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menu, tut far from-iyitiHfymg to strong BMf f |U flQ fiP 
mon and worn-out women. Vf I IV UltIU FI

The Falcon, knowing the' uselessness of ■ ■ M1 *•* «T W * m. 
attempting to creep- close, to the Gulf Rock, 
had gone off with her budget to startle | 
two continents. -’’NStanih&pe'a last message 
was one of Assurance. île would 
do all that lay in man’s power.
The lighthouse soon qufeted down
to a state of passive reaction.
Pyne, refusing to be j served earlier,
carried .his own and lir.TOd s scanty meal ^ 
on a tray to the service-room,

The unwearied lighthouse-keeper was on 
the balcony, answering a kindly Cigna! 
from the Land's End, where the coast­
guards were not yet in possession of the 
news from Penzance.

He placed the tray on the writing-desk 
and contemplated its contests ruefully.

“X guess that banquet won’t ' Spoil tor 
keeping,” be said to himself. “I’ll just lay 
round and look at it until the boss quits 
making speeches by the yard.

A couple of minutes passed. Brand 
hoisting the last knc of flags, when the 
American heard faltering footsteps on une

“Don’t follow so close, Mamie,” said a 
child's voice. “My arm-hurts just ’nrult 
for anything when I move.”

A towzjed head of golden hair emerged 
into the tight, dt-was one of the two little 
girls, whom Pyne had hot seen since they ,.what good

swung aloft from the sloping deck ot py^ greatly relieved hun-
thie iChtnock. , .r ..n self bv tile change of topic.Their astonishment was mutual, ihe ,.It ywou](1 beat down the sea to some
child, aged about eight “ estent and then they might -be able to
a playmate of the dine days on board ship. ^ * mt,h a rope attached, close
She turned with cordent enough to the rock at low tide to enable

«2 sîr&ÿç w «KW- TJ„ ...... » -a
*81*555i»riri, tb«hi«I«I* /!<. - ««**
arm was in a sling. Pyne, dreadmg lest to. the steamer by that means , 
she should fall, hastened to help. her. “That is absolutely out of the questmm

“Vse all rrtht Mr. Pyne,” she an- until the weather moderates to a far great- 
ncfunced with an’air of great dignity. ”1 er extebt than Ï darts hope at present, 
make one step at a time. Then X ketch But, once we had the line, we could ng 
the rail. See?” up a running tackle and obtain some

"You’ve get it down to a fine point, sborea.’' ,
Elsie,” he said. “But what in the world <fjs jt M bad as all that?” said the
are those. women-folk -thinking of -to let younger man, after a pause, 
you and Mamie run loose about the place. Xhey looked at each other. The know- 

Elsie did not answer until Mamie stood aR true men have of their kind
■by her side. Judged by appearances, ]€aped fron) eye to eye..
Mamie was a year younger. Apart trom "Quite that bad,” answered Brand, 
the nasty bruise on Elsie's left arm an pyQe listened hie lips. He produced a 
shoulder, the children 'had escaped Brom M88 pertaining two cigars. He he'd it out. 
the horrors of the wreck almost unseatiiM "Let us'go shares in consolation,” he 
in body and certainly untroubled mjund. *

“Mamie came to my room for OTealctaa , Brand accepted the gift, and affected a 
explained Elsie at last. “We’se awful hun-
gry, an’ when we axed for mother -<By hmky chance I have an ample sup­
ers. Taylor she began to cry. An when üy
I said we’d,go an' And mamma she cned tobacep- £ fae ^ -

%rrWe’se awful hungiw,” agreed ed k quick,ghneo at Pyne, ;do you know 
“An' please where’s Mamma?" anything aoout chemistry.

further explanation. "WeB—er—I went through a course at

“Can colza oil be converted into a food.”
"It contains certain faits,” admitted 

Pyne, taking dubious stock of the ques-

could Polish a burner up there as well as 
Wb floor of the service-room.

/in-hopes nfedWart figure, clad, in 0-2- 
ira, was clearly defined as he stood alone 

on the port side of # -the Falcon’s small 
bridge, reading off the signals and sending 
back spasmodic -twitterings of the flags 
which he, also, had procured, to indicate 
that each word was understood.

“Who is the skipper of the tug?” in­
quired Pyne quietly.

“You -mean Jack,” cried Enid. “He is 
■not the captain. He is an officer of the 
Royal Navy, our greatest friend.”

"Jack is his front' name, I suppose,” 
Went on Pyne, breathing on the copper 
disc in his hands to test its clearness.

