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4 Bemg-a True Account of Certain

Strange and Wonderful Adven-

. tures of Master John Hampdon,
Seaman, and Mistress Lucy
‘Wilberforce, Gentlewoman, {a
the Great Sm}th Seas. :

By CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY

Cowyright. 1972, by Cyrus Townsend Brady

PROLOGUE.

Here’s a tale of the sea an¥'
the treasure isle, of lomg ‘hid
gems and bad men’s gmile, of
perils on land and wamwe webl
met, ’'spife sterm amd me=tiny's
awful threat.

The way of a man with &« maid
is told as they voyage the aeasL
in quest of gold—the man so
brave and the -.aulu tawr. For
her sake nanpghi he will notfdare.

From English fields ¥o seuth

sea shore their path they follqw
while billows wroor, Dmt it isads

them safe to their goal at last,
with their love and their tremes-

are tightly clasped.

CHAPTER L _
Wherein | Bast the Duke Ower the

Dead.

CANNOT say that | was greatly
surprised y Fstumbled acrosa
the body of Sir Geoffrey in the
spinoey, which is.not for a me-

pent meant to coavey the impressiom
that 1 was not shoeked 1| bad espect:
el that Sir Geoffrey would come te
some such sad end; therefore 1 say thae
1 was not surprised. But as { stood
-over him in the gray dawn, leoking
Jown upon him lying so quietly on bis
‘back with the handsome. silver mount-
-ed, ivory handled dueling pistol which
‘had done the damage still clasped in
his right hand I was fascinated with
Dorror.

Sir Geoffrev had ecarefully put his
‘bullet through his heart. It was less |
fdisfiguring and brutal. less hard oa
ithose left behind. less troublésome,
foore gentlemanly. His sword lay an-
derneath him, the dinmond hilt pro-
truding.

I guessed that he was glad enough,
efter all, that the end had come, for
¢here was not that look of palp or
Borror or fear which | have so>often
Seen on the faces of the dead, but his
features were calm and composed. He
bad pnot been dead long. As | bent
over bim 1 noticed that he had some-
thing in his left hand. A pearer look
showed it to.be an envelope. 1 drew
it away and saw that it was addressed
to Mistress Lucy. Thrusting it in the
Pocket of my coat, I rose to my feet.

At that instant I heard steps and
Yoices. Now I had nothing on earth
to fear from anybody. The death of
Bir Geoffrey was .too obviously a sui-
cide for any one .to accuse me even
{f there had been.any reasom on earth
for bringing .me .under‘suspicion. The
letter which 1 carried in my pocket
Addressed to Mistress Lucy would un-
doubtedly explain everything there was
to explain. Something, however, mov-
¢d me to seek concealment. I am a
sallor, as you will find out. and can
&Ct quickly in an emergency by a sort
of instinet. il

Sir Geoffrey lay om the side of the |
Path through the spinney, and beyond
him the coppice thickened. The path
twisted and turned. From the sound
of the footsteps I jmdged that men
Were coming along it. 1 instantly step-
Ped across the body and concedled my-
Self behind a tree trunk im the leafy |
foliage of the undergrowth. 1 could
::] without being seen and hear as

[ did not expect that any of the
fuests of the castle -would make their
&Dpearance at that hour. The foot-
Ateps stopped. Two men, one of whom
had been pointed out to me as Baron |
Luftdon, in-the lead, ollowed by an-.
Other who was strange to me, sudden-
'y appeared. A volce which I recog-

s Luftdon's at once exclaimed |

|

.

In awestruck tones:
“By gad. he's done 1t!
ty affair™ .
*Oh. kxdon't know,” said the second:
"It might be worse!”’

Herg’- n pret-

4 “In ehe thet piace t'hitt.ﬂwor;d..”_ ’
*ThHis?" said rhe man, helding Sir

e

Sadhe  _oa el

¥

1 be asked calmly.

i
e

i

At maTherw we’

Geoffrey's hatfdsoine Wenpon up lght
Iy hy the biade. '

“That.” said 1.

