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CHAPTER 1
SPLENDID FORTUNE

“It’s gone! It’s gone!”
“What is gone, Dave?”
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“The treasure, Bob.”

“But it was on board-in the boxes”

“No-those boxes are filled with old iron and lead. We have been tricked,
robbed! After all our trouble, hardship, and peril, I fear that the golden reward
we counted on so grandly has slipped from our grasp.”

It was on the deck of the Swallow, moored in the harbor of a far-away
Pacific Ocean tropical island, that Dave Fearless spoke. He had just rushed up
from the cabin in a great state of excitement.

Below loud, anxious, and angry voices sounded. As one after another of the
officers and sailors appeared on the deck, all of them looked pale and perturbed.

What might be called a terrific, an overwhelming discovery had just been
made by Captain Paul Broadbeam and by Dave’s father, Amos Fearless, the vet-
eran ocean diver.

For two weeks, after a hard battle with the sea and its monsters, after fight-
ing savages and piratical enemies, the beautiful steamer, the Swallow, had plowed
through sun-tipped waves, favored by gentle breezes, homeward-bound.

Every heart on board had been light and happy. Labeled and sealed on the
sandy floor of the ballast room, lay four boxes believed to contain over half a
million dollars in gold coin.

Legally this vast treasure belonged to Amos and Dave Fearless, father and
son. To those who had aided and protected them, however, from Doctor Barrell,
on board the Swallow to make deep-sea soundings and secure specimens of rare
marine monsters for the United States Government, down to Bob Vilett, Dave’s
chosen chum and the ambitious young assistant engineer of the vessel, every soul
on board knew that when they reached San Francisco, the generous ocean diver
and his son would make a most liberal division of the splendid fortune they had
fished up in mid-ocean.

As said, the serenity of these fond hopes was now rudely blasted. Dave,
rushing up on deck quite pale and agitated, had made the announcement that
brought Bob to his feet with a shock.

They were two sturdy boys. The flavor of the briny deep was manifest in
their bronzed faces, their attire, their clear bright eyes, and sinewy muscles. They
had known hardship and peril such as make men resolute and brave. Although
Dave was deeply distressed, determination rather than despair was indicated in
the way in which he took the bad, bad news now being conveyed with lightning
speed, mostly with depressing effect, all through the ship.

Bob Vilett steadied himself against a capstan and stared in silence at his
chum. Dave’s hand grasped the bow rail with an iron grip, as if thereby seeking
to relieve his tense feelings. His eyes were directed away from Bob, away from
the ship, fixedly, almost sternly, scanning the ocean stretch that spread almost
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inimitably towards the west. It seemed as if mentally he was going back over
the long course they had just pursued, never dreaming that they were carrying
a ballast of worthless old junk instead of the royal fortune on which they had
fondly counted.

"Well, all I've got to say,” observed Bob at length, with a great sigh, ”is that
it’s pretty tough.”

"I fancy, responded Dave, in a set, thoughtful way, ”it’s a case of three times
and out. We fished it up—one. We’ve lost it-two. We must find it again—three.
That’s all”

"You’re dreaming!” vociferated Bob. “Say, Dave Fearless, you’re a genius
and a worker, but if you mean that there is the least hope in the world in going
back over a course of over a thousand miles hunting up men with a two weeks’
start of us—desperate men, too—scouring a trackless ocean for fellows who have
to hide, and know how to do it, why, it’s—bosh!”

"Bob Vilett,” said Dave, with set lip and unflinching eye, "we are only boys,
but we have tried to act like men, and Captain Broadbeam respects us for it. We
have his confidence. He is old, not much of a thinker, but brave as a lion and
ready for any honest, logical suggestion. Here’s a dilemma, a big one. You and
I-young, quick, ardent-we must think for him. We have been robbed. We must
catch the thieves. We must recover that treasure. Where’s the best and surest,
and the quickest way to do it? Put on your thinking-cap, Bob, and try and do
some of the hardest brain work of your life”

“Hold on-where are you going?” demanded Bob, as his chum went away
over into a remote corner of the bow and sat down on an isolated water barrel.

But Dave only waved his hand peremptorily, almost irritably, at Bob. His
chum knew that it would be useless to renew the conversation just now. He had
seen Dave in just such a mood on other occasions—it was when affairs were going
wrong and needed straightening out.

”All right,” murmured Bob resignedly, moving over to where some glum-
faced sailors were discussing the disappointment of the hour in a group. ”It won’t
hurt any of us to have Dave Fearless do some of that tall thinking of his. Oh, dear!
All that money gone. And after all we went through to get it!”

Meanwhile Dave Fearless sat posed like a statue. His gaze was fixed beyond
the little inlet where the Swallow was moored, straight across the unbroken ocean
stretch. His thoughts just then, however, were not fixed on the west, but rather
on the east. A vivid panorama of his stirring adventures of the past few months
seemed spread out to his mental eye. They went back to the start of what the
present moment seemed to be the finish.

Dave’s home was at Quanatack, along the coast of Long Island Sound.
There for many years his father had been an expert master diver, and Dave him-
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self, reared beside the sea and loving it, had done service as a lighthouse assistant.

In the first volume of the present series, entitled "The Rival Ocean Divers,” it
was told how they one day learned that they were direct heirs of the Washington
family, who twenty years previous had acquired a fortune of nearly a million
dollars in China. This, all in gold coin, had been shipped in the Happy Hour for
San Francisco. A storm overtook the vessel, which sunk in two miles of water in
mid-ocean with the treasure aboard.

Amos Fearless secured a chart showing the exact location of the wreck.
Unfortunately two distant relatives, a miserly trickster named Lem Hankers and
his worthless son, Bart, learned of the sunken treasure, too. They proceeded to
San Francisco and were joined by a rascally partner named Pete Rackley. The
trio chartered from a wrecking company the Raven, Captain Nesik in command,
and engaged a professional diver named Cal Vixen.

The Fearlesses, learning of this, hastened their plans. An old friend of the
diver, Captain Broadbeam, was just then starting out with the Swallow, to con-
vey a well-known scientist from Washington to mid-ocean. The Swallow was
equipped with the finest diving bells and apparatus for capturing and preserving
rare monsters of the deep. Broadbeam agreed to incidentally assist Amos Fearless
in the search for the sunken treasure.

The rival divers located this at about the same time. Thrilling experiences
followed, terrific battles with submarine monsters, hair-breadth perils on the
ocean bed. The Hankers and their diver after several efforts gave up the quest.
Dave and his father stuck at it until one day they located the hull of the Happy
Hour. Bag after bag of gold they stored in their Costell diving bell, until all the
treasure was conveyed safely to the hold of the Swallow. Then they set sail for
home.

Pete Rackley had managed to secrete himself aboard. He disabled the ma-
chinery of the Swallow. This was the starting-point of a new series of adventures
as related in our second volume, "The Cruise of the Treasure Ship.”

It now became plot and warfare on the part of the disgruntled Hankers
and their friends. The result was that one dark and foggy night the schemers
succeeded in stealing aboard of the Swallow. Captain Broadbeam, Bob Vilett,
Doctor Barrell, and the Fearlesses were put ashore on a lonely island, and the
Raven steamed away with the captured convoy.

A sixth person was also marooned. This was one Pat Stoodles, a whimsical
Irishman, who had been previously rescued by the Swallow from this same island,
where for several years he had been the king of its savage inhabitants.

*The Cruise of the Treasure Ship” has told graphically of the many adven-
tures of the marooned. Stoodles reassumed his kingship temporarily and helped
his friends out of many a sore dilemma. A cyclone and an earthquake drove all
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hands to a neighboring island. Finally Dave and Bob discovered the Swallow,
somewhat dismantled, lying off the coast of the island. They boarded her to find
Mr. Drake, the boatswain, Mike Conners, the cook, and Ben Adams, the engi-
neer, handcuffed in the cabin. These men had refused to navigate the Swallow
for Captain Nesik. They told how the cyclone had parted the two vessels and the
Swallow had been driven to her present isolated moorings. They told also of the
four boxes into which they had seen the Hankers place the sunken treasure.

For a second time, believing their enemies and the Raven lost in the storm,
the Fearless party started homeward. Incidentally they had enabled a worthy
young fellow named Henry Dale to earn a large sum by towing with them a lost
derelict ship. This they had turned over to an ocean liner they met. Then, the
Swallowneeding some repairs, they had headed for Minotaur Island, their present
port of moorage.

This island had originally belonged to the government of Chili. Just now,
however, it was claimed by Peru, and was also in a certain state of rebellion. The
governor was a miserly and tricky individual, and had demanded a large sum
from Captain Broadbeam before he would let him moor the Swallow.

He sent out as pilot a wretched, drunken fellow, who ran the Swallow into
an obscure creek where she struck some obstacle, tearing a hole in her hull.

Thus disabled, Captain Broadbeam found it necessary to shift the various
articles in the hold. The four sealed boxes were removed, and Amos Fearless
naturally suggested that they take a look at their golden fortune.

Ten minutes later the startling discovery was made which has been
recorded in the opening lines of the present chapter-

The great Washington fortune was not, as had all along been supposed,
aboard of the Swallow.

CHAPTER II
FOUL PLAY

Captain Paul Broadbeam came up on deck, his face red as a peony, his brow dark
as a thundercloud.

