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"Oh, rm perfectly c^oable of doing anything I've

suggested. I'm ir biding my time. Parents

are pardonably f about the sort of person they

turn their children over to, so I must have a care.

I mean to dig for buried treasure this summer,
realizing the dream of a lifetime."

"That appeals to me strongly. Perhaps you'd

let me assist in that undertaking?"

"Impossible! I want all the glory and eke the

gold if I find the hidden chests. Talk about romance
being dead ! My grandfather was a planter in

Mississippi before the Civil War. In about i860

he saw trouble ahead, and as he was opposed to

secession he turned everything he had into gold,

bought several tracts of land in Michigan and New
York and secretly planted his money. His wife

and children refused to share his lonely exile and
he sent them to England but clung to America
himself, and died suddenly and alone the second

year of the war on the very acres my father in-

herited in Michigan. That's where I'm opening

my camp."
"And the gold hasn't been found ?" asked Archie

deeply interested.

"Not a coin so far! You see grandfather made
his will in war time and only divided the land, being

afraid to mention the buried treasure in a document
that would become a public record when he died."

"This is most exciting. It's only unfortunate

that it's not pirate gold to give zest to your enter-

prise."

"Oh, the pirate in the story is a cousin of mine,

who inherited the land up near the St. Lawrence
and has dug all over it without results. My father


