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CHAPTER XVIiil—Continued.
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“Y have beem close to death so long
that It means lttle to me,” she con-
fessed, "I have yoe, and—well, with
you at my side T can face the worst."

“Dh, we won't give up until we have
©0.," he assured her. “If T had money
it womld be a slmple proposition fo
bribe some guard to pass us through
the lines, but I have spent all that Gen-
eral Botancourt gave me” He
smoothed back Mosa's dark bair and
smiled reassuringly at her. “Well, T'll
manage somehow ; o don't worry your
protty head. Il find the price, If I
Bave to waylay old Don Mario and rob
him. Don't you think I look Hke n
bandit? The very sight of me would
terrify that fat rascal”

“To me you are beauliful” breathed
the girl. Then she lowered her eyes.
“Ia, Ia! How I mpoll you! I have
quite forgotten how to be ladylike, Ten-
bal was right when she ealled me n
bold and forward hussy. Now, then,
please turn your face aside, for T wish
to think, and so long as you look at
ma [ cannot—I make love to you bra-
senly, Seel Now, then, that Is much
better. I shall hold your hand, so.
When I kiss it you may look at me
agnin, for a moment.” Drawing her-
melf closer to O'Rellly, Rosa begnn
thoughtfully : “Before you came I more
thun once was on the polnt of appeal-
Iog to some of my former friends, but
they are all Spanlards and we are no
longer—almpatico, you understand 7

Rosa paused for his answer,

“Perfeclly ; I'm In the same fix. Of
all the people I used to know there
fsn't one but would denounce me If I
made myself known. Now that I've
been fOghting with the insurrectos, I
daren't even go to the American consul
for help—If there Is nn American con-
“l..

Rosa nodded, then continued, hesi-
tntingly: “T had a vivid dream last
ight. Perhaps it was a portent. Who

? It was about that stepmother
mine. You remember how she met
death? I wrote you—"

“Yen, and Exteban also told me."”

“It was he who recovered her body
the wall. One day, while we
in hiding, away up yonder in the

amuri, be showed me an old coln—"

"1 know,” O'Rellly sald quickly. "He
told me the whole story. He thinks

_that doubloon I8 n clue to your father's

but—I ¢enn't put wuch falth in

t. In fact, T didn't belleve until this
moment that thers was a doubloon at
.‘ll-

“Oh, Indeed there was! I saw it.”

There wasa a moment of sllence dur-
ing which the lovers were oblivious to
mll but ench other, then Rosa mur
mured: “How strange! Bometimes
your ayes are blue nnd sometimes gray.
Doos that mean that your love, too,
ean change?”

“Oertainly not. But come, what
about Esteban and that doubloon?"

With an effort the girl brought her-
self back to earth. “Well, It occurred
to me, In the light of that dream last

all—"

wonderful If it were true? Just think,
» cases of Spanish gold, allver
in easks, packages of gems. Oh,
heard ¥mmbel talk about it often
smough.”
"Don't torget those pearls from the
Caribbean, ns large as plums,” Johnny
splled. “T conld never quite awallow
Jat. A pearl the size of a currant
would buy our freedom right now."
After & moment he went on, more seri-
pualy : *I've a notion to look into that
pid well this very afternoon. I—I
flare say I'm foolish, but—somehow
the story doesn't sound so Improbable
it did. Perhaps it Is worth Inves
gating—" He made up his mind
wwiftly, “I—I'm off this very instant.”
When O'Rellly emerged from the hut
bhe found Jacket industriously at work
over a {ragment of grindstone which
he had somewhere unearthed. The boy
looked up at his friend's approach and
held out for Inspection a long, thin file,
which he was slowly shaping ioto a
knife-blade,
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uble rope,
his need for this unusonl  article,
O'Reflly linked arms with the boy nnd
sot out to ¢llmb La Cumbre. When
at Inst they stood In the upused quarry
and Johnnle made known his Intention
to explore the old well, Jacket re-
gurded him with undisguised amaze-
ment.