He was manifestly irritated. In his great foghorn bass voice he gave out
a dozen quick orders. His evident intention was to break up the little groups
discussing the happening of the hour.
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at Mercury Island a week previous. "No mutinous confabs allowed here. If you
expected something never promised, that’s your lookout. Those that can’t be
satisfied with plain square wages can take their kits ashore”

Amos Fearless had followed the captain from the cabin. The veteran ocean
diver looked greatly disappointed and distressed. He made out Dave and went
over to where he sat.

"Well, my son,” he said, disturbing Dave’s deep reverie by placing a trem-
bling hand on his shoulder, "this is a bad piece of news.”

*Yes, father,” replied Dave gravely.

"We’ve been big fools,” continued Amos Fearless, with a sigh and a dejected
shake of his head. "Might better have kept to our sure pay back at Quanatack. We
are only humble folk, Dave, and should have been satisfied with our lot. Might
have known million-dollar fortunes don’t come falling on such as we, except in
story-books.”

“Wrong, father!” said Dave sharply. "I don’t look at it that way at all. We
are the legal Washington heirs, and had a right to expect what was our due. It
was a clear-cut, honest piece of business”

“Well, it’s turned out worse than nothing for us”

”I don’t see that, either,” observed Dave. "We went at the matter right. We
located the sunken treasure. Someone has stolen it. Surely, father, you don’t
mean to tell me that you will fold your hands meekly and make no effort to
recover the fortune we have worked so hard for? Why, father,” declared Dave,
with spirit, “all we may have to go through can’t begin to be as difficult and
dangerous as what we have already accomplished. It looks simple and plain to
me—our duty”

"Does it now?” murmured the old diver in a thoughtful way.

”Yes. Someone stole that treasure, and of course it was the Hankers and
Captain Nesik and that crew of rascals. Well, father, they can’t spend it on a
desert island in mid-ocean, can they?”

“Why, I suppose not,” said the diver.

“Certainly not. They will try to get back to civilization. Now I have been
thinking out the whole matter. Mr. Drake, our boatswain, saw the Hankers make
a great show of putting the gold into the four wooden boxes. Now we find out
that this was just a pretense to deceive the crew of the Raven. Later, of course,
they secretly removed it. To where, father? To the Raven? If so, they ran into
a bad predicament. From what the Island Windjammers told Pat Stoodles the
last they saw of the Raven she was scudding along in the cyclone, completely
disabled. If she stranded, of course they hurried out the treasure before she sank.
Then it is hidden somewhere among those islands where we had our hard fight
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for existence. The survivors are either waiting there hoping some ship will stray
their way, or they fixed up the Raven and are making for the South American
coast.”

*That’s a pretty long talk, but a sensible one, Dave,” said the old diver,
brightening up a good deal. ”Go ahead, my son-supposing all this?”

*Yes, father,” said Dave, "supposing all this.”

"Well, what then?”

“Why, the next thing is to prove I am right or partly right. We must go
back to the Windjammers’ Island and hunt for a trace of the Raven. Stoodles can
make his old subjects, the natives, tell what they know. If we find that the Raven
was not wrecked and has made for the South American coast, then we must put
right after them”

“Dave, you give me a good deal of courage,” said Amos Fearless—"you make
me ashamed of my despair. I'm old, though, you see, and this is a big disappoint-
ment.”

“Don’t you fret, father. I feel certain that prompt work will soon put us on
the track of the treasure”

T'll speak to Captain Broadbeam right away,” said the old diver, and Dave
was pleased to see how nimbly his father started off, encouraged and hopeful
from the little talk he had given him.

Bob Vilett had been watching Dave all this time. The young diver did not
sit meditating any longer. He had thought out what had to be done. Now he
must decide how to do it. He paced up and down with smart steps. Bob started
to rejoin him. There was an interruption.

A man half-dressed, one boot on and carrying the other in his hand, came
banging up the cabin steps.

“Bad cess to it! Begorra! Who tuk it-who tuk it?” he shouted.

This was Pat Stoodles. He seemed to have just awakened and to have
learned of the astounding discovery of the hour. Making out Dave, who was
a great favorite with him, Stoodles sprinted with his long limbs across the deck.

“Wirra, now, me broth of a boy, tell me it’s false!” implored Pat.

”If you mean that we’ve got four boxes of junk aboard instead of gold,” said
Dave, “unfortunately it’s true.”

“Acushla! luk at that now,” groaned Stoodles, throwing up his hands in
sheer dismay. "And I was to have had a thousand dollars”

“More than that, Mr. Stoodles,” answered Dave. "You have been one of our
good loyal friends, and my father has often planned starting you in a nice paying
business, had we reached San Francisco with the treasure”

“Hear that, now!” cried Stoodles. "Didn’t I write that same thing to my
brother in New York? Didn’t I tell him I'd be home, loaded down with gold? I
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sent the letter from Mercury Island. And now I must write him again, telling
him it was all a poor foolish old fellow’s dream. All 've got is my losht dignity
as king of the Windjammers”

Poor Stoodles tore his sparse hair and looked the picture of gloom and
discontent.

“T'll write to my brother at once,” he resumed. "Have you a postage stamp
to spare, Dave?”

*They use the Chilian stamps here, I believe,” replied Dave. *You will have
to go to the town to get one, Mr. Stoodles.”

”I can accommodate you,” spoke a brisk, pleasant voice promptly.

All hands turned sharply to view the speaker. Dave, in some surprise, saw
a bronzed bright-faced young man coming up a rope ladder swung over the side
of the Swallow.

Dave had never seen him before. The newcomer had rowed up the creek
in a skiff. Looking down into this, Dave saw an artist’s sketching outfit, also a
camera.

“Excuse me,” said this newcomer, ”if I am intruding here. I am a traveling
artist out for health and views. Thought I'd take a picture of your ship, if you
don’t object”

"Not in the least,” answered Dave courteously, although the request came
at a time when his thoughts were absorbed with more important matters.

"And again,” said the young fellow, "I wanted to see some home faces and
hear home voices. My name is Adair. I live in Vermont. By the way, though,”
he continued to Stoodles, taking out a wallet, "you asked for a postage stamp, I
believe?”

The speaker ran over the compartments in the wallet. A stray gust of wind
caught a little paper fragment it held, blew it up into the air, and Stoodles caught
it just as it was being carried over the rail into the water.

’Good,” said Adair gratefully. "I wouldn’t like to lose that, I can tell you.”

”A postage stamp, too, isn’t it?” asked Stoodles, looking at it.

"Yes,” nodded Adair, “and a pretty valuable one. You see it is canceled and
ragged. That don’t matter. For all that, the little scrap of paper is worth over two
hundred dollars”

”You don’t tell me!” gasped Stoodles, staring at the stamp vaguely.

“That’s right,” insisted Adair. "Here’s an island stamp,” he added, extending
one to Pat. "No, don’t bother making change for that trifle. Want to see it?”
continued the young man, extending the canceled stamp to Dave.

"I used to have quite a collection myself at home,” explained Dave, glancing
with interest at the canceled stamp. "Morania? I never heard of that”

”No, a short and solemn history, that of Morania,” said Adair. "It was one
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of the South Sea islands with a population of about one thousand natives. Some
shrewd Yankee got their king to establish a post office, so he could sell the govern-
ment a stamp-printing outfit. There wasn’t much business, but one day Morania
without any warning was swept to destruction by a tidal wave. Very few letters
had ever been sent out. Of course the few stamps to be had became immensely
valuable. I have managed to pick up four of them in my travels. I value them at
one thousand dollars.”

"Why—-" said Dave, with a sudden start, and glanced at Stoodles queerly.
Whatever the artist’s story had suggested, however, Dave did not have time to
explain. Captain Broadbeam came storming by like a mad lion.

“There’s foul work here,” he roared—"foul work all around. First that stupid,
drunken pilot runs us afoul of a snag and stove a hole in our bottom. Now that
rascally governor sends word asking a small fortune for the timber and truck
and men to mend up the Swallow. All right. Pipe the crew, bosun. We’ll have
to overhaul the keel ourselves and do the best mending we can. Then I'm out of
these latitudes mighty quick, I can tell you!”

“Don’t he know?” inquired Adair, stepping closer to Dave’s side and speak-
ing confidentially.

“Know what?” inquired Dave, in some surprise.

“Why, that the snag he ran into, or rather the snag the pilot ran him into,
was a sunken brig that everybody on the island has known for years blocked the
creek bottom.”

”Is that so?” said Dave.

”As I get it from the talk of the natives here, yes,” said Adair.

"Did the pilot know it was there?” asked Dave.

”Could he miss knowing it?” demanded Adair. “Truth is, I came down here
with a sort of fellow-feeling in my mind for you people. The governor here and
his friends bleed every American they get hold of. They are a precious set of
thieves, and when I heard of your predicament I wondered what new mischief
they were up to”

“Then,” said Dave, in a startled way, "you mean to insinuate that the pilot
ran the Swallow into her present fix purposely?”

”I do,” nodded Adair.

"Why?” demanded Dave, with a quick catch of excitement in his voice-
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“why did he do it?”

CHAPTER III
MR. SCHMITT-SCHMITT

”Yes,” cried Bob Vilett impulsively. "Why did the pilot try to wreck the Swallow?”