I am accustomed 10 meove quickly
A8 well as to think quickly. and be-
Tore be knew # ‘1 'had it by the hilt
and but that ‘he reledsed the blade in-
stantly 4 wenld bave «ist hix hand a8

i withdvew it. HBe s=wung ponnd and
<lapped his: havd on -hisx own sword. a
fierce onth hrsaking from bis lips. bis
face black as thunder.

“Doen't draw that little spit.” 1 said,
“or | will he under the necessity of

] breaking vour-back.”

i tewered nbove both of them. and
i have no doubt that |
mude good wy ‘boast. The man had
the conruge of bis race and station.
tle faced me undaunted. bis band on
hi= sword Bikt.

“Waeuld vou reb me of wine own?"

1 might do »o. and with jnstice.,” 1
replied. “Yeu bud no hesitation in rob-
bing the Hving or the dead ™

“Zounds!" orled the first man. *Hit

“Wgrse for nim? Great heafenn.: was io fair play: we risked each what

man, he'sidead!™
“Worse.for ns.”

we uad. and Sir Geoffrey lost™
“Yeu: | mee.” | replied. “‘Having paid

“What+d'ye mean? 1 don’t coder- | 'with everything -else. e had to throw

stand.”™
“He might have shot himself w
we pincked -him.” . -
“Oh. | see!™ '

‘Whe two stepped a little nearer. The
‘Sest wpeaker, Lord Luftdon. one of
ithe young-bloods who had been hav-
ing 'high-carouse with Sir Geoffrey for
'the past week.at the castle. bent over
thim. !

“Well.” -continued the drawler nomn-

.chalaently—as for me. | bated them |

both. but:the.fatter speaker the more.
df ;pessible, for.seasons which you will
presently undesstand — “'this relieves
‘e :iu'edtiy.*

“Waat do .yeu mean? After such a
night as ‘we hadte “oive upgi--this is

| enough to unsettled any man.”

“Poah. pooh, man; you're nervous!”

“Well, | don't Emow how it relieves
you. And after ail's said and doue.
Wilberforce was 'a gentleman, a good
player .and a_gallant loser.”

“Exaotly, and be 4ost his all like a
gentleman.”

*And yeu geot it, at least most of it.”

“Patience, ‘my.friend; you had your

“{ don't &now butJd would give it

back to ‘hase poor. okl Geoff with us
omoe again.” said Luftdon, with some
beat _

“That is a perfectly foolish state-
ment, my bmck,” returned the'other
“Somebody was ‘bound to get it Wil
berforce has been going the pace for
years. We happened tosbe in at the
death, that's aid.”

“Well, bew does it rselleve you.
then? Do yeu think .Wilberforce
would have attempted .to get you to
aupport dim?”’ ‘

The drawler laughed. )

“Of course pet. This”"—he pointed
to the dead bedy—*is proof emough of
the spirit that was in him. Baut, of
sourse, | cannot marry the givl now.”

“You can’'t?’

“Certainly not. Her father a bank-
rupt, a suicide”— :
° “But the castle and this park?" .

“Mortgaged up to the hilt. Speak-
ing of hilts”"—he stooped dowm and.
daintily avoiding contact with -&he

corpse, drew _from the scabbard the|

diamond hilted sword—"this belongs %o

me. It's worth taking. You remem-
ber he staked it last night on the last
deal” ' :

“Good God., man,” protested the
first speaker, “don’t take the man's
sword away! Let bim lle with his
weapons like a gentieman.”

“Tut, tot!  You grow scrupulous; it
gseems. We will provide a cheaper

badge of his knighthood, if necessary.” |

“And about the girl?™ -

* "Tis all off.”’ s
““You will have some trouble break-
ing your engagement with ber, 1 am
thinking.” -

“Not 1. To do her justice, the girl
phas the spirit of her father. A whis-

per that 1 am disinclined to the match |

will be sufficient.”

