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k * * * * * * * * «•yes surveying ur once m ore; then. | 
with extended hand he bnde lbirolhy 
ho seated.

"The story  Is seemingly an houest 
one." ho s«ld slowly, "and those so« 
men have done a grout service to the 
colony. They deserve rew ard ra th e r I 
Ibm, puuisliuient. The fair Indy who 
pleads fur them is known to us nil. 
and to th en  question her nu rd  Is lm- J 
possible. V nfortunutely I huve not I 
th e  power of pardon in cases of piracy, I 
nor au thority  to free bond slaves, with- | 
out the approval of the home govern­
m ent; yet will exercise In this case 
nhutsiK 'ver of power 1 possess. For 

i gallunt services rendered to the col- 
1 yet held D orothy's hand tightly o,,y< »nil unselfish devotion to M istress 

clusped In my own, and the depths of I Dorothy Fairfax , 1 release Geoffry 
her uplifted eyes questioned me. 1 Carlyle from servitude pending nd-

"We will go aft, dear, and I will tell | 'Ic e s  from England; I also gran t pa­
role to those seiuouli, on condition 
they rem ain within our Jurisdiction
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JIaines was evidently reluctant, but 
sapor enough to follow as I lowered 
m yself to the deck, clinging hartl to 
keep my footing on the wet incline. A 
light spar hud lodged here, and by 
making this a species of bridge, w e  
< rept as far as the companion, the door 
of which was open, and gained a view 
of the scene below. It was a dismal 
hole in the dim light, hut presented uo 
obstacle to our entrance, and 1 led the 
way down the stairs, gripping the rail 
to keep from fulling.

The door of the cap tain’s room gave, 
but It required our combined efforts to 
press it open against the volume of 
w ater, slushing about within. For a 
moment tny eyes could scarcely recog­
nize the various objects as I clung to 
the fram e of the door and stared  blind­
ly about In the gloom. Thee slowly 
they assumed shape and substance. 
Screwed to the deck, the fu rn itu re  re­
tained its place, hut everything else 
was Jammed in a mass of wreckage, or 
else floating about in a foot of water, 
deepening toward the stern. There 
w ere two chests in the room one of 
which I instantly  recognized as th a t of 
Roger Fairfax . The sight of this made 
me oblivious to all else.

“T here’s the chest we want. Haines,”
1 cried, pointing it out. "H ave the lads 
back the boat up to this p o r t ; then 
come down and help me handle it.”

"Yes, sir," his voice trembling, “Izut 
but isn 't th a t a man over there— in 

the bunk? Good God. s ir ;  look at 
h im !”

The white, ghastly face stared  nt us, 
looking like nothing human in th a t 
awful tw ilight. I actually  thought It 
a ghost, until with desperate  effort the 
man lifted himself, clinging with gaunt 
fingers to the edge of the bunk. Then 
I knew.

“Sanchez! You! those cow ards left 
you here to d ie !”

“No one came for me,” he answ ered, 
choking so the words were scarcely In­
telligible. “Who are  you, and what 
brought you here?"

“I ’ll tell you frankly, C aptain 
Sanchez,” and I stepped closer. “ We 
risked coming aboard to save tha t 
chest—Roger F airfax 's  chest—before 
it went down. This vessel has Its 
back broken, and may slide off into 
d tep  w ater a t any minute. We m ust 
get you out of here first.”

"Get me o u t!” he laughed hideously. 
“To hell with your help. I want none 
of it. I am a dead man now, and the 
easiest way to end all will be to go 
down with the ship—'twill he a tit 
coffin for Black Sanchez. By G od! I 
know you now—Geoffry C arlyle?”

“ Y es, but an enemy no longer.”
"’I hat is for me to say. I hate  your 

race, jo u r  breed. The very sound of 
your name drives me mad. 1 accept 
uo rescue from you! Damn you, take 
your gold and go.”

“But why?" 1 insisted, shocked at 
the man’s violence. "Is it because I  in­
terfered  bet« een you aud Dorothy 
Fairfax?”

