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SYNOPSIS.
BOOK I

CHAPTER L—The author, who tells the
llm’!‘a Is on a visit to his friend, John
@

Baunders, Britlsh ofMcial in the town of
Nassau, Bahama Islands. Conversation
turns on burled treasure,

CHAPTER

IL.—8aunders groduc&l a
document suppusul:rv written
Toblas, once a pirate, telling of two
places where gold had been seécreted in
the lslands. Thelr conversation apparently
is overheard, and the document disap-
Pears,

CHAPTER IIL—The wriler charters a
schooner, the Maggie Darling, and sets
out on a search for the treasure. As they
sall“they take abu.rl a passenger, whom
the author instinctively xlslruau.

particular friendship with “Old Tom™
negro member of the vvew, The boat i
passed by the Susan B., a4 faster saller,

also from Nassau,

CHAPTER V.—On the second morning
out they find that the supply of gasoline
has been allowed to run out, OQur* writer
blames the engineer and 'n o fit of temper
knocks him down. The passenger, calling
himself Henry P. Toblas, Jr., prutests,
and It comes out that he |8 actlve In a
cunngtrn.cy to have the blacks rise against
the British governmen: in the Bahamas.
He attempta the life of the hero and
with two others ia put ashore,

CHAPTER VI.—The Maggle Darling ar-
rives at her destination and the party
finds the Susan B, has reached there and
landed men. A fight ensues and the cap-
tain of the Maggie Darling Is killed, but
his nng Is driven off, several being left
behind dead.

| enough to
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]l\'ow Andros is a great haunt of wild

¥y Henry P. |

duck, not to speak of that more august
bird, the flamingo. Attraction number
one for the good Charlle. Then, though
it Is some hundred and fifty miles long
and some fifty miles broad at Its
broadest, It has never yet, It is sald,
been entirely explored.

Its center Is still a mystery, The
natives declare It is haunted, or at all
events Inhablted by some stra'.ge peo-
ple no one has yet approached eclose
see. You can see their

| houses, they say, from a distance, but

| though it was an

CHAPTER VIL—The author and *Old |

Tom" start a search for the treasure,

CHAPTER VIIL.—In a cave they find
two skeletons, evidently of pirates, and an
emply chest. They give up the guest and

sall back to Nassau, :

BOOK Il

CHAPTER I.—At Nassau Charlle Web-
ster, a friend of both Saunders and the
writer, joina the party and they arrange
an expedition to “Dead Men's Shoes.'”’
Webster's object |s solely the capture of
;I‘ol:::.n, whom he ls hunting down as a
raltor.

CHAPTER I1.—The author visits a char-
acter known as the “King,'” reputcd to
possess “‘second sight,” and gels Infor-
mation he thinks of value,

Then—I1 having closed my eyes—we
began again, and it was astonlshing
with what rapidity the thick-coming
pletures began to erowd upon that in-
ner vision with which the Lord Lad en-
dowed hls faithful follower!

Of course I was inclined now to take
the whole thing as an amusing Impos-
ture; but presently, watching his face
and the curious “seeing" expression of
his eyes, and noting the exactitude of
one or two plctures,” I began to feel
that, however much he might be in-
venting or elaborating, there was some
substratum of truth in what he was
telling me.

The first plctures that came to him
were merely pictures, though astonish-
ingly clear ones, of Webster's boat, the
Flamlogo, of Webster himself, nnd of
the men and the o!'d dog Sallor; but in
all this he might have been visualizing
from actual knowledge. Yet the de-
talls were curiously exact. Presently
his gaze becoming more fixed:

“] see you anchored under a little
settlement. You are rowing ashore.
Dere are little pathways running up
among de coral rock, and a few white
houses, Seems to be a forest; big
trees—not  llke Nuassau trees—and
thiek brush everywhere; all chioked up
so thiek and dark, ean't see nut'n.
Wait a minuie, dough. Dere seems to
be old houses all sunk In and los’, like
old ruins. Cap't see dem for de brush.
And'walt—Lord love you, sar, but I'se
afraid—I seem to see a ULig light com-
ing up trough de beush from far under
de ground—just llke you see old rot-
ten wood shining in de dark—deep,
deep dowr, Didn't 1 tell you de Lord
gave me eyes to see into de bowels of
de enrth?—it's de bowels of de earth
for sure—all it up and shining. Praize
de Lord—Iit am de gold, for certuain,
all hidden away and shining dere un-
der de ground—"

“Can't you see It closer, clearer? 1
exclalmed Involuntarily; “get some
ldea of the place it's In?"