“Aye. but who will give her that
whisper?’ :
. “We will arrange that some way.
Truth to tell, 1 am rather tired of the
minx. She bores me with her high

penniless: and disgraced.  And as for

ber good looks, 'tis & country beauty,

. after allL" | :

“Poor girl!” began Luftdon, whose |

She does not know that she is |

face. though bloated and flushed, still

away his life. | heard what you said.
You wonder how Mistress Wilberforce
ts to learn the sitoatien. You wonder
who is to tell ber. | will”

“That s geed; well thought of.” said
the drawler with amazing assurance.
“1 could net have wisbed it Dbetter.

You are doubtiess seme servant of the '

house’ — :

“{ am oo man's servaot,” | interrupt-
ed in some heat ;

. “Somebody borm om the place who
probably cherisbhes a yokel's humble
admiratien for the lady eof the maoor.

I flushed like a girl at this.
was good at the dissimulation that
goes on in polite society.

“Tell- her. miy man, tell' her,” he

cried, “tell ber that she is a beggar
and her father a suicide and that |
bave all ber property without her. She
can go to your arms. She 1S not wmeet
for the Duke of Arcester.”

SBo this was Arcvester! | bad bheard
of him, as | had of Luftdon. two of
the most debauched, unprincipled
rakes, idlers, fortune bunters, gam-
blers, men about town, in all England
| stepped closer to him apnd struck
bim .with the palm of my band His
sword was out oo the moment., but
before be ceuld make a puss | wreach
ed it from him, broke the blade over
my knee and hurled the two pieces into

the coppice.

“1 ¢an match you with swords,”
said 1. *1 have fought with men, not
popinjays in my day all over the
world, and | know the use of the
weapon, but | would not demean my-
self, being an honest man though no
gentleman, by crossing blades with
such a rufian.”

“By God." cried the man, *“1 will
bave you flung into the mill pond. I
will clap you in jail. [ will”—

“You will do nothing of the sort”™
said 1. *“There is no man on the es-
tate who would not take my part
against yours, especially when I re-
peat what you have said about Mis-
tress Lucy.”

“And who would believe you? que-
ried the duke; whose anger was at a
frightful height v being thus braved

could have |

1

| never |

1
)
|
I
|
'
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|
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{ and the sparkle In her eye.
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“There is Nir Geoffrey’s sword.” saia
Leord Wtdl)ﬂ. who m“nhﬂ WjJ
age, chwtching his own blade as he
spoke and making as if to draw It

“No.” sald I, master of the situation |

anlmaatmbe.-"ﬂimwillppm
‘more fighting over the dead body of
‘Rir GGeoffrey.
can sefttle yonr differences elzewhere”™

"On second thought, there will be no
further settiement.” said Luftdon. re-
guinmg his coolpes8 and thmsnng
back into its scabbhard his balf drawn
blade. “His grace and | are in too

mAany things to make a permunent dif ||

ference hetween Rs possible.”
“1 thought s0,” 1 replied.

“By gad.” langhed Lnftdon, “I like
your spirit. lad! " Whe are you apd
what are you?”

“The late gardener's son.™

“Do they breed sucbh as yon down
‘here in these gurdens?’ ‘

“Ax to that | know npot. my lord.
4 am u sudlor. | bave commanded iy
own =bhip and made my own fortune.
I come Dack here between cruises ve
cause | am devoted to"” — ;

“The woman!” sneered the duke.
And | marveled at the temerity of the
man, seeing that | coeuld have choked
him to death with ene hand.

“Mentieon her name again™ | eried.
“and veu_will He beside your victin:
yonder:™

“Right?™ satd T.iftdon approvingly.

*“1 vame back here because | am fond
of the old place: it s my bome. My
people bave served the Wilberforces
for gemeratiens. Their forbears and
mine le together in the churchyard
around the bill yonder. You can't nn
derstand devetion like that." said |,
turning te the duke, “and it is oot nec
essury that yom should.” ;

“And ind®ed what is necessary for
me, pray?’ he sneered.

“That you leave the place at once.”