The young engineer had been an interested listener to the conversation
that had passed between Dave and Adair. The latter shrugged his shoulders.

“Sheer natural meanness and hatred of foreigners,” he said, “or they mean
to delay you”

“Why should they delay us?” protested Dave.

”To bleed you. The longer you stay here the more they will get out of
you. They overcharge for everything, make you pay, and fine you, and make you
trouble on every little technicality of the law that wretched governor can dig up”

“Why, that’s abominable!” declared Bob.

”You see, the island here is in a squabble between Chili and Peru,” explained
the artist. "The governor has set up an independent dictatorship. He knows it
can’t continue, so he is hurrying to make all the money he can out of his position
while it lasts”

”It looks as if you have given us some pretty straight information,” said
Dave seriously. ”I must tell Captain Broadbeam. No,” Dave checked himself. *T’ll
wait till I am sure of what you suspect, and look a little deeper into this matter”

“There’s a group I'd like to take,” interrupted Adair, glancing with an artist’s
fine interest at the sailors of the Swallow getting some tackle out to keel the ship.

He seized a boathook and, leaning over the side, caught its end in his cam-
era outfit lying in the skiff below.

“There are some island views, if you would like to look them over,” he ob-
served, unstrapping a square portfolio from the camera rack.

Adair set up his portable tripod and focussed the group amidships. Dave
turned over the photographs in the portfolio.

"You’ll find a pretty good picture of that rascally pilot,” said Adair. *Third
one, I think”

"T've got it,” nodded Dave, "and-say

So violent was this ejaculation that Adair was startled into snapping the
camera shutter before he was quite ready.

1
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”You’ve spoiled my picture for me,” he said, but not at all crossly. "Why,
my friend, what’s struck you?”

Dave was wrought up all out of the common. Generally cool and level-
headed, his nerves seemed to have suddenly gone to pieces.

He had dropped the portfolio, and Bob was scrambling to preserve its scat-
tered contents. Dave himself held a single photograph in one hand; with the
other he was pulling Adair by the arm. He drew the surprised artist out of direct
range of the others.

“Look here,” he said, with difficulty steadying his trembling voice, “this
picture?”

*Yes,” nodded Adair, with a casual glance at the photograph-"our friend,
the pilot”

“There is no trouble recognizing him,” said Dave. ”It’s the other fellow in
the picture,  mean.”

”Oh, do you know him?”

”I think I do,” answered Dave, in a suppressed but intense tone.

“Likely. He’s been haunting the harbors here for several days. I happened
to see the two sitting on that bench in front of the pilot’s shanty, and took a shot”

Dave, looking worried and hopeful, in doubt and suspicious, by turns, kept
scanning the photograph.

“Who is the man, anyhow?” he asked, placing his finger on the pilot’s com-
panion.

’Schmitt-Schmitt, he calls himself-from the Dutch West Indies, he says.

“He calls himself that, does he?” said Dave thoughtfully, “and he is a Dutch-
man?”

“All T know is that he got onto the island here somehow-I believe from a
tramp steamer a few days ago. He’s close up to the governor and the pilot. Every
craft that touches here, he visits its captain and wants to charter the ship.

“He wants to charter a ship,” repeated Dave-"what for?”

"Mysterious cruise. He has discovered an island full of diamonds, or a
mountain of gold, or some such thing,” replied Adair. "He makes fabulous of-
fers to any captain who will take a thirty-day cruise on the speculation. When
he turns out all promises and no ready cash, of course the captains laugh at him.
Been to you to join in his speculation, eh?”

”No,” said Dave emphatically. "He knows too much to try it! Mr. Adair,” he
continued, warmly grasping the artist’s hand, “you have done us a service you
little dream of”

’Glad of that,” responded Adair, with a hearty smile.

’I don’t know how to thank you. May I have this picture for a day or two?”

“Keep it-I've got the negative. Time to go, I fancy,” added Adair, as the
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crew crowded with the repair tackle in their direction.

Dave saw the artist safely into the skiff, waved his hand in adieu, and went
in search of his father.

Amos Fearless sat in the cabin, immersed in deep thought.

“What is the captain going to do, father?” asked Dave.

“He’s all worked up, and I hardly know how to take him,” replied Mr. Fear-
less. "His only idea for the present is to get away from Minotaur Island; he says
they’re a set of conscienceless plunderers.”

“He is right in that,” declared Dave. "Did you suggest to him anything about
searching for the stolen gold?”

I did, Dave”

"What did he say?” eagerly asked Dave.

“He shook his head gloomily, said he would like to help us out, but accord-
ing to his contract with the owners of the Swallow, he was due in San Francisco.
You see, this cruise was taken by him under direction of Doctor Barrell. The doc-
tor having accomplished his mission, there is nothing for him to do but to get the
government collection of curiosities home as soon as possible.”

Dave looked somewhat cast down at this unfavorable report. Of course,
without the Swallow at their service it was useless to think further of the stolen
treasure.

“Well, father,” he said, after a long, thoughtful spell, *just let things rest as
they are for the present. Only I wish you would warn Captain Broadbeam to
keep close watch over the Swallow and to allow no strangers aboard.”

"Why,” exclaimed the old diver, "is there danger?”

”In the air and all around us,” declared Dave. ”I don’t want to alarm you,
father, and I don’t want to say anything further until I have gone up to the town
here”

’Going ashore?” murmured his father, in an uneasy tone. [ wouldn’t, Dave,
if things are not safe”

”Oh, they will be safe for me, as I shall take Mr. Stoodles and Bob Vilett
along with me. When I come back, father, I think I shall have discovered some-
thing that will put Captain Broadbeam on his mettle and open the way for one
more effort to find the fortune we have been robbed of”

Dave went to the deck again. He sought out Stoodles and Bob in turn and
told them he wished them to go to the town with him. Of the trio the young
engineer only was under ship discipline. He reported to the boatswain and was
soon ready to join the others.

They rowed down the creek to the ocean in a small yawl, rounded the coast,
and landed about half a mile from the town.

“T'll just drop my letter to my friends in New York while I'm in town,” ob-
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served Pat.

’I wouldn’t do that if I were you, Mr. Stoodles,” advised Dave.

“Eh, why not, lad?” asked Pat.

“Just a few steps further and I will tell you,” answered Dave.

He led his companions to a spot where there were some low rocks and
motioned them to be seated.

”No one can overhear us at this lonely spot, that is sure,” said Dave. "Now
then, my friends, I want to have a serious confidential talk with you”

Bob looked curious and Stoodles important.

“Captain Broadbeam is worried and undecided,” went on Dave, "my father
is slightly discouraged, the crew sullen and discontented over losing that treasure.
If no one stirs up something, as we must do-then things will drop, and we will
go back home poorer than when we started out. Now, I don’t give up so easily”

”Good boy!” nodded Stoodles approvingly.

”I shall make an effort to trace our stolen fortune if I have to do it all alone
in a canoe”

“If we only knew where it was,” said Bob Vilett. *That’s the trouble, you see,
Dave. It may be thousands of miles away. It may be adrift on the ocean. It may
be halfway to China, or divided up and squandered by that miserable Hankers
crowd.”

”No,” said Dave, with emphasis. "I have pretty good evidence in my pos-
session that the treasure is safe and sound on the Windjammers’ Island.”

CHAPTER IV
A PAIR OF SCHEMERS

*The treasure is on the Windjammers’ Island!” exclaimed Bob Vilett.

”Yes,” nodded Dave confidently, "I have every reason to think so”

"Begorra!” cried the Irishman excitedly. ’On my paternal dominions? On
the principalities of King Patrick Stoodles? A horse, my kingdom for a-no, I mane
a ship. Lad, if the goold those Hankers stole is anywhere among my subjects,
we’ll have it back, mind me!”

“Well, let me explain,” said Dave, "and then hear what you have to say. We
three have shared too many perils and secrets together, to need to be told that all
I tell now is in strict confidence until we get ready to act”
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*Spoke like a lawyer,” commented Stoodles.

“Like a friend, you mean,” corrected Bob. "Leave it to smart Dave to work
a way out of a dilemma. I'm interested and excited, Dave”

"Well, first and foremost,” continued Dave, "do you recognize that picture,
Bob?”

Dave handed out the photograph that Adair had given him on the Swallow.

“Why, sure,” answered Bob promptly. ”It’s a picture of that rascally pilot”

”No, no—I mean the other figure in the photograph.”

”Oh-oh!” said Bob slowly, studying it. "N-no,” he continued, quite as
slowly. ”Yes-no. H'm! One minute the face looks familiar, the next it looks
strange. I can’t fix it, although it seems as if I've seen that man before.”

”You have,” declared Dave. "Here, Mr. Stoodles, you take a try”

”Yes, there’s the pilot,” announced Stoodles. "The other is the ould pawn-
broker that was on the Raven”

Dave’s face grew eager and bright with satisfaction.

’Good for you,” he said. "I knew I was right. Yes, that is the man the Han-
kers picked up at San Francisco-a pawnbroker named Gerstein. He furnished
some of the money to fit out their ship for the expedition. Well, my friends,
Gerstein, under the false name of Schmitt-Schmitt, is now on this island.”

“Then the Raven crowd escaped!” exclaimed Bob.

