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‘ 1% is oft-times easy for a man' fo decide
“upon a set course, but hard to follow it.

Be il of Light
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THE TELEGRAPH IN THIS TERRITORY

CHAPTER XIL

Jos Lreparations.
fyne found Enid rosy-red and inclined
to be tearful. The dying nght of day was
still strong enough in the service-room to
penmit these things to be seen. .
o bad news, I hope?”’ he inquired,
thohgh the sight of Stephen Brand, seated
at his desk and placidly writing, was Te-

The quéstion steadied her to an extent.

“It is nothing of any consequence,” she
said and darted past him. -

Brand looked up from his journal. He
#miled, though the American thought there
was a hint of pain in his eyes.

" “I am going to lose one of my girls,” he
gaid. “Oh, no, this is not a loss by death
but by marriage. If I were a Frenchman,
I would describe it as gaining a son. KEnid
has just received what is tantamount to &
proposal.”

. “By flag-wagging?” Pyne was nafurally
astounded. 2

“Yes. You would not expect one of the
pepr_»le from the Chinook to be so enter-
vn .’l

“J—don”t—know,” said Pyne, punctuat-
ing each word with a deliberate nod.

“Well, in any case, I would not have
forwarded the application after an ac-
quaintance of eighteen hours,” observed
Brand with equal deliberation.

““They’re two powerful fine girls,” said

yne, steering clear of the point. ‘“Lhey
have just been telling me how Miss Knd
happened along. It reads like afairy tale.”

“‘She was given to me by the winds and
waves, yet she is dear to me ag my own
child; I shall miss her:greatly—if all goes
SR TR e B s

“I’ye cottoned on to both of them some-

thing wonderfal., But, if I am not intrud-
ing into’ private affairs, how comes it that
Miss Enid is being telegraphed for? Of
course I can understand the gentleman be-
ing in a hurry. 1 would feel that way
myself if the conditions were favorable.”
. Pyne could be as stolid as a red Indian
when the occasion demanded it.  Brand
found, no hint in his face of the hidden
thonght in his words.

“Have they said anything to you of a
man named Qt&nhope?” inquired the light-
house-keeper, respming the entry in his
diary after a sharp glance upwards.

“Y-yes. They pointed him out to me
this morning. In the navy, I think. Fel-
low with a title, and that sort of thing.”

“No. His mother 'is Tady Margaret
Stanhope, being an earl’s daughter, but his
father was a knight. He bhas been paying
attentions to Enid for a year and more,
to my knowledge and to his mother’s ex-
ceeding indignation, I fancy.”

“That is where we on the other side
have the pull of you.” e :

“Have you? I wender. However, Lady
Margaret’s views have not troubled me. 1
will deal with her when the time eomes.
‘At present it looks fairly certain that Mas-
tet Jack has settled matters on his own
aceount. T may be mistgken, of course.
How do you interpret this?” ;

He closed the journal and- handed to

x

. Pyne a memorandum taken down letter

b_y !_ett_er by a sailor as B;s,ud_ read’ the

signal: — : :

““Mother sends her love to Eni g

‘“Did mother ever convey her love to
Enid before?” asked Pyne.

“NO."

“Then T call that neat. I take my hat
off to Stanhope. He and mamma have
had @ heart-to-heart' talk.”

Brand leaned his head on his hands, with
clenched fists covering his ears. ‘I'here
was a period of utter silence until the
lighthouse-keeper rose to light the lamp.

Pyne watched him mnarrowly.

“] may be trespassing on delicate
ground,” he said at last. “If I am, you
are not the. sort of med fo stand on cere-
mony. Tn the Statés, you know; when the
authorities want to preserve a park section
they don’t say: “Please do not walk on
the grass’ (They put up a board which
veads: ‘Keep ofi” We never kick. We're
wetwr

"My notice-bdard,” if required, will be
less curt, at any rate;” replied Brand, and
they faced each other. Though their words
were light, no pleasant conceit lurked in
their minds. Tge'i-e was a question to be
asked and answered, and it held the issues
of life and death. S

‘*What did, you mean just now by say-
ing, ‘if all goes well here?” Is there any
@pecial reason why things should not go
well?”

'The young Philadelphian anight have
been hazarding an inquiry about a matter
of trivial interest, so calm was he, SO
smooth his utterance. ' But Brand had
made no mistake in estimating this young-
ster’s force of character, nor did he seek to
temporize. :

He extended an arm towards the reef.

