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Xh# Flying Bogtor aad thn lm«l» ©hlldmn folloTrntf

clues on an old nap they found eiiich led them to

the place where a tmehranger had buried treasure

100 years ago» Crafty Carson Carpetbag and Old
Uan Redback stole the nap, and followed the sane

clues to the sane spot. Crafty started digging

imaediatoly but Wilbur Woirisat, who was doing the

digging for the Dogtor*s party, wanted to wait
till night. He was a sort of animal who msrked'
better at night, eaplalned

(singing) Xhe Flying Dogtor

MENACE MPSIC

Crafty Carson Carpetbag tunnelled all through the

afternoon. Ewery now and then he cane out of the

hole and looked at the map again with Old Man

Redback, Then he went in again and burrowed soiae

more

Suddenly his nose struck something hard at the end

of hie tunnel. It wae metal. He dug airound It.

s little moro and found a handle, and locks,

guickly he wriggled back out of the tunnel, and

hissed, panting, to Old Man Bedbacki
"Sss>euccess| I*we found the treasure chesatJ"

^Id Man Redback could hardly contain his excite
ment.

"Lowely gold!" he chuckled. "Beautiful sovereigns
Gorgeoue moneyJ"

Mad laurfiter. fading
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The Flying Dogtor and the children reinrned as
daylight was fading from the sky. They had laog)S
and torches, and matches to start a caaq:) fire,

Wilbur Wombat had hod a nice nap all afternnon

wnH yfOB growiug oors alert owery minute as night

gathered in the darkness around them*, the
tine they jpeached the treasure spot on the island
he wae bristling with energy.

"Vfhat a nice morning for digging," he remarked,

and started burrowing furiously.

The others waited patiently around the camp fire

as they heard him tunnelling deeper and deeper in1
the ground*

Colin Kanga looked into the hole. "He omet be

nearly sewtn feet down already 1" he reported*
Then a great shower of stones and earth come out

of the hole. They called downi "Have you found
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"Wllbar, vhftt U it?"

iVeeently they heard a grumbling noise, and

another smaller shover of earth eiaerged, and then

Wilbur's broad back, bent in a sort of disappoint

ed way,

"What ̂  it, Wilbur?" oTeryone asked as he catne

out,shaking the dirt from his head*

"He's got soBisthingj" shouted Wally fi,

fiat is vas only a piece of bark*

"Where's the teeasure?" asked folly Possum.

Wilbur Just held out the piece of bark, and Colin

shone his torch on it.

Scratched on it in spidery vriting vere the words t

'Xoo fat, too sad, too late — too bod'

"Xhat's Old lian Redbaek's writing," said the

Dogtor*

"Isn't he rude" said JLiz.

"Xhey'we beaten us to it," gasped Colin.

"Ihey'we taken the treasure," said Polly, almost

sobbing.

"-And icy blanket," said Wilbur.

Xhe Flying Dogtor guossed that Crafty must have

dug another hole, and the children set out rather

sadly to look for it around the island, flashing

their torches over the stones and grass.

Suddenly Colin cried, "i^lck*»*Herel" He had

discovered the hole in the bank which Crafty had

dug to reach the treasure - and he found something

else*

It glistened in the torch beam* It was a

sovereign*

The hush children gasped in awe and admiration.

"H'm, very inteiesting," said the Flying Dogtor.

"A golden coin* 1849. jjuite historical."

"Oh, but there must have been dozens of those in

the treasure cheat," said Folly* "And to think

that Crafty and Old Man Redback have got them all!

But Just then Wally B, idio had waded out into the

creek, calledt "Here's another'« There must be

a hole in the treasure chest, and Crafty is leavin

a trail of gold behind himj We can trace the

way he went!"

(singing) Xhe Flying Bogtor

VOICE OVER END XIXLK

Will Crafty Carson Carpetbag and Old Man Redback

get away with the bushranger's treasure? See the

excitement that waits for the hush children aa

they follow the golden in ne*!- •Pis


