollars’” worth, And tlml
mines—they're not half worked. And
these bensts are working them—"
“Peasts?” sald Annetle dagain, |
"Cutthroats—men-—all = of  them,
men,” groaned Inez, "and they've been |

here years and  years-—and they've |

been alone,  They'res wild-eyed enough !
to kill ench other. And they offered |
Hernandez ail the quicksilver -that
they've got if he'll find some way o
them women. Al, for hour aft-
er hour he harped on that—to me,
Hour after hour he repeated it—talked
about it in his sleep. And finally I un-
derstood—"" o :
“You're safe,” said Annette, “at least
go far as Hernandez and these—
heasts are concer:wd There's a bat-
tleship riding in the bay around the
bend, Nothing can harin you now”
Inez gasped with relief, “Nothing
can——" ghe began. Then she uttered
a wild yell, “Ugh—arg-g-gh—look.”
Annette looked—almost too 1late,
Out of the brush behind them bound-
ed two frightful figures—half-clad—
with matted .hair and beard. With
hoarse cries they darted toward the
women. Inez turned frantically and
fled up the beach One of the ecut-
throats darted after her. Annette
swiftiy drew her pistol, aimed and
fired, The pursuer of Inez dropped in
hig tracks. Hut in another instant,
Annette was seized in a pair of strong
arms and tossed over the shoulders of
a giant and carried swiftly inland.
Suddenly their path was blocked®

stood with folded arms. This figure
was Ilernandez—and Annette almost
hailed him as a friend.

“He Has a Right to Know, "She Said.

grrang out and waded Eleatully
ashore, Neal was @& close second,

Two sailors carried Mrs, Hardin '
through the shallow water. A lieuten-
ant leaped out with Ilington, and
bounded to dry land.

It was two hours later that Annette,
pursuing a hairless little tropleal ani-

mal along the beach, rounded a cor- |.

ner, and espied a sail.
Her heart leaped into her throat.

Upon her person she carried a sure '

fire automatic; she examined it and
found it in excellent condition, Then
she turned her glance once more up-
on the sail.

And then Annetto's heart stood still
again.
a human flgure. Annette shrank be-
hind a rock and watched,
denly she knew—

The figure was Inecz She was alone.
and seemed to be making frantic ef-
forts to sail the boat. Annette watched
her with interest. And while she

mines—pits cut into the surface of
the earth and illumined by brush fires. |

Hernandez crouched upon the edgm
of this huge man-made crater and
watched the scene with interest. In
each pit half a dozen men or more
worked - way like ants, thelr shadows

flung against the walla in fantastic
shapes.

watched a stiff breeze sprang up and
nearly swamped the boat.

“Inez—Inez,"” she cried, “do as 1 say
—Inez—"

Inez heard her, and immediately for- |

8ook the tiller and the rope and held
out her hands besecechingly over the
gunwale of the boat. It was the best
course she could have pursued. The

For within the boat there was

And sud- .
| Ho, ho."

; entered the arena of events.

“So0," said Hernandez “I have kapt
-my-promise. —The wuman 13 yours—
the treasure {8 mine. It is a bargain.”
Then he uttered a sudden exclamation,
“It i8 not Inez,” he cried, “it {8 you—
you little wildeat of an Illngton So
you have arrived. It is better so—
better so.”

"It is barter, eh?” he queried, “you
the woman. I the jars of quicksilver.”

The chief regarded him flercely.

"You lie in your throat, strauger," he
exclaimed in guttural tones. ™I cap-
tured the woman—you kept her from
me. I took her by force—and I have
waited long."” He laughed loud—a de-
risive laugh. *I took her by force, 1
have her. Yes, and you have our
treasure—after you, too, have waited
long—after you have taken it by force,

Hernandez understood.

He sprang at the pirate chlef, strik-
ing at him frantically, and ciutching |
at Aunnette, trying to tear her from
him.

In 2 moment a multitude of beasts
swarmed through the underbrush—

CHAPTER LXII.

Onslaught,
On the chief's part it was . horrl-
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