“You hear that?” he said.

((Yes'n

“It may boil that way for weeks.”

“So 1 have been told.”

“Ry whom?” 2

“Mr. Emmett told me.”

“Ah! He and I have discussed the mat-
ter already, Yet 1 imagine that neither

. he, nor any other man in the place save

myself, grasps the true meaning of the

“I've’ been theorizing,” said Pyne. it
occurred to me that this light isn’t here
for amuserient.” .

‘He looked up at the lamp and smiled.
The pillar, in those ddys, must have been
a haunt of illusions, for Brand, like Con-
stance and Pyne himself in the case of
Mrs, Vansittart, thought he caught an ex-
pression familiar to his eyes long before
he had seen that clear-cut, splendidly in-
telligent face.

But there was no time for idle specula-
tion. He glanced into the well of the
stairs to maker sure that no one was

Then he approached nearer to Pyne and
said in an intefise whisper:—

“Tt ig folly to waste words with you. 1
have reasoned this thing out and now &
will tell you what I have decided. I will
take the. watch ‘from eight until twelve.
‘At twelve you will velieve me, and 1 will

" go below to ‘sécuré provisions and water

sufficient’ to maintain ‘the lives of my

longer than the others. By right, if I fol-
lowed the rules I have to obey,
Imw‘w.mthin E A

retain my semses. 1

my girls and yet
trust you because 1 must have a confeder-
ate. If the weather does not break betore
tomorrow night we must barricade the
stairs—and fight—if necessary.”

His face was drawn and. haggard, his
eyes blazing. He shook as one in the first

throes of fever. He seemed to await his
companion’s verdict with an over-powering
dread lest any attempt should be made to
question the justice of his decree.

“Yes. I figured it .out phat way, too,”
said Pyne. “It’s queer, isn’t it, to be 1
such a fix when there’s all sorts of help
within call, so to speak. We might as well
be in a mine closed up by an explosion.
.And,, Tll tell you what—!'m redl sorry for
you. .

Brand, collapsing under the strain, sank
into a chair. i

“It’s .an awful thing,” he moaned, ‘‘lo
condemn so many men, women, and child-
ren, to such a death.” ;

A ‘spasm of pain made Pyne’s lips trem-
ulous for an. instant. .dle had forgotten
Elsie'and Mamie. * -

But his voice was fully under contrel
when he spoke again.. . -

“You -can- count on me'in the deal in all
but one thing,” he sajd. . . :

The old man.looked up fiercely. What
condition could be imposed in the fulfil-
ment of a duty so terrible? .. .

“I am here by .chance,” went on ¥yne.
“One of your daughters may have told you
that Mrs. “Vansitfart came from. New
York to marry my unele. Anyhow you
would know- she was dear to him by lis
message today. She is sort of in my
charge, “and .1 can’t desert her. lt's Hard
luck, as-I dor’t care a cent for her. 'She’s
the kind of woman old men adore—fascin-
ating; bird-like creatures—when the cage
is gilded.” :

Brand sprang to his feet and raced up
to the frimming-stage. When his hands
were on the lamp he felt surer of himself.
1t gave him strength during the hurricane
and it would strengthen him now.

“There can be no exceptions,” he said
harshly. Pyne waited until the lighthouse-
keeper rejoined him. 5

“I ought to have put my proposition be-
fore you first and made a speech ailer-
wards,” he eaid. “Constance and Knid
will join you here when you say the word,
but I will be on the other side of the
barricade.” . :

“Nonsense!” cried Brand. “You have 0o
right to thrust away the chaace that is
given you. You' saved all:these people
once,  Why should you die uselessly?’’ “

“What! Suppose 1t pans out that way.
Suppose we live a couple of ~weeks ‘and
escape. 'Am, [ to face the old man “and
tell him—the truth? No, sir.  You don't
mean it. . You wouldn’t do it yourself.
What about that shark the girls told me
ofi I can guess just what happened. He
wanted the light vefreshment in'the boat.
Did you scoot back ‘when you saw' his tin?)
1'm a heap younger than you, Mr. Brand,
but that bluff doesn’t go.” A

“Phank Heaven, we have twentydo

hours yet!” murmured Brand. . :
. “It will be all the same wlien we have
only twenty-four seconds. Let us fix At
that way right now. Don’t you see, it will
be easier to deceive the girls? “And ‘there's
another reason. Barricade and shoot as
you like, it will be a hard thing to keep
three-score desperate men boxed up down
below. When they begin to diet on colza
there will bas trouble. A few of us, ready,
to take chances, will be helpful. Some of
them may have to die quick, you know.”

