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wThen why are, you scolding mer”
I asked in & choked whisper.

“Beolding youl I waa pot. It was
only that—that I:love the lad—eand I
wish you both 6 well—I thought per-
haps there was some misthke, and--It
wonld not matter about me, 1f I could
see you both happy.”

“There is a mistake,” I gafd clearly,
“It 13 & great mistake, Dugald Shaw,
that you should come to me and court
me—for some one else.” -

There was silence for a while, the
kind of sllence when you hear your
heartbeats.

‘When he spoke his volce was uD-

(CHAPTER X1X~Continuad.)

Plans were dlscussed for transfer-
¥ing the pirates from the cave to the
cutter, for they were to be taken to
Sants Mariné to,meet whatever puo-
ishment wes thought fit for thelr rath-
er indefinite fll-doing. They had pot
murdered us, they had robbed us of
pothing but the provisions they bad
eaten; they had, after all, as much
right on the ialand as ourselves. - Yet
there rematned their high-handed con-
duct In Invading our camp and treat-
ing us as priscners, with the threat
of darker possibflities. I fancy that
Sunta Marinan justice works mainly
by rule of thumd, and that the courts
do mot embarrass themselves much
with precedents, Only I hope they did
not shoot the picturesque Tony agalnst
a wall.*

The powerschooner, mapned by 8

crew from the cutter, was to be taken
to Santa AMarina also. Senor Gonzales
remsined with us for the day as our
guest, and on the next the boats from
the cutter took off the plrates from the
cave, We did not ses them again.
Through the convenlent elasticity of
Santa ‘Marinan procedure, Mr. Tubbs
was herded along with the rest, al-
though he might plansibly, it bypoerit-
ically, have pleaded that he had com-
plied with the Wil of the invAders un-
der duress. Aunt Jane wept very
much, and handed me Pacans of Pas-
slon with the request that she might
gever see It agaln,
" We purted from Senor Gonrales not
withont regrets. It was an impres-
sive leave-toking—lndeed, Senor Gon-
zales In hls least word and gesture
was lmpressive. Also, he ‘managed
subtly and respectfully to lmpart to
me the knowledge that' he shared
Titlan's tastes In the matter of hair
On his departure he made a protty lit-
tle speech, full of compliments knd
floral specimens, and bestowed upon
me—as belng mine by right, he earn-
estly protested—the two bags of Span-
1sh doubloons. :

teady. .

“But the boy has everything to offer
you~-his anclent name, his splendid
unstained youth, a beart. that 1y il
loyalty. He 1s strong and brave and
beautiful. Virginis, why couldn't you
love btm?”

“I could mot love him,” I replled,
vary low, “becapse my love was not
mine any more to give. - It belongs to
——some one eise. Is his name an-
clent? I don't kmow. ' It i his, and
he enpoblea-it. * Cuthbert has ‘fouth,
but youth s only promise. In the
man T love | find fulfillment. And be
ls loyal and brave and honest—I em
g&r:ld he lsn't beautiful, but I love

the better for his scars—"

After that I sat qulte still, and I
knew it depended on the next half
minute whether T went all the days of
my life crownéd and gloriouns with
bappiness, or burled my shame and
heartbreak under- the waters of the

ve. .
And then Dngald Shaw took me In

his arma. -
© By and by he sald hosklly:

“Reloved, I bad no right to ask you
to share such a life as ‘mine must be—
the 1ife of & poor sallor.”

At this X ralsed my head from lts
nestling-place and laughed.

upsk me? Silly, I asked youl! Of
course you could bave refused me, but
1 depended on your not having the
courage.” T

“And indeed that [s & charge I'll not
allow—that I i so'little of a man as
i5- | to let my courting be done for me.

7 | No, no, it was my love compelling you
£ | thyt made you, speak, the words you
" % | did—the love nl!{ a sélfish man who
Pomos ‘414 mot prosecute, Before tas di- | shonld have thought only of shielding
mﬁ‘ﬁl&wn:vz R €22; | you'from the bardships of such a wan-

Qdering, homeless life as mine.”

“Yell, Heaven reward you fof your
selfishness,” I sald earnestly, *“I am
thanktol you Were hot so noble as to
let me throw myself at your head in
valn. I bave been dolng It for ever
ko long, In fact, but it 18 such ‘a. thick
Scoteh head that I dare say I made no
impression.” | X

“Bweet imp ! Yo'l pay for that—
oh, Virginia, if I had only something
to offer youi”

“You can offer me something that I
want very much, if you will, and At o
cost buf your atrong right arm.”

