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of the party, handiug his torch to Con
Tupper, spoke out bravely : * Don't begia
to blubber yet. Givo mo plenty of light,
and I'll see it we can't get through.”

Then, throwing off his cont and boots,
Frank dashed into tho water. Beforo
him the darXness was intense, and at
each step the water deepened, until at
last ho had to swim, Yet fearlessly ho
prossed forward, hoping every stroke to
ges beoyond himn the patch of light that
would mean escape. Suddenly his head
struck something hard. He put up his
hand., It wae the roof of the cave!
The mouth then was already full, angd ali
chance of cscape tut off. There wns no
alternative but to turn back and await
tho worst. He and his companions were
as helpless as rats in a trap.

There was not a braver boy In the
ccuntry than Frank Atherton. But who
could blame him for feeling llmp and
nerveless n8 he made his way back to
the little group, tremblingly awaiting his
return ? They knew his answer before
he spoke, and as he despondently drag-
ged himsgelf out of the water, the poor
little fellows, who had been tiying hard
to control their sobs broke out afresh.

*“Come mnow, boys; stop that,” said
Frank, in a comomanding but not un-
kindly tone; * crylng won‘t help matters.
There's nothing for us but to wait here
until the tide gous out agaln. Let us
go back to the end of the cave.”

Thereupon they all made their way to
the farthest rocess of the long tunnel,
dug out by the persistent waves, and
putting down their lights, gathered close
about Frank for comiort and direction.

Their situation was one of sufiiclent
danger to appal the stoutest heart, and
a fevs words of explanation are nceessary
in order to make jt clear. The party
consisted of a dozen boys, ranging in age
frora ten to fourteen years, all of them
pupils at Chebucto Academy. Among
the many legends of the sea current in
Chebucto was one to the effect that a
certain cave, which penctrated deep in-
10 the side of Sambo Head, and bore the
parce 9f Smuggler's Cave, although no
smuggler had been known to make use
of it for generations past, was one uf the
hiding-places where Captain Kidd had
bestowed a portion of his ill-gotten gain.
1his legend every boy at the Academy
devoutly delieved, ana it was a frequent
subject of discussion smong them, al-
though no attempt had ever been made
an thelr pe.t to test its accuracy until
Frapk Ather on, one of those boys who
always take the lead among their fel-
lows, & handsome, athletic, daring lad,
;ot qQuite fifteen years of age, having
heard the story until he believed every

word of it, became possessed with the

determination to see if there wgs any-
thing in it. .

Any enterprise that Frank Atherto
headed was sure of plenty of volunteers,
and he had no difficulty in organizing
ap exploring party quite as large as he
desired. Choosing a Satu.3ay when the
tide would be at its ebb about noon,
these youthful searchers after buried
tieasure provided themselves with picks,
shovels, crowbars, lanterns, and torrhes,
and set o iz two boats for the scene
of thelr operation. -

The day proved as favourable as could
be desired, the harbour had hardly a
ripple upon its surface, the sun shone
from & cloudless sky, the alr was warm
without belng oppressive. In high spirits
the pary rowed away to Smugglers
Cave.

When they landed the tide was just
running out, and they had but a little
while to wait before the entrance to the
cave was clear. Fastening their boats
eecurely at the foot of the cliff, they lit
their torches, shouldered their tools, and
marched out of the glare and warmth of
the sunlight into the shadow and chill
of the dripping cave. Far into its depths
they made their way, singing and shout~
ing nolsily to show how bold they feit,
until they reached the extreme end,
where they put down their tools and
awaited thelr leader’s instructions.

Now, a certaia old "salt,” who huag
about Market Square, having apparently
no other occupation than to shift his
quid, hitch up his breeches, and retail
dshy yarns for the Ddenefit of whoever
would listen to bim, had, as & very great
favour, and in consideration of one dol-
lar down, and a thousand more payable
in evcent of justifiable success, given to
Frank a decldedly dirty piece of paper
upon which Were scrawled certain
crooked lines that parported to be 2
plan of the interior of the cave, and to
fndicate the precise spot where Captain
Kidd had made his deposit of builion
and jewels.