“What do you expect to find down
thera? the latter inquired.

“To tell you the truth, I don't really
expect to find anything,” the man con-
fensed, “Now that I'm hers, I'm he-
gionning to feel sllly ; nevertheless, I'm
golng to have a look for the hidden
trensure of the Varopas. ™
“Hidden treasure!” From Jacket's
expression It was plaln that he feared
his friend was mildly mad. Even after
O'Rellly had told him something about
old Don Esteban's missing riches, he
woouted the story. He peeped Inqulst-
tively into the dark opening of the
well, then he ghook his head. *“Ca-
ramba! What an idea] Was this old
man ¢razy, (o throw his money away 1™
“He—he hnd more than he knew
what to do with, and he wished to
save It from the Spanlards,” O'Rellly
explained lamely.

“Humph! Nobody ever had maore
money than he wanted.” The boy's dis-
gust at such credulity was plain, “This
well looks just like any other, only
deeper ; you'd better look out that you
don't break your neck llke that™ fool-
fsh old woman, that Donna What's-
Her-Name."

OTellly did Indesd feel that he was
making himself ridiculons; neverthe-
less, he made the rope fast and swung
himself down out of the sunlight, leav-
ing Jacket to stand guard over him.
Perhaps fifteen minutes later he reap-
peared, poanting from his exertlons,
He was wet, sllmy; his clothes were
streaked and stalned with mud,
Jacket began to laugh shrilly at his
appearance,

“Ha! What a big lzard 1s this!
Your beautiful garments are spolled.
And the trensure? Where 18 1t?" The
Ind was delighted. He bent double
with mirth; he slapped his bare legs
and stamped his feet in gleo,

O'Rellly grinned good-naturedly,
und replaced the planks which had
covered the orifice, then hid the rope
In some noarby bushes. On thelr way
back he endured his young friend's
banter absent-mindedly, but as they
neared Asenslo's house he startled
Jacket by saying, “Oan you manage
to find a pickax ora crowbar?'
Jacket's eyes opened ; he stopped In
the middle of the dusty road. “What
dld you see down there, compadre?
Tell me™

“Nothing much. Just enough to
mnke me want to see more. Do you
think you can steal some mort of a
tool for me?

“I can try."

“Please do, And remember, S8y
nothing before Asensio dr his wife
Rosa met O'Rellly just lnside the
door, and at sight of her he uttered
an exclamation of surprise, for durlng
his absence she had removed the stuln

“I'm Golng to Have a Look for the
Hidden Treasure™

from her face and discarded that dis-
figurement which Evangelina had fit-
ted to hér back pricr to thelr depart-
ure from the Pan de Matansas, Bhe
stood before him now, stralght and
sllm and graceful—the Rosa of his
dreams, only very thin, very fragile,
Her poor tatters only eunhanced her
prettiness, so he thought.

“Rosa, dear! Do you think this Is
quite safe? he ventured, doubtfully,

Evangelina, who was bending over
ber husband, stralghtened herself and
came forward with a smile upon her
black face,

“She Is beautiful, eh? Too benutiful
to look at? What did X tell yout"
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Without waiting to explain | O'Iellly's evident surprise and admi.

rition, *“Then T'm not so altogether
changed?' she asked,

“Why, you haven't changed at all,
excopt to grow more beautiful, Evan-
gelina §8 right; you are too beautiful
to look nt, But walt!™ He drew her
uslde and whispered, “T've bheen down
in the well,” Bome tremor In his
volee, gome glint In hi= eyes, caunsed
the girl to selze him eagerly, flercely.
“T may be wrong,” he sald hurriedly ;
“there may be nothing In H—and yet
I snw something”

“What?