Brand closed his eyes in sheer affright.
In that way he tried to shut out a vision.

“Be it so,” he gasped. ‘“May the Lord
help us.” ‘

1t was the responsibility that mastered
him. Judges on the bench often break
down when. they sentence a criminal to
death, but what judge, humane, tender-
hearted and God-fearing, ever promounced
the doom of seventy-eight people snatched
from a merciful death to be steeped m
thorrers. ;

At last his iron will predominated. 'L'he
knowledge that the path of duty lay
straight 'before him cheered his tortured
soul. No man could say he erred in trying
to save his children. That was a! trust as
solemn as any conferred by the dlder
Brethren of the Trinity.

He placed & hand on Pyne’s shoulder,
for this youngster had become ‘dear to
him:

“Had I a son,” he said, “I should wish
him to be like you. Let us strive to for-
get the evils that threaten us. Brooding
is useless. © If mneeds be, you will take
charge of the lower deck. There 1s star-
vation allowance for three more days at
the worsp. But 1 hate the thought ot
starting the mew scale tomorrow.”

“It may not be necessary.”

“Candidly, T fear it will. I know the
Cornish coast too well. When bad weather
sets in from the southwest at this season
it holds for a week at the lowest computa-
tion.”

“Is there no other way?
done out there?”

“Able men, the best of sailors, the most
experienced of engineers, have striven for
half a century to devise some means of
storm communication with a rock light-
house placed as this is. They have failed.
There is none.”

“That’s good,” cried Pyne quite pleasant-
ly. “Where is your pouch? 1 feel like a
smoke. If I hadn’t fired that question at
you T should have wasted a lot of time in
hard thinking.”

Brand had to scheme that night to reach
the store-room unobserved. "The Kalcon,
steaming valiantly to her observation post
near the buoy, aided him considerably. He
permitted the night watch to gather in the
service-room whilst he supplied the men
with tobacco, and stationed the officer on
the gallery to observe the trawler in case
she showed any signal lights.

Since the attempt on the lock Con-
stance gave the key to her father after
each visit. Tor the rest, the inmates of
the pillar were sunk in lethargy of un-
satisfied hunger. Constance and Enid, ut-
terly worn out with fatigue, were sound
asleep in the kitchen, and the tears coursed
down the man’s face as he acted the part
of a thief in securing the meagured allow-
ance of flour and bacop for one meal, 'The
diet of one hungry meal for eighty-one peo-
ple gave twenty-seven hungry meals for
three. He ought to have taken more, but
be set his teeth and refused the ungrate-
ful task., '

y -y

‘Can mothing be

|

|
i

“A week!” he murmured. ‘“Perhaps tefi
days! . That is all. Pray Heaven I may
not go mad before they die!” :

Pyne, watching the light, knew that
Brand had succeeded. ' The Falcon went;
gradually the watch dispersed.

“Where is the hoard?” asked Pyne, mak-

|ing believe that they were” playing some

comedy.

“‘Hidden in the kitchen lockers. T could
obtain only distilled water. You must per-
suade the girls in the morning that some-

| thing went wrong with the apparatus.”

Ag opportunity offered, Brand transfer-
red the tins to the lockers of the service-
room. Pyne, who missed nothing, shook
his head when it became evident that the
last consignment was safely stored away.

“Not much there,” he commented.

“T will take no more!” was the fierce
cry.

“You ought to.”

“1 refuse, I tell you! Don’t torture me
further.” .

“Any chance of a row in the morning ¥
The purser and (Mr. Emmett mount- guard
when the store-room is -opened.”

“f acted my role well. I built up-the
vacancies with empty tins.” /

My sakes!” cried Pyné pityingly, “you
deserve to win through.”

“] think my héart will break,” mutter-
ed Brand. “But look! The lamp! 1
needs adjusting.”

Indeed, a fresh gale seemed to be spring-
ing up. The wind-vane having gone, the
index was useless. It was not until a burst
of epray drenched the lantern that Brand
knew of a change taking place. The wind
was backing round towards the north.