“We wiH introduce yon, even at this 
ctititaiiK*,” said- Constance airily. * “Mr. 
Pyne—dhis is lieutenant -John Pertival 
Stanhope, only eon of -the late Sir Charles 
and lady .'Margaret Stanhope, of- Tregar- 
thén lodge, Penzance, one of the best and 
dearest fellows who ever lived.”

“It must be mice to he a friend of yours. 
Mise {Brand, jf you always talk about the 
favored person in that way,” said Pyne, 
rubbing industriously.

Enid, to whom the -mere sight of the 
steamer had restored all her vitality, giggl­
ed joyously.

“You know, Mr. Pyne, we all love Jack, 
las the song says. It was a mere accident 
«that he did not accompany, us to the rock 
yesterday. Connie would not let him 
some.”

“Ah,” said Pyne.
“I forbade him,” explained Constance, 

“because he had only three days’, leave 
from his ship, and I thought he should 
give the first afternoon -to his mother in­
stead of playing poodle for Enid.”

“How dare you call Jack a poodle?” was 
the indignant exclamation.

“Allow me,” drawjéd Pyne. “I'm Very 
-glad your sister classified him.” \

Constance suddenly felt her neck and 
face aflame. Pyne was standing on her 
left, Enid on bar right. The quiet juttili- 
ation of Pyne’s voice was so unmistakable 
that End, for one instant, withdrew her 
eyes from the distant ship. A retort was 
quick on her lips, until she-bethought her 
that the American’s statement might have 
two meanings.

Being . tactful withal, she chose her 
words whilst she bubbled forth:—

“He promised to take use for a drive 
today. That is -the dot and dash alphabet 
father and he are using. If dad requires 
all -the dots I’m sure Jack is monopolizing 
the dashes. He must be furious about this 
gale.”

Constance, who wanted to pinch Enid 
severely, had reverted to her normal heal­
thy hue by this time. She dropped her

- •took thought for an instant. Tao .light- 
house-keeper- would dot be able to leave 
-the lamp for nearly threé hours. When 
dawn came, she knew he would have many 
things to attend to, signals to the Land’s 
End. the Arrangement of supplies, which 
he had already mentioned ito her, and a 
host of other matters. Four o’clock in 
the -morning was an unconventional hour 
■for an interview, but time itself was topsy­
turvy under the conditions prevalent on 
the G-ulf pock. ,• •

“I will ask him/’ she went on hurriedly, 
with an uncomfortable feeling that Mrs.
Vansittart resented her judicial pause.

“Thank you.” *
To the girl’s ears the courteous ecknow- m| 

lodgement conveyed an odd note of men- 
ace, ’ If the eyes are the windows of the !=
soul, surely the voice k its subtle gauge, cupied. Of course, I can see him in the 
The more transparently simple, clean-1 morning before the vessel comes. They 
minded the hearer, the more accurate is wil l Send a ship sooin to talked» off?" 
the resonant impression. Constance found “At the earliest possible moment,” was 
hehtif vaguely perplexed by *Wo jostling the glad answer. “Indeed, dad has just 
' abstractions. If they took shape it wde in -been signafinig to a tug which will return 

tiy éni-te questioning. Why was Mrs. Van-1 daybreak”
sittart goanxionp to reÿyve, or, ij iaaight he; There -was a joyous chorus fiipin the 
probe, loyg-buri-ed memories, and" why did j «other inmates. Constance had not the 
her module em% sepm to veil a hostile requisite hardihood to tell them bow they 
intent _ I misconstrued herwords.

But the fresh, gracious maidenhood in As she quitted them she admitted to bet­
her cast, aside these unwonted studies in self that Mrs. Vansrttàrt, though disturb- 
mind-reading. . . , t-ihg in some of her'innods, was really very

“fie has so much to do,” she explained, considerate. It never occurred to her that 
“Although there are many of us on the her new acquaintance might 'have suddenly 
rode tonight he has never been so utterly discovered the exceeding wisdom of a 
alone. Won’t you wait inside until I re- proverb concerning second thoughts, 
turn” _ . Indeed, Mrs. Vanaittart now bitterly re-

•«Not unless I am in the way,” pleaded gretted the impulse which led her to be- 
' the other. “I was choking in there. The tray any -knowledge of Stephen Brand or 
air here, the spa ci, are so grateful.” bis daughter. Of ajl the follies of a way-

So Constance passed her. Mrs. Vaneit- ward life, that was immeasurably the 
tart noted the dainty manner in which she greatest, in Mrs. Vansittart’s critical scale, 
picked up her skirts to mount the stair. She But what would you? It is not. often 
caught a glimpse of the tailor-made gpwp, given to a woman of nerves, a woman of 
striped sük underskirt, well-fitting, low- volatile nature, <a shallow worldling, yet 
heeled, wide-welted expensive boots, Trust versed in the deepest wiles of intrigue, to 
a woman to see all these things at a ■ he shipwrecked; to be plucked from a liV- 
glanoe, w-th even the shifting glimmer of mg hell,- to 'be swung through a hurricane 

