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I goese
been going on in town?
w&ﬁm

Ideas
The seem: %0 big and to have
such man! You kuow

a
m:rnl!. Brad, that you've Improved a
a

“1 baven't got a goid watch yet or

any fine clothes, and my dancing

é

't draw a crowd, 1 guess.”
“Don’t be sllly. S8am is a good waltz.
er, and he bhas lmproved In his manners
and In other ways. 1 shouldn’t want
you to settle down into nothing but a
0. I guess I'm like Miss
Tempy. 1 hoped you'd be captaln of
an ocean liner some of these days.”
“Well, 1 don't mean to cramp myself
n size just because 1
in the village. It looks to me like
chance—a good chance—to be my
boss and make something of my-
1 hoped you'd see it that way.”
when 1 get more
Tell me more, pleage.”
had reached the little house,
ng on the gate under the big
tree, Bradley agaln went
the detalls of the new plan. Gus
Interested and asked many ques-
but to both of them the Inter-
was

and girl, whole hearted
confidences seemed to be
Bradley In particular as
turned away after saying “Good
consclousness of a differ-
relation with his old time
een. Bhe was Interested
Is hopes and plans, but
and hopes of her own,
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reasonable sum,
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yet ready to decide.
ke his full week, he said.

2
<s

made up,

Tempy's alr castles into smithereens
in one tremendous erash,

The partnership articles were signed,
Bradley drew his money from the sav-
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was not so much the

called on the cap-
ad seen Caleb Bur-
Lizele could be bought
Captiln
also preparing a long
res showing the cost of
needed to fit her up. They
over an hour, but Bradley
He

the end of the week his mind
He was ready to tdike
the chance that the captain offered.
He told Gus s0, and she agreed that
perhaps he was doing right. He told.
the old malds and so knocked Miss

THE WATOHMAN AND SOUTH

Ingn bank, and thé Lizele changed
bands, The next month was a very
busy one, for they were at work on
the schooner every day refitting and
rigging. One noon of the fourth week
the captain came down to the wharf
with a Boston paper In his hand.

Bradley took the paper and saw on
the page Indicated the words: “Wreck
on the Long Island Band Bars. The
Schooner Thomas Doane Lost Al
Hands Saved.” He glanced over the
article, which briefly stated that the
three masted schooner Thomas Donane,
Burke master, had struck on the shoals
off Long Island and would be a total
loss. The crew, after trying in vain to
save the vessel, had taken to the boats
and reached shore In safety,

“I didn't believe they’d dare do it!"
exclalmed Bradley. “We know, and
they know we know.”

“Who'll tellt asked the captain,
shortly. ‘“Not me, for I was in it as
bad as the rest. Not you, for they
know you and me were thicker'n flles
on. & molasses stopper, No; ’twas
‘Goodby, Busan Jane,' so far as the

{old Doane was concerned, and I've

been expectin’ it. Well, I wasn't at
the funeral, so let's forgit it.”

And apparently Captain Titcomb did
forget it. A good many months were
to pass before Bradley was agaln to
hear his friend mention that subject.

CHAPTER IX,

was a May morning off Se-

tuckit Point. The Point itself

was In the middle distance,

with the lighthouse top shin-

Ing black agalnst the sky and the little
cluster of fishing shanties showing
brown amid the white sand dunes and
green beach grass. The life saving sta-
tion was perched on the highest of the
dunes, and its cupola was almost as
mlem as the lighthouse. The
cloud, apparently of mosqultoes,
bovering over the point was In reality
the flock of mackerel gulls that are al-
ways hunting for d eels on the flat,
Low down across horizon miles be-
yond was smeared the blue and yellow
streak that marked the mainland of

2§

cape, :

the right, only half a mile away,
through the darker water that In-
cated the ship channel, a four mast-
schooner
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r away, was the other
t she had just passed, More schoon-
were following her, strung out in a

line, and others, bound in the op-
rection, were standing inshore
out to sea as they beat up
of the brisk wind. An oc-

i
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steamer or an ocean tug with

a' tow flaunted a dingy streamer of
' ful schopners, '

Along the edge of the channel m{l

‘§ *prinkled amid the blue were patches.

of light green water ‘where the waves
fan ‘higher and broke occaslionally.