I don’t know that,” answered Dave. "I do know that Schmitt-Schmitt ap-
peared here a few days ago. He has been trying to engage a ship to go after a
fortune he says he can find. Of course it’s our treasure.”

"The spalpane! Of coorse it is!” cried Stoodles excitedly.

"My theory,” went on Dave, ”is that the Raven was terribly disabled or lost
in the cyclone. I am also pretty sure that the treasure was saved. Perhaps it was
already hidden somewhere on land. At all events, Schmitt-Schmitt was in the
secret, either as the partner and emissary of others of the Raven crowd or on his
own account. He managed to get a small boat afloat, was taken up by a liner, and
landed here. Now his whole time is given, as I said, to finding a ship that will go
after a fortune, as he terms it, on shares.”

"Your theory is raisonable, your theory is right,” insisted Stoodles.

’Schmitt-Schmitt,” proceeded Dave, “made friends with the governor here.
He seems to be staying at the pilot’s house. When the Swallow was sighted he at
once reasoned it out that we had discovered the real contents of those four boxes,
that we might be bound straight back for the Windjammers’ Island. He induced
the pilot to run us onto the sunken brig in the creek.”

"Dave, I believe you’ve got this matter just right,” said Bob thoughtfully.

”If that is true,” continued Dave, “they will do all they can to delay us. Who
knows but what this rascally governor and his crew may intend to take the Swal-
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low away from us and furnish Schmitt-Schmitt with the very means he wants to
go after the treasure, with no chance of being followed?”

“Dave, have you told Captain Broadbeam about all this?” inquired Bob anx-
iously.

I haven’t had the chance. I learned what I have told you only in the past
hour,” responded Dave. ”As soon as we return to the Swallow, though, I shall
warn him. [ had a purpose in coming ashore.”

“Are we to help you, Dave?” asked Bob.

”All hands must help. I want to locate the pilot’s house, I want to be sure
that this Schmitt-Schmitt is really there and that he is the same fellow we knew
as Gerstein on the Raven”

"That’s easy,” declared Stoodles. “The picture gives us a hint as to the
house”

“We will separate so as to excite no notice or suspicions,” directed Dave.
Let each one of us find out all he can, and report at this spot in three hours”

“In three hours be it,” nodded Stoodles, looking very businesslike.

“All right,” assented Bob, taking another good look at the picture of the
pilot’s house.

Dave allowed his two friends to select their own course. Then, when they
were out of sight, he took an independent route.

He surmised that the pilot would probably live near the water’s edge. In
this he found his calculations correct, and an hour’s search brought some results.

“That is the house,” spoke Dave finally, peering from a clump of thick high
bushes. "Yes, there is the very bench the pilot and Schmitt-Schmitt sat on when
Mr. Adair took their picture”

Before Dave lay a ground plot of considerable extent and fairly smothered
in luxurious vegetation, sloping down to the beach. In its center was a lone hut,
open and rambling, and having a broad porch that ran clear around it.

It was a typical tropical habitation of the poorer class. No one seemed stir-
ring about the place except far back in the rear. Here there was a thick plantation
of high resinous bushes. One man was feeding these into a rude grinding mill
operated by a big lazy mule treading in a circle.

Dave stood quietly in his place of concealment for fully half an hour. The
man drove his mule away. The place seemed now entirely deserted. However,
just as Dave was about to leave the spot someone came out on the front porch.

“It’s the man. Yes, sure, it is Gerstein—Schmitt-Schmitt!” said Dave.

Schmitt-Schmitt was dressed in a thin linen suit. He carried a large but
light wicker valise. This he set down beside a bench, looked at his watch, then
in the direction of the town, and stretched himself out lazily in a hammock.

“Looks as if he was going away,” mused Dave, critically analyzing all the
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movements of the person he was spying on. “Looks too as if he was expecting
and waiting for somebody-probably the pilot”

Dave thought out the situation and its possibilities for about five minutes.
He decided to go back to the yawl. Then he realized that he would be considerably
interested in hearing what the pilot and his guest might say when they met.

Schmitt-Schmitt lay with his back to Dave. On this account, and because
of the shelter of many shrubs and bushes, Dave found it no task at all to cover
the space unnoticed between his present hiding-place and the porch.

Its floor was nearly two feet from the ground. Dave crawled way back
under this open space, got pretty nearly under the hammock, and lay on his back.
The porch boards were badly warped and splintered, and he could look right up
at the hammock and its occupant.

At the end of about ten minutes Dave heard footsteps coming up the grav-
eled walk. He turned his eyes sideways and was gratified to recognize the pilot.

"Whew, this is hot!” ejaculated the owner of the place, stamping heavily
across the porch and throwing himself into a chair near the hammock, in which
Schmitt-Schmitt now arose to a sitting posture. Then the speaker glanced in the
direction of the plantation where Dave had noticed the treadmill.

”Ah,” continued the pilot, with an angry scowl. *That lazy rascal has ceased
making the frew-frew? I will cut him half a day’s pay”

*Yes, it is hot,” answered his guest. Each of the precious twain had a lan-
guage of his own, so they compromised on very broken English.

“What you done?” asked Schmitt-Schmitt. The pilot chuckled and grinned
from ear to ear.

I have undone,” he said gleefully. "Have I not? But the governor went too
far. He charged them prices for repairing the Swallow the captain wouldn’t stand,
and he is doing his own repairing.”

“He is?” cried Schmitt-Schmitt, in a tone of alarm. "He is quick, smart. He
will be off in twenty-four hours”

"Not at all,” declared the pilot calmly. *You wish him delayed? Delay it shall
be, along delay. Delay after delay. Only—-my pay must come. The governor’s too.
We are exceeding the law for you”

“Both of you shall be rich-rich! As soon as I get my fortune,” promised
Schmitt-Schmitt recklessly. "Have you found out for me yet-do they think they
have the treasure aboard the Swallow?”

“They have just found out differently, my spies tell me,” said the pilot.

“Then they will go right back to search for it,” declared Schmitt-Schmitt. ”I
know them-plucky fellows, all. They must be stopped.”

“Fear not. As1told you,” interrupted the pilot calmly, “that end of it is easy.
I hope your getting the treasure is as simple.”
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”Get these fellows out of the way, get me a ship, and I will show you,” said
Schmitt-Schmitt eagerly.

”One thing at a time, then,” Dave heard the pilot say next in order. "See,
my friend”

”A brush, a little bottle of paint?” inquired Schmitt-Schmitt.

Dave wriggled and twisted his neck to get a focus on these two articles,
which the pilot held up. Then the pilot leaned over and said something to his
companion in so low a tone that Dave could not catch its import.

“Capital, capital, oh, that is just famous!” gloated Schmitt-Schmitt. ”You
have found the man to experiment on?”

“He will be here to-night”

’And after the stuff is on?”

“Bah-a sponge and some turpentine, and the patient recovers”

”Good, good!” said Schmitt-Schmitt. ”Yes, that will indeed delay the Swal-
low. Now, listen, my friend: I must not run the risk of being seen by any of the
Swallow people”

”No, indeed.”

It would at once give them their cue-my escape from the Windjammers’
Island. I have packed my valise, I will disappear for a few days.”

“Excellent. You will go at once?”

”I think so. You will remember! A blue light, I am sick or in danger. A red
light, I need provisions.”

”Signal any time from ten to twelve. I will be on the watch. If you say so I
will start up the launch at once and take you to your destination.”

"H’'m,” mused Dave, as double footsteps sounded the length of the porch.
“Some new mysterious trick to delay the Swallow? Schmitt-Schmitt going away
somewhere? This is too interesting to miss.”

Dave crept out from under the porch. He dodged in among some bushes.
Peering thence he saw Schmitt-Schmitt leading the way towards the beach, the
pilot carrying his wicker satchel.

Dave did not venture to follow them direct. He lined the *frew-frew” plan-
tation, and at a clearing in it near the treadmill cut across it.

From the grinding-mill a rude wooden trough extended. This was full of a
sticky resinous mass, and the ground all round was spattered with the glutinous
substance.

“Frew-frew must be a sort of gum or oil they make from those stalks yon-
der;” decided Dave. "The mischief! it’s worse than fly paper”

Dave’s shoes stuck to broad leaves and lifted them bodily as he walked;
they became tangled in vines which raised about him like ropes. He made an
effort to get out of the direct zone of stickiness.
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Dave leaped over the edge of a board where the wooden trough ran in
among tangled vines and plants.

”Oh, yes!” he gasped. In an instant, as his feet struck a soft, giving mass,
Dave knew he was in danger. Unconsciously he had landed in the center of an
immense cistern—the storage receptacle for the frew-frew product.

He tried to reach its edge but was held fast. He struggled to release his
limbs but was pulled back and dragged down.

Dave sank in five seconds to the neck. His chin went under. As he started
to yell his mouth was submerged. With a last dip eyesight was shut out and Dave
sank under the sticky mass entirely submerged.

CHAPTER V
DOCTOR BARRELL’S "ACCIDENT”

“Begorra!”

That was the first expressive word that Dave Fearless heard as he realized
that he had been suddenly saved from death by suffocation.

His eyes, mouth, ears, and nostrils were oozing with the sticky stuff in
which he had taken so dangerous a bath. The top of his head seemed coming off.
Dave felt as if he had been scalped.