The old man gazed with a renewed
intensity.

“No,” he said presently, and his dis-
appointed tone seemed to me the best
evidence yet of his truth, “I only see a
little golden mist deep, deep down un-
der de ground ; now It 1s fading away.
It's gone; I can only see de woods and
de ruins again.”

This brought his visions to an end.
The spirits obstinately refused to
make® any more pictures, though the
old man contlnued to gaze on in the
decanter stopper for fully five min-
utes,

CHAPTER Il

In Which We Take S8hip Once More.

The discovery which—through my
friend the dealer In “marine curiosl-
ties"—I had made, or belleved myself
to have made, of the situation of
Henry P. Toblas' second
treasure, fitted exactly with Charlle
Webster's wishes for our trip, small
stock as he affected to take In it at the
moment.

*Short Shrift Island™ lay a few miles
to the porthwest of Andros Island.

nwdu of |

ag you approach them, they disappear.

|IIvrs-. therefore, scemed an excellent
CHAPTER 1V.—The Lerc strikes up a | place for Tobias to take cover in.

*; ' Charlie’s duck-shooting preserves, end-

marl lakes islanded with man-
grove copses, lny on the fringe of this
mysterious reglon. So Andros was
plainly marked out for our destina-
tlom,

Sailor had watched his master got-
ting his guns ready for some days,
and, doubtless, memories stirred In
him of Scoteh moors they hald shot
over together., He ralsed his hecd to
the night wind and sniffed Impatiently,
as though he already scented the wild
tduck on Andros Island. He was im-
patient, llke the rest of us, because,
hour past sailing
time, we had still to colleet two of the
crew. The two loiterers turned up at
inst and, all preliminaries being at
length disposed of, we threw off the
mooring ropes and presently there wus
heard that most exhilarating of sounds
to anyone who loves seafaring, the rip-

less

pling of the ropes through the hlocks
ag our maingail began to rise up high
aguainst the'moon which was beginning
to look out over the huge block of the
Colonial hotel, the sea wall of which
ran along as far as our mooring. A
few lights in its windows here and
there hroke the blank darkness of its
facade, glimmering through the ave-
nues of royal palms. 1 am thus ex-
plicit beeause of something that pres-
ently happened and which stayed the
mainsall in Its rippling ascent.

A tall figure was running along the
sea wall from the direction of the ho-
tel, ealling ont, a little breathlessly, in
a rich young volce as it ran:

“Wait a minute there, you fellows!
Walt a minute !"

We were already moving, parallel
with the wall, and at least twelve feet
away from 1t, by the time the figure—
that of a tall boy, cowboy-hatted and
pleturesquely outlined in the half
light—stopped just ahead of us. He
raised something that looked llke a
bag in his right hand, calling out

“Cateh” as he did so; and, a moment
after, hefore a word could be spoken,

Before a Word Could Be Spoken, He
Took a Flying Leap.

he took a flying leap and landed
amongst us, plump In the cockpit and
was clutching first one of us and then
the other, to keep his balance,

“Did it, by Jove." he exclalmed In
a beautiful English accent, and then
started laughing as only absurd dare-
devil youngsters can.

“Forgite me ! he said, as soon as he
conld get his breath, “but I had to do

| it. Heaven knows what the old man

|

will say !

“You're something of a long jump!”
sgald Charlle,

“Oh! 1 have done my twenty-two
and an eighth on a broad running
jump, but 1 had ne chance for a run
there,” apswered the lud, carelessly.

“But suppose you'd hit the water in-
stead of the deck ™

“What of it? Can't one swim?"
“I guess you're all right,

man,” sald Charlle, softened; “but

. well, we're not taking passen-
gers."

