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« a I era that lie lux nl l'reneutly he bt- 
-an to lxuin softly mull r his breath:

‘‘There s a sunny s|iut in Ireland—‘ ‘
Heads of moisture gleamed suddenly 

upon the wrinkled brow of the boat, 
swain, tiny eyes which glistened tear 
fully at the melancholy cadence of the 
song. His dry lips began to move once 
more, and his words came gruaninglv. 
as if he were in physical pain.

‘‘This is awful, * ‘ he said, 11 awful! 
My God, isn’t there anything we can 
do f Can’t we send up a bottle or 
something f ’ ’
“Nothing,” Barton replied with up 

parent effort.
“The torpedoes.-” Marsh leaped to 

his feet, his face fairly contorting in 
his excitement. “They’ll tear up the 
surface w hen they explode, ’ ’ he wailed 
Barton glanced at Rolf. Neither had 
spoken of that other instrument of.de 
struct ion outside almost brushing the 
hull The eysign still looked away. He 
could not speak to dash the old man’s 
hopes.
“I’m afraid it wouldn’t do,” the 

lieutenant shook his Tiead reluctantly. 
“The hulk is close aboard, and that's 
where they'd go off. We might chance 
them splitting her in pieces before 
they did us, if she were all. I'd thought 
of it. But we lay within five feet of 
a mine-plant. The concussion no, we 
can’t do that.”

Corrigan took up his refrain again, 
tremulously, and lulled by the melody 
or to gain relief from it, the others 
presently sought their hunks. When 
Rolf woke to relieve him, later, the 
engineer was still crooning plaintively 
to himself.

“Buck up, Jack,” the ensign en 
eouraged, and bethinking himself, re 
strained an impulse to pat the other 
on the back. “We’re entitled to live, 
all of us, and I 'in sure in some way 
we’re going to get the chance. ”

“ ’Tis dhraggin ’ the hull Medhi 
therranean they’ll have to be, to foind 
us,” Corrigan dissented, as Ire stumbled 
to his bunk. “Oi’in only worrit about 
the little wan. Rough on her ’twill lie 
whin she’s ahl alone.” lie began ab­
stractedly to sing once more, and was 
still voicing the words incoherently 
even after he fell asleep.

As those in the last death watch, 
tolling off with quickened heart beats 
the seconds before the black-capped 
march to eternity, the men passed the 
next afternoon.

There was a brief relief from ten 
sion, while they ate from the plentiful 
store in the food locker, and occasion 
ally one or another stepped to the big 
water tank) to drink. Otherwise atten 
I ion centered on the passage of time.

The hands of the ship’s clock moved 
forward, and as remorselessly, the hand 
on the dial toiled in the other direction 
—pointing near and nearer, like tin- 
index finger of Kate, to the little zero 
that meant annihilation. From mo­
ment to moment, the hissing of tin- 
valve became almost sensibly fainter.

Their days of living in the small, 
on ventilated compartment had so 
fouled the atmosphere that the men 
breathed pantingly, open mouthed, in 
great, whistling gulps. In their 
purpled, swollen veins and their jaun 
diced eyes and yellow skin, the effect 
of the toxic carbons in the air was 
only too apparent.

Barton sat at the table—the log out­
spread before him—painfully, yet 
painstakingly, inscribing the record. 
His own message had been written—a 
farewell to life and to her for whom 
he most cherished it. When at length 
he raised his eyes from the page, they 
wavered ever so slightly as he ad 
dressed the old boatswain.
“What shall 1 say, Marsh?” The 

words carne palpitatingly as he strug­
gled for breath. “I’d better have it 
now—in time.”

The boatswain was at the valve con 
trolling the lever with fingers agitated 
as the indicator itself. Ilia throat 
muscles gripped spasmodically at the 
question, and he seemed about to fall 
When he turned, his eyes held a look 
of longing so unutterable, yet withal 
so hopeless, that Rolf arid Corrigan, 
with common impulse, glanced away, 
and Barton clenched his fist until the 
penholder snapped in two.

1 ‘ Tell Mary,” Marsh lingered falter 
ingly over the name, “say I didn’t 
think the old cottage at home was 
good enough for her; so I ’rri going to 
get a better one promised us yonder

I vll her I'll keep it waiting, as she 
did fur me, and that 1 'll try not to 
mind In-r not coining for a while ”

The old man’s voice failed, and he 
pressed his face against the wall to 
hide his feelings.

The broken holder shook in the 
writing and paused a long moment at 
the end, while Barton summoned the 
reserves of his stoic will to help him 
at his task. Kre the lieutenant looked 
toward him, Corrigan's full-fleshed 
face had sagged lumpily, till his eyes 
seemed drawn and misshapen. Rolf's 
eves, as he swayed on the edge of a 
bunk, again held that uncanny impfes 
sion of illimitability.

With his under jaw driven forward 
so that the teeth clasped his upper lip 
and deep hollows showed before his 
ears, he seemed lost in the mazes of 
some intricate problem. As Corrigan 
started to speak the ensign suddenly 
rose to his feet.
“We alia'n’t die!” he interrupted 

in a whisper which literally snarled 
I In ii the room. Then his voice climbed 
in a rnuiyus crescendo to the volume 
of a shriek, "lie sha'n’t die] We 
sha ’n’t die! ’ ’

Klectrie youth, upreared in that mag 
nificent body demanding the life it 
required to transmit its power! The 
supple figure stiffened as if to resist 
1 he clammy death that lurked about it.

His shoulders squared ; his sinewed 
chest swelled till his buttoned jacket 
strained; his arm lifted slowly to the 
line of his body; and with head tilted 
back and his features still fixed in that 
tasty expression, he stood like some 
young Roman orator spellbound by the 
eloquence of his own thought.