Storm-proof lantern to Aid the quick up- to the secure insecurity bf a dark and hol-
loW piUar standing on a Calvary of etorm- 

As the girl went pat, of her right a re- to,eed waves, and then, whilst her senses 
btyjfe, 1 Ttiihiscejice eame tx- her. swam in utmost bewilderment, to be con-

“No Wonder I was startled,•*' fbe ppm- fronted with a living ghost.
................... , - . , „ Ye-t that was precisely what had liappèn

helps the resemblance. Frobably it is her | ed to her.
fathqr'si t 1 Fate i* grevions at times. This haven

Then the loud silence of the lighthouse j ^ refuge was a placé of torture. Mrs. 
appalled her. The ringing had ceased, or J Vûnritfart broke down and wept in her die-- 

One might | treœ.
be,in a tomb as surrounded by this tan­
gible darkness. The tremulous granite, so 
cold and hard, yet alive in its own grim 
strength, the murmuring commotion of 
wind and waves swelling and dying in
ghost-like echoes, suggested a grave, a chilly dawn. The little world of the Gulf 
vault dose sealed from the outer world, Rock bestirred itself in its damp misery at 
though pulsating with the far-away exist jhe from watch, delighted by
ence of heedless multitudes. Thus, brood- the prospect of activity, clattered up and 
ing in the gloom, a tortured soul without j down the iron stairs, opened all available 
form and void, she awaited the return of windows, undamped the door when Brand 
her messenger. , gave the order, end busied itself exceeding-

• Constance, after looking in at -the hoepi- ly witii m desultory jobs which offered 
tal, went on to the seroce-room. Her to m many willing hands, 
father was not there. 6he glanced up to jt was now, by the nautical almanac, 
the trimming stage, expecting to see him dead low water,pp the reef, but the strong 
attending to the lamp. No. He had gone, southwesterly'"wind, hurling a heavy sea 
Somewhat bewildered, for she was almost o^p^y oVtr the rocks, showed that the 
certain ÿe was not m^auy of the lower I Btandards of war and peaoe differ as great- 
apantments, she chmbed to the httie door ÿte matter of tides as in most other
in the glass frame. respects. a

Ah! There he was, on-the landward side I As the light increased it lost its first 
of the gallery. What was the matter now ? I warm tinge. Steel gray were sky and 
Surely there was not another vessel in dis-1 water, sombre the iron-bound land, whilst 
tress. However, being relieved from. any the iwhereabe^ts iff the sun became a BCien- 
dubiety as to his whereabout», she went ! tifie abstraction. Therefore, the heliograph 
-beck to the service-room and gave herself was useless, and Brand, helped by some of 
the luxury of a moment’s rest. Oh, how the sailors, oémmençed to flaunt his, flag- 
tired she was! Not until she sat down did signals to the watching telescopes on the 
she realize what it meant to live ai she far-off promontory of the Land’s End. The 
had lived, and to do all that she had done, Faison, strong-hearted trawler, was plung- 
during the past four hours. mg towards jibe rock when -the first line

'Her respite was of short duration, of gay bunting’swung clear into the breeze.
Brand, his "fl-A-in-a gleaming with wet, And What a’Message it was—in its jerky 
came in. phrases—its profound uncertainties —for

“Hello, sweetheart, what’s up now?” he communication by flag code is slow work, 
cried, in such cheerful voice that she knew and -Brand left much to an casier system 
all was well. of talk with the approaching steamer.

“That was exactly what I was going to j “Chinook—-New York to Southampton— 
ask you,” she said. I struck reef during hurricane—propeller

“The Falcon is out there,” he replied, shaft broken—7S survivors in lighthouse— 
with a side nod towards Mount’s Bay. captain, 201 passengers, officers and crew—

Constance knew that the Falcon was a lost with ship.”
«sturdy steam-trawler, a buD-dog httie ship, -The awful significance of the words sank 
built to face anything in the shape 6f gales, into -the hearts of the signallers. For the 

“They can do nothing, of course,” she first time, tlio disaster from which, by 
commented. God’s Providence, they had emerged safe-