The barometer fell slightly. It portend-
ed either more wind and dry weather, or
less wind accompanied by rain. Who
could tell what would happen? Fair or
foul, hurricane or cahmn, all things séemed
to be the ungovernable blundering of blind
chance. %

When the rock was left it peace after
the fall of the tide, Pyne promised to keep
the' light in order if Brand would endeavor
to sleep until-day-break. Rest was essen-
tial to him. He would assuredly break

down under the strain if the tension were,

too long maintained, and a time was com-
ing when he would need all his strength,
mental and: physical.

“Here have I been snoozing in odd cor:
ners ever since I came aboard,” urged the
American, “and I have nothing to do but
starve quietly. It’s ridiculous. My funeral
is dated: your’s isn’t. You can’t be on
deck all the time, you know. Now, just
curl up and count sheep jumping over a
wall or any old game of the sort until your
eyes close of their own accord.”

Brand yielded. He lay on the hard
boards, with a chair cushion for pillow; all
the rugs rescued by Constance were now
needed in the hospital. In less than a
minute he was sound asleep.

“That was a close call,” mused Pyne.
“In another hour he would have cracked
up. He’s a wonder, anyhow.”

The  lighthouse’keeper slept until long
after day-break. . Pyne refused to allow,
anyone to:disturb him,

Soon aftér seven o’clock the watch re-
ported that two vessels were approaching
from the Bay. One was the Falcon, and
the sailors scon made out that the other
was the Trinity tender from Plymouth.

When_they were both mearing the buoy,
Brand twas aroused.

It ‘was evident that the brief rest had
cleated his byain, and. restored his self-
confidence., Instantly he 'took up .the
thread of events, and his first words show-
ed how pleased he was that someone of
authority in.the lighthouse service shouid
be in active communication with him.

Through his glasses. he distinguished
Stanhope on board the Trinity steamer,
standing by the side' of the inspecting
officer of the South-Coast lights. Other
officials were there, but near Stanhope was
a tall elderly man, unknown, and certainly
a stranger in Penzance,

The Falcon was now chartered by press-
men, so the civihan on the official boat
was evidently a person of consequence.
Indeed, Brand imagined, long before Pyne
was able to verify the impression, that the
new-comer was Mr. Cyrus J. Traill, whom
he had failed to notice in the poor light
of the previous evening.

He knew quite well that the experienced
chief of the. lighthouse service would ap-
preciate fully the disabilities under which
he labored, with cighty-one mouths to feed
from a stock already far below the three
months’ maximum.

The first telegraphed .question betrayed
the’ prevalent anxiety.

‘‘Hope all is well?”

'What was he to say? Was it not best

 to speak boldly and let men know the

truth, not alone as to their present desper-
ate plight but revealing the measures he
had devised for the protection of the light?
He could not make up his mind to launch
out into a full explanation that instant.

So he dignaled:—

{“Everyone alive,
grave collupse.”

Stanhope was_again the signaler—evi-
dently he had arranged matters with the
Admiral at Portsmouth—so Brand expect-
ed the prompt reply:—

“How are Constance and Enid?”

“Quite well and cheerful.”’ :

The tall man near Stanhope bent closer.

“Are Mrs. Vansittart and Pyme all
right?”’

Brand assumed that the lady was in no
worse condition than others. Constance,
telling him the state of the sick during a
hasty visit, had not mentioned her name.

So he scent the needed assurance, and
went on forlornly:—

“‘Suppose no effort can be made to open
communication ?”’

To his great surprise, the answer came:—

“We are constructing a raft. When
the tide falls this afternoon we will try
what can be done.”

Ah, how. glad he was that he had not
obeyed his earlier impulse, and horritied
the anxious rescuers by a prephecy of lin-
gering death for many, with the prelude,
perchance, of murderous excesses commit-
ted by men on the verge of madness. 1
that story had to be told he would not
flinch, but it was a grateful thing that the
hour of its telling might at least be de-
ferred.

A long message followed, a string of lov-
ing words from relatives ashore to those

but many cases of

| known to be imprisoned on the rock, Lur-

ing the merely perfunctory reading off of
the signals his active mind was canvassing

.the probabilities of success or failure for

the venture of the afternoon. It was high-
water about three o’clock, and, in his
judgment, with the wind in its present
quarter, about northwest by west, the
crosé seas which would sweep the reef
and engulf the - lighthouse at half-tide
would render it wildly impossible for any
raft ever-built by man’s hands to live in
the immediate vicinity of the rock.
However, the issue lay with others now.
He knew that they would do all that brave

meg would dave. He was tempted to make
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known thie inspifing néws to all hands;
but refrained, because he feared ultimate
failure. Beneath his ‘feét was a human
volcano. Stirred’ too deeply, it might be-
come active and dangerous.