“Wooden I)i'l‘lll"lﬂ‘ timbers of some
sort, behind the stone curhing.” It
was plain Rosa did not comprehend,
#0 he hurried on. "At Arst I noticed
nothing unusual, except that the bot-
tom of the well Is nearly dry—Afilled
up, you know, with debris and staff
that has fallen in from the curbing
ahove, then T saw that although the |
well 18 dug through rock, nevertheless |
it 18 entirely curbed up with stones
Juld In mortar. That struck me as
queer,”™
“Yen?"

“I noticed, too, In one place that
there was wood behind—as If timbers
had been placed there to cover the
entrance to a cave. You know this
Coban rock Is full of caverns™
Tosn clusped her hands, she began
to tremble. “You have found It,
O'Rellly. You have!” ghe whispered.
“No, no, I've found nothing yet. But
Tve sent Jacket for a plek or a bar
nnd tonight I'm golog to pull down
those stones and see what Is behind |
them.”

“To night? You must let me go,
too, 1 want to help”

“Very well, But meanwhile you
mustn't let your hopes rise too high,
for there 18 every chance that you will
be disappointed. And don't mention
it to Evangellna. Now, then, I've a
fow pennles left and I'm golbg to buy
some candles”

Roga embraced her lover Impulsive-
ly. “Something tells me It is true!
Something tells me you are golng to
save us all"

Evangelina in the far corner of the
hut muttered to her husband: “Buch
love-birds! They are like parrakeets,
forever klsslng and coolng!"

Jacket returned at dusk, and with
him he brought a rusty three-foot iron
bar, evidently part of a window grat-
ing. The boy was tired, disgusted, and
In a vlle temper, “A plckax! A crow-
bar!" he cursed eloquently, “One might
as well try to steal a cannon out of
San Severino. I'm ready to do any-
thing within reason, but—"

“Why, this will do nicely; it is just
what I want," O'Rellly told him,

*Humph! Tm giad to hear it, for

that rod was nearly the death of me.
I broke my back wrenching at It and
the villain who owned the house—
may & bad lightning split him!—he
ran after me until I nearly explred.
If my new knife had been sharp 1
would have turned and sent him home
with it between his ribs. Tomorrow 1
shall put an edge on it. Belleve me,
I ran untll my lungs burst.”
Little food remalned In the hut,
barely enough for Asensio and the
women, and lnasmuch as O'Rellly had
spent his last centavo for candles he
and Jacket were forced to go hungry
ngain. Late that evenlng, after the
wretched prison quarters had grown
qulet, the three treasure hunters stole
out of thelr hovel and wound up the
hill. In spite of thelr excitement they
went slowly, for none of them had the
strongth to hurry., Fortunately there
were few prowlers within the lines,
hunger having robbed the reconcentra-
dos of the spirit to venture forth, and
in consequence Spanish vigllance had
relaxed; It was now confined to the
far-flung girdle of intrenchments which
encireled the city, 'The trio encoun-
tered no one.

Leaving Jucket on guard at the crest
of the hill, O'Rellly stationed Rosa at
the mouth of the well, then lowered
himself once more inte It. Lighting
his candle, he made a careful exami-
natlon of the place, with the result

riches seemed even less lmprobable
than it had earlier in the day. The
masonry work, he discovered, had been

which spoke of the abundance of slave
Iabor, and time had barely begun to
affect it. Here and there a plece of
the mortar had loosened and come
away, but for the most part It stood
us solid as the stones between which
it was lnld. Shoulder-high to O'Rellly
there appeared to he a section of the
curblng less smoothly fitted than the
rest, and through an lnterstice in this
he detected what secmed to be a damp
wooden beam. At this peint he
brought his lron bar (oto play.

It was not long before he discovered
that his work was cut out for him.
The cement was lke flint and his blunt
makeshift implement was almost wse
less against It.  Ankle-deep In the
muddy water, he patiently pecked und
pounded and chipped, endeavoring to
cularge the crevice so as to use his
bur us a lever. The sweat streamed
from him and he became dismayed o
bis own wenkness, He was forced to
rest frequently.