*‘No. I stood between them and the ly became crystallized into set speech 
light for a second, and they evidently un-1 .Seventy-ei#t living out of two hundred 
denstood" that I Was on the lookout, ah a and eighty iwho might have lived! This! 
lantern dipped seven times, which .1 inter-1 was-the curt intelligence which leaped the
«preted es meaning that -they wSl return at] waves to fly over the length and breadth
■daybreak. Now they are off to Penzance ] of the -land, which sped back to the States
again.” . ’ " : ltd replace the expected news of a safe vqy-
“They turned safely then?” j age, which thrilled the civilized world as

Such a message -might well carry good “Shipped a sea or two, no doubt. The it had not been thriDed for many a day. 
cheer to all who heard, yet Mrs. Vansit- wind is dropping, but the sea is running Not a soul in the lighthouse gave thought 
tart listened as one in a trance, to Whom mountains high»” ... _ , I ^i® ^ affair. All were ônxi-
the dm nest promise was a tiling unasked 'Hë had taken off his oilskins. Oonstance ons -to reassure their loved ones, but, an 
for and unrecognized. After passing suddenly felt a strong disinclination to rise, their present moribund condition, they 
through the greater peril of -the reef in à Bring a strong-willed young prison, she could not realize the electee effect of the 
state of supine consciousness, she was now sprang up instantly. I incident -on- the wader world wluch read
moved to extreme activity by a more per- “I came to ask yon if you can eëe Mxb. I And had heart* to feei.
zonal and seffish danger. There was she, Vansittart,” she said. , Even whilst Stephen Brand was signall-
a human atom, to be destroyed or saved ‘TMtb. Vansittart!” he cried, a genuine mg to the Falcon, with httie white flags 
at the idle whim of circumstance: here, surprise that thrilled her with a pleasure quickly extemporized as soon as the neared

she assuredly could not account for. the Trinity buoy, newspaper correspond-
"Yes. She asked if she might have a ente ashore were busy at the telegraph- 

word with you.” office, and their associates on the trawlers
He threw hie hands up in comic despair, were eagerly -transcribing the lightiiouse- 
"Xell the good lady 1 am up to my eyes keeper’s words whereavith to feed to fever 

in work. The oil is running low. I must 'heat the sensation which the night had 
hie me to the pump at once. 1 have my provided for the day. 
journal to fill. If there is no sun I cannot Brand, foreseeing the importance of 
heliograph and 1 have a host of signals to clearness and brevitj* had already written 
took up and get ready. And, a word in out a full draft of his detailed message, 
your ear, Connie dear. We will be ‘at Faithful to his promise, Stapleton was 
home’ on the rock for the next forty-eight acting as signaller-in chief on board the 
hours. Give the lady my very deep re- Falcon, so Brand might manipulate his 
grets and ask her to allow me to send for flags as quickly as lay in his power, with 
her when I have a minute to spare, some chief officer Emmett reading the words at 
home heooe.” bis elbow: there was no fear that any mis-

She kissed him. I take would be made by the receiver.
“You dear old -thing,” she cned. “You The story, if condensed, was complete, 

will tire youreèlf to death, I am sure.” 'Beginning with an explanation of the 
He caught her by,the duo. I liner’s disablement, it dealt with her des-
“Mark my words,v he laughed. “You I penate -but unavailing struggle to weather 

will feel this night in your bones longer the reef, described Pyne’s gallant and suc- 
tthan I. By -the way, no matter who goes ceseful effort to get in touch with the 
hungry, don't prepare any breakfast until lighthouse, the rescue of a fourth <Sf thbee 
I ooine to you. I suppose the kitchen is on 'board, the names of the survivons, and, 
your headquarters?” finally, their predicament in the matter of

“Yes, though Enid has had far more of] food and water.
Mr. -Pyne’s company. She is cook, you All this took long to tall.
know.” Within the lantern, Mr. diaries A.

“Is Pyne there too?” Pyne, appointed supernumerary aasistant-
“He is laundry-maid, drying clothra.” keeper, was burnishing brass work as per 
“I think I shall like him,” missed inetructioiis received. He little knew the 

Brand. “He seems to be a helpful sort of use which was being made of Iris name by 
-youngster. That reminds me. Tail 'him to the tiny hits -of linen tossed about on the 
report to -Mr. Emmett as my assistant,—if exterior gallery. In such wise, helped by 
he cares for the poet, that is.” a compositor and dignified by headlines,

He did not see the ready spirit of mis- does a man become a hero in -these days of
chief that danced in her eyes. She pie- knighthood conferred by the Press,
timed Mr Pyne “fixing things”» with Mr. Oonstance was scrutinizing the Falcon 
'Emmett "mighty quick.” from the trimming-stage. Heating Enid’s even

