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CHAFTER I
Once More in John Saunders’ Snug.
gery.

Need I say that it was a great ocea-
slon when I was once more hack safe
in John Saunders’ snuggery, telling my
story to my two friends, John and
Charlie Webster, all just as if T had
pever stirred from my easy chalr, In-
stead of " having spent an exciting
month or so among sharke dead men,
blocd-lapping  ghosts, card-playing
skeletons and such like?

My friends listened to my yarp in
characteristic fashion, John Saunders’
eyes like mlee peeping out of a cup-
board, and Charlie Webster's huge
bulk polsed almost threatening, as It
were, with the keenness of his atten-
tlon. His deep-set kind brown
glowed like a boy's as 1 went on, but
by their dangerous kindling at certaln
points of the story, those dealing with
our pockmarked friend, Henry P. To-
blas, Jr., I soon realized where, for
ilm, the chief interest of the story
lay.

“The —— rehel!” he roared out
once or twlee, using aon adlective pe-
cullarly English,

For him my story had but one moral
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| rither fruitless If interesting luvestl-
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remoter corvers of the Islands. But
cither their romantic halos were en-
tirely due to imaginative gossip, or
they themselves were too shrewd to
be drawn, for 1 got nothing out of
them to my purpose,

One afternoon In the course of these
1

gntlone ameng the plcturesque ship
yards of Bay street I had wandered
farther along that historie water front

| than Is customary with sightseeing pe-

| n little

| destrians, and had come to where the

road beging to be left anlone with the
sen, except for a few couytry lluus-evsl
Jrere and thefe amoug the surrounding |
sernb—when my eye was enught by

store that seemed to have

| strayed away from the others—a small

—the treason of Henry P. Toblas, Jr. |

The treasure might as well have had
no exlstence, so far as he was con-
cerned, and the grim eclimax in the
cnve drew nothing from him bat a pre-
occupled mnod. And John Saunders
wae litle more satisfactory. Both of
them allowed me tc end In silence,
They both seemed to be thinking
deeply.

“I must say you two are a great an-
dience,” 1 sald presently, perhaps
rather childishly nettled.

“It's a very serlous matter,” sald
John Saunders, and I realized that It
wus not my crony but the secretary to
the treasury of his Britanniec majes-
Ly's government at Nassau that was
telking. As he spoke he looked across
at Charlle Webster, almost as If for-
getting me. “Something should be
done about it, eh, Charlie?" he con-
tinued.

o traitor!" roared Charlie, once
more employing that British adjective.
And then he turned to me:

“Look here, old pal, I'll make a bur- !

galn with you, if you like, 1 ¢
you're keen for that other treasure
now, eh?"

“T am,"” sald I, rather stifily.

“Well, then, I'll go after It with
you—on one condition. You ean keep
the treasure, if you'll give me Tobins.
It would do my heart good to get him,
a8 you had the chance of doing that
afternoon. Whatever were you dolng
to miss him¥"

“I proposed to myself the satisfac-
tion of making good that mistake," I
sald, “on our next meeting. T feel I
owe it to the poor old captain.”

“Never mind; hand the ecaptain’s
rights over to me—and T'll help you
all 1 know with your treasure. DBe-
sldes, Toblas is a Job for an English-
man—eh, John? It's a matter of ‘king
nnd country’ with me. With you It
would be mere private vengeance.
With me It will be an execution; with
you It would be a murder. Isn't {hat
g0, John?"

“Exactly,” John nodded.

“Since you were away,"” Charlie be-
gan again, “I've bought the prettiest
yawl you ever set eyes on—the Fla-
mings—forty-five over all, and this
time the very fastest boat In the Lar-
bor. Yes! she's faster even than the
Susan B, Now I've a hallday due me
In about n fortnight. Say the word,
sad the Flamingo's yours for a couple
of months, and her captain too. 1
make only that one condltion.” |

“All right, Charlie,” I agreed; “he's
yours,"

Whereat Charlle shot out a huge
paw
grabbed my hand with as much fervor
a8 though | had saved his life or done
him some other
ness. And as he did so his broad,
<weel smile came back again. He was
thinking of Toblas.