Dave was lying on the grass and Stoodles was working over him, digging
and dabbling with a handkerchief to get the youth’s eyes and mouth clear of the
glutinous “frew-frew”

”Sorra a bit too soon was I,” said Pat, as Dave blinked and groaned. "I've a
lock of your hair for a keepsake, lad! I saw you go into that threacherous pit, I
threw a plank across, I grasped your topknot. It was loike taking a drowned cat
out of glue. Sit up, if you can’t stand up. If you let that stuff harden once, you’ll
be stiff as a statoo”

Dave tried to arise. He dragged grass, dirt, vines, and weeds up with him.
By this time he could breathe and see. Stoodles got a stick and scraped off from
his clothes as much as he could of the adhesive mass that coated Dave.

“Come on, lad,” directed Stoodles, grasping an arm of his tottering compan-
ion. "It’s a brickdust bath in soft soap you’ll be needing. Acushla! but I stick to
you like a brother”

Dave’s feet gathered up everything they came in contact with. Then, every
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time he brushed a bit of foliage, the frew-frew took off leaves, and he began to
look green and picturesque.

"Where is Bob Vilett?” he asked.

I dunno,” answered Stoodles. ”I do know it was lucky I saw you thrailing
the pilot and that rascally pawnbroker. If T hadn’t you’d have been a goner, Dave
Fearless”

”I guess I should,” responded Dave, with a shudder, and then a grateful look
at this eccentric but loyal friend. "Where have those two gone-did you notice,
Mr. Stoodles?”

“Only that they set off seaward in a little launch”

“Get me to the Swallow, I have a lot to tell Captain Broadbeam now.

They lined the beach. A good many craft of various kinds were visible in
the opening. All of them were too far distant to enable Dave to make out which
one might contain the pilot and Schmitt-Schmitt.

When they got to the place of rendezvous where they had left the ship’s
yawl, Bob Vilett was discovered lying on the sand.

“Wandered off on a wrong trail,” he reported; "wasted time and thought I
was due here. Dave, what have you been into!”

“Frew-frew, I believe they call it, Bob.”

“Phew-phew I'd call it,” remarked Pat. "Up with the jibboom and across the
briny, Bob. If we don’t get our friend Fearless into hot water and soap soon, we’ll
have to chip off his coat of mail with chisels”

When they reached the Swallow they found the steamer the center of vast
bustle and industry. Captain Broadbeam had keeled the craft and gangs of men
were working inside and outside to repair the breaks in the hull.

The cabins and forecastle were accessible, but Mike Conners had temporar-
ily removed cooking headquarters to a tent at the side of the creek. Stoodles
sought out Mr. Drake, the boatswain, and explained Dave’s dilemma. They
rigged up a canvas bathroom on shore and supplied it with brushes, two tubs
of boiling suds, and plenty of soap.

It took Dave over an hour to get off the worst of the villainous frew-frew.
His hair was the hardest to clean. Finally he emerged, fresh and tingling in every
nerve from the vigorous bath.

They had supper ashore and hammocks were rigged up under the trees.
Captain Broadbeam set a guard about camp and ship. About half the crew decided
to quit and he paid them off. They and curious visitors from the town were
warned to keep away from the Swallow.

About dusk Captain Broadbeam had given out all necessary orders for the
night.

"Well, lad,” he said, coming up to Dave and placing his hand on the youth’s
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shoulder in his usually friendly way, I understand you have something impor-
tant to tell me”

”Yes, considerable,” answered Dave.

All right. The others interested must hear it, too. We’ll hold a council of
war in my cabin.”

Dave’s father, Doctor Barrell, Stoodles, and Bob Vilett were invited to ac-
company the captain and Dave to the Swallow. The six of them soon found them-
selves seated in the captain’s cabin. It slanted slightly from the present awkward
position of the ship, but they managed to adjust the stools and settees comfort-
ably.

"Now then, lad,” spoke Captain Broadbeam to Dave, my old friend here,
your father, has intimated to me that you have discovered some things of general
interest to all of us”

”I think I have,” said Dave.

“Then fire away, my hearty”

Dave began his story with a narration of the visit to the Swallow of the
young artist Adair. He followed this up with his discovery of Schmitt-Schmitt,
and his overhearing of the conversation between that worthy and the treacherous
native pilot.

Captain Broadbeam was interested from the first; when it became apparent
from Dave’s clear, logical story that the stolen treasure was still somewhere in the
vicinity of the Windjammers’ Island, the old tar’s eyes glistened and he looked
eager and excited. Then, as Dave told of the evident existence of a plot to delay,
possibly destroy, the Swallow, Captain Broadbeam sprang to his feet.

"Delay me, will they?” he shouted, growing red of face and blazing with
anger. “Why, the miserable scum! if they so much as hang around here I'll fill
them with a charge of pepper and salt. If I catch them up to any tricks aboard,
I'll swing them from the yardarm.”

The doughty old mariner paced the cabin in a fine rage. When he had
subsided Dave approached the subject nearest his thoughts.

“Captain,” he began, "from what I have told don’t you really think my the-
ories are right as to the treasure being hidden?”

”I do, lad, I'll admit that,” growled the captain.

”And that this fellow Schmitt-Schmitt is an emissary of the Hankers and
the Raven, looking for a ship to go after the treasure?”

“Mebbe, lad, mebbe.”

“Then what is the matter with hurrying up your repairs and getting back
to the Windjammers’ Island before Schmitt-Schmitt? Don’t you see, captain, we
are bound to locate the Raven crew, if they are there?”

Captain Broadbeam sank to a stool, bent his head, and groaned.
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“Lad,” he said, "I know what you want to do and what I'd like to do. It can’t
be done-no, no.”

“Captain,” interrupted Amos Fearless, in an eager, quivering tone, "we are
old friends—-"

"Belay there!” roared the veteran tar, springing to his feet and waving his
ponderous arms like windmills. "Would ye tempt a man from his duty who has
never yet over-stepped discipline? That duty is plain, Amos Fearless. This here
Swallow was sent out to collect curiosities for the United States Government.
Those curiosities are duly collected. Incidentally I helped you fellows all I could
on the side. Now it’s San Francisco. Them’s my sailing orders. There’s my duty”

”Ochone!” groaned Pat Stoodles, "and phwat of the foine treasure?”

“I'm out of this hornets’ nest here the minute the Swallow is seaworthy,”
announced Broadbeam. "The minute I land at San Francisco and get my clear-
ance, I'll hark back to the Windjammers with you if I have to put all my savings
into chartering a ship specially”

”It will be too late then, captain,” murmured Dave, in a dejected tone.

Sorry,” said the commander of the Swallow. I am responsible to the own-
ers. Why, friends, if I should step outside of my duty I am personally liable to a
fine that would make me a ruined man and a pauper”

Dave gave a queer start at this, a quick color came into his cheek, a quick
flicker into his eyes. He gazed at Stoodles in an eager, speculative way.

“One moment, captain, please,” he said, arising and beckoning Stoodles to
follow him from the cabin, ”I have just thought of something important. I hope
you will not decide finally on this matter until I have had a word in private with
Mr. Stoodles”

Surely not, lad,” nodded the captain, but in some wonder regarding this
peculiar move on the part of the young fellow he had grown to like greatly.

Silence fell over the little coterie in the cabin then. They could hear the low
hum of voices outside; Dave talking rapidly and earnestly, and such violent ejac-
ulations from Stoodles now and then as "Begorra!” "Luk at that now!” "Bedad!”
and the like.

When Dave came back into the cabin he was calm and collected, but Stoo-
dles squirmed about with a wise, important look on his moonlike face.

“Captain Broadbeam,” said Dave, ”I have just consulted with Mr. Stoodles
on a matter covering his ability to raise a certain sum of money.”

The captain of the Swallow grinned. It was so ridiculous to think of Stoodles
ever earning or saving a penny that he could not well help it.

*Yes,” announced Pat gravely, by my royal authority as king of the Wind-
jammers’ Island”

“Nonsense,” muttered Captain Broadbeam.
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”You will take my word for it, captain, won’t you?” insinuated Dave, in
his smooth, convincing way. I can say to you positively that if you will land
Mr. Stoodles among his former subjects for a single hour, and later safely at San
Francisco, he will be prepared to pay you five thousand dollars to meet any fines
the owners of the Swallow may assess you for going back there.”

"Why, Dave,” began Mr. Fearless in wonderment-but Bob Vilett inter-
rupted.

”If Dave says five thousand dollars, he means five thousand dollars.”

“Remarkable!” commented Doctor Barrell, surveying Dave in astonishment
through his eyeglasses close-set.

Captain Broadbeam was impressed. He studied Dave and Stoodles specu-
latively.

“How can you possibly get that sum of money?” he demanded.

“We can,” declared Dave positively, “can’t we, Mr. Stoodles?”

"Begorra! and ten if we nade it!” cried Pat enthusiastically. “Oh, the broth
of a boy! It takes my friend Dave Fearless for brains”

”Of course it is a secret,” said Dave.