Rosa hung over the orlfice above, en-

Rosa was to delightful confusion at cournging him, lnquiring cugerly as to

that Esteban's theory of the mlsshml

his progress, During his frequent
breanthing spells he counld discern héer
white face dimly Hlumined by the

ennille Hght from below,

After ho had worked for an hour or
two, be made a report: “It begins to
ook as If there really was a bulkhead
or a door In there.

The girl elapped her hands and
Inughed with delight. “Do hurry, dear ;
I'm dying of suspense.™

O'Rellly groaned: “That fellow, Se-
bnstinn, knew hig business, This ce-

“it Begins to Look as If There Really
Was a Bulkhead.”

ment 18 llke steel, and I'm afraid of
breaking my crowhar."

Roea found a leaf, folded a kiss into
It, and dropped it to him. “That will
give you strength,” she declured.

O'Rellly lost gll count of time after
a while and he was incredulous when
Jacket came to warn him that daylight
was less thun an hour awny. “Why, 1
haven't started!"™ he protested. He
discovered, much to his surprise, that
he was ready to drop from fatigue
and that his hands were torn and blls-
tered ; when he had climbed the rope
to the upper alr he fell exhnusted In
the deep grass. “I—I1'm not myself at
all,” he apologized; “nothing to eat,
you know. But the work wlll go faster
now, for I've made a beginning."

“Do you still think—"Rosa hesitated
to volee the gquestion which trembled
on her lips,

“I'll know for epure tonight,” He
directed Jacket to replace the planks
over the well; then the three of them
atole away.

O'Rellly spent most of that day In
a profound stupor of exhaustion,
while Rosa watched anxiously over
him. Jacket, It seemed, had peacefully
slumbered on picket duty, so he occu-
pled himself by grinding away at his
knife, The lanst scraps of food dis-
appeared that evening.

When night fell and it came time to
return to the top of La OCumbre,
ORellly nsked himself if his strength
would prove sufficient for the task In
hand. He was spiritiess, sore, weak ;
he ached In every bone and muscle,
and It required all his determination
to propel himself up the hill, He won-
dered if ho were wise thus to kacrifice
his waning energies on a hope so for-
lorn a8 this, but by now he had begun
to more than balf belleve in the exist-
ence of the Varonn treasure and he felt
an almost lrresistible curlosity to learn
what secret, If any, was copcealed be-
hind those water-soaked timbers at the
bottom of the well, He reallzed, of
course, that every hour he remalned
here, now that food and money were

| gone, lessened the chinces of escape:
done with a palpstaking thurouuhuvurl

but, on the other hand, he reasoned,
with equal force, that If he had lodeed
gtumbled upon the missing hoard sal-
vation for all of them was assured,
The stake, It seemed to him, was worth
the hazard.

Given tempered tools to work with,
it would have been no great undertak-
ing to tear down that cemented wall of
stones, but armed with nothing except
(his bare hands and that soft iron
| bar, O'Rellly spent nearly the whole
'lnlght ut his task., Long before the
| last rock had ylelded, however, he be-
held that which caused him to turn a
strained face upward to Rosa.

“There's a llttle door, as sure as you
live,” be told her,

The girl was beside herself with ex-
was & fantustic Idea, unevertheless
citement. “Yes? What else? What
more do you gee?