~were the shoals—~the “Rasor |

back,” the “Boneyard” and the rest. If
it were possible and fashionable to

with them. Not a winter month that
passgs.but vessels are driven ashore

.| here, aud the wicked tides and winds

scatter their timbers far and wide. The
Setuckit life saving crew have few
restful hours from October to May.

On the edge of one of these shoals, '

Just over iIn deep water, a Ilittle

schooner lay at anchor, rocking and |

plunging incensantly, Her salls were
down, and only one man was aboard.

| Half a mile away, just where the tail
‘of the shoal made out into the chan-

nel, two dorles were meving slowly In
parallel courses, tralling a rope be-
tween them. The schooner was the
Lizzie; the man aboard her was Bar
ney Small, once a stage driver, but
now, forced out of business by the new
raliroad. back ogain at his old trade—
wrecking. Captain Ezra Titcomb was
rowing one dory and Bradley Nicker-

son The other. They were
draggin~." :

The two dories moved slowly down
the edge of the shoal, separated by a
distance of perhaps a hundred yards.
The line between them, welghted with
& lead sinker at ench end, was drag-
ging along tke bottom,

They were dragging for an anchor

“lost by the coasting schooner Mary D.

& month before. She had been caunght
by the tide, and the chain had been let
g0 with a run. One of the hands
aboard—-Rldredge by name—was an
Orham man, and he had had the pres-
ence of mind to take the “ranges”
which information he had sold to Cap-
tain Titcomb for a five dollar bill,

Bradley and the captaln bezan row-
Ing once more, They had gone but a
little way when, slowly Lit surely. the
dorles began to draw nearer to each
other. Bradley, looking over the slde,
saw that the “drag line” no longer
hung straight down, but, tightly
stretched by whatever was holding it
on the bottom, led off diagonally
astern.

They kept on rowing easily, and In
n few minutes the pressure on the line
had brought the dorles side by side.
Then Bradley passed his end of the
rope to his partner, who began haul-
Ing In with care. By this operation
the skipper's dory was soon brought
directly over the spot where lay the
hidden object, Bradley rowed his own
boat alongside.

“Now, then,” sald Captaln Titcomb,
“let's see If she’s got the right com-
plexion.”

He leaned over the side and, taking
one end of the llne in each hand,
pulled them tight and sawed vigorous-
ly back and forth, thus drawing a sec-
tion of the rope again and agaln under
the treasure trove below. Then he pald
out one end of the line and hauled in
the other until this section came to the
surface. It was marked with a dull
red staln—{ron rust,

The smaller end of the “way line,” a

stout rope tapering from one imch to
three Inches in thickness, was spliced
to the “drag llne” and drawn down
and under the supposed anchor until
the latter was looped by It. Then the
“messenger,” an iron shackle or collar
fastened by a bolt or pin, was clamped
about the upper parts of the loop. To
this ‘“‘messenger” was also attached =
small cord, v

The “way line” was drawn tight, and
the heavy “messenger” plunged out of
sight beneath the water. It slid down
to the end of the “way line,” thus hold-
Ing with a tenacious grip the sub-
merged object. They tested with the
“messenger,” pulling it up with the
cord and letting it drop again. It
struck solidly and with the tingle of
metal against metal,

Bradley pulled down the Lizzle. Bar-
ney and he holsted canvas enough to

-glve them steerage way, and the little

vessel ran alongside of the captain’s
dory. Then the ,Topes were rigged
through the block in the, fore rigging,
and Bradley and Barney fitted in the
brakes of the clumsy hand windlass,
while Captain Titcomb stood by the
bulwark,

“H'ist away!” commanded the skip-
per.

The windlass creaked, the cable t'ght-
ened and the blocks groaned as a
heavy welght was lifted from the bot-
tom. A minute or two more and the
captaln signaled to ease up.

“Look at that,” sald Captain Ezra,
pointing. “What do you say to a bell-
buoy frame "

“Why, sure!” Bradley’s tone was a
disgusted one. “Well, we've had our
work for nothing. That framework
lsn't worth anything.”