The words had a famillar sound.

| They were the very ones 1 had used

to Toblas, as he stood with his hand on

| the gunwale of the Maggie Darling.

| Now,

I rapldly conveyed the colncidence—
und the difference—to Charlle. It
struck me as «dd, I'll admit, that our
second start, In this respect, should
be so like the first. Meanwhlle, the
young man wus answerlng, or rather
pleading, In o boyish way:

“Don’t cail me a passenger; I'll help
work the bost. T'll tell the truth., 1
heard—never mind how—about your
trip, and I'm just nutty about buried
treasure. Come, be a sport,. We can
let the old guv'nor know, somehow

. and it won't kill him to tear his
hair for a day or two. He knows 1
can take care of myself.”

“Well! sald Charlie, after thinking
awhlile in his slow way, “we'll think it
over. You can come along till the
morning. Then I can get a good look
at you. If I don't like your looks we'll
still be able to put you off at West
End; and if I do—well—right-ho!
boys,” he shouted, “go ahead

| with the sails.”

Once more there was that rippling
of the ropes through the blocks, as our
mainsail rose up hich against the
moon  and filled proudly with the
stendy northeast breeze we had been
wilting for.

So two or three hours went by, as
we plunged on, to the seething sound

| of the water, and the singing of our

| have

salls, and all the various rumor of
wind and sea. After all, it was a good
music to sleéep to and, for all my seorn
of sleeping lundsmen, an irresistible
drowsiness stretched me out oo the
roof of the little eabin, wonderfully
rocked Into forgetfulness.

My nap came to an end saddenly,
as though some one had flung me out
through a door of blue and gold into a
new-horn world. There was the sun
rising, the moon still om duaty, and the
morning star divinely naked in the
heaven,

And there was Charlie, his broad
fare beaming with boyish happiness,
and something like a fatherly gentle-
ness in his eyes, as he watchied his
companion at the tiller, whom, for a
half-nsleep moment of waking, I
couldn’t account for, till our start all
came back to me, when 1 realized that
It was our young scapegrace of over

night. Charlle and he evidently were
on the best of terms already.

014 Tom had been busy with break-
fast and soon the =mells of coffee and
freshly made “Jjohnny-cake” and [ry-
Ing bacon competed not unsucecessfully

with the various fragrances of the
morning.
Brenkfast over, Charlle filled his

pipe, assuming, as he did so, a judicial
aspect. I filled mine and our young
friend followed suit by taking a silver
cigarette case from his pocket and
striking a mateh on the leg of his
khukl knickerbockers with a profes
sional air,

“All set? asked Charlie, and, after
n slight pause, he went on:

“Now, young man, you can see we
are pearing the end of the island. An-
other half-mile will bring us to West
End. Whether we put you ashore
there, or take you along, depends on
your auswers to my questions."

“Fire away,” answered the youth,
blowing a cloud of elgarette smoke in
a delicate spiral up into the morning
gky: “but I've really told you all 1
have to tell.”

“No; you haven't told us now you
enme to kpow of our trip, what we
were supposed to be after, and when
we were starting.”

“That's true!" flushed the lad, mo-
menturily losing his ecmposure. Then,
partly regaining it: “Is it necessary to
answer that question

“Ahsolutely,” answered Chuarlle, be-
ginning to look really serieus.

“Because, if you don't mind
well, I'd just as soon not."

“For that very reasom I want to
know. We are out on a more serious
Imsiness than perhaps you realize, and
your answer may mesn more to us
than you think.”

“I'm sure It eannot be of such ympor-
tance to you. Really, It's hardly fair
for me to tell. I should have to give
awny a friend.”

“I'm sorry, but I shall have to in-

sist," replied Charlie, looking very
grim.
“All right, then," answered the

yvouth, looking him straight In the eyes,
“put me ashore.”

“No; T won't do that now, elther,”
declured Charlle, sternly setting his
Jaw. *“T'll put you in itrons, rather—
anid keep *ou on bread and water—till
you answer my questions.”

“You will, ¢h?' retorted the youth,
finshing fire from his flne eyes.
as he spoke, quick as thought, he
leaped up on to the gunwale and, with-
out hesitation, dived Into the great
glassy rollers.