A deadly saycret-I mane a close one,” declared Stoodles. I never knew
how rich I was till the lad told me just now”

”Oh, pshaw!” exclaimed Captain Broadbeam, dismissing the matter with a
worried motion of his hand. "Money can’t count in this case. My duty is plain! I
was ordered to sail for the home port as soon as the government collection was
made. Doctor Barrell reported a month ago that he had finished that collection”

“H’m, just so,” observed Doctor Barrell, ’but, my dear sir-ha, a thought. A
moment, Captain Broadbeam, just a moment”

*Thunder!” whistled Bob Vilett amazedly in his chum’s ear. "What does
that mean now?”

Dave shook his head in silent wonderment. Doctor Barrell had winked at
them in a quizzical, encouraging way that was mightily suggestive.

To have the high-class old scientist so far forget his dignity was a most
remarkable thing.

They heard Doctor Barrell stumbling about in the aft cabin where he had
stored some of the curiosities he had gathered for the government.

Suddenly there was a loud bump followed by a great clash. The next minute
the doctor burst into the captain’s cabin holding aloft two cracked and broken
specimens of starfish.

“Captain,” he cried—"bad accident! The collection is incomplete. See, Cap-
tain Broadbeam, the only specimens of the Mercuria stellaticus we had, destroyed,
case tipped over”

The commander of the Swallow bestowed a searching look on the speaker,
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but was silent. “They are to be found only at the Windjammers’ Island,” went
on Doctor Barrell. ”Oh, dear, dear! This will, I fear, necessitate a return to the
island”

”Oh, will it?” snorted the captain sarcastically. ”So, you’re in the plot, too,
to lure me from my duty, hey, you old conspirator? Well, you mutinous old
humbug, after breaking your mercurian stellians purposely, you’ll not get me to
go a single knot back on the west course till you sign a paper officially ordering
me to do so as a necessity of the expedition”

"Pen and ink—quick,” chuckled Doctor Barrell. “Captain,” he added pathet-
ically, indicating their sturdy, loyal companions with a kindly affectionate wave
of his hand, "their hearts are set on that stolen treasure, rightly too. They are our
true, good friends. Honestly, won’t you be glad to help them try and find it?”

“Shiver my timbers, but you're a set of conspiring mutineers!” roared the
captain doughtily, but the fierce words were spoken with a secret chuckle.

CHAPTER VI
THE PILOT’S PLOT

“Hurrah!” shouted Bob Vilett, tossing his cap up in the air.

“Don’t crow too quickly, Bob,” warned Dave Fearless. "We’re not out of the
woods yet”

”And don’t you croak,” retorted the sprightly young engineer of the Swal-
low. ”Captain Broadbeam says that by this time to-morrow we will be on our
way to the Windjammers’ Island”

*Yes,” nodded Dave significantly, “provided they let us start.”

“Eh, who?” demanded Bob.

*The governor here and the pilot, Schmitt-Schmitt, the whole crowd, who
I am persuaded are in league to delay us”

”Oh, nonsense,” cried Bob airily. "What right have they to interfere with
our business?”

“What right had they to wreck the Swallow?” inquired Dave pertinently.
I don’t say they will dare to try to make us any further trouble, but they have
planned to, that I know, and every one of us must keep our eyes wide open until
we leave Minotaur Island far to the rear”

For all Dave’s misgivings, however, he was a happy, hopeful boy. It had
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been settled that they should return to the Windjammers’ Island to secure dupli-
cates of the Mercuria stellaticus which Doctor Barrell had disposed of by accident.

*The royal old trump!” Bob Vilett had enthused. Good-by to that treasure
if the doctor hadn’t acted so promptly. But I say, Dave, what was that bluff you
and Stoodles worked up about five thousand dollars?”

“No bluff at all, as you call it,” declared Dave seriously. A hint from that
artist Adair gave me a fine suggestion. Stoodles can easily make five, ten, yes,
maybe twenty thousand dollars if he has a chance to once more, even for a single
hour, regain his position as king of the Windjammers”

"If I didn’t know you so well, Dave Fearless,” said Bob gravely, "I'd say you
was romancing.”

“Wait till you see the reality, Bob,” advised Dave, with a confident smile.
"By the way, about this same secret of Stoodles’-I must make some purchases in
the town to-day”

Just after noon, in pursuance with this suggestion, Dave was rowed to the
town by the boatswain and two others of the crew of the Swallow.

When he returned he carried two heavy boxes, storing them safely under
lock and key in the purser’s own closet.

The inquisitive Bob tried to pump Stoodles, but it was of no avail. Pat
looked crafty and wise, and only muttered some remarks about his royal prerog-
ative and the like.

By sundown the Swallow had been completely repaired. She was righted
and cleaned up, and everything put in order for a run to Mercury Island. Captain
Broadbeam decided to provision up there. He was uneasy every minute he dallied
among the tricky inhabitants of Minotaur Island.

They were short-handed as to a crew, on account of the desertions of the
day previous. Several natives had applied for work, but the captain was distrust-
ful of them as spies.

The second mate had several times gone to the main harbor port in search
of English sailors, but there chanced to be none unemployed just then. He did
manage, however, to pick up one recruit. This was a sickly-looking white man
who called himself Tompkins. He was quiet and industrious, and wanted to go
as far as Mercury Island, he said to the captain, who entered him regularly on
the crew’s list.

There had been a great ado that afternoon over maps, charts, and other
details pertaining to a long cruise. Captain Broadbeam had engaged Dave in
conversation several times about his discoveries and theories.

Both the captain and Amos Fearless now believed that Dave had reasoned
out matters concerning the stolen treasure just as they existed in fact.

They could not hope to gain any specific information from Schmitt-
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Schmitt, even if they learned where he was now keeping himself in seclusion.

”No,” Captain Broadbeam had concluded, *we won’t stir up affairs any fur-
ther hereabouts. We will let the people here believe that we are going home to
the United States. Schmitt-Schmitt never dreams that we know of his living here.
His suspicions will be allayed. We shall leave a clear field and probably get to the
Windjammers’ Island before he even finds a ship to go in search of the treasure”

The camp on shore was now broken up and its temporary equipment
moved back to the Swallow. The work on the steamer was all in shipshape or-
der by supper time. The men had labored diligently, and the captain ordered an
extra-fine meal.

It was an hour of typical comfort. A brisk breeze had cooled the air, the sky
was bright and clear, the surroundings picturesque and beautiful.

Some of the sailors were singing a jaunty rollicking sea ditty. Dave and
Bob paced the after-deck full of their plans for the prospective voyage to begin
on the morrow.

*This is certainly life as she is on the ocean wave,” declared Bob enthusias-
tically.

”I love the smell of the brine, Bob,” said Dave. ”I was born breathing it, and
now the seafaring life seems to be a regular business proposition with me.

“Good business, if you recover all that money,” observed Bob.

“Look there, Bob,” spoke Dave suddenly.

His companion turned. Facing the coast end of the creek a gruesome-
looking craft with black funnels, and odd and awkward of shape, was hovering
about the mouth of the little inlet.

“Hello,” exclaimed Bob, “that’s the government ironclad. What’s she doing
here?”

*Yes,” nodded Dave, taking up a telescope and looking through it, “that’s
the Chili, the governor’s special warship, sure. They say she’s a poor apology of
a craft. Bought her second-hand from some English shipyard. They are putting
off a yawl”

“Going to visit us?” inquired Bob.

”It looks that way”

"More trouble?” insinuated Bob.

“More meddling and spying, more like,” said Dave.

Both boys watched a natty, well-manned yawl come spinning up the creek
towards the Swallow.

The Chilian colors adorned the bow, indicating an official visit. A man in
military dress directed the boat. Beside him sat another of the governor’s aides
in semi-official uniform.

Dave called Captain Broadbeam, and all hands on board the Swallow were
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now interested in the approaching yawl.

”Colonel José Silverado, from his excellency the governor,” announced the
officer in charge of the yawl as he neared the side of the steamer.

”Coming aboard?” asked Broadbeam, in his blunt, gruff way.

”On duty, yes,” responded the officer, very politely, but with a covert grin.
”The governor’s physician-Dr. Monterey,” added the officer, indicating his com-
panion.

Captain Broadbeam bowed brusquely, and with surly and suspicious mien
awaited the further pleasure of the governor’s envoy.

The officer glanced keenly all about the ship. Then he took a card from his
pocket and scanned it.

”Sorry to trouble you, captain,” he said, "but we have reason to believe that
you have a refugee aboard your ship.

”A refugee?” repeated Broadbeam, with a start. "Who is he?”

”Man named Tompkins.”

“Why, yes,” admitted the captain, "we have a new man here by that name”

"Will you kindly summon him? We have business with him. That is the
man, doctor?” inquired the officer, as the sickly-looking fellow employed by the
Swallow that morning slipped out from among the crew at a call from Captain
Broadbeam.

”Ah, yes,” nodded the governor’s physician, eying Tompkins critically. "My
man, you are making us a whole heap of trouble, it seems.”

Tompkins looked confused and ill at ease, gazing surlily at the deck.

"What’s the matter with him?” demanded the captain.

“Suspect,” announced the officer quickly. "Came in on a fruit boat a few
days ago. Boat infected, and this man and the others put in quarantine. He got
away. Look him over, doctor”

Monterey stepped up to Tompkins. He examined his pulse and his tongue
and tapped him on the chest. Then he said tersely:

”Strip”

Tompkins pulled off his shirt. As his naked back came into view several of
the crew curiously regarding the scene uttered quick, startled exclamations.