“'Tain’t the stockin’ that counts al-
ways; it’s what Santa Claus puts'in-
side of It. I have a notion this feller

may be a s'prise package. H'ist
away!”

More of the wet rope came aboa
Captain Ezra chuckled. y

“I guessed pretty nigh that time,” he
muttered. “Now, Brad, come here.”

The iron frame, green with seaweed
and trimmed with kelp and shells,
hung half out of the water. At its
base, just above the battered and
crushed cone that had been the buoy,
a big bronze bell glistened and drip-
ped.

“And I can git $25 for that bell.”
erowed the captain, “which In the pres-

“Get out of the channel, Winfleld.”
ent state of this corporation’s finances

mustn't be considered p widow’s miteé,
Well, this ain’t what 1 was_after, but
it’s none the less welcome, as.the cat
sald when It found the mouse swim-
min’ in the milk pail. Swing her In,
Barney! Now we'll go back and have
another try for the Mary D.'s anchor.”

They had some long talks together
concerning thelr new venture, which
up to date, although they had made
some money, had not given them the
opportunity for a “big job” that they
hoped for.

“Brad,” observed the captain as they

were walking up from the wharf one |.

evening, “are you gittin’ discouraged?

“No, not yet. [ didn't expect any-
thing different this first summer.”

“What do the old malds say "

“Oh, they belleve I'm going to get
rich, of course.”

“Of course. Well, maybe they ain't
any further out In their reck’'nin’ one
way than Simmons and the rest are
the other. What does that little Baker
gir]l have to say about It?’

“Oh, well, she dldn’t quite like it at
first, but the more we talk about it to-
gether the better the plan seems to
her.”

“I presume likely you and she talk
about ft a good deal?” There wasn't
the slightest flavor of sarcasm appar-
ent in this question, so Bradley admit-
ted that he and Gus did have a good
many talks on the subject.

And this statement wasn't an exag-
geration. It had become a regular
thing for the junior partner In the
anchor dragging concern to drop In at
the Baker homestead of an evening
after supper was over and discuss hap-
penings and plans with Gus. The feel-
ing that the girl was not so wholly at
one with him In his hopes and am-
bitions as she used to be had galled
Bradley. He resented her criticisms
of the new venture on the evening
when he first told her of it. Five
years before, he knew, she would have
thought It “splendid” simply because
he thought so. He had come home ex-
pecting to find her unchanged, forget-
ting how much he had changed himself,
and now he determined that he would
compel her to belleve In him and his
work.

Dancing was one of the subjects on
which they dldn't agree. Bradley
considered dancing nonsensical and a
waste of time. Gus, on the other hand,
was very fond of it

“I'd rather saw wood myself,” de-
clared the former one evening.
“There’d be about as much work In it,
and conslderably more fun.”

“But, Brad, I do llke dancing, and
there are dances here once In awhile,
such as.they are, and—well, I wish
you “mn

RON, MARCH 20, 1909,

“I suppose I could manage to pavi-
gate through a quadrille without
wrecking more than half the set, but
a waltz would have me out of sounid-
fogs in no time.”

“Will you try to learn If I teach
you?”

“Think "twill pay for the wear and
tear on your nerves—and the furni-
ture?”’

“T'll risk the nerves, and we need
some new furniture anyway. Come.
we'll begin now. TI'll hum the tune,
and you can imagine that Bennle D.’s
three plece orchestra is playing ‘Aunle
Rooney,” with their own varlations,
and that you're waltzing—well, with
Georgiana Bailey.”

“Great Scott! Let’s Imagine some-
thing pleasant to begin on.
here goes!
Winfield.”
- One exening toward the end of the
monfh Gus sdid to bim: “Brad, if you
were I would you go to the ball on the
evening of ' Decoration day at the

Get out of the channel,

“Humph!”
what hesltating,

"1 supnoses you didn't know. Other-
wise, of cour.e’—

“} should Imve invited my daneing

teacher to o with me. Gus, would
you have liked it if I had Invited
yoa?'

“1 should.”

“Well, then, Miss Bekes, may I have
the ploesure of escorting you to the
grand fandango to be held In the Or-
bam Crystal palace, under the super-
. vislon of his royal swelledness, Mr.
Bolomon Bangs ?’