“T hai ch it; ball, w hat do 1 care for 
her hut as a plaything. No, my hate 
runs deeper than that. How came you 
here—in the boat stolen from the Na­
m ur?”

“No. Captain Sanchez. The day a fte r  
we left the ship we boarded a schooner 
found adrift, the crew stricken with 
cholera, with not u man left alive on 
deck, or below. She lies yonder now. 
the Santa Marie—a slaver.”

“Merciful God!” and his eyes fairly  
blazed Into mine as he suddenly forced 
liis body upward in the bunk. “The 
Santa Marie a d r if t ! the crew dead 
from  cholera? And the rap tu in—Bura- 
dllla, F rancis i’arndilla—w hat of 
him?”

"He lay alone on a divan in 
cabin—dead also.”

He tried  to speak, but failed,
fingers clawing at bis throat. When 
lie finally gained u tter nice once more 
it was but a whisper.

“Tell me," he begged, “there was no 
woman with him?"

"There was no woman,” I said 
gravely, "on deck or in the cabin.”

"W hat mean you by saying tha t?  
T here was one on b o a rd ! Don't lie to 
me! In an hour I am dead—hut first 
tell me the tru th , t ^ e s  the- woman

the

bis

live?”
“No, she died before. We found her 

body in a chest, preserved by some 
devilish Indian a rt, richly dressed and 
decked with jewels."

"English?”
"I Judged her so, but with dark heir 

nnd eyes. You knew her?”
"In the name of all the fiends, yes. 

And I know her end. He killed her—• 
I'arndilla killed h er—because she was 
as false to him ns she had been to me.

H ell! hut It is strange you should he 
the one to find her—to bring me this 
tale, Geoffry C arlyle!"

"W hy? What Is It to me?"
"You go hack to Euglaud and tell the 

duke of Bucclough how his precious 
sister died."

“His sister! Good God, you cannot 
mean that woman was Lady Sara C ar­
lyle?"

"W ho should know better than I?” 
sneeringly. “Once 1 was called In Eng­
land Sir John Colllnswood."

lie  sank hack exhausted, struggling 
for breath, hut with eyes giowing 
hatred. I knew It nil now, the dimly 
remembered story coming vividly buck 
to memory. H ere then was the ending 
of the one black stain  on the family 
honor of our race. On this s trange 
c o a s t three thousund miles from Ms 
beginning, the final curta in  was being 
rung down, the dram a finished. The 
story hud come to me In w hispers from 
others, never even spoken about by 
those of our race—a wild, headstrong 
girl, a secret m arriage, a duel In the 
park, her bro ther desperately wounded, 
and then the d isappearance of the 
pair. Ten days la te r It was known 
th a t Sir John Colllnswood had de­
faulted In n large sum —but from thut 
hour England knew him no more. As 
though the sea had swallowed them 
both, man and woman disappeared, 
leaving no trace behind.

The face I gazed dumbly Into was 
draw n and white with pain, yet the 
thin lips grinned hack at me in savage 
derision.

“You remember, I see.” he snarled. 
“Then out of here. Geoffry Carlyle. 
Leave me to die in pence. The gold Is 
th e re ; take It, and my curse upon IL 
H urry now—do you hear the bnrk 
g rate  on the rocks; it's  nenr the end.” 

CHAPTER XXXIII.

yon the whole story," I said gently, 
“for now we are homewurd bound.”

•  • • • • • »
I  w rite these few closing Hues n year 

la te r in the cabin of the Ocean Spray, 
n three m aster, full to the hatches 
w ith a cargo of tobacco, hound tor 
London, and a m arket. Dorothy Is on 
deck, eagerly w atching for the first 
glim pse of the chalk cliffs of old 
England. 1 must Join her presently, 
yet linger below to add these final sen­
tences.