So the apathetic multitude in his charge,
hungrily awaiting a scanty morsel of food
which only provoked' what' it failed to
gratify, must rest content with the long
statement written out by the purser and
read by him at the door of each room.

Pyne took to Mrs. Vansittart the news
of his uncle’s presence on the steamer.

“If you would like to see him,” he said,
“I have no doubt Mr. Brand will let you
stand on the gallery for a little while.”

She declined, excusing herself on the
ground 6f weakness,

“In this high wind,” she said, “it will
be very cold out-there, and any further ex-
posure would make me very i’

“That’s true emough,” he agreed, though
he wondered why!she raised no- question
doncerning the message she. wished him -to-
convey to Mr. Trajll. : :

Had she ‘forgotiten ‘the urgency of her
words over night?- He had carried her in-
stiictions quite :faithfully to- Brand and
the latter smiled<at the fantasy.

“Time enough' to ‘think of such things
when® we ate asstred of the lady’s depar-
ture,” he said, and they left it at that.

Thinking tointerest her, Pyne told ber
of the crowd on ‘tha, Falcon. i ;

“Mobtly  reporters, . Brand ' thinks,” he
said. “What a story they will build up in
the New York papers. It will be more
fun than a box of monkeys to get hold of
this week’s news and read all the flap-
doodle they are-printing.”

But Mrs. Vansittart was not to be rous-
ed from her melancholy. She dreaded the
lpast physical euffering. Privation was a
new thing in #er life. Today she was
inert, timid, a woman Wwho cowed . away
from the door and was obviously -anxious
that he should leave her to the quiet mis-
ery of the packed bedroom.

As the day passed, a wearisome iteration
of all that had gone before, a new feature
in the relations of the crowded commun-
ity made iteelf disagreeably apparent. Men
drew apart from each other, singly, or m
small groups. An inconsolable gloom set-
tled on the women. By some means, the
knowledge spread that they might all
starve to death in the heart of this cold
dungeon. They began to loathe it, to up-
braid its steadfastness with spoken curses
or unrestrained”tears. The sanctuary of
one day 'was becoming the tomb of the
next. No longet was there competition to
Jook at land or sea from the open win-
dows. Everywhere was settling down a
pall of blank, horrible silence and' suspic-
ion. : 4
Fven Constance yielded to the common
terror orce when the men of the watch
escorted the bearer of a tray-load of pro-
visions to the occupants of the coal-cellar.

“Fnid,” she whispered, “did you see the
light in their cyes? What is it% Does
hunger look that way?”

“Tt must be so, yebt it is almost unbe-
lievable. They arc far removed from real
starvation.”

“One would think so. But it is so hard
to realize things beforehand. And they
have nothing to do. They are brooding all
the time. We are slaves to our imagma-
tionmr Many a sick person is allowed to
eat far less than these men have been
given, and the deprivation is not felt at
all”

“What will become of us, Coustance, it
we are detained here for many days.” .

“Dear one, do not ask me. We must
not think of such things.”

“But dad is thinking of them. 1 watch-
ed his face when I took him a scrap of
food just now, and—"

“Hush; dear. Let us pray--end hope.”

There was a clatter of teet down the
iron stairs. The men of the watch were
hustling to unbar the iron door. A eohdly
built, circular raft had been lowered from
the /rinity tender. :

An assistant-keeper, wearing a cork
jacket, with a rope about his waist,
was clinging to a stumpy mast in the
centre. Two stoud guide-ropes were man-
ipulated from’the deck of the vessel, and
the flat, unwieldy mas® of timber was
slowly drifting nearer to the lighthouse
with the tide. g

The door of the column opened towards
the east, so the wind, with its pelting
sheets of spray, was almost in the opposite
quarter, and -the stout granite shaft itself
afforded some degree of protection for the
entrance.

The scheme signaled from the steamer
was a good one. None but a lunatic would
endeavor to approach the rock itself, but
there was a chance that the raft might be
made to drift near enough to the door to
permit a grapnel to be thrown across the
rope held by the gallant volunteer on the
raft.

Tt was his duty to attach the two ropes
and thus render it possible for a stronger
line to be drawn from the vessel to the

pillar. There was no other way. 'Lhe

| hail. Then it shot forth a claw of furious
.| were a floating feather, turned clean over,
| both of its guiding cablps

‘| with contemptuous egg

' | through the g

[ | rescued the Mrinity boat steamed away to

lighthouse did not possess a rope of suffi-
cient length to be drawn back by the raft

| without- the intervention of some human |-
| agency.

