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“That’'s what I ecall courage,” he
sald. *“I could never have done It."
| The “king” had been right. He knew

CHAPTER 1IX.

Action, | his daughter.
I had seen, close In shore, a two-| By this I was npearing the boats
masted schooner vnder full sall sweep- | though as yet no one had seen me.

ing by, as If pursued, aud three me- | They were all too busy with the con-
groes kneeling on deck, with leveled ~ fuslon on deck, where four men lay
rifles. As I looked, a shot rang out, dead, and three others still kept up

from niyx right, where I could not see,

and one of the negroes rolled over. |

Another shot, and the negro next him
fell sprawling with his urm. over the
bulwark,

At that momént, two sther negroes
emerged from the ocabin hatchway,

half dragging and half carrying R
woman, She was struggling bravely,
but In wvain,

who stood over them with a revolver
—were dragging her toward the main
mast. Her head was bare, her halr
in disorder, and one shoulder from
which her dress had been torn in the
struggle, gleamed white In the sun-
light. Yet her eyes were flashing
splendid sgcornful fires at her captors;
and her laughter of defilance came
ringing to me over the sea. It was
then that I had eried “Calypso!" and
wrenched myself free,

The next moment there came dash-
ing In sight a sloop also under full
canvas, and at its bow, a huge white
man, with a leveled rifle
smoked. At a glance, I knew him for
Charlle Webster. He had been about
to fire agaln, but, as the man dragged
@alypso for'ard, he paused, calm as a
rock, walting, with his Keen sports-
man'~ eyes on Toblas—for, of course,
it was he.

“You—coward!” I heard his voice
roar across the rapldiy diminishing
distance between the (wo boats, for
the sloop was running with power as
well as sails.

Meonnwhile, the men had lashed
Calypso to the mast, and even In my

The negroes—evidently !
acting under orders of a white man, |

that still |

their gibberish of fear,

I saw Calypso and Charlle Webster
stand a moment looking down at the
Ggure of Toblas, prostrate at thelr
feet.

“I am sorry I had ‘to kill him,” I
" heard Charlle's deep growl, *“I meant

to keep him for the hangman.”

But suddenly I saw him start for-
| ward and stamp heavily on somethlng.

“No, yon don't,” 1 heard him roar—
and I ledrned afterward that Tobias,

| though mortally wourded, was not yet
dead, and that, as the two had stood
looking down on him, they had seen
his hand furtlvely moving toward the
fullen revolver that lay a few inches
from him on the deck. Just as he had
| grasped It, Charlie's heavy b#ot had
| come down on his wrist. But Toblas
| was still game.

“Not allve, you English brute!" he
| was heard to groan out, and, snatch-
| Ing free his wrist too swiftly to be
| prevented, he had gathered up all his
| remalining strength, and hurled him-
self over the side Into the sea,

J was but a dozen yards away from
bhim, as he fell; and, as he rose again,
it was for his dying eyes to fix with a

| glare upon me. They dilated with
| terror, as though he had seen a ghost.

[ Then he gave one strange scream, and

| fell back into the sea, and we saw him
| no more.

. . - ® .

It w#i-be easler for the reader to

. Imagine, than for me to describe, the

| ivok on the faces of Calypso and

Charlle Webster when they saw me

| appear at almost the same spot where

agony my eyes recorded the glory of Poor Toblas had just gone bubbling
her beauty as she stood proudly there | down. Words I had none, for [ was at
—the great sails spread above her, and the end of my strength, and I broke

the ges for her background.

“Now, do your worst,” cried Toblas,
his evil face white as wax In the sun-
light.

“Fire, fire—don't be afraid,” rang
out Calypso's volce, ilke singing gold.

“Now, Do Your Worst!"™ Cried Toblas.

At the same Instant, as she called To-
bias sprang toward her with raised re-
volver.

“Another word, and I fire,” shouted
the volce of the brute.

But the rifle that never missed its
mark spoke agaln. Toblas' arm fell
shattered, and he staggered away
screaming. 3till once more, Charlle
Webster's gun spoke, and the stagger-
ing figure fell with a crash on the
deck.