The boys gathered eagerly about Frank
a3 with knitted brow he studied Ben
Sculpin’s mystic scrawl. Evidently he
found it no easy task to identify its in-
dication.. But at longth his-face.lght-
“¢ned: " ‘He:thought . o -had. eaught:

cluo an right, and soon under his direc-
tions the whole party was tolllng away
vigorously in a corner of the cave that
certainly looked a fitting hiding-pluco for
pirate treasure,

So heartily did thoy work, inspired by
hopes ns splendid as they were vague,
that they took no thought of time until
thelr stomanchs hinted that refreshments
would be in order, when they knocked

off for half an hour, ate their lunch,had a
little rest, and then recommenced with
undiminished ardour. After another
hour or so, however, signs of weariness
| began to show themselves, one of the
first tu tire being Stan Clarkson, who
was a lazy kind ot a chap at any time,
{ and 1t was while resting o hls pick that
nis quick car caught the sound of waves
breaking softly upon the sand, which
caused aim to rush towerd the mouth of
the cave with the result slread, de-
scribed.
{ When the boys realized that they were
prisoners unti} the tide should fall agaln
and set them free, their first thought
paturally was, did the tide fill the whole
cave, or did it leave sufficlent space at
| the far ead for them to wait in safety
, their deliverance ? By common congent
| they referred this question to Frank
{
i
1

Atherton, and his prompt answer, given
in a cheeriul, confident tone, was.
“We'll be all right, boys. Den't get
scared. We'll bave to stay here a ittle
longer thaa we expected to; that's all.”
His companions tried bravely to imi-
tate his composure, sithough thetr spirits
were sinking fast, and uader his direc-
tion they sought around the walls for
ledges and other projections which would
enable them to get as far oat of reach
of the water as possible.  In doing this
some of the lights were extincuished
through being dropped or overturaed.
which mishap heightened their srowing
terror until they were on the verge of a
panic. But Frank diverted thelr thoughts
for the muoment by scolding the clumsy
ones vigorously and bidding the others
be more cureful; and scon ail save he

had secured some sort of a foothold
which raised them abovs the level of the
cave's foor. There, in anxious uncer-
tainty, ther awaited the coming of the
tide.

As gently and playfully as though in-

the:} capable of-harm the dark water stole up

over the sand wave after wave, waxing
bigher inch by inch. The soft ripples
seomed to Lo chasing one another in in-

‘noccnt merriment; for althougb the

wind blew briskly outside, none of its
violence was felt withi., and the tide
advanced simply by its inherent force.
Tor stane time the boys were slient; the
slow yet irresistible progress of tho water
excrcisod a sort of fascination over them

FAL INTO TUE DEFTHS THEY MADE THEIR WAY.

. akin to that exerted by a serpent over o

bird. They did not know but that each
| glistening wavelet brought death a little
nearer, and they had no thougbt for
anything else. Presently, his young
, nerves unablc to stand the straio ar7
, longer, little Regle Bartan burst Into
[ iteous sobs, and dropped his torch which
vanished with an expiring hiss into the
water at bis feet This set off others
of the smaller boys, and soon the rave
was filfed with sounds of weeping and
lamentation.

Braced agalnst the extreme back of the
cave, and holding fast the brightest of
the torches, Frank Athertor alone of
the twelve, fully retained self-control
As the organizer of the party he felt re-
sponeible for the safety of its mewmbers
. and, being naturally of 2 co0l, courageous
, temperament, his spirit sustained him fo

the face of a growing dread that their

case was honeless. .

“ Come come, bovs” said he. firmlv,
but soothing'y, “don’t be cry-babies
, There’s more water in the cave now than
we waui, and it's no use adding your
tears to it Keep a good grip on your
lights, and don't lose your foothold. and
you'll get out of here all right enough.”
Higher, steadily, smoothly, piterusly
_higher rose the tide. It played about
| Frank’s feet, washed gleefully over them,
| crept past his ankies up towerd his knees,
and the higher it climbed the deeper
sank his brave young heart. For the
huadredth time he peered eagerdy around
_in the hope of discovering some ledge.
some cranny that would cnable h'm to
climb above the water's reach. But the
s»>arch was vain. Such slight ajvan-

AXD ETILL THE TIDE ROSE.

tages as there were had already becn
siven over to the other boys, and, after
all, they might only serve to postpone
a feww momenis longer the death that
seemed inevitable. To add to the ter-
rors of the situation tho ofl {n tho lights
begun to give out. Oune after another

they grow dim. Qickered for a iwowmont,
and then cxpired, until av length only
the torch held by Fraak, which happily
was otio of extrn slze that had been well
filled at the outset, remalned burning.
By this time most of the boys had be-
come too terrificd to shed tears; chilled
to the marrow, and almost paralyzed
with fear, they clung liko limpets to tho

slippery rock, the pallld faces looking
Inexpressibly pitcous {n tho doep-
caing Zloom.