“It 1§ ap arm which 1s at your serv-
ice for life—bat what am I to do with

€ & fine plantati 2, setoct

5¢ N Bhe plantation, but & perfectly genu-
Rtbs trom Peoria turned up at-

er, and the too much married ‘H. H, was

Shuped o' achieve onof bis-ovar-aght

CHAPTER XX.

The Bishop's Chest.

e walted nine days for the comling
of the Rufus Smith, During that time
an episode occurred as & result of
which 1 sat one morning by myself on
the rocks bestde the sloop, on which
such srdent hopes had been ceatered,
only like the derelict ftself to be
wrecked at last. It was a lonely spot
and 1 wanted to be slome. I felt
abused, and sad, and sore. I realized

harm in the world, and té hurt people
1 was fond of, end be misunderstood
by everyone, and to Hvd on—if I
wasn't lucky enough to meet with e
P! and sudden end--into 8
sour, looely, crabbed old age, when I
would wish to goodriess I had married
anybody, snd might even finish by ap-
plylng to a Matrimontal Agency,

As T aat pursing these melancholy
thoughta I heard a footstep. I dld not
look up—for 1 knew the footstep. 1
should bave known it if it bad trodden
over wy grave. '

“1 taky it you,are not wanting com-
pany, you have come 30 far out of the
way of it sald Dugeld Sbaw.

8111 T d1d not look up.

“Nobody seemed to want me,” 1 re-
marked sulkily, after a pause. He
made ne reply, but seated himself up-
on the rocks. For a little there was
sllence. )

“Virginla,” be sald abryptly, “T'm
thinking you have burt the Iad.”

“Oh,” 1 burst out, “that ls all you
think of—tbe lad, the Jad} How about
wms? Don’t you supposs it hurt me,
too?” - N

“No” he made deliberate snswer
% was not sure of that: I thought
maybe you liked haviog men at your
foet” . . .

“Iiked {t? Liked to womnd Cuth-
bert—Cathbert? Ob, if ‘only It bad
pot happened, If wa could have gone
wa being friends! It was all my fault
for golng with him jnto the.cave. It
was after you had bured the akeleton,
and I wanted to see poor; Peter's rest-
Ing-place. And we spoke of Helen,
and it was all frighttully melancholy
and tender, and all-at oace he—he
pald it And I meant be never should ™
In the soreness of my heart I began
to weep. N

“There, lassle, there, don't ery!” he
sald :mg.!y. “The boy difin't speak of
It, of course. But I knew how It must |
be. It has hit him bard, I am afrald.”

Dugaid Shaw Took Me in Hls Arms

it dow? And indeed I think it la very
well employed at this moment.”

“But it must be employed much
more strenuously,” I remarked, move
ing & little away, “if you are to get me
what I want; Before you came, I was
meditating possible ways of getting 1t
for myself. .1 wanted it for & melan-
choly relle—sa sort of mausoleum in
‘which all my hopes were buried. Now
Its purpose 18 quite different; ft is to
be my bride’s chest and hold the dowry
wWhich I aball bring to one Dugald
Shaw.” - R :

“You meai the ohest—the chest that
held the Spanish donbloons—that lies
under the sgnd In the sloop?”

vExactly., And now I shall know
whether yoi are -the true prince or
*1 suppoee” 1 wept,” “you' would | not, because he always succeeds tn the
bave had me marry him whether I | tasks he ‘utidertakes to win the prin-
wanted to or not, just to keep from cess.” i .
hurting him?” . It wes low tide, such a tide as had'|

“No,” ho answered quickly, T 4id | all but lured me to'my death in the
not say that—I did’ mot say that 1

cave. One,tould.go and come from
woald bave bad you marry him, No,

It was not loog befors Dugald waa
back again with spade snd plck He
tore off_ tha shrunken, sun-dried

from the cabin roof, and fell to work.

It was not, after all, a labor of Her
cules.” The cabim was small-and.the’
cheit large. 1 watched with the'pride
of propriétorship the swift ease with
which the Steel-sinewed arms of the
Scot made the czked sand iy, Thed
the spade struck something whickl sent
back a dull metaliie soind grough the
muffiing sand. .

I gave a little shriek of excitément,
Hardly could I have been more thrilled
1t 1 had belleved the chest still to con-
tain the treasure of which it bad beer
ravished. It was filled to its brass
bound 11d with ropiance, i mot!with
gold. X .

At length, kneellng before: it ]
ratsed with an effort the heavy Hd.

“Empty, of course—no more browd
bags. But'oh, Dugald, had ever 3 giff
such a wonderful bride's chest &3 thisl
O-—=0h " - .

“What's wrong?"