{ *“Nothing. It appears to be made of
| solld timbers, and has two huge hand-
wrought locks"

“Locks! Then we have found it"
Rosa closed her eyes; she swayed mo-
wentarily. “Esteban was right, Locks,

|Indeed! That means eomething
| hide. Oh, If I could only help you!"
| “Heavens! If I only had some
thing—anything, to work with!™ mut.
tered the American as he fell to with
| redoubled energy. He no longer tried
|to conserve his strength, for the
| trensure seeker's lust beset him, Ross
| looked on, wringlng her hands and urg
ing him to greater haste,

RBut the low, thick door was bullt of
some hard, native wood: It was wel
and tough and slippery. O'Reilly's
blows made no Impression upon it, not
upon the heavy hasps and staples with
which It was secured In place, The
Intter were deeply rusgted, to be sure
but they withetood his efforts, and he
wng finally foreed to rest, baffled, en
raged, half hysterieal from weaknes:
and fatlgue,

Daylight was at hand once more, Hul
he refused to give up, and worked og
stubbornly, furlously, until Rosn, In
un agony, besought him to deslst,

Johnnle again collapsed on the gras:
and lay panting while the other twe
replaced the planks.

“Another hofr and I'd have been Into
it,” he declared, husklly,

“You will skill yourself,” Jacket tol¢
him.

Rosa bent over him with shining
eoyes and parted lips. “Yes," sald she
“Be patient. We will come back
O'Rellly, and tonight we shall be rich.'
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Colonel Cobo lit a black cigarette
lenned back In his chalr, and t-xhaz;l
two fleree jets of smoke through his
nostrils. For a full moment he scowled
forblddingly at the sergeant who had
asked to see him.

“What's this you are telllng me?
he inquired finally. :

The sergeant, a mean-faced, low:
browed man, stirred uneasily.

“Tt 18 God's truth. There are spirits
on La Cumbre, and I wish to see the
priest about It."

“Spirits? What kind of spirits?"

The fellow shrugged. *“Evil spirite—
spirits from hell, The men are buying
chnrms."

“Bahl
person,”

“You don't belleve me? Well, 1

didn’t belleve them when they told me
about it, Bu%t I saw with my owr
eyes."”
Cobo leaned forward, mildly aston-
Ished. Of all his villainous troop, this
man was the last one he had credited
with imagination of this sort. “Whal
dld you see?”

“A ghost, my ecolonel, nothing else
La Cumbre 1s no place for an hones!
Christian.”

The colonel burst Into a mocking
laugh. “An honest Christinn! Youl
Of all my vile ruffinns, you are the
vilest. Why, vou're & thief, a liar, and
un assassin! You are lying to me now
Come—the truth for once, before I glvse
you the componte.'

“As God 18 my Judge, I'm telling you
the truth,” proteated the soldler, “Flog
me If you will—rather the componts
thnn mnother night in those trenches
You know that old quinta?”

“Where Pancho Cueto made a goal
of himself? Perfectly. Do you mear
to say that you saw old Esteban Va-
rona walking with his head In his
hands?"

“No, but I saw that she-devll whe
fell in the well and broke her neck.”

“Eh? When did you behoid this—
this marvel?

“Two nights ago, She was there be
gide the well and her face shone
through the night llke a lantern, There
was fire upon it. She came and went,
ke a moth in the lamplight. I tell
you I repented of my sins. Some.of
the men laughed at me when I told
them, as they had laughed at the oth-
ers, But lust night two of the doubt
ers went up there."

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

I took you to be a sensible

Cement From Beet Sugar.

A result of experiments Jn Frenck
factories Is the production of an excel
lent cement ns a by-product of beet
sugar refining. The first step in the
produetion of sugar from beets 1s boll
ing them, It has heretofore been cus
tomary to throw away as valueless the
scum formed on the caldrens. Buat i
has mow been discovered that this
scum eontning large quantities of can
bonnte of Hme, It Is estimated that
4,000 tons of the carbonates can be
recovered from 70,000 tons of beets.
To this quantity of the carbonate 1,100
tons of clny 18 added, the resultant
produet being a good cement. The
best seum s pumped Into large reser
voira and allowed to evaporate for »
certaln length of time before belng
mixed with the clay. It is then stirred
or bgaten for an hour before being fed
into rotary ovens kuch as are used in
making FPortland cement.—The Argo-
naut.