While Charlle Wehster was arrang-
Ing his affairs so that he might be
able to take his holiday with a freé
mind I busied myself with provision-
ing the Flamingo, aud in casually chat-
ting with one and another along the
water front, In the hope of gathering
some hint that might guilde us on our
coming expedition. 1 thought It pos-
sible, too, that chance might thus
bring me some Information as to the
revent movements of Toblas,

In this way I made the acqusintance
of several old salts, both white and
black, one or two of whom time and
thelr neighbors had Invested with a
legendary savor of the old “wrecking
days,” which, If rumor speaks -true,
are pot entirely vanished from the
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| tiny girl came in, as It geemed, from

like a shoulder of mutton and |

unimaginable kind- |

timber erection painted In blue and |
villte with a sort of sea-wildness and |
loneliness about It, and with large, |
lettering across s lintel an- |
nouncing itself as an “Emporium”™ (1|
think that was the word) “of Marine
Curlosities.”

I pushed open the door. There wusi
no one there., The little store was
evidently left to take care of It:~w1f.|
inside it was like an old euriosity shop |
of the sea, every avallable inch of |
=pace, rough tubles and walls litlered
and hung with the queer and lovely
bric-a-brac of the sea. Presently a

naive

nowhere nand sald she would feteh her
{ather. In a moment or two he eanme,
a tall, weathered Englishman of the
sallor  type, brown and lepn, with

lonely blue eyes,

“You don't seem afrald of thieves,”
I remarked.

“It ain't a jewelry store,” he sald,

“You Don't Seem Afraid of Thieves”

with the curious soft sing-song intona-
tion’ of the Nassau “conch.”

“That's just what I was thinking it
was,” T said.

“T know what you mean,” he replied,
his lonely face lighting up as faces do
nt unexpected wnderstanding In a
stronger. “Of cowrse there are some
that feel that way, but they're few and
far between.”

“Not enough to make a forfune out
of 7 =

“Oh! I do pretty well," he sald; I
mustn’t complain. Money's not every-
thing, you see, in a business llke
this. There's golng after the things,
you know. One's got to count that in
too.”

1 looked at him In some surprise.
I had met something even rarer than
the things he traded In. I had met a
merchant of dreams, to whom the mere
handling of his merchandise seemed
sufficlent profit: “There's going after
the things, you know, One's got to
count that In toos” °

Naturally we were neck-deep In talk
in n moment. I wanted to hear ail he
cared to tell me about “going after
the things"—such “things!"—and he
wne nothing loth, as he tgok up one
«trange or benutiful object after an-
ther, his face aglow, and he quite
evidently without a thought of doing
husiness, and told me all about them—
how and where he got them, and so
forth,

“But,” he sald presently, encouraged
by my unfeigned interest, “I should
ke to show you & few rarer things 1
have In the house, and which |
wouldn't sell, or even show to every
one. If you'u howor me by taking
cup of tea we might lovk them over."

1 We can try It
you find out anything about Toblas?"

So we left the little store, with iis
door unlocked as 1 had found It, and
a few steps brought us to a little house
I had pot before noticed, with a neat
gurden In front of It, all the garden
beds symmetrically bordered with
conch shells, Shells were evidently
the simple-hearted fellow's mania, his
revelution of the beauty of the world.
Here In n neat parlor, also mueh dec-
orated with s«hells, tea was served to
us by the lttle girl I had frst seen .
and nu older sister, who, 1 gathered,
made all the lonely dreamer's family.
Then, shyly pressing on me a cigar, he
turned to show me the promised treas-
ures, He also told me more of his
manner of finding them, and of the
long trips which hé had to take In
seeking them, to out-of-the-way cays
and in dangerous waters.

He was showing me the last and
rarest of his specimens. He had kept,
he sald, the best to the last, To me,
s 2 layman, it was not nearly so at-
tractive as other things he had shown
me—little more to my eye than a rath-
er commonplace though pretty shell;
hut he explained that it was found,
or had so far been found, only ln one
spot In the islands, a lovely, seldom-
visited cay several miles to the north-
enst of Andros island.

“What 1s It called?" 1 asked. for It
wus part of our plan for Charlie to do
n little duck shooting on Andros, be-
fore we tuckled the business of Toblas
and the treasure.

“It's ealled Cay nowadays,’
he answered, “but 1t used to he ealled
Bhort Shrift island.”

“Short Shrift Island!™ I cried in
soite of myself, Immediately annoyed
at my lack of presence of mind.