This was precisely the puny, hali-des
pairing dodge that the reef loved to play
with. Cat-like, it permitted the queer, flat-
bottomed craft 16 approach almost within

surf, the heavy raft was picked up as if it

and flung many fathoms out to sea, whilst
were snapped

The assistant-kecpe®, kept floating by his
jacket, was hay#, half drowned, back
Fing froth, whilst the wave
which ove helmed the raft curled up a
spitefulgM®ngue and almost succeeded in
draggife out several of the men stationed

e doorway.

With a clang the iron shutter was rush-
ed into its place, and when the sailor was

try and secure tie raft.
So joyous hope gave way once more to
dark foreboding, and the only comfort was

| the faint one to be extracted from the

parting signal:—
“Will try again next tide.”

CHAPTER XIiI.
Before the Dawn.
Discipline slackened its bonds that night.

For one thing Mr. Emmett fell ill. Al
though inured to hardship in the elemen-

| tal strife, being of the stocky mariner race

which holds the gruff ‘Atlantic in wio dread,
hre had never before been called on to eat

. | sodden bread, to drink condensed steam
| tlavored varnish, and to chew sustenance

from the tind of raw bacon. These draw-

| batks, added to. the lack of exercise and
the constant wearing of clothes not yet

dry, placed him on the sick list.

Again, there were ominous whispers of
unfair division in the matter of food. It
was not within the realm of accomplisht
ment that the pumer, Constance, Enid
and others who helped to apportion the
éatables could treat all alike. Some fared
better than others in quality if mot in

The unfortunate ones growled,
"and talked of favoritism. e
A crisis was reached when the second

quantity.

officer mustered the might watch.

When one eheep leads the other will fol-
low. A stout German from Chicago asked

bluntly:— :

“Vére’s de goot of blayin’ at moundin’
gert? Dere is bud von ting to gart, und

dat is der kidchen.”

Community of interest caused many to
huddle closer to him. Here was one who
dared to say what they all thought. Their
feet shuffled in support. The officer, faith-
ful to his trust, was tempted to fell the
man, but he thought the circumstances

warranted more gentle methods.

“Why are you dissatisfied?” he sternly
“What do you suspect?! Are
you fool enough to imagine that you are
being cheated by people who are dividing

demanded.

itheir last crust with you?”

“How do ve know dat? Dose girle—dey:
are chokin’ mit Mr. Pyne all der.day. Dey

can’t do dat.und be hungry, like us.?

“You unmitigated: ass!” said. the dis-
gusted officer, .« {‘There is food here for
three people. ‘Ihey have fed eighty-one of
us for two days and will keep us going
Can’t. you figure it
Here! \ Who's
for guard and who not? Let us quit fool-

several days more.
out? Isn’t it a miracle?

And the doubters were éﬂqgeed,foi,'fhe

hour. - | ’ :

The hymnsinger endeavored to raise
chorus. He was not
jasm, but a few valiant
assistance., A couple
feebly rendered—and again—silence.
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be as frisky as lambs
Pyne, when he joined Brand after the
scurry caused by the rain had passed.
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tomotrrow,” esaid

“We must not bé too sanguine. There

is a chance, now. I won’t dény that, but
the eea is treacherous.”

“This reef licks creation. At Bar Har-

bor, in Maine, where a mighty big sea can
kick up in a very few hours, I have seeny|,
it go down again like magic under a change |~
of wind.” .

greeted with enthus-
gpirits came to his
of Mhymms fvere

“I'hat is quile reasonable. Any. ordm-
ary commotion has room to spread iteelf
in the tide-way!  Here the tide is hroken
up'into ocean rivers, streams with bound-
aries as definite as the Thames. The main
body sweeps up into the bottle-neck of the
(hamnel. Amother tributary comes round
the north of the Scilly Isles and rune into
the . tidal stream again exactly at this

pleasure boats can safely run ocut into the

rock that would break up a stranded
battleship.” . !

“Say, do you like this kind of life?”

“T have given my best years to il

Pyne was smoking a pipe, one which
Brand lent him. The tobacco was a capi-
tal substitute for food, especially as he had
established a private understanding with
Elsie and Mamie that they were to way-
lay him when possible and mibble a piece
of biscuit he carried in his pocket.