Encore.
Hotel Proprietor—Did yon enjsy the
\cornet pluying in the next room fto
yours last night?

Guest (savagely)~—Enjoy itl ] should
suy not. I spent half the night pound-
ing on the wall to make the idiot stop.

Proprictor—Why, Jones told me thia
morning you applauded every one of
his pleces and he was golng to send
for some more wmusic right away so

that he could play for you ageln.

MOTHERS
10 BE

Should Read Mrs. Monyhan's
Letter Published

Her Permission.

Mitchell, Ind.—* Lydia E&. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound

elped me 8o mu
during the time I
was looking forward
to the coming of my
little one that I am
recommending it to
otherexpectant
ﬁ‘.ﬂ"‘,a: ! i
somedays
W 1 with neu.
ralgia so badly that
I thought I eould
not liv

Com WaS en-
\ tirely relieved of
neuralgia, 1 had

ned in strength
and was able to go
around and do all
my housework. My baby when
months old wei hadlﬁpmndamdltq
better than I have for a long time.
never had medicine me #¢
much "—Mrs, PEARL MONYHAN,
Mitchell, Ind.
Good health during maternity s »
most important factor to both mother
and child, and many lettera have been

received a the Lydia E. Pinkh
Medicine , Lynn, Mass,, telling o
health restored during this tryingvrld
by the use of L E.Ptnkhunl eger
table Com; ~
_ The Proper Spirit.

“Buy a flower, slr?"

The very prosperous looking gentle
man stopped and permitted the very
pretty girl to fusten a cnrnation In
hia buttonhole. Then he handed her
A quarter.

“What 1s this for?' he asked.

“Yon have fed a Belgian baby,"” was
the reply.

“Nonsense,” sald the other, ndding
a £5 blll to his contribution, “you can't
do it. Here, take this, and buy &
regular meal for the buby.”

"

GIRLS! USE LEMONS
FOR SUNBURN, TAN

Try it! Make this lemon lotion }
to whiten your tanned or
freckled skin. [

Squeeze the juice of two lemons in-
to a bottle containing three ounces of
Orchard White, shake well, and you
have a quarter pint of the best freckle,
sunburn and tan lotion, and complex-
fon whitener, at very, very small cost.

Your grocer has the lemons and any
drug store or tollet counter will supply
three ounces of Orchard White for a
few cents, Mnassage this sweetly fra-
grant lotion Into the face, neck, arms
and hands and see how quickly the
freckles, sunburn, windburn and tan
disappear and how eclear, soft and
white the skin becomes. Yesl It lis
harmless.—Adv.

GUARDED AS SACRED THING

Trust, Once Accepted, Must Be Held
Invioclate In the Bottomless
Depths of the Soul.

There ts nothing adds so much to
the strength and power of character
us unflinching loyalty to a sacred trust.
“Not to be trusted!™ What a blow
these words would be if they were true,
of many of those we treasure as

Jewels nmong our friends,

Unlike the secret—of which, when:
only a hint of it appears, It Is quickly
seattered nbroad to tingle the ears of
the curious—the sacred trust is sllently
and safely guarded In the security of
the lips that are sealed, and the pen
that would unfold 18 inkless! It is
lodged where the eyes of the curlons
can never penetrate, nor the mischiev-
ous tongue reveal its mysteries,

Nor is it to be found on the hon-
ored parchment, and with thosa who
are highly pald for trust's protection,
but Is written in Invisible words, and
the bhottomless depths of the soul, Hafe
it Is from the “spite thrower's dagger”
—aafe In thought, where no whisper or
sound can steal (ts sacredness; ever
conveying, ever adding strength and
cournge to the trusted, It Is the only
armor needed to find the worth of
“friend."—W. Stewart Royston.

A Warning,

“My wife-to-he Is an expert at
keeplng house.” “Then take my ad-
vice and don't put It In her name™

Shouts of joy glve the pessimist &
headache,

—
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