Across the chest, shoulders, and arms of the suspect, the refugee, were
half-a-hundred purple-black blotches.

Spotted fever,” said the governor’s physician, stepping back as if his task
was done and over with.

“Tut! tut! Too bad,” observed Silverado. "Captain, I regret to say that this
is a quarantine case.”

“Eh? Oh, just so,” responded Broadbeam. "Well, take him to the pesthouse,
then”
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The officer shook his head slowly.

“Gone too far for that,” he said. "He has probably infected the others. Let
no man leave the ship,” he called out loudly to some of the crew who were moving
away in the haste of fright. "I declare this ship in a state of quarantine,” pursued
Silverado, in a tone of command, producing a document bearing an official red
seal. "We will send you a yellow flag, captain, and you will remain here subject
to official orders”

“Quarantined?” cried the captain, bristling up. And for spotted fever? See
here, colonel, we have a skilled physician on board. We will move out to sea at
once and take our own risk on this matter”

“Impossible,” dissented Silverado, smiling sweetly, but with the latent mal-
ice of triumph in his undertone. "Law of the nations-no right to imperil the
general safety. No, within two weeks we will give you clearance if no new cases
break out. Meantime—-"

The officer coolly affixed the sealed document in his hand to the mainmast.

Captain Broadbeam wriggled, fumed, groaned. He was too thorough a sea-
man to mistake his predicament. His brow grew dark and threatening.

“Bob, quick, come here”

With a violent jerk Dave Fearless pulled his startled chum to one side.

"Quick as you can,” he spoke rapidly, “rush to the purser. Tell him to in-
stantly send me up a rag that has been well saturated in turpentine”

“Why, Dave—-"

“No questions, no delay,” ordered Dave peremptorily.

Bob shot away on his mission, Dave set his teeth, breathing hard. In a flash
a sinister suspicion had arisen in his mind. Like lightning memory flew back
to the overheard interview on the porch of the native pilot between that crafty
individual and the tricky Schmitt-Schmitt.

“He said he could delay the Swallow, he hinted at spots, some paint, at
washing them off,” mused Dave. "Good for you. Hold on.”

Dave snatched the rag soaked with turpentine from Bob Vilett’s hands.
He ran forward now to where his friends were depressedly watching Tompkins
arranging his shirt to replace it.

Dave made a dash at the man. He held him firmly by one shoulder. With
his free hand he slapped the rag briskly over his bare flesh to and fro.

Dave’s eyes sparkled immediately with the intensest satisfaction. One by
one the dark spots on the back of Tompkins began to disappear.

“Captain Broadbeam,” cried Dave, pulling the squirming Tompkins around
into full view, a paint-trick. This man has got no more spotted fever than I have
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myself”

CHAPTER VII
THE MYSTERIOUS JAR

Dave Fearless had saved the day. The young ocean diver knew this the moment
he glanced at the faces of those about him.

The wretch Tompkins shrank and cowered in a guilty manner. The
squeamish crew looked relieved. The governor’s physician and his military com-
panion affected a profound astonishment, but secretly were overwhelmed with
confusion and chagrin.

Captain Broadbeam’s eyes opened wide in amazement at the first. Then as
he guessed it out that a plot against him had been attempted they blazed with
wrath.

“Put that man in irons,” he roared out.

“Pardon, captain,” interrupted Silverado, stepping forward, "we will do that.
There is some grave mistake here”

“Mistake?” shouted Broadbeam. *Villainy, a conspiracy. Why—-"

*The governor will investigate this matter thoroughly,” said Silverado.

Dave had glided to the captain’s side. In a quick undertone he advised
him to smother his wrath for policy’s sake. They allowed their visitors to hustle
Tompkins into their boat. To the last Silverado wore a suave mask of forced
politeness.

”You vile scum,” broke out Broadbeam, shaking his fist after the departing
yawl. ”It’s hard to keep the bit between my teeth and say nothing when I know
that all hands from the governor down are in this dirty plot”

The old salt bestowed an approving look on Dave and hustled to the fore-
castle, calling the crew around him.

"Dave, how did you ever come to think of it?” marveled Bob Vilett.

"Why, it was simple—putting two and two together. I remembered the pi-
lot’s talk about paint,” replied Dave. "Hear that! Captain Broadbeam is on his
mettle”

Both boys listened to the sonorous voice of the commander of the Swallow.
He was greatly aroused. They heard him give orders to have the entire armament
of the Swallow put in active commission. A stand of rifles was to be set ready for
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use. To Mr. Drake was delegated the task of furbishing up two old brass ten-
pounders from the hold.

”We sail to-morrow, announced the captain. "Look out for tricks to-night.
These villains won’t let us go without meddling further if they can help it. My
men, I ask you all to stand by me if there’s a scrimmage, and there will be one if
those fellows try to block my way”

Dave came in for a good deal of attention from the captain, Doctor Barrell,
and his father, when affairs had quieted down somewhat. They all realized that
his good memory and shrewd forethought had saved them a vexatious delay and
no end of further trouble from the treacherous governor and his cohorts.

I will be glad when we get clear of the island to-morrow,” said Dave, as
Bob turned in for the night.

It had been a busy, exciting day, and Dave was glad to have a few moments
to himself to think over affairs in general.

He stretched himself on a heap of canvas in the shadow of the rear cabin,
overlooking the creek and the beautiful moonlit expanse stretching out beyond
it.

Dave mused, dozed, woke up, and stretched himself. He heard the night-
watch laughing and talking in low tones amidships.

”I'll join them, listen to one or two of their wild yarns, and then turn in for
the night myself;” he decided.

Half-arising, however, Dave came to a rigid pose. He stared hard beyond
the rail and down into the still waters of the creek.

Everything was so calm and still that the least sound or movement was
vividly distinct to ear and eye.

Dave’s eye had detected a ripple in the quiet waters. Then momentarily a
human head had protruded into view.

It bobbed down under water again. It came up ten feet nearer to the Swal-
low. It disappeared once more, and this seemed to carry it past the watcher’s
direct range of vision.

“Someone, and up to something,” declared Dave to himself. "Hark, now.”

He bent his ear keenly. A soft drip-drip sounded just beyond the rail. Then
a black hand glistening with water clutched the rail itself.

Slowly, cautiously the body of a dusky native, attired only in swimming
garb, came into view. This was the person Dave had detected swimming under
water.

Straddling the rail, the intruder crouched, looking all about the deck. Then
he lifted both feet over onto the planking.

Dave now noticed that the man carried under one arm quite a bulky pack-
age done up in black oilskin.
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The intruder glanced sharply at the forecastle. Just abutting it was a box-
like section into which all kinds of odds and ends of canvas and ropes were bun-
dled. Its door was half-ajar. Dave saw the stranger glide to this, thrust his pack-
age inside, glide back to the rail, slip over it, and drop into the water.

A minute later the ripples in the creek showed where the fellow was making
his retreat under water. His head came up to the surface once or twice. Then he
arose at a distance down the stream and disappeared among the dense shrubbery
lining the creek.

"More mischief,” instantly decided Dave Fearless.

Dave made a rush for the forecastle cubby hole. He pulled its door wide
open and groped about. His fingers closed about a dripping object there.

“Hard and heavy,” said Dave. "Wrapped in the oilskin to protect it. What
can it be?”

Dave arose to his feet. Suddenly a thrill passed through his frame.

“Put here for a purpose,” he thought. “Can it be an explosive!”

Internally Dave became immensely excited. Coolly, however, though car-
rying the dubious object as though it were an egg, he proceeded to the ship’s rail
nearest the shore.

Dave set the object gently on the rail, climbed over, took it up again, and,
holding it above his head in one hand, dropped into the water.

The splash, slight as it was, aroused the watch. Two men came hurrying
to the rail.

“Hold on, there,” challenged one of them.

”It’s only me—Dave Fearless,” came the retort promptly, “cooling off-a little
swim, that’s all”

”You pick a fine time for it”

Dave laughed. He liked water, and swam with one hand, came ashore, and
went past its fringe of brush to a clearing.

“Now then,” said Dave, with a great sigh of relief, at a safe distance from
the ship, "burst, if you want to!”

Dave had set the object he carried down on the ground. He stepped back a
few feet and surveyed it suspiciously.

”A bomb?” he questioned himself. "How am I going to find out? Perhaps
it’s some infernal machine loaded with phosphorus. Then those villains intended
to burn the Swallow. Certainly this means some black mischief”

Dave roamed about till he found a stout long reed. Then he began to poke
at the object he had brought from the ship. He finally managed to remove its
oilskin covering.

”It’s a jar, a stone jar,” he said, queer and foreign-looking, like we get snuff
or preserved ginger in. Labeled, too, and seals across the top. It don’t look very
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dangerous, for all the sinister way it came aboard.”

Dave did not belie his name. He dallied with the situation no longer and
now took up the jar fearlessly.

Its label resembled the covering used on a package of firecrackers. The seal
was of tin-foil stamped with similar characters in red.

“Chinese, that’s sure,” thought Dave. "Shall Irisk it?” he questioned himself,
his fingers surrounding the jar cover.