T here Is, a f te r  all. little  which needs 
to be said. The voyage of the Santa 
M arie north proved uneventful,, and. 
a f te r  that first night of storm , the 
w eather held plcusunt nnd the sea 
fairly  smooth. I had some trouble with 
the men, hut nothing serious, as W at­
kins nnd H aines held ns I did, and the 
pledge of D orothy’s influence «brought 
courage. 1 refused to open the chest, 
believing our safety, and chance of 
pardon, would depend largely on our 
handing this over In good faith  to the 
authorities. W atkins and I guarded 
It night nnd day until the schooner
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Before the Governor.
The sound startled  m e; I imagined

I heard the keel slipping, yet before we 
had reached the door opening on deck 
the slight movement ceased. My hand 
gripped the frightened Haines.

“Tell them in the boat to do as 1 
s a id ; then come hack here.”

“My God, sir, she's a goln’ down." 
“Not for some minutes yet. There 

are  thousands of pounds in tliut c h e s t; 
you've risked life for less many a 
time. Jump, my man !"

The boat lay in close, bobbing up 
and down dangerously, yet held firmly 
beneath the opened port. The box 
w as heavy enough to tax , the strength  
of two men to handle it, but of a size 
and shape perm itting its passage. 
Sanchez had raised liiniseif again, and 
clung there  to the edge of the hunk 
w atching us.

"Now let down easy, lads,” I called 
“Nf>. place It am idships; get it even, or 
you go over. Fix it to  ride steady, and 
stand by—we'll pass a wounded man 
out to you !”

I  stepped across to Sanchez. He saw 
me coming, and drew back, his ghastly 
face like a' mask.

“No you don't. C arly le!” he snapped 
angrily. "Keep your hands off me, 
So you want me to die with my neck 
In a noose, do you? I was born a gen­
tlem an, and, by G o d ! I’ll die like on 
and go down with my ship. Get out of 
here now! You won’t? You will, or 
else die here with me! I'!! give you a 
m inute to make your choice.”

He left no doubt as to his meaning, 
From beneath the blanket, the black 
muzzle of a pistol looked stra igh t into 
my eyes. The hand holding It was 
firm, the face fronting me savagely 
sardonic.

I'd like to kill you, Carlyle,” he 
hissed hatefully. “By God, I don’t 
know why I shouldn't. Every tim e I 
look a t you I see her fnce. If you take 
a step  n ea re r I pull the trigger—go I”

It was a hard pull buck to the Santa 
Marie. Dorothy greeted me first, and 
we stood close together a t the rail as 
the men hoisted the chest on deck. 
She said nothing, asked nothing, but 
her hands clung to my arm, and when­
ever I turned toward her our eyes'inet.

T here was a sudden cry forw ard, 
nnd a voice sh o u ted :

"There «lie goes, bpcklest T h a t’s 
tile Inst o’ the Nninur ?"

I turned swiftly, my hand grasping 
her fingers as they clung to the rail. 
Tiie battered  bulk slid downward, the 
deck breaking am idships us tire stern  
splashed into (lie dep ths; then that 
also toppled over, leaving nothing 
above w ater except the  blunt end of a 
broken bowsprit, nnd n tangle of 
w reckage tossed about on (be crest 
of the waves. I w atched breathlessly, 
unable to u tte r n sound; I could only 
think of tliut stricken man In the cabin, 
those wild eyes which tiad th reatened  
me. He was gone now—gone I

until th is Judgment can he confirmed 
and full pardons Issued. Is this Judg 
incut satisfactory , gentlemen?'

The m embers of the council Imi wed 
gravely, w ithout speaking.

"The chest of treasure  recovered 
from the sunken p ira te  ship," he went 
on soberly, "will rem ain unopened un 
til tinnì decision Is made. Am 1 under 
stand. M uster Carlyle, no one among 
you has yet seen Its contents, o r estl 
m ated Its vulue?"

"No, your excellency. Beyond doubt 
It contains the gold stolen from Roger 
Fulrfux ; und possibly the rem it of 
o ther robberies ut sea.

“The law of England Is that n certuln 
percentage of such recovered treasure  
belongs to the crown, the remainder, 
Its true  ow nership undeterm ined, to he 
fairly divided among those recovering 
It."

"Yet." spoke up Dorothy quickly, "It 
m ust surely he imimsIIiIu to wulvu all 
claim In such cases?