“Now, boys, ready,” I heard Charlle’s
volee roar out agaln, ms the sloop
tore alongside the schooner—where
the rest of the negro crew with ralsed
arms had fallen on thelr knees, crying
for mercy.

All this I saw from the water, as [
swam wildly toward the two boats,
which now had closed on each other, a
mass of thundering canvas, and
screaming and cursing m
Calypso there, like a beautiful statue,
still lashed to the mast, a proud smile
on her lovely lips.

Another moment, and Charlle had
sprung aboard, and, selzing a knife
from one of the screaming negroes, he
cut her free.

His deep calm volce came to me
over the water. . -

| down and sobbed like a child.

“Thank God you are safe—my treas-
ure, my treasure !"” was all I could say,
after they had lifted me aboard, and I
lay face down on the deck, at her feet.
Swiftly she knelt by my side, and
caressed my shoulder with her dear
hand.

All of which—particularly my refer-
ence to “my treasure"—must have
been much to the bewilderment of the
good simple-hearted Charlle, towering,
innocent-eyed, above us. I believe I
staved a littie longer at her feet than
I really had need to, for the comfort
of her being so near and kind; but,
presently, we were all aroused by a
voice from the cliffs above. It was the
“king," with his bodygunrd, Erebus
and the crew of the Flamingo—no
Samson, alas! The sound of the firing
hnd reached them In the woods, and
they had come hurrying to discover
its cause.

80 we deferred nsking our ques-
tions, and telling our several stories,
till we were pulled ashore,

As Calypso was folded In her fa-
ther's arms, he turned to me:

“Didn't T tell you that 1 knew my
daughter?" he said.

“And 1 told you something teo, O
king,” I replied—my eyes doring at
last to rest on Calypso with the love
and pride of my heart.

“And where on earth have you been,
voung man?" he asked, laughing. “Did
Toblas kidnap you too?’

It was very hard, as you will have
seen, to astonish the “king.”

But, though It was hard to astonlsh
and almost Impossible to alarm him,
hig sense of wonder was quite another
| matter, and the boyish delight with
, Which he listened to our several
| storles would have made it worth
| while to undergo tenfold the perils we

had faced. Our stories, sald the
“king,” were quite In the manner of
| “The Arablan Nights,” dovetalling one
Into the other,

“And now.,” he added, “we will he
lti'n with the ‘Story of the Murdered
; Slave and the Stolen Lady."

Calypso told her story simply sod

in a few words, The first port of if,
of which the poor murdersd Samson
rhad been the elogunent witness, geod
| ol no further telling. He had dobe
| hi§ brave best—poor fellow—but To-
hias had had six men with him, and It
was soon Bver. Her they had g

and bound and carried In a sort of im-
| provised sedan ¢halr; Toblas had done
the thing with a certain style and—
[\she had to admit—with absolute cour-
tesy.
| When they had gone a mile or two
from the house, he had had the gag
taken from her mouth, and, on her
| promise not to attempt to escape
(which was, of course, quite Impos-
' sible) he had also had her unbound,
so that her hurried journey through
%he woods was made as comfortable as
possible,

They were making, she had gathered
| —and as we had surmised—for the
| northern shore, and, after about a

three hours' march, she heard the
sound of the sea, On the schooner shé
had found a eabin all nicely prepared
for her—even dalnty tollet necessaries
| —and an excellent dinner was served,
on some gaite pretty china, to her
alone. Poor Toblas had seemed bent
on showing—as he had sald to Tom—
that he was not the “carrion” we had
I thought him,
After dinner, Tobias had respectful-
Iy asked leave for a few words with
her. He had apologized for his action,
| but explained that It was necessary—
the only way he had left, he sald, of
protecting his own Interests, and safe-
guarding a treasure which belonged to
him and no one else, If It belonged to
any living man. It had seemed to her
that It was a monomania with him,
While he had been talking, she had
made up her mind what she would do,
She would tell him the plain truth
| about her doubloons, and offer him
what remalined of them as a ransom.
This she did, and was able at last half
to persuade him that, so far as any-
one knew, that was all the treasure
there wes, and then the digging among
the rulns of the old honse was a mere
funcy of her father's. There might be

| something there or not—and she went
so far as to give her word of honor
that, If anvthing was found, he should

have his share of It.