“Certainly,” he rejoined, looking a
lttle surprised but evidently without
suspicion. He was too slmple and too
tuken up with his shell,

“It is such an odd name,” I sald,
trying to recover myself,

“Yes! those old pirate chaps cer-
tainly did think up some of the rum-
miest names,"

“One of the pirate haunis, was 1t?"
I querled with assumed.indifference,

“Supposed to be, But one hears
that of every other eay in the Baha-
mas, 1 take no stock In such yarns.
My shells are all the {reasure I expect
to find.”

“What did you call that shell?" 1
asked.

He told me the name, but I forgot
It immediately, Of course I had asked
It only for the sake of learning more
precisely about Shert Shrift island. He
told me innacently enough just where
it lay.

“Are you golng after It?" he lnughed.

“Oh! well,” I replied, “I am gcing
wli & duek-shooting trip to Andros be-
fore loag, and I thought I might drop
arouid to your cay and pick a few of
them up for you."

“It we 1ld be mighty kind of you, but
they're not easy to find. TI'll tell you
exactly—" e went off, dear fellow,
inte the minutest description of the
habits of . while all the time I
was eager to rush off to Chariie Web-
ster und John Saunders and shout
into their ears—as later I did at the
first possible moment that evening:
“I've found our missing cay! Short
Shrift island is (I mentioned
the name of a cay, which, as in the
case of “Dead Man's Shoes,” 1 am un-
nle to divualge.)

“Maybe!” sald Charlle, “maybe!
But,” he added, *did

CHAPTER II.
In Which | Am Afforded Glimpses Into
Futurity—Possibly Useful,

Two or three evenings before we
were due to sail, at one of our snug-
gery conclaves, I put the question
whether anyone had eyer tried the dl-
vining rod for treasure in the Islands,

0Old John nodded and sald he knew
the man I wanted, n half-crazy old ne-
gro back there In Grant's Town—the
negro quarter spreading out Into the
brush belind the ridge on which the
town of Nassau proper i. bullt.

“He ecalls himself a ‘king''' he
added, “and the natives do, i belleve,
regard him as the head of a certaln
tribe. The lads call him *Old King
Coffee’—n memory 1 suppose of the
Ashantee war, Anyone will tell you
where he lives. Me has a name as a
preacher—among the Holy Jumpers !—
but he's getting too old to deo much
preaching nowadays. Go and see him
for fun anyway."

So next morning I went.

I had hardly been prepared for the
plunge into “Darkest Afriea” which I
found myself taking, as, leaving Gov-
ernment house behind, perched on the
crest of Ite white ridge, 1 walked a
few yurds inland and entered a region
which, for all Its green palms, made a
similar sudden impresgion of pervad-
ing blackness on the mind wkich one
gets on suddenly entering a coal-min-
Ing district after travellng through
flelds and meadows,

There were far more blacks than
whites down on Bay street, but here
there were nothing but blacks on ev-
ery side,

The roads ran In every direction,
and along them cverywhere were fig-
nres of black women shuflling with

burdens on their heads, or groups of

#irls, audaciously merry, most of them |

honny, here and there almost a beauty. '
There were churches and dance halls |
nnd saloons—all radiating, so to say, a
prosperous hlackness,

At first the effect of the whole scene |
was a little sinister, even a little
frighisalng. The strangeness of Af-
rlean jungle, was here, and one was a
white man in It all wlone among grin-
ning savage faces. But for the Ngures
‘bout one beling clothed, the illusion
had been complete; but for that and
kind-hearted salutations from

comely  white-turbaned  mammies™

he

which soon sprang up about me, and
the groups of elfish children that
laughingly blocked one's progress with
requests—not in sny weird African
dialect but in excellent =nglish—for
“a copper, please,”

This request was not above the
maldenly dignity of quite big and bux-
om lasses. One of these, a redlly su-
perb young creature, asked for “a cop-
per, piease,” but with a snuey coquet-
ry befitting her adolescer- .,

“I'l give you one If you'll tell me
where the ‘king' lives," said I

“Ole King Coffee?" she asked, and
then fell Into a very agony of negro
laughter.  Recovering. s™e put her
ficger to her lips, suggesting silence,
and sald:

“Come ulong, I'l show you!"

And walking by my side, lithe as a
young unimal, she had soon brought
me to cablns much like the rest,
though perhaps a little poorer looking.