Dave snapped the seal and removed the cover. A layer of tissue paper
showed. He pulled this out. A dense stench was emitted by the jar. He poked his
finger down into the contents. They were solid and sticky.

"Why,” said Dave, a good deal puzzled, sniffing vigorously, "it’s opium.”

CHAPTER VIII
OUTWITTING AN ENEMY

Dave Fearless stood looking over the queer jar and its contents very thoughtfully.

"Well,” he declared at length, “this is a puzzle”

Under ordinary circumstances Dave might have supposed that some sailor
addicted to the use of opium had hired some emissary to smuggle some of the
drug aboard ship.

This, however, did not look rational in the present case. In the first place
the contents of the jar represented over a year’s pay of the average sailor. In the
next place it was too easy to get it aboard by ordinary methods to occasion all
this mystery.

Of course Dave at once decided that the placing of the opium in the fore-
castle cubby-hole was part and parcel of the same plot that had nearly wrecked
the Swallow, that later just that day had developed the unsuccessful attempt at
quarantining the steamer.

“What’s the motive in this latest trick?” mused Dave. Aha!” he exclaimed
suddenly, “have I guessed it right?”

A quick suspicion, a prompt suggestion came to Dave’s mind. He was
speedy to act.

I think I've struck the clew;” he said-"I think I'm acting right in this matter”

Dave, carrying the jar with him, wandered about till he found a decayed
tree stump. He emptied the opium into a hole in the wood and covered it over



XXXV

with bark.

Dave scraped the jar and made a little ball of the leavings, a sample of the
stuff he might need for later experience and evidence.

This he did up in a piece of paper, shoving it in a safe pocket. He washed
out the jar thoroughly. Then he wandered about studying the branches of various
trees under which he passed. Several of these Dave ascended like a boy bird’s-
nesting.

He was quite a long time in one tree-top. When he descended to the ground
he had the cover firmly attached to the jar, which he carried as if extremely careful
of its contents.

"If I am guessing things out right,” said Dave, with a kind of satisfied
chuckle, "I think we shall give our enemies quite a novel surprise.”

Dave swam back to the steamer. Arrived on deck he placed the jar just
where he had originally found it. Then he went to bed.

He overslept himself next morning. The ship was a scene of bustle and
activity. When he came up on deck, every member of the crew proper was busy,
even Bob Vilett.

So Dave found no opportunity to make a confidant of his special chum,
even had that been his desire or intention.

At nine o’clock Captain Broadbeam announced that all was ready for their
departure, and ordered steam up.

Within thirty minutes of getting under way the boatswain hurried from
the bow to where the captain was standing amidships.

“Coming again, sir,” he announced, touching the peak of his cap respect-
fully.

*Who’s coming?” demanded Broadbeam.

“Those buzzards—same gang in the longboat that was here last night.”

“Humph!” growled the captain, gazing stormily at a yawl just rounded from
open water into the mouth of the creek.

The approaching craft was directed by the plausible Silverado. Smiling as
ever he came on board, three men with him.

“From his excellency the governor,” he said.

*Yes, yes,” answered Captain Broadbeam crossly; "I know all that rigmarole.
What do you want?”

”A complaint, captain.”

“Who from?”

”I do not know.”

“What about?”

“Contraband goods-smuggling.”

Captain Broadbeam laughed in the officer’s face outright.
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“Guess not,” he said. I reckon, my friend, about all we will take away from
Minotaur Island will be a mighty poor opinion of its inhabitants.”

”Oh, I trust not,” the polite official hastened to say, but added tersely: "We
must make a search”

“What for?”

”I have told you-contraband goods. We are having a good deal of trouble
in this line. Ships touching here make the island a sort of clearing house for du-
tiable imports and exports. Our governor’s high sense of honor demands extreme
vigilance and discipline. We are authorized to make a search”

*Search away, cried Broadbeam indifferently, but with some show of men-
tal irritation.

Silverado and his aids went into the hold. They made a great pretense of
looking through the lockers in the cabins.

"Well?” demanded the captain of the Swallow as they came on deck again,
*found any smuggled goods?”

“None,” reported Silverado promptly—"none, I am pleased to say”

*Then you give us a clean sheet on health and cargo, do you?” said Broad-
beam. "Reason I ask, is that we are going to swing out of harbor soon as you get
through with your tomfoolery”

Just here one of the officer’s assistants came up and whispered in the ear
of his superior. He pointed at the forecastle.

*Yes, yes,” nodded Silverado, “take a look there, and be thorough.”

“Getting warm!” chuckled Dave to himself-"the precious hypocrites!”

The man went into the forecastle and came out again. He looked into the
water barrel. He lifted some box covers. Just as Dave guessed he would do, he
kept up all this wise pretense until he landed up against the forecastle cubby-hole.

”I have found something,” he announced, after groping in the hole. He had
brought forth the stone jar.

”Ah, what is this?” spoke the officer. Captain,” he added, assuming great
sudden gravity as he inspected the jar, “this looks pretty serious.”

"Well, what’s the mare’s nest now?” petulantly demanded Broadbeam.

The officer held up the jar in plain view.

“It is what we expected to find,” he announced severely. “It is opium. We
know that last week a tramp steamer landed a lot of the stuff on the island. The
labels show that this is part of the same contraband cargo. I declare this pack-
age and the Swallow under confiscation, and arrest you. You must come to the
governor.”

"Oh, that so?” slowly spoke Captain Broadbeam, his shoulders hunching
dangerously. ”I never saw that jar before, and, shiver my timbers!” roared the
incensed old captain, shaking his fist vigorously under Silverado’s nose, "I don’t
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know the stuff is opium”

”Oh, yes, captain,” insisted the officer. *The labels are unmistakable. Look
for yourself. Ough!”

With smart-Aleck readiness the suave Silverado untwisted the jar cover.
With a sharp cry he dropped it. In a cloud, a stream, there instantly darted out
from the receptacle an angry procession of hornets.

They lit on those nearest to the jar, the officer and his assistants. One of
his aides was a special target. The poor fellow ran to the side to escape them.
He set up renewed yells as they stuck, pestered, and stung. Then, splash! he
took a reckless header into the waters of the creek to escape his pertinacious
tormentors.

Silverado lost all his usual calm dignity trying to evade the little pests. He
bit his lips and scowled as the captain faced him with a loud derisive guffaw.

“Here, take away your contraband goods with you,” shouted Broadbeam,
dropping jar and cover into the yawl, as the official hastily descended into it, a
crestfallen look on his face. “Ready, there,” he added to the boatswain. ”Steam

up”

“Aye, aye, sir”

Captain Broadbeam stepped to the little pilot house. He touched an electric
button.

Dave watched the maneuver with a glowing face. He was full of the suc-
cessful guess he had made concerning the planted opium, but he did not try to
explain that just then.

The jar of the starting steam below communicated a vibrating thrill to his
nerves. Dave ran up to Amos Fearless as the veteran diver crossed the deck.

“Good news, father!” cried Dave gayly, "We’ve started”

“Hey and hallo for me paternal dominions—once more for the Windjam-
mers’ Island and the stolen threasure!” shouted Pat Stoodles, cutting a caper.

"Will we find it, I wonder?” sighed the old diver thoughtfully.

”I think we shall, father,” answered Dave Fearless, with confidence.

CHAPTER IX
A BOLD PROJECT

The Swallow cleared her moorings in the creek on Minotaur Island, and steamed
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out into the broad waters of the bay, a thing of life and beauty.

”And what’s that for now?” asked Pat Stoodles of Dave, who was watching
their progress and the coastline with great interest.

"I see,” nodded Dave. You mean the longboat from the governor?”

“That same, lad. Luk at ’em, now. Ever since we came into open wather
they’ve been tearing along for the town like mad. Aha, there goes one of those
measly marines overboard.”

Dave ran for a telescope. He viewed the government boat with a good deal
of curiosity.

The official, Silverado, stood up in the stern gesticulating with energy, and
evidently inciting his men to their best efforts at the oars.

”In a hurry to reach town, it seems,” muttered Pat.

”In a tremendous hurry,” said Dave. ”So much so, that one of the men has
leaped overboard, waded ashore, and is making a lickety-switch run across lots
for the town”

Dave went at once to Captain Broadbeam and apprized him of the maneu-
vers of their recent visitors.

*That’s all right, lad,” chuckled the old mariner. “Let ’em squirm. We’re
safe out of their clutches”

"Not so safe,” spoke Dave to his father, half an hour later. “Look there.”

The officer Silverado had seemingly got word to the governor of the depar-
ture of the Swallow. A few minutes after the longboat had disappeared around a
neck of land, the ironclad gunboat hove into view.

She was a saucy, spiteful little craft and a fast runner. She was headed direct
for the Swallow.

”Are they coming for us, captain?” inquired Amos Fearless, somewhat anx-
iously.

”T hope not, for their own sakes,” muttered Broadbeam quickly. Then he
shouted some orders down the tube and the Swallow made a spurt.

“Running away?” said Pat Stoodles. "Shure, if I was in command I’d sthand
and give her one or two good welts”

“Captain Broadbeam knows his business, Mr. Stoodles,” declared Dave;
“you can always count on that.”

Far out in the bay were a group of sandbars and several small wooded is-
lands. The Swallowwas headed for the largest of these islet