When she readied the first bedroom Cheery “Good,-morning” to Pyne when outrageously hungry, and the common al- 
floor Mrs Vanaittart had gone. .that young lâdy raced upwards from the lotraent was half a cup of tea and half a

“I thought it would be strange if she kitchen to catch a glimpse of the reported ship’s biscuit,
stood long in this drought,” mused Con- vessel, she dropped her glasses for a mo- For the midday meal there would be
stance. She opened the door. «The lady ment. two ounces of meat or bacon, one potato,
she sought was leahing disconsolate against “Jack is on. board,” she announced. Of and another half biscuit with about 
a. well course he WbtiM be there. -And there is glassful of water. For supper th

“Mar" tat'her—” rim began ouch -a lot o-f other mdi—half Penzance, I ance was half u cup of cocoa and two
«T fear I was thougbtiees,” interrupted think.” - ounces of .bread, which most be baked d*u-

M». Vaoeibtort. “Heinuat be greatly, pc- Enid joined her; Pj'ne, too, thought he ing the day. Not mte starvation, this
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looked so forlorn that be took me to lug 
heart—thank God!”

Another solemn chord of tlie hymn float­
ed up to them:—

“Let all thy converse be sincere,
Thy conscience as the noonday deaf.-”

■BOR SALT pre*
____  cheese hetfrt, end
l^k#the emoothet. ddr 
est and best qieililltyehee*. 
See that yestrdeskr ^«s 

' IB. SALT.

CHAPITE1R m. ,
, Sira. Vansittart. ‘

‘ He purser, faithful to his trust, had 
secured the drip's books. HV alone, among 
the survivors of the Chinook, had brought 
a parcel of any sort from that ill-fated The rest of the verse evaded them.
ship* The. others poserased the doth* Pr,°,W>ly* <^'w“ ,

-, , .. ____Mi». Vanaittart seemed to be
they wore, tiwir money, «and m some caaes mtent on tbe ocoufiation
tbeir trinket*. ... o| $e n^ement, believed their littie chat

Mr. Emmett suggested that a list $ was ended. To round it <rff, so to spüak, 
those saved should be compiled. Then, by she went on quickly - -

■inmates of the lighthouse and evolve some _ Brand: saw me floating toward» this 
d*pfee of order in the community. lighthouse in a deserted boat. I was nearly

ft was found that there were thirty- dead. The people who had been with me 
seven officers and men, including stewards, were gone, either starved and thrown into 
thirty-three saloon passengers, of whom the sea or knocked overboard during a col- 
nineteen were women, counting the two lision, as the boat was badly damaged. - My 
'little girls, and seven men and one woman flaen was marked *E. TV That is the only 
from the steerage. definite fact I can tell you. All the rest is

“It isn’t iMual, on a British ship, for the guess-work. Evidently, nobody cared to 
crew to bulk so large op - the list,” siid claim me. And. here I am.”
Mr. Emmett huskily. f'Sqt it -couldn’t be Mrs. Vansittart was leaning back in the 
helped. The passengers had to be bah- deep gibom, supporting heroélf àgèinet t.he 
tened down. They oouldn’ti live on deck, door of the--bedroom. ■ ;>
We never gave in until tide laet minute.” ^ '‘*What a Jromanee!” she said, faintly.

•<I saw that.” said Brand, knowing thw, “A. wegne one; and this is tea time to 
agony whi-h prompted -the' hrékçn' ex-; 
plrtnatiiin.

“An’ nit n'm-ii
caped 'if il'
went ontjift railar.,. - , .. , - ,

/'Is, tj}.it. the nime' <ÿt>h> ymuÿtiy-.'. 
riimhêd the forsmeati -, ...... Æ

‘'That’s him- : Mi-
h* eatehig onto Vimt way, dut 1 /Hi. 
as cool’ as i Vuciypbrr J'vr lucked, 
when he reached the . deck an’ saw the 
lighthouse so near. Then be asked me for 
a tope. -Planned the- while thing in a 
second, so to speak ” _ e ,

“He ia. not one of the ship's company?
“Np, sir, a passenger, newy of Cyrus

J. Ttaai, the Philadelphia millionaire.
Haven’t you heard of Traill?. Not much 
Of a newspaper reader, eh? There was a 
lady on board, a Mrs. Vansittart, who 
was earning over to marry odd Traill, so 
oeonle said, and the wed.din’ was fixed to SkTplace in Paris nqxTweek. Young 
Fyne was actin’ as eeeoet.”

“Is she lost? What a terrible thing!”
The chief officer glanced down the pur- 

eri’s liste and slapped Ms thigh with much 
vehemence.

“No, by goeh! Here ahe is, marked O.
K, ' WeB, that beats thé band.”
, “So the hd has discharged his trust to 
tris tende?”