“You may, sir, Oh, Brad! Of course
I'd rather go with you, because”—

‘“Because what?”

“Because I want to see how my pu-
pil looks dancing with somebody else.”

Gus.was prettier than ever the night
of the ball, She was dressed simply in
. white, but when she came out of the
I dressing room at the hall and took his

" balf a dozen young men followed her
| and that they whispered to each other.
. Gus’ “order” was filled In a few min-
| utes after the first number was over;
| there were more applicants than
dances. Bradley danced a quadrille
' with Clara Hopkins, who was pretty
and jolly, and he enjoyed it thorough-
ly. He labored through a contra dance
| with Georglana Bailey and didn’t en-
Joy it as much, although that effer-
| vescent young lady purred that she
had had a *“perfectly lovely time,” and
| he was “lookin’ so well” and why
didn’t he cfll at the house,
i Miss Baliley's blue sllk gown had an
, lmposing and very troublesome train,
' and she smelt like a perfumer’s shop.
| _Captaln Titcomb came up the stairs.
i He had a dripping umbrella in his
' hand,
“Why, hello!” exclaimed Bradiey. “I
didn’t know you were coming.”
“Hello yourself!” retorted the cap-

| tain. “I didn’t know you was comn’

either, so we're square on that hitcl.
It's blowin’ up a reg’lar snorter out:
| side,” he added.
| “Georgiana’s gayer'n a tin peddler's
cart, ain't she’ continued Titcomb.
| “Cap'n Jabe's the only moultin’ pullet
In that coop.”

e broke off suddenly and was silent
for a minute or more. Bradley asked

him what the matter was.
“er
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|1t can’t be!
All right, |

town hall? I've had two Invitations.” |

arm Bradley noticed that the eyes of |.
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—The Daily Item—

Read by nearly all the city’s entire
population (6 days out of every
week ) is one of the best adver-
‘tising mediums in the State.

Place Your Ad and be
Convinced.

“Quite a crowd here tonight. Who's
the little clipper in the white with blue
pennants in her fore rigzin'—the one
dancin’ with Jonadab Wixon’s sister's
boy 7’

“That's Clara Hopkins.”

“Humph! You don’t say! Jim Hop-

kins' girl, I wouldn’t have known
her.” And the captain subsided once
more.

A’ little while after that, as Bradley
was dancing his Virginila reel with
Gus, he noticed a disturbance among
the crowd of watchers at the door.
He was in the middle of the line at
the time, and “Snuppy” Black stood
next to him.

“Hello!"” exclalmed “Snuppy.” “Why,
By thunder, it is! Sam
Hammond’s come. I didn’t know he
was expected.”

Hammond It wag, and in all the glo-
ry of city clothes and unlimited self
confidence. Whemtthe reel was over, he
came across the floor to where Gus
and Bradley were standing,

“How d'ye do, Gug?" he said, extend-

The answer was some ! ing his hand. “I'm down for a few
| days. Got a vacation that [ wasn't

looking for. Came on tonight's traln
and thought I'd run up here for a little
while, soon as I could get away from
the home folks. I.et me see your order.
Hello, Brad! How are you?’

He was well dressed, still In the
rather conspicuous way, and he had
an easy, masterful air about him that
none of the country fellows had,
though they all envied it. And he was
goodlooking. That couldn't be denied.

The last dance was the lanclers, but
as “Bennle D.” arose to *“call off” he
announced that there would be, by spe-
cial request, an “extra”—a waltz. Brad-
ley bad seen Hammond talking with
the prompter and with Mr. Bangs, and
he knew whose the “special request”
was. Under other circumstances he

- “This waltz belongs to Bradley.”
wouldn’t have cared s0 much for that

waltz, but now he wanted it very
much Indeed.

’noummu-_.[ ' ]

A “Place of Learning.”
Sydney Smith, once nsked why a cer
tain college was called a place of learn-
ing, replied that, although a great
many had been there to get learning,
no one had ever taken learning away;
hence it was appropriately named.
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—THE WATGHMAN AND SOUTHRON—,

The best Semi-Weekly County
newspaper in the State. It reach-
es the buying class among the
farmers of Sumter,
counties,
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