"Withoeut speech with my lady ™

“Without speech with any one. There -

is a good Inn at the village. | will
take it upon myself to see that vour
servants pack your mails and follow
you there at once.”

“1 will not be ordered about like
this!" protested the duke.

“Oh, yes. you will.” said Lunftdon.
*“The advice he gives iIs good. We
have pothing more to do here. Don't
be a fool, Arcester. You have geot
everything vou wanted in this game,
and it is only just that yon should pay
a little for it What's your name, my
man?"’

“Never mind what it is.”

“Are you ashamed of it?”

“Hampdon!” L

“Hampdon, you may not be a gentle-
man,” sald Luftdon. “*but by gad yon
are a man, and here is my bhand on it!”

He had played a man’s part so |
clasped it

And so they went down the path,
leaving me not greatly relishing my
trinmph, for I had to tell Mistress
Lucy all that bad happened.

The scariet of my lady’s riding coat.
as she galloped up the tree covered
road attracted my attention. | quick.
ened my pace. and we arrived at the
steps of the bhall at the same instant
She was alone, for she had evidently
chosen to ride unaccompanied.

I stood silent before her with that
curious dumbness | generally experi-
ence when first entering her presence,
while she drew rein sharply. She was
a little thing compared to me—indeed,
small compared even to the average
woman. but in one sense she was the
biggest thing 1 had ever confronted. I
‘'was almost afraid of her! I who fear-
ed nothing else. What she thought of
me was of little moment to ber. 4

It was Mistress Lucy’'s regular habit
to take a moruning gallop every day. It
was that usual custom that caused her
to look so fresh and young and beaun-
tiful, that put the color in her cheek

She nodded carelessly, yet kindly, ‘to
me.
kindness. When she was a little girl
and I had been a great boy we had

played together familiarly. but ‘that |}

was long since over. Then she looked
about for a groom. The steps that led
to the terrace were deserted. Sir Geof:
frey of late had grown slack In the
edministration of affairs on account of
his troubles. and no ome was present.
Mistress Lucy stared at me, frowning.

(Continued next week)

-You apd Lord Lauftdonl

It was her habit, that careless |
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For? F- west Changes nt Cars,
Best Schedules and the Very
Lowest Rates toAll P sints in

the North, South, East and
vwWest, Travel via -, .

SOUTHER

RAILWAY.
South.

For Further Juformation And

Particulars Call On or Writa

J. H. WOOD, D. P, A,,
sheville N. C.

e e Mt Bea . it Cres f S SSEEIL St | SESeMERC.  CERARS EET S omems )

Nolice.

this firm it is necessary -that all
business handled by him be closed
up immediately and we will ask
parties indebted to this company to

arrange their accounts at once. We'

will greatly appreciate the prompt

attention our customers will give

this request.
e SYLVA SUPPLY CO.

"SO0. RY. SCHEDULE

East Bound Train,
No. 20 Lv. Murphy 6:30a. m. Ar. Syl
val10:48 a. m. Ar. Asheville 1:56 p. m,
No. 18 Lv. Murphy 11:80 a. m, Arrive
sviva 3.47 P. M. Ar, Asheyilie 6:56 p. m.

West Bound Train.
Yo 17 L. Asheville 8:80 a. m, Ar, Syl-
’a 1113 a. m. Ar. Murphy 10:56 p. m,
No 19 Lv. Ashville 3:20 p. m. Ar, Syl-
/a 6;11 p. m. Ar, Murphy 10:56 p, m,
W. V. DORSEY\

Local Passenger Agent,

I’ - Wood’s ngh-Gmde Seeds.

Crimson Clover

The King of Soll improvers,
aiso uu‘ln.ts-'ophﬂu tall,

CRIMSON CLOVER will increase
the productiveness of the land more
than twenty times as much as the same
amount spentin commercial fertilizers.

We are headquarters for
Crimson Clover, Alfalfa,
Winter Veich, and all
Farm Seeds, |
about all seeds for i

T. W. WOOD & SONS,

Owing to death of the manager of