Mr. Emmett was going to say something, 
but checked the words on his lips.

■«iQueer «world,” he muttered. “Queer 
world.”

With -that he deleted himself to plan­
ning out the watches. Soon he and the.
.puraer be toe* themselves to the depths 
riith a roll-call. As they crept bëkrw 
gingerly—these sallor-me» Were not at 
home on companion ladders which moved 
not when -the shock came—they -met Enid, 
for the first time. She, earning up, held 
tb» swinging lantern level with her face.<
They hung back politely.

“Please come ” «ûi» cried in her win­
some way. 
for courtesy-”

They stepped heavily onward. She flit­
ted away. Emmett rawed his lantern be­
tween the purser's 'to'» end M8.

“What do yon tbtok of that? he whis­
pered, awe-stricken.

The man of accounts smiled broadly.
“Pretty gxirl!” he'agreed, with crirdely 

emphatic superlatives.
Emmett, shook his head. He muttered 

to himself: “I guese I’m tired. I see 
things.”

Jf* Wwas

Brand rose and tapped -the barometer, 
to read! theadjusting 'the sliding eerie 

- tenths! :-t
"Slightly 'better,” he announced, 

only the wind would go down, or even 
chifnge to the norrztud!” .

would a change of wind

“If

were

. goaslp »k»ul it. Gan l get:you anything?”
' 'ft; j. Emd .frit.; theft she' really'!muf«- net/pro- -, -

'•moitir'e ehub wnufd have ee-WfSmg Vi, ::r conversation, aqd the other a storm-pr.
r-,n -,.i - ! ■ \'‘ Vriim.-id’-- exelamition. threatened further praisenent. •• -- i ' :

i-nia.' - - - •: i-.- C
■■ .’-No: ths«k; yod ' You’ll excriri trie,

L-n ii, If! „ turai injcra.'i-” . « V? -«»0 wun»»r i win starueu, gne V""-But Enid,“w4 a parting «mil'è, was half-. . Thai jailor’s ^a^ si» wears
c was way toward the next landing, and Mrs.

Vansittart was free to re-enter the crowd­
ed apartment where her felicity-sufferers
were wondering when -they would see day- aPPal4e<f th® mngiiK na 
li*t again. She did not stir.' The dark- wm-sbut off by a dosed door, 
ness was intense, the narrow passage 
draughty, and the column thrilled and 
quivered in an unnerving manner. She 
heard the dang of a door above and knew 
that Enid had gone into the second apart­
ment given over to the women. Some­
where, higher up, was the glaring light of 
which ahe had » faint recollection, though 
die was almost unconscious -when unbound 
from the rope and carried Into the service- 
room.

And at that moment, not knowing it, 
she had been near to Stephen Brand, might 
have spoken to him, looked into hjs face.
What was he like, die wondered. Had he 
aged greatly with the years? A lighthouse- 
keeper! Of all the professions in this wide 
world how came 
that? and' what -ugly trick wae 
fate about to play her that she 
should be cast ashore on this desolate 
rock where he was in charge? Could she 
avokl him? Had she been injudicious m 
betraying her knowledge of the past? And 
how marvelous was ith.e likeness between 
Constance and her father! The chivalrous, 
high-minded youth ahe had known came 
hack to her through the mists of time.
The calm, proud eyes, the firm mouth, the 
wide expanse of forehead were his. From 
her mother—the Woman -who “died many
years ago,” when she, Mrs. Vansittart, during the past four hours, 
was “quite a girl”—the girl inherited the 

dhe «sied in her win- clear profilé, the wealth of dark-brown 
“These stairs are too narrow hair, and a grace of movement not often 

seen in Englishwomen.
Though her teeth chattered with the 

cold, -Mrs. Vansittart oould not bring her­
self to leave the vault-like stairway. Once 
more the hymn-singers cheered their hearts 
with words of praise. Evidently, there 
was one among them who not only knew 
the words but could lead them mightily in 
the tunes of many bid favorites.

The opening of a door—caused by the 
passing to and fro of some of the ship’s 
officers—brought to her distracted ears the 
concluding bans of a verse. When the 
voices swelled forth again she caught the 
full refrain:—

. 1
.Who

:em:is,

up.

CHAPTER X.
Pyne’s Progress.