I Tobins had seemed impressed, and
! promised hils answer in the mornling,
leaving her to sleep—with a sentry at
her cabin door. She had slept soundly,
and awakened only at dawn., As soon
ns she was up, Toblas had come to
ber, saying that he had anccepted her
offer, and usking her to direct him to
| her treasure,

| This she had dorte, and, to avold pass-
, Ing the settiement, they had taken the
course round the eastern emd of the
Island. As they had approached the
cave (and here Calypso turned a quiz-
zleal smile on me, which no one, of
course, understood but ourselves), &
sloop was seen approaching them from
the westward . . . and here she
stopped and turned to Charlie Web-
ster.

“Now," sald the “king,” “we shall
hear the story of Apollo—or, let us
say, rather Ajax—the Far-Darter—he
of the arrow that never missed Its
mark.”

And Charlie Webster, more at home
with deeds than words, blushed and
blushed through his part of the story,

telling how—having ecalled at the set
tlement—he had got our message from
Sweeney, and was making up the coast
for the hidden creek. He had spled
what lie felt sure wans Toblas' schoon-
er—had called on him “in the king's
name” to surrender— (“I had In my
pocket the warrant for his arrest,”
sald Charlie, with Innocent pride—
“the d—a scoundrel™) but had been
answered with bullets,. He had been
terribly frightened, he owned, when
Calypso had been brought on deck, bu!
she had given him courage—he pnused
to beam on her, a broad-faced admira-
tion, for which he could find no words
—and, as he had never yet missed a
flying duck at—I forget how many
yards Charlle mentioned—well

perhaps he oughtn't to have risked it.

And so his story came to an end,
amid reassuring applause,

“Now," sald the “king," *“for the
Story of the Disappearing Gentleman
and the Lighted Lantern.”

And then T told my story as It Is al-
ready known to the reader, and I have
to confess that, when I came to the
chestful of doubloons and pleces of
eight, I had a very attentive audience.
The “king” was for starting off that
very night. But, reminded of the dif-
ficult seclusion in which the treasure
still lay, he was persuaded to walt till
the morrow,

“At dawn then,” he sald, “tomorrow
—*'what time, the rosy-footed dawn’
5 so be it. And now T am going
to talk to Ajax the Far-Darter of
duek shooting.”

“But walt!" I eried. “Why did ‘Jack
Harkaway' go to Nassau?”

Calypso  blushed. The
chuckled,
| I prefer not to be known In Nassau,
| yet some of my business has to be
done there., Nor Is It*safe for beauty
like Calypso’s to go unprotected. So
from time to time, ‘Jack Harkaway'
goes for ns both! And now enough of
| explanations!" and he launched Into
| tnlk of game and sport In warlous
parts of the world, to the huge delight
of the great simple-hearted Charlic.

But, after a time, other matters
clalmed the attentiom of his other
auditors, During the flow of his dis-
course night had fallen, Calypso and

i
1
i
i

“klog”

I perceived that we were forgotten— |

so, by an impulse that seemed to he
one, we rose and left them there, and
stole out Into the garden where the
little fountain was dancing like a
spirit under the moon, and the orange
trees gave out thelr perfume on the
night breeze, I took her hand, and we
walked softly out Into the moonlight,
and looked down at the closed lotuses
In the lttle pool. And then we took
aurage to look Inte each other's eyes.

“Calypso.” I sald, “when are you go-
Ing to show me where you keep your
doubloons?'—and I added, In a whis-
per, "Jnvt—whrq am [ golng to see
you In boy's clothes again?"

And, with that, she was In my arms,
and 1 felt her heart beating agalast
my side,

“Oh! my tressure,” [ sald—ever so
softly—"Calypso, my treasure.”

POSTSCRIPT.