But Charlie was quick, too. Like a
flash he grabbed one of the boy's an-
kles, so that the beautiful dive was
spolled ; and there was the boy, hang-
ing by an imprisoned leg over the
ship’'s side, a helpless captive—his
nrms In the water and his leg strug-
gling to get free, But he might as well
struggled against the grip of
Hercules. In another moment Charlle
had him hauled abourd again, his eyes
full of tears of boyish rage and hu-
miliation,

“You young fool!” exclaimed Char-

| He. *“The water round here Is thick

[ temptucusly.

with sharks; you wouldn't have gone
fifty yards without one of them get-
ting you."

“Sharks!" gasped out the boy, con-
“l1 know more about

young

And |

sharks thun you do.”

“You seem to know a good tllllll}‘l
things 1 don't,” sald Charlie, whose
grimness hud evidently relaxed a little
at the Ind's display of mettle, Mean
while, my temper was beginning to
rise on behalf of our young passenger.

“I tell yon what, Charlle,” I inter-
posed ; “if you are going to keep this
up, you'd better count me out on this
trip and set us both ashore at Wes:

End. You're making a fool of your-
self. The lad's all right.,”

The boy ghot me a warm glance of
gratitude,

“All right,” agreed Charlie, begin-
ning to lose his temper, too. “I'm
damned if I don't.” And, his hand on
the tiller, he made as If to turn the
boat ahout and tack for the shore.

“No! no!" eried the boy, springing
between us and appealingly laying one
hand on Charlie's <houlder, the other
on mine. “You mustn't let me spoll
sour trip. I'li compromise. And, skip-

per, T'll tell your friend here all there

| Is to tell—everything—I swear—If you

will leave It to his judgment.”
“Right-0!” agreed Charlie at last;

“You Young Fool!” Exclaimed Charlie.

passenger and T therenpon
vithdrew for our conference,

It was soon over and I couldn’t help
Inughing aloud at the simplieity of It
nll.

“Just us T told yon, Charlle,” I ex-
claimed ; “it's Innocence itself.” Turn-
ing to the lad, I sanid: “Dear boy,
there Is really no need to keep such n
«small secret as that from the skipper
here. You'll really have to let me tell
him.”

The boy nodded acqulescence.

“All the same, 1 gave my word,” he
s,

When I told Charlle the innocent se-
eret, he laughed as [ had done, and

s0 our

his usual good humor Instantly re-
tuirned.
The stubbornly held secret had

merely emounted to this: Our lnd was
uequainted with my conchologist, and
hod pald him a visit the very after-
noca 1 did, had in fact seen me leav-
Ing the house. Answering to the boy's
raomantle talk of buried treasure and
s0 forth, -the shell enthusiast hoad
thonght no harm to tell him of our
projected trip; and that was the whole
of the mysterious matter,

Yet the day was not to end without
a little incident which, slight though
fndeed It was, was momentarily to
irouse Charlie's suspicions of our
chorming young companion once more.

Presently, in the far southwest, tiny
polntg like o row of plns began very
faintly to range themselves along the
ky-line, They were palin trees,
though you could not make them out
to be such, or anything in particular,
til lemg after. One darker point
seemed closer than the rest.

“There's High Cay!” rang out the
rich young volee of our passenger,
whom we'd balf forgotten in our tense
seanning of the horizon. Charlie and
I both turned to him together in sur-
prise—and his  face certninly be-
trayed the confusion of one who has
let something slip involuntarily.

“Ho! ho! young man.” eried Charlle, |
his fnce darkening again, “what do
vou know about High Cay? I thought
thix was your first trip."”

“So It Is," answered the boy,
the sea.”

“What do you mean: ‘om the sea?”

“I mean that I've done It many a |
time—on the chart. I know every
biuff and roof and shoal and eay
around Andros from Morgan's Blufl |
to Washington's Cut—="

“You t'o, eh?"

“On the chart. Why, I've studied
charts since I was a kid, and gone
every kind of voynge you can think of I'
—playing at buceaneering or whallng, |
Every |

proel

on

or discovering the north pole,
kid does that.”

“They do, eh?”
dently quite unimpressed,
did.”