“Shh! There he is!" and she shook
all over agaln with suppressed giggles,

I guve her a sixpence and told her
to be a good girl, Then I advanced up
a little strip of garden to where 1 had
caught a gllmpse of a venerable
white-halred negro seated at the win-
dow, as if for exhibition, with a great
open book in his hands, This he ap-
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This He Appeared to Be Reading With
Great Solemnity.

peared to be reading with greal solem-
nity, through enormous goggles,
though I thought I caught a slde-glint
of his eye, as though he had taken a
swift’ reconnoltering glance in my di-
rection—a glance which apparently
had but deepened his attention and
increased the dignity of his demeanor.

Remembering that he was not mere-
1y royal but pious also, I made my =al-
utation at once courtier-llke and sane-
timonlous.

“Good day to your majesty,” I sald;
“God's good, God looks after his serv-
ants."

“De Lord i3 merciful,” he answered
gravely; “God takes eare of his chll-
dren. DBe seated, sar, and please ex-
cuse my not rising ; my rheamatism 1s
a sore alllictlon to me."”

I was not long In getting to the sub-
Jeet of my visit, The old man listened
to me with great composure, but with
a marked accession of mysterious Im-
portance in hls manner.

“It's true, sar,” he sald, when I hind
finlshed, “TI could find It for you, 1
could find it for you, sure enough ; and
I'm de only man in all de Islands dat
could., DBut T should have to go wid
you, und it's de Lord's will to keep me
Lere in dis chalr wid rhelimaties, De
rods has turned In dese old hands
muany n time, and f have faith in de
Lord dey wm.llcl turn angmin—yes. I'd
find It for you; sure enough. I'd find
it if any man could—and It was de
Lord's will. But mebbe 1 can see it
for you widoui moving from dis chalr.”

“Iivo you menn, brother, that the
Lord has given you second sight?”

“Dat am It! Glory to his name, hal-
lelujah!™ he apswered. *I look In a
glags ball—so; and If de spirit helps
me I can sce clear as a picture far
under de ground--faor;, far away over
e sea, It's de Lord's truth, sar—
blessed be his name!™

I asked Lim whether he would look
into his erystul for me, With a burst
of profanity, nas unexpected ns it wos
vivid, he cursed “dem boys” that had
stolen from him n prlrvann erystal
which onee hnd belonged to his old
royal mother, who, before him, had
had the same gift of the spirit. Buot,
he added—torning to a table hy his
slde, and lNlline from It a large cut-
glass decanter of consldernhle capne
ity, though at present vold of con-
teute—that he had found that gazing
into the large glass ball of its stopper
produced almost equnlly good results
at times,

First he asked me to be kind enough
to shut the door.

We had to be very quiet, he de-
clared ; the spirit could work only in
deep silence. And he usked me to be
kind enough to close my eyes, Then
I heard hls volce muttering, In a

| strange tongue, a queer dark gobbling

kind of words, which may have been

! anclent African spellwords, or sheer

gibberish such as magicians in all

| times and places have employed to

wystify thelr consultants

I looked at him through the corner
of my eye—as doubtless he had antlel-
pated, for he was glaring with mm alr
of Inspired abstraction Into the ball of
the decanter stopper. 50 we sat silent
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Nor how much gen
uine chewing satisfac-
tion the full, rich real
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will give more satisfac-
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for 1 suppose gome ten minutes, Then
I heard him give another deep slgh,
Opening my eyes 1 saw him slowly
shaking his head,

“De gpirits don't geem communicuble
dis afternoon,” he muottered tiiting the
decanter slightly on one side and ob-
serving It drearily.

“Do you think, your majesty,” 1
asked with as serlous a face as |
could assume, “the spirits might work
better—If the decanter were to be
filled 7"

“Mebbe, sar; mebbe, Bpirits 18 en
rious things; dey nead Inspiration
sometimes, just like ourselves.”™

“What kind of inspieation do you |
think gets the best results, your ma) |
esty 7"

“Well, sar, 1 can't suy as dey Is very |
particular, but I'se noticed dey do |
seem powerful ‘tached to just plain
good old Jamalea rum."

“They shall have It,” I sald.

I had noticed that there was a sn-
loon & few yards away, 50 hefore many
more minutes had passed 1 had begn
there and rome back ngaip, ond the
decanter «tood ruddily filled, ready for
the resumption of our seance. But be- |
fore we began I of course accepted the |
seer's Invitation to join him and the
spirite In a friendly libation
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