This arrangement was to be kept a strict
.secret from all, especially from Miss Con-
stance and. Miss Enid, whilst the little
ones themselves did not know that the she-
dragons whom Pyne feared so greatly gave
them surreptitious doses from the last tin
of condensed milk, retained for their ex-
clusive bemefit. . . ;

“Do you mind my saying that yon are
.a good bit of an enigma?” he hazarded, be-
tween puffs.  © Sl
“It may be so, but I like the service.”

. “Just so. I wag mever-so happy as when
I took a trip as fourth engineer on a
tramp ‘in the Gulf of Florida. But that
didn’t &ignify being tied to a long-nosed
oiler for the remainder of my days.” :

“Are you a marine engincer?”’ inquired
Brand, with some show of interest.

“I hold & certificate, just for fun. 'I had
a iéchanical twist in me and gave it play.
Biit I"am an idler by profession.” -

The lighthousekeeper laughed; so natur-
‘ally that the younger man was gratified.
Polite disbelief may be 4 compliment.

“An idler, ¢h? You do not strike me ag

a

“Say when,” observed Pyne calmly when | nroperly classed.” z
e entered the serviceroom to find Brand| ™ « wsya fact, mevertheless. My

trimming the spare lamp.
“Not tonight,” said Brand.

“Why not? Hell may break loose ab

any moment downstairs.”
““What has occurred?

tered at eight o’clock.”
“Things are worse NOW.

in the work-shop.”

it?”

“He and his mates have emptied the tin.
light are helplessly drunk—the others

quarrelsome. The mext thing will be
combined rush for the storeroom.”

“Buy why did not the second officer tell

me?”’ ;

“‘He thought you had troubles enough.
If he could depend on the remainder of
the crowd he would rope the sinners. Bays
he knows a slave knot that will make ’em

tired.”
Brand’s eyes glistened.

“The fools,” he said, ‘‘and just as the

weather is mending, too.”
“You don’t mean that?”
“Listen.” -

He glaneced up at the glass dome. Heavy
drops were pablering on it; they looked

like spray, but Pyne shouted gleefully:—

“Yes. I was just going to summon the
watch %o help in filling every vessel. By

spreading canvas sheets we can gather

large supply if it rains hard. Moreover, ib
Man alive, this
may mean salvation. Tie those weaklings

wvill beat the sea down.

and summon every sober man to help.”

‘With a whoop, Pyne vanished. He met
Constance on the staire, coming to see her
father before she stretched her weary hmbe

on tthe hard floor of the kitchen.

She never knew exactly what took place.

Tt might have been politeness, but 1t felt,
uncommonly like a squeeze, and Pyne’s
face 'was extrao_rdlna.rily close to hers as
he cried:—
“It’s raining.

however.

When the ‘shower came it did mot last
very long, and there were many difficulties
in the way of garnering the thrice blessed
In the first place, the lighthouse
was expressly designed to shoot off all
such external supplies; in the second, the
total quantity obtained did not amount

water.

to more than half a gallon.

But it did a great deal of good in other
ways. It brightened many faces, it caused
the drunkards to be securely trussed like
plucked fowls and dumped along the walls
of the entrance passage, and it gave Brand

some degre= of hope that the rescue opera-
tions of the next day might be more suc-

cessful.

'When the rain cleared off, the moon
flickered in a cloudy eky. This was a fur-
ther omen of better fortune. Perhaps the
jingling rhyme of Admiral Fitzroy’s barom-

eter was about to be justified:—

“Long foretold,
Long last;

Short mnotice
Soon past.”

And the hurricane had -givin but slight

warning of its advent.

“T feel it in wy bones thy we shall all

I heard some-
thing of a dispute when the watch mus-

One of the
men found a gallon of methylated epirit

“(300d Heavens! Did he drink any of

father was pleased to invest a few dolars
in real estate on the sheep famm where
Manhattah Avenue ‘now stands. My uncle
has half; my mother had the other half.”
: (T2 be continued).

STEAMER LOST,
BUT CREW WAS SAVED

Azores, March 27—There arrived here to-
day the crew of the Norwegian steamer
Coringa, which was Jost ~at sea while
bound, to Hallifax (N.®.) with a cargo of
salt, from Barcelona and Cadiz. One of
the men died before reaching this place.
The Coringa was abandoned in a smking
condition on March 18, thirteen days after
she sailed- from Cadiz, in lat. 42" Northy
lon. 30 West.