“That's because you've anbout ns
much Imagination as o turnip In that |
head of yours” 1 broke In, in defense
of my young Apollo

“Maybe, If you're so smart,” eontin-
ued Charlle, paying no attention to |
me, “you ean navigate us through the
North Blght1"

“Maybe!" answered our youngster
pertly, with an odd litile smile. He
had evidently recovered his nerve, and
seemued to take plonsure In plguing
Charlle’s suspicions,

suld Charlle, evl-
“I never

Continued next week
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Monmouth Grange 476
Meets the fecond Saturday in Each |
Month at 10:30 A. M,
Publie Program at 2:30 p. m. to which
visitors are welcome,

P. 0. PoweLL, Master.

Miss MaGGle BUTLER, See.

Monmouth and Independence |
Auto-Bus Schedule

Leaves Monmouth
7.45 a. m, North Bound
L.50 p. m, = :

815 a. m.
2.256 p. m.

515 o 643
0.0 a. m. South Bound 10.33 8. m. |
3.156 p. m. Y 3.51 p. m,
5.40 1.12
RAYMOND E DERBY Proprietor |

Puone 154

VALTER G. BROWN
Representing the
“PENNSYLVANIA”?
Fire Insurance Co.
of Philadelphia

Notary Public
Blank Deeds, Mortgages, Ete.

Patronize Our
Advertisers

They are all

boosters and
deserve your
business.

| I am here to saw wood

No raise in prices
at present

Leves Independence | . H. Hinkle, Phone 2411

STEVENS & CO.
Dealers in
Second Hand Goods
C St. Independence

“Try It Out Yburself o

says the Good Judge

tell

And you will find how
much more satisfaction a
little of this Real Tobacco
gives you than you ever
got from a big chew of the
ordinary kind.

The good, rich, real to-
bacco taste lasts so long
you don’t need a fresh
chew nearly as often. So
it costs you less,

Any man who uses the
Real Tobacco Chew will

you that.
Put up in two styles

W-B CUT is a long fine-cut tobacco

Try them.

RIGHT CUT is a short-cut tobacco

ductoadicordered stomach., A man with good

digestion is nearly always good natured. A
great mday have been permanently cured of stom-
ach troubles by Chamberlain’s Tablets after years
of suffering. These tablets strengthen the stomach
and epable it to perform its functions naturally.
They only cost a quarter.

Luens County, sa,

Frank J. Cheney makes oath that he
Is senlor partner of the flrm of F. J.
Chenbty & Co,, doing business In the Clty
of Toledo, County and Btate aforesald,
and that sald firm will pay the sum of
ONE HUNDRED [I‘OLmRE for each |
and cvery case of Catarrh that cannot be |
cured by the use of HALL'S CATAHRRH |
Mé—;l.l[-'INl‘J. FRANK J. CHENEY.

wor

Btate of Ohlo, City of Toledo, t

W. GLLEABON,

(Seal) Notary Publle,

Hall's Catarrh Medicine ls taken In-
ternally and acts through the Blood o
the Mucous Burfuces of the Bystom, Sen
for testimonials, free.

", J. CHENEY & CO,, Toledo, O.
Bold by all droggists, T5c

Hall's Famlly Pillls for constipation. |

The Acid Test

If there wns anything O'Shanahan
lNked better than a man from Tipper
ary It was two of themn Consequent
Iy, when he bheeame foreman on the
subwny nary a man would he hire who
didn’t eome from Tippernry

A hig colored boy from Alabama
looking for work was told a good Job
awaited Yim £ he could convinee
O'Shanahan he wns a Tipperarian.

“Where are ye from?" sald O'Shann
han, In due coorse of his gulzeing.

“Ahse from ‘Tipperary, sah” an
swered the durky, his llps quivering
and his knees shinking

“Wash vour face, me good mon, an'
go to ~New York Evening
Post.

wurrk .

to before me and subscribed In |
my presence, thig 6th day of December, |
A, D, 1884 A

Your -
head Get It?

The appearance of your letier-
head may mean sucises or
failure, yourself justice
in the quality of your business
messenger,
We do not advocats sxtrava-
. gance, We recommend the
“ use of & very moderate priced
standard paper —

wIE

— which has won recognition
for i1s quality and the service
it gives, Wao are L]
furnish that paper to print
you a letterhead that is a dig-
nified representative.

See What We Can Give You
Before You Place an Order
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