“Great God, 1 have it!” Hu spoke 
with the awesome deliberation of a 
seer from the depths of his trance. 
“We can mane air.” And at the words 
lie crumpled limply to the floor.

Barton was by his side instantly, 
shaking him roughly, savagely, while 
In- fought back a hope that lie dared 
not trust.
“What do you mean, Dick f Gome
speak! Make air? Man, are you 

mad?” he cried as he tugged at the 
prostrate form with all of his failing 
strength.

“Vcs! Air—oxygtfn—lifel ” the eu 
sign murmured. He sat up unsteadily. 
“At the academy—-remember? The 
acid and the batteries! Wo decoin 
posed water. There’s enough in the 
tank till we raise the pressure—then 
we’ve got oceans of it.”

He swung his arms above his head
-dramatically—a bit wildly, while 

Barton himself almost collapsed us his 
mind flew back to his training school 
chemistry and the experiment of long 
before.

Electrolysis—thrusting the ends of 
two current-charged wires into water, 
salt or fresh, tinctured weakly with 
-ulphuric acid, beyond question, would 
separate the liquid into the oxygen and 
hydrogen of which it is composed. One 
part of the first to two of the latter 
would In- the proportion ; and a single 
cubic foot of the water would produce 
two thousand feet of the gas.

For an instant thought of the fatal 
effects of pure oxygen struck the lieu 
tenant cold.

To make it respirable in the air it is 
diluted with three times its volume of 
nitrogen. Then he reflected that hydro­
gen is also inert and harmless to 
breathe and its ratio would be suffi 
ciently large. Corrigan 'a act in sub­
stituting lead oxid battery plates for 
the iron weights of the balance trough 
now appealed to him as nothing short 
of providential.
“Unbelievable!” he cried as he be 

gan to gather together all the glass 
I.eyden jars they had ; “yet thank 
God—so true—so true!”

Their reprieve was barely in time; 
and the lieutenant and Rolf went at 
the preparations feverishly, while 
Marsh and Corrigan watched dumbly, 
scarcely comprehending the vital 
sweep of events.

And when, at last, the first tiny 
bubbles began to rise thru the water 
like the effervescence of some Jovian 
wine, no Bonce de In-on arrived at his 
quested Fountain of Youth could have 
matched the wild cry which sprang 
from the lips of Barton and Rolf. For 
to them it was life, spelled in sixty 
five foot letters that reached to the top 
of the sea.

A box of caustic soda, used for cor

No tinkering 
worry or 
bother with 
the Alpha.
It plugs right 
along like a steady and well broken horse
Anybody can run an Alpha tjaa En-

Eine. Your wife can run it; your 
oy can run it; the hired man can 

run it.
There is nothing mysterious or com 

plicated about an Alpha That's 
why it's an ideal engine for farm 
use.

Not only does the Alpha work well 
but it wears well, because it is made 

L from the very best material and its

workmanship and design are high 
grade in every particular.

Just give it a supply of gasoline or 
kerosene, oil it up and give it a 
pull and it saws your wood, cuts 
your fodder, grinds your corn, 
pumps your water, runs your cream 
separator, or your washing machine 
or does anything else that you want 
it to do. It's certainly a great 
labor saver on the farm.

Eleven sizes, 2 to 28 horse-power. Each furnished in stationary, semi-port­
able, or portable style, and with either hopper or tank cooled cylinder.

De Laval Dairy Supply Co., Limited

LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF DAIRY SUPPLIES IN CANADA.
Sol# distributor# In Canada of the famous De Laval Cream Separators 
and Alpha Gas Engines. Manufacturers of Ideal Green Feed Silos. 
Catalogues of any of our lines mailed upon request.

MONTREAL PETERBORO WINNIPEG VANCOUVER 
SO.OOO Branchas and Looml Aganciss tha World Over
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Baaed on a Knowledge 
of Western Condition»

This BisM-ll Disk Harrow is built 
especially to meet and 

Co|h* with Western 
soil conditions. The 

Disk Plates arc Hhaja-d to reach well 
under, cutting and giving the soil • 
complete turnover. This

Bissell Disk Harrow
cuIh, cultivates and pulverizes the whole surface and also has the capacity 
to |H*netratc hard soil. No centre strip is left uncut and the two plates on 
the I railer make a level finish. Farmers claim that this Harrow saves a 
second outfit ; one man and six horses will do t he work of two men and eight 
horses. Sold by all Jno. Deere Plow Company Dealers. 91
■ T.E.BISSELL COMPANY,LIMITED,Dept.O, ELORA,ONTARIO*

PLOW 
SHARES
12-ln. Shares, ssoh 82 
18-In. Shares, sech |2-jse /v14-m.,.2»; is-im65o ^

GANG PLOWS
•65.00

.00 SULKY PLOWS 
«46.00

GASOLINE
ENGINES
FOU THE FARM

11 h.p.
• h.p.
6 h.p. . 
71 h.p.

Write

88840

Clot Numktrt and LttUrt ttamotd on Shaft 
and norm of Plow—tot do Iht rtM

The Canadian Stover Gaaollna Engine Co.,
BRANDON, MANITOBA

.. 180.00 

.. 18840

for Illustrated 
Folder.

Limited

Do you know LUMBER la now 
selling at unhaerd-ef lew prlooo, 

______________________ which will not loot vary long 7

NOW is the time to beid a HOUSE or BARN at half-price
This l* the opportunity for the man with reedy money. 
Do not delay. Write at once for quotations. 8h.,ment 
made direct from our own mille. We pay the Freight.

ALBERTA FARMER» I
Mue/or fun Cream Wanted

particular* «***, arrival

SHIP TO CALGARY
P. PALLESEN, Calgary Central Creamery,BOX 2074,Calgary, Alts.