Now,
“gentle” enough to follow me so far In
my story, may possibly desire tp be
told what lay Yehind those other

| latter's term on March 14.

sach readers as have been

1

—— _ —— -

locked doors In the underground gal-
lery where I so nearly lald my bones.

Those caverns, we afterward dis-
covered, did actually communicate
with Blackbeard's ruined mansion, and
the “king,” who has now rebMit that
mansion and lives In It In semifeudal
state with Calypso and me, Is able to
pass from one to the oiher by under-
ground passages which are an unfall-
Ing source of romantie satisfaction to
his dear, absurd soul.

As to whether or not the manslon
and the treasure were actually Black-
beard's—that Is, Edward Teach's—we
are yet In doubt, though we prefer to
belleve that they were. At all events,
we never found any evidence to com-
pect them at all with Henry P. Toblas,
whose second treasure, we have every
reason to think, still remains undis
covered,

As for the sinister and (ll-fated
Henry P, Toblas, Jji., we have since
learned—through Charlle Webster,
who every now and again drops In
with sallors from his sloop and carries
off the “king” for duck hunting—that
his real name was quite different;: he
must have assumed, as a wom de
guerre, the name we knew him by, to
give color to his clalm. 1 wm afrald,
therefore, that he was a plain scoun-
drel, after all, though It seemed to me
that I saw gleams In him of something
better, and I shall always feel a sort
of kindness toward him for the saving
grace of gallant courtesy with which
he Invested his abduction of Calypso.

Calypso She and I, just for
fun, sometimes drop Into Sweeney's
store, and, when she has made her
purchases, she draws up from her
bosom a little bag, and, looking softly
at me, lays down on the counter—a
golden doubloon; aud Sweency—who,
doubtless, thinks us all a little crazy—
smiles Indulgently ca our make-be-
lieve,

Sometimes, on our way home, we
come upon Tom in the plantations, su-
perintending a gang of the “king's"
Janissaries—among whom Erebus is
still the blackest—for Tom is now the
lord high steward of our estate. He
beams on us In a fatherly way, and 1
lay my hand slgmificantly on my left
side—to his huge delight. He flashes
his white teeth and wags his head
from side to side with lnarticulate en-
Joyment of the allusion. For who
knows? He may be right. In so mys-
terlous a world the smallest canse may
lead up to the most august results and
there 1s nothing too wonderful to hap-

'y (THE END)

William ¥. Gratke has been elected
secretary of the Astoriea Chamber of
Commerce to fill the vacancy caused
by the resignation of C. 1. Barr.

Mrs. Sarah F. Osburn, ploneer of
18563, is dead at Harrlsbuig al the
age of 90 years, She was related to
Kit Carson and General Robert E
Lee,

Fire losses in Oregon, exclusive of
Portland, for the month of February,
aggregated $204,675, according to a
report prepared by the state fire mar-
shal,

An application for Increase of rates
has been filed with the public serviee
commission by the Coos-Curry Tele
phone company, with offices at
Marshfield.

The Eugene Frultgrowers' assocla-
tion shipped tweg carloads of dried
prunes to the east last week and has
but five or six carloads left in the
warehouse,

At the last report from the watch
man at the Warmsprings Irrigation
district's reservoir in Malbeur county
a total of 56,000 acrefect has flowed
into the basin.

Lumber shipments from Klamath
Fmlls showed an Increase of 200 per
cent over January and February. Aver
age shipments of 15 carloads dally
were maintained.

The new $75.000 music bullding at
the University of Oregon, having a
capacity of 6156 well equipped studios
and practice rooms, will be ready for
occupancy by May.

Klamath Falis residents who took
part in Sunday's rabbit drive near
Dorris, Cal, reports that 400 persons
joined In the extermination and de
stroyed 1500 rabbits.

E. V. Carter, of Ashland, was ap
pointed a member of the state fair
| board to succeed A. C. Marsters of
|Roulmrs. at the expiration of the

Cotton Hits Lowest Figure Since 1915

New York—Cotton dropped 1o the
lowest price since 1916 when It sold
at 12556 cents a pound as against the
highest price of 43% cents a pound las!
July.