“C erta in ly ; a s  p rivate property It 
can he dl«|sise«l of In auy way desired. 
Was thut your thought?”

"A F airfax  alw ays puys his debt.” 
she said proudly, “and this Is mine.

There was a m om ent's silence as 
thougli each one present hesttuted Io 
speak. She had risen, and yet stood, 
hut with eyes lowered to  the floor. 
Then they w ere lifted and met mine 
In nil frank honesty.

"T here Is nnothpr debt I owe." she 
said clearly, "und would pay. your ex­
cellency."

"W hat Is thn t. fa ir  m istress?”
She crossed to me. her hand upon 

my arm.
"To become the wife of Geoffry C ar­

lyle."
T H E  END.

DIED A GENTLEM AN UNAFRAID

For C onstipation. Biliousness. L iver 
and K idney trouble», take Garfield 
Tea.—Adv.

NAME ‘BAYER* MEANS 
ASPIRINJS GENUINE

Take without fear as told 
in “Bayer package”

rounded the cape and came Into the 
Chesapeake. No a ttem pt was made 
to find q u arte rs  below, the en tire  crew 
sleeping on deck, Dorothy corafortuhle 
on the ling locker.

It was scarcely sunrise, on the fifth 
day, when we dropped anchor against 
the cu rren t of the Jam es, our sails 
furled and the red English colors fly­
ing from the peak. Two hours Inter 
the en tire  company were in the pres­
ence of the governor, where 1 told my 
story, gravely listened to, supplem ent­
ed by the earnest plea of the young 
woman. I shall never forget that 
scene, or how hreuthlessly we aw aited 
the decision of the great man, who so 
closely watched our faces, •rh ey  were
surely a strange, rough group as they ' say something, anything 
stood thus, hats In hand, w alling to i of extrem e difficulty, ns any visitor to 
learn their fate, shaggy-haired, un- the dying can testify.

Humor of B illy Manning, Famous Old- 
Time Comedian, Undimmed Even 

on H it  Deathbed.

Miten the Incom parable wog and 
hum orist. Billy Manning. Iny dying, 
Billy Emerson. Dan O'Hnrn and 
other friends of long standing made 
up n calling party.

“Good morning. Bill. Ilow are you 
today?” was Em erson’s salu tation  for 
the party.

"W ell," the  dying m instrel 
drawled, his sense of humor pene­
tra tin g  even the m ists of oncoming 
death. “ I feel a good deni like nn 
old circus horse n (ter the tenting sea­
son. I w ant to go 'round, hut cnn'L" 
This wns spoken In the tone of hope­
less hut comic pathos with which poor 
Bill wns wont to catch the public.

“You're looking flrst-m te.” O’Hnrn 
put In, trying hard to glvp tils voice 
a note of cheering encouragem ent, hut 
gnzlng sorrow fully nt thp prone, emiiri- 
ated figure on the bed.

“Are yon lookin’ nt me, or nt the hlg 
pillows under me?" M anning queried, 
winking feebly nt his old p a r tn e r  Em­
erson, who laid difficulty In restra in ­
ing his tears.

“W hat does the doctor »ny nhout 
you. B ill?” ano ther of the party  asked, 
feeling It Incumbent upon him self to 

a position

To break up a cold la  the head, neck, 
back, o r any p a rt of body be »ure you 
take only "B ayer Tablet» of Aspirin'* 
with the safety "B ayer Cross" on them . 
Ths Is the  genuino A spirin prescribed 
by physicians for over eighteen years.

In each unbroken "B ayer” package 
are  proper direction» to safely relieve 
your Colds, Headache, N euralgia, E a r­
ache. Toothache. R heum atism . Sciatica, 
lum bago . N euritis and Pains generally.

H andy tin  boxes contain ing 12 tab­
lets cost only a  few cents at any drug  
stor<—-also larger Boyer packages. 
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M anufacture of M onoacetlcarldester of 
Halley llcacld.—Adv.