“Nothing, only there 1s a erack Ip
the bottom, running all the way alond
where it joins the side.”

“Warped: a bit, T suppose. No mat
ter, it can be easily reyam—mcn
1 say, lassle, look heref™

Under the pressure of Dugald's fio-
gers the foor of the chest was swing:
ing upward on an invisijle hinge. Be
tween It and the true bottom:Was &
space of about three Inches {n depth.
It seeméd to be filled With a layer of
yellowed cotton-wool. .

For a lopg momeht we held our
breath, gazing at each othéf with eyes
which asked the same questiop. Theo
Dugald Mfted @ corner of the aheet of
cotton and plucked it away. -

At once all the hues of the rainbom.
seemed to be fashing und spar¥itng
before us. Rubles were there ke
great drops of the blood that the chest
and its tregsure had wrung-from tbe
hearts of men; sapphires, mirrering
the blue of the trople sky; emerabda
green as the island verdure; pearls,
white aa the milk of the coconuts and
spftiy luminous as the phosphorescent
foar which broke on the beach in the
darkness, -And there were dlamonds
that caught gleams of ell the others’
beanty, and then mocked them with &
matchless splendor. Y

There were nlne heavy bracelets, alt
Jewel-set; twenty-three rings, elght of
them for the hand of 2 man. Some of
these rings contained the finest of the
diamonds, except for threa splendld
upset stones. There were pumbers of
elaborate old-fashloned earrings, two
rope-ltke chalns of gold adormed with
Jewels at Intervals, and several Jews
eled lockets. There was & -solld gold
snuft-box, engraved with ‘a’coat of
arms and ornamented with seventees
fine emeralds.. There were,  besides
the three diamonds, elghty-two unset
stones, among them, wrapped by itselt
n cotton, & ruby of size
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1In the south Paclfie, ‘west t
.gonia, there Is a scj.deert which con- | Bark.
talns 80 tew formd of marine life that, | to moo or whinay.
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quently dle’of hunger
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Heqdilne—"Hermits , Ent Grass and | Headline— Kalser Busts to Gon’
We should rather expect them | - He can bus} for aught we care,
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“Desert™ in Yhe ;0cean.
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— No man ever dled of poison by bury-
bpfore they find Blood will tell, but sometimes we|iog the gall of malice- in own

and luster, And there was 8 sort of
coronet or tiara, sown all over with
clear white briiliants.

Ours? Yes, for, whethef or not there
were an infection of piracy in tha
very air of the {sland, so that to selze
with the high hand, to hold with the
iron grasp, seemed the law of life, We
decided without 2 qualm againat the
surrender of our treasure-trové to ite
technlcal owners, Technical only; for
cone felf that, In essence, all talk of
ownershlp by this man or -that bad
long ago become ldle. Fate had held-
the trehsure Jn fee to give or to with
hold. Senor Gonzales had hed his
chance at the chest, and he had ‘missed
the secret of the hidden hoard, had
left it to lle forgotten under the sand
untll In some troplc storm’ it should
be engulted by the waters of the cove,
More than this, had he not' most gpe
cifically made over to me the Island
Queen and all that 1t contained? Thix
was a title clear epough to satiafy the
most ¢xacting formalist, And we were
pot formallsts, nor inclined in any/
quibbling spirlt to question the de
crees of Fortune, As tredsure-hunt-
ers, we had been her devotees too
lobg. . - . g
~ Bo after all it was not my scornful
skepticism but the bigh faith of Bliss
Higglesby-Browne which was justified
by the event, and the Harding-Browne
expedition .left the island well repald
for its tolls and perils. Plus the.twa
bags of doubloons, which were added
to the spolls, the treasure brooght us
a sum 30 goodly that I dare ot name
it, for fear of the apparition of Senot
Gonzales and the Sants Marinan oavy
looming up to demand restitution.
Like troe comrades, we' divided share
and share alike, And be sure.that ne
ote grudged Cookie the percentage
which each was taxed for his bepefit

And now I come to the purpowe of
this story—for thoogh wall concealed
it hes had one from the begloning. It
is.to let Helen, whoever gnd wherever
she may be, if still of this world, know
of the fate of ‘Peter, and to, tell her
that when she asks for them she 1s to
heve my most chertshed: rellca of tht
island, Peter's journal and the eilver
shoe-buckle which' he found in W

pd of the treasure-cavé and was

g home'to ber. - St

‘Only, she must let me keep Crascm

lense. »

r the beach ‘along the rocks, without
tass, 1 did pot say that” |- climbing the -steep 'p'.h up tha clift
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I
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fuse Ca.lumeit, one trial
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