The conferees on the agricultural
appropriation bill allowed three strict
ly Oregon (tems, put in by Senator
McNary, to stand, with a little reduc
tion In two cases. An appropriation
of $15,000 to fight the pine beetle In
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Fire Insurance Co.

DR. F. R. BOWERSOX

o ‘
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON Notary Public !
PHONE NOS. Blank Deeds, Mortgages, Ete. '
OFFICE - 333
HOUSE - 3302

J. O. MATTHIS

Physician and Surgeon
PHoNE 573 House 596

Patronize Ollr

Salem Ore.

They are all

boosters and
deserve your
business.

Monmouth Grange 476
Meets the Second 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 MaAGGIE BUTLER, Sec.

I am here to saw wood

No raise in prices
at present

|B. H. Hinkle, Phone 24ll

Monmouth and Independence

Auto-Bus Schedule

Leaves Monmouth Le. vas Independence

.46 a. m. North Bound 8.15 a. m.
LG50 p. m. oA - 2.25 p. m.
5.16 * his - 4z
10.00 a. m. South Bound 10.33 . m. S'I'EVENS & CO- 0w
3.16 p. m, e - 3.51 p. m. Dea]er’ in
640 * " T7.12 aac' !!.n Good'
RAYMOND E. DERBY Propristor nd d
Prows 1804 C St. Independence

Youll Always Find”
says the Good Judge

That you get more
genuine sati

at less cost when
you use this class of
tobacco.

A small chew lasts
so much longer than
a big chew of the
ordinary kind. And the full, fich real
tobacco taste gives a long lasting chewing 1
satisfaction.

A_l;r man who uses the Real Tobacco
wi

tell you that. ‘.
W-B CUT is a long fine-cut tobacco
RIGHT CUT is a

Put up in two styles
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O YOU ¥NOW that indigestion can be cured,
permanently cured, so that you can eat any
k- of food that you crave? It has been done

not only once, but in almost every case when Cham-

berlain’s Tablets are used. An instance: Mr. J.

Pominv. Y, Stillwater, Minn., who had spent over

$2,000.7 for medicine and treatmant was perma-

nently ¢ 1ed by these tablets.

Chamberlain's Tablets

SYNOPSIS OF THE ANNUAL STATEMENT OF THEF

BOSTON INSURANCE COMPANY

of Doston, In the State of Massachusetts, on the thirty-first day of
December, 1920, made to the Insurance Comm the State of
Oregon, pursuant to law:
CAPITAL
Amount of capital stock paid up . # 1,000,000.00
INCOME

Net premiums recelved during the — R %, ¥
Interest, dividends and rents rmlw'“m the year... m.&?
Income from other sources received during the year. . - 16, 1

3 L84, 72257
Commissions and salaries pald during the year a:
Taxens, Heenses and fees pald during the Fear e e

Amount of all other expenditures
— e
8 1,715.308.08

Total Income

ODISBURSEMENTS
Net lossen pald during the year Ineluding adjustment

eXpenses
the year. ...

I an
Dividends pald on capital stock du

Total

ASSETS

Value of real estate owned (mardet value) o e @
Value of stocks and bonds owned (market value) . .
Loans on mortgagea and collateral, eto. o o

Cash in banks and on hand. . . .
Premiuma In course of collection written aince

expenditures __ .

Beptember 30, 1580 .. L
Interest and rents due and acer v a
—————
Total admitied _~ VRE— 913,816,801.00
LIABILITIES
Gross claima for loases unpadd “m.__.l
Amount of unearned premiums on all riskas t
Dues for co i and brokerag
All other Habilities
———

.. 5,000, 198.08
BUSINESS IN OREGON FOR THE TEAR m

. -
Total Nabllities, exclusive of caplital stock of
$1,000,000.00

recalved during the year. .
id during the

Loases Lo

Losncs g:cwrrd during g yoar... .
HOSBTON INSURANCE COMPANTY

Willlam H. Hedge, President Freeman Nickerson,

@tatutory resident attorney for serviee: A. F. Holden, .,
Oregon. 3