A primrose light m the east heralded a

Mamie.
Pvne needed no 

The little ones had lost their mother; her 
disfigured body, broken out of all recogni­
tion, was tossing about somewhere in the
under-currents of the Channel None ot
the women dared to tell the children the 
truth, and it was a. heart-rending task to 
deny them food. ■ :

So, they were permitted to leave their, 
refuge, with the kmdly belief that they 
would come to no harm and perchance ob­
tain a further supply from one of those
sweet-faced girls who explained so genti)
that the rations must run short lor the
common good. ..

pyne glanced up'at the lantern* Outside 
he couldeee Brand hauling down the 
signal. He sprang to the tray and secured 
,hia half biscuit and tea cüp.

“Come along, Elsie," he said, crooking 
this left arm for her. .‘’Follow close.Mamic. 
Mind you don’t fall.” , ,

“Your mamma is' asleep, he assurred 
them in a whisper on the next landing- 
“She just can’t be woke up for quite a

Then be navigated them 'to the door «f 
the second bedroom, where Mrs. Taylor 
was. He broke the hard bisclnt ra two 
pieces and gave one to each child.

“Here, Mamie, you, carry the cup, and 
go shares in the tea/*

“I don’t like tea,” protested Mamie. 
“If I can’t 'have coffee I want some milk.

“Well, now,, you wait a little bit, and 
you’ll toe tickled to death.-to see What itj 
bring you. But drink the tea. It’s good ati 
hot. Skip inside, both of you.”

He held thé doer partly-open and they 
vanished. He heard Mrs. Taylor say:

“Didn’t J:.ted you those two little dears 
Would do their own -best.”

He regained.-the service-room 
Brand steeping 'the remain!? of his biscuit 
in an almost empty- cup.' The lighthouse- 
keeper greeted 'his young friend „wito a 
smile. “I suppose that you, like the rest 
of us, never 'had such au aivpetite m ai 
your days?” • he said. . ^

“Oh, Pin pretty well fised, ’ Pyn » 
with responsive grin-. . Mcn1

“Then you are fortunate. There is usu­
ally a wretched Httie fiend lurking m a 
man’s inner consciousness which promp 
him to desire the unattainable. Now, 1 am 
a poor eater as a rule, yet this morning 
feel I could tackle the toughest steak evei 
cut off a superannuated cow.”

“I don’t deny," admitted Pf»'.
steak sounds good. That ra, 

languidly, it 
about one

could do

“We are shamefully wasting precious | 
minutes here,” she said. “Enid, you and 
I ought to be in the kitchen.”

Then she glanced with cold self-posses­
sion at Pyne, who was whistling softly be­
tween his teeth as he plied the duster.

“As for you,” she said, *T never saw 
anyone work. so hard with less need.

He critically examined the shining 
burner.

“We Americans are taught to be strenu­
ous,” he said entiling. “That is the only 
way you can cut in ahead of the other fel­
low nowadays, Miss Brand.”

She almost resigned the contest. That 
unhappy explanation had delivered her 
bound into his hands. Yet she strove des­
perately to keep up the pretence that 
their spoken'words had no ulterior signifi­
cance.

“Such energy must be very wearying,' 
she said.

“It is—for 'the other man.”
“But in your case it-is unnecessary. My 

father believes we will be here at least 
forty-eight hours.” Then ahe became con­
scious that again she had not said exactly 
what she meant to say. “Ko you, at any 
rate, need not wear your fingers to the 
bone,” she added hurriedly.

“Guess it must be a national vice,” he 
said with irritating complacency. “Just 
now I feel I have a regular hustle on."

“Your example equals your precepts. 
Enid, tear yourself from the attractive 
spectacle. There are eighty-one ravenous 
people to be fed.”

“Sorry you haven’t hit upon the real 
reason of my abounding industry,”
Pvne, who skipped down the ladder first 
to give the girls a helping hand us they
descended. ... „

“Please tell us. It may be inspiring, 
said Constance,

“I’m going to ask the boss if I can’t take 
a turn as soulery-maid when I’m through

“Then I veto the . idea now,” she ans- 
“Enid and I have had a most

ticm.
“Btot the process oi conversion, -the 

chemical reaction, that is the difficulty.
“Bi-sulphide' of carbon is a solvent, and 

the fatty acids of most vegetable oils can 
be isolated by treatment with steam super 
heated to about 600 degrees Fahrenheit. ’

Brand threw out his hands with a little 
gesture of helplessness ; just then Cons­
tance appeared.

“Dad," she cried, “did not Mr. Pyne 
tell you of my threat?”

“No, dear one. I am not living in terror 
of yon; to my knowledge,”

“You must please go to 
you, at least until 10 or H o’clock. Mr* 
Emmett is sending a man to keep watch 
here. He will not disturb you. He is bring­
ing some rugs and pilaws which you can 
arrange on 'the floor- ' I have collected 
them for yoiir special benefit.”