A postal card  to Garfield T ea Co., 
Brooklyn. N. Y., asking for sam ple will 
rcp iy  jo u .—Adv.

H A V E  YOU A SW EETH EA R T  
Son or Brother In ramp or tratnin« for ilrfan«rt 
I f  ao. mall him a packs«» of Allan'« Foot R u r .  
tha antiseptic Fowdar for Tlrad. A rh ln«. Swol- 
len Feat, and pravants b liitrr«  «nil «or« «pot«. 
Malta« walkln« raay. Hold avarywbara. '¿be.

YES! MAGICALLY! 
CORNS LIFT OUT

WITH FINGERS

«

shaven, lurgely scum of the sen, never 
before In such presence, shuffling un­
easily before his glance, feeling to the 
full the  peril of their position. Their 
eyes turned to me quostloningly.

Opposite us, behind a long table, sat 
the governor, dignified, austere, his 
ha ir powdered and face 'sm ooth ly  
shaven; while on either side of him 
were those of his council, m any of the 
faces stern  nnd unforgiving. But for 
their gracious reception of Dorothy 
and their careful a tten tion  to her 
words I-should have lost heart. They 
questioned me shrewdly, although the 
governor spoke hut seldom, and then 
In a kindly tone of sym pathy nnd un­
derstanding. One by one the men 
were called forw ard, ench In tu rn  com­
pelled to tell, briefly the story of his 
life ; nnd when nil was done the eyes 
of the governor sought those of the 
council.

‘You have all alike heard the tale, 
gentlem en,” he said. "Nothing like It 
hath ever before been brought before 
this colony. Would you leave decision 
to  me?”

There wns a m urm ur of assen t, ns 
(hough they were thus gladly relieved

“Oh, he says I need rest. Now 
there 's  a doctor—there 's  a doctor, 
hoys, th a t knows IiIr business! That'S  
why I bought a lot In the cem etery 
yesterday. I need—rest."

"Come, now. Bill,” said Hie choking 
Emerson, "Isn’t there  som ething you'd 
like to take outside of w hat the doc­
tor’s giving you?"

“Yes,” wns the reply. “ I’d like to 
tnke a benefit.”

Ami that was how the hlg fare­
well Manning benefit came about. The 
m ln s tre l^ tn s t days were mndo easy hy 
It and the fcortY hearts of his friends 
and com rades if/' m errier days aud 
more or less hectic njghts correspond­
ingly glad hy reflection. Thq last 
words of Billy M anning w ere:

"Boys, I'm hilled uhetid.”

Orioles.
As for m yself I am turned contrac­

tor of hammock netting for tne orioles, 
taking my pay In llfites. I throw 
strings out of the window nnd they 
snap  them up nt once. They sit In 
the cherry trees hard by nnd wnr- 
ble, “H urry up! hurry up!" I never 
found out before Just whnt they snld.
Rut If you will listen you will find 

of responsibility in so serious a m at-I that this Is what they first say. A vul- 
ter. The governor smiled, his kindly gu rism, I adm it, but native.-L ow elL

You corn-pestered men and women 
need suffer no longer.. Wear the shoes 
that nearly killed you before, Bays 
this Cincinnati authority, because a 
few drops of freezono applied directly 
on a tender, aching corn or callous 
stops soreness at onca and soon the 
corn or hardened callous loosens so It 
can be lifted out, root and all, with­
out pain.

A small bottle of freezone costs 
very little at any drug store, but will 
positively take off every hard or soft 
corn or callous. This should be tried 
as It is Inexpensive and Is said not 
to Irritate the surrounding skin.

If  your druggist hasn't any freezone 
tell him to get a small bottle for you 
from his wholesale drug house. It  Is 
fine stuff and acts like a charm every 
time.—Adv.

T aking G arfield T ea keeps the system  
clean, the blond pure and the general 
health  good. Buy from your druggist. 
—Adv.

I t  yen can’t tell tho truth, do not 
tell anything. I f  you do not wish to 
answer a man’s question, tell him that 
If you did It would embarrass hltn and 
yourself, and he'll be glad to let you 
off.
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