“Let us say our prayors”
whispered Regle Barton; and his
companlons, by a common Im-
pulse, began with chattering lips
to repcat the prayor most famillar
to them. In the very midst of
this there came & sharp cry of
fright, followed by o theilling
splash.  Poor little Regle, in mak-
ing o slight movement, had lost
nis foothold and fallen Into the
water.

Thrusting hls torch into the
hand of the nearest boy. with tho
command, * Here. take care of
this; I'lt get Regie,” Frank pluaged
after the youngster, who In his
chilled condition was almost holp-
less, and dragged him back to his
placa.

“Hold on tight now, Regle, snid he.
Then scoing that the boy was really too
weak to keep himself upright, he took
his stand beslde him, although the water
was deeper there tkan in Lis former
position.

And stil} tho tide rose. The alr, con-
fined within narcowlng lUmits, and d~awn
upon by twelve persons and a flaring
torch, became foul and oppreasive, pro-
duclng a stupofying effoct upon tho boys.
‘The water lapped about Frank’e walst.

{ It encircled his heart. It climbed upon
| his shoulders. A few Inches more, &nd
| the stern struggle would be over. Oh!
what a dreadful way it was to die pent
up In that dark, drnipping cave, Whore
their bodien might perhaps remaln un
discovered, hidden away to be food fus
the crabs and lobsiers that now were
crawling hungrily aboui their foeet ! No
loving Hps to give the last kige, no
y 8cntle bands to tenderls close the glaz-
ing eyes, but instoad, the morciless
i deadly embrace of tho sca, and the cruet,
greedy maw of its hidevus progeny !

The sobs had ceased. ‘There wes
sllence save for the soft lapping of the
waves against the walls slimy with sca-
weeds, The tide need riso but a fow
| inches more, and its work would be com-
plete. It already touched Frank Ather-
ton's chin. With a fortitude truly
heroic he awnaited bis fa.e.

But what wa this? Had the wetor
; really ceased to rise ? or was it guly his
; Imagination playing him false ?  Trem-
{ bling betwixt the extren.2 of hope and
y fear, Frank stood for some minutes hard-
i 1y breathing in his agonizing uncertalnty.
Then a ory of joy burst from his llps.

“ Hurrah, boys ! he shouted, waving
his torch triumphantly. *“The tide's
golng down spain. Keep your places.
and we'll all be saved.”

There was first o feeble effort at a
anited cheer in responge, and then, their
tongues being loosencd by the good news,
the boys began to hall one another cheer-
fngly, and (o hazard guesses as to how
long it would be before thoy would be
| released from their prison.

Oh, how cruelly slow the tide was In
cbbing out again! Surely it took twice
as long to fall as it did to rise; at least,
so it scemed to the exhausted boyss, who
could barcly keep thewselves from slip-
ping into {ts cvld dopths. ‘But at
lengtk, and not a momen:i {oo soon, it
retreated sufficiently to permit them to
move about {reely on the fioor of the
cave, and an hour later they splashed
thelr way to the entranca.

To thelr amarzement thay found that
It was as dark as pitch outside as welt
as insido the cave. They had catered {t

- —

t
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:at midday. It was now not far from
, midnight. Not a sign of their boats
, could tkey find. The high water hai
ttoru them from their mo.rings, and

carried them away. Furtunately Frank

knew pntty well the lay of the lznd,

and stumbling slowly along the shore,

they oventually reached the cottage of a

tisherman, who, in response to their ap-

peal, took them in at once, made a big
fire for them, and dld hls best for their

i comfort.

i The next m roing he carried them In
hls big boat back to Chebucto, where
they found their mysterious disappear-
anco the seasation of the town, and
partiea brlug organized to go in search
of them. Their romarkable story aroused
intense interest. Frank Atkerton: found

{ bimself the hero of tue dsy, and in their

+ abounding joy at the safe return of thelr

1 sons, the parents of his companions

- freely forgave him for having organized

i the axpedition which had =0 aarrow acn.

+ egcape from perishing in Smugglers

Cave.—Weslcyan Mcthodist Magazine,