A Lordon despatch received at Halifax
March 24 stated the bare fact that the
Coringa had been lcit.

The Coringa was an iron steamer of 1,136
tons net, built at Dumbarton, Scotland, in
1867, and owned by the Coringa Steamship
Co., W. Wilhelmsen, managing owner, ol
Tonsberg,” Norwny. Before being sold to
Norwegian account she was known as the
British slexmer Bangalore.
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point. The result often is that whilst little

Bay of Penzance there is a race over the|
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OF PORTUGAL'S KING

Lisbon, March 27—The steamer Hani-

No more canvas whisky.
Get a hustle on with every empty vessel.”
He need not have been in such a whirl,

burg. with Emperor Walliam on board,
anchored here late this afternoon. ' King
(Charles, Crown Prince Luise Phulippi,
Duke of Braganza,and the Duke of Oporto,
brother of the king and their suites, For-
eign Minister Villaca and Marine Minister
Moreira, went on board the vessel and es-
corted the emperor ashore. After presen-
tations at the landing stage the royal pro-
cession 'was formed and proceeded through
crowded and magniticently decorated
streets to the palace at Belem. The re-
ception _all along the route Wwas of the

most enthusiastic character.

Denperate Conditions in Armenia

TLondon, March 27—Letters and consular

reports received in London from Van and
other parts of Armenia state that the situ-
ation there is steadily growing worse.
Business is at a standstill; few crops have
been sown and Kurds' raids on Armeniai
villages are unrestricted. One of the latest
letters says:

“The government is demanding taxes
with relentless severity and seizing cattle,
farming implements and even bedding and
househeld necessities. ‘Fhere is Do sign
of improvement. Ceneral ruin of the courn
try is foreboded.”
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Severe Chest Co:!»(—i;
And Painful Coughs

Demand Prompt and Active
Treatment.

The great danger in troubles of
this class is ‘ delay.”
lect a Cough or Cold, i

Don’t neg-
can have
paves the

phlegm.
Mrs. Joseph
Ont., writes
cold I cg
noticee

fradis, Blackwelly
”1 had such a bad
d hardly breathe. j
Br. Wood’s Norway Pin

Syrup advertised, SO had my|
husband get me two bottles—I|

had only used one before I was
cured. I recommended it to a
friend, and two bottles cured her,

after othet remedies had failed—we

both keep it in the house now and
would not be without it. -It is the
best cough medicine I have ever
taken,”’ '
Price 25 cents peé bottle, .

Bill to Regulate it Through Towns
and Villages Voted Down in Parlia-
@& ment--0ther News of the House.

—

Ottawa, March 27.—(Special)—The af-
ternoon &ession of the house was devoted
to the Ottawa electric bill. It was carried
by 67 for to.37 against.

At the evening session the exchequer
court act was passed. It was introduced
by Mr. Geoffrion and provides that the
sale of a railway by the exchequer court
was a good enough title to the purchaser.

Mr. Lancaster endeavored to get the
house to reverse the decision of the rail-
way committee throwing out his bill
limiting the speed wof trains passing
through towns and villages to ten miles
an hour but this was rejected. The rail-
way commission has power to deal with
such cases. i

B0LD ROBBERY
T o

Retired Civﬂ Engineer Held Up by
":-hree Men in His Library and Rob-
ed, :

—em

’Otla\vu, March  27.—(Special)~T: C.
Keefer, an eminent retired civil engineer.
who stays at Rock Cliff, a suburb of t‘né
city, was .held up by three masked bur-
glars in t!lls library this evening and rob-
bed of his gold watch and $35, which he
had on his person. ‘

Keefer was sitting alone when the three
desperados entered ard covered him with
'then- revolvers. There were other parties -
in the house in addition to the servants
but ithe robbers escaped umheard. As
soon as they got out Keefer telephoned
thekpolxce, who are now endeavoring to
hunt the robbers down. Keefer’s house
stands: by itself some distance from ‘any
c;_theer residence, overlooking ithe Ottawa
iver, g {

Indicted for Manslaughter. '

Cornwall, March 27—(Special)—'"Irue
b}ll” for manslaughter was returned to-
night by the grand jury against -Allan
Loney, hockey player of Maxville, who
killed Alcide laupin in a hockey ’m:\tch
at Maxville Feb. 24. Loney pJezided nos
guilty tonight and| his, trial will begi
MOITOW, : Lo i
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