“At this hour! Impossible, Connie.”
“But it is not impossible, and this is the 

beet hour available. You know quite well 
that iho Falcon will return at high water. 
And you must rest, you know.”

She bustled about, with the busy air 
of a house-wife who understood the whole 
art of looking after her family. But some­
thing puzzled her.

“Mr. Pyne,” she inquired, “where is 
your cup?”

“I—er—took it down,” lie explained.
For some reason, Constance felt instant­

ly that she had turned the. tables on him 
their last rencontre. She did npt

he to adopt

sleep, both 'p£

own.

Enid handed an armful- of dry linen to 
the damp, steaming women in the lower 
bedroom. She was hurrying out; someone 
overtook h* et the door. It was Mrs. 
Vansittart. v .

“Mbs Brand,” she «aid, With her ^all- 
sufficing smile, "give me one,moment,” 

They Stood in the, dark end holkrw- 
sounding stairway.'’ The seas were lashing 
the column repeatedly, but the tight’s or­
deal was nearly ended. Even a timid child 
might know now that the howling terror 
without had done its worst and failed. 
From the cavernous depths, mingling with 
-the rumble of the storm, came the rhythm 
of a hymn. Those left in gloom by the 
withdrawal of Mr. Emmett’s lantern 
cheering their despondent souis.

Surprised, even whilst Enid awaited the 
older woman’s demand, the listeners heard 
the words:—

since
know why. He looked confused, for 
thing; he was not so glib in speech, for 
another. -,

“Down where?” she demanded. “Not to 
the kitchen. I have been there since you 
brought up your breakfast and dad’s on 
the same tray.”

“I breakfasted alone.” remarked Brand 
calmly. “Mr. Pyne had feasted earlier.’’

“But he had not,” persisted Constance.
“I wanted him . to -----”

She stopped. This impudent American 
had actually dared to wink at her, a con­
fidential, appealing wink which said plain­
ly: “Please don’t trouble about me.”

“You gave your tea and biscuit to some­
body,” she cried suddenly. “Now, who was 
it? Confess!"

“Well,” he said weakly, “I did not feel 
—er—particularly hungry, so, when I met 
those two little girls foolin’ round for an 
.extra supply, I—er—thought nobody would , 
mind if—er—”

“Father!” said Constance. “He has not 
had a mouthful.”

“Then take him down stains and give 
him one. You must have found my con­
versation interesting, Mr. Pyne, whilst I 

eating. But, before you go, let me add

“Raise thine eyes to heaven 
When thy spirits quail, 

When, by tempests driven, 
fteqirt and coupage fail.”

one
to find

wered.
comfortable nap, and I am certain you 
have not closed your eyes all night. I will 
make it my pereonal business to see that 
both my father and you lie down for a 
couple of hours immediately after break­
fast.” . . .

“Or else there will be mutiny in the 
kitchen,” chimed in Enid.

“Connie,” she whispered, when they 
were safely out of hearing from the ser­
vice-room, “I never saw a worse case. 
Talk about the young men suddenly smit­
ten you read of in novels-—”

Her sister wheeled round.
“How can you be so silly ?” ahe blazed 

forth.
“Why did you libel Jack so. readily? 

tittered Enid.
The other, utterly routed, went 

dignified silence. She did not speak again 
until they surveyed the store apportioned 
for the coming feast. .

“Eighty-one!” she murmured. “What a 
monstrous deal of people for a half-penny 
worth of bread!”

“What is the use of repining?” sang 
Enid, with 
penultimate syllable. “For where there’s 
a will there’s a way. Tomorrow the sun 
will be shining, although it is cloudy to­
day.”

But Constance was not to be drawn a 
second time. Her clear -brain was troubled 
by a formless shadow. It -banished from 
her mind all thought of a harmless flirta­
tion with the good-looking youngster who 
had brought a blush of momentary embar­
rassment to her fair face.

How dreadful it would be to meet hun- 
with refusals—perhaps there were 

things in the world that the mid-

were

with life and many things worth living for 
restored to her safe keeping, she saw im­
minent risk of a collapse with which the 
nebulous dangers of the wreck were in no 
way comparable. It would have been well 
for her could she only realize the promise 
of the hymn: “Our light affliction, which 
is but for a moment, worketh for us a far 
more exceeding and eternal wei^it of 
glory.”

Not so ran Mrs. Vansittart’s jumble of 
thoughts. The plans, the schemes, the 
budded edifice of many years, threatened 
to fall in ruin about her. In such bitter 
mood there was no consolation. She 
-sought not to find spiritual succor, but be­
wailed tire catastrophe which had befallen

“Awake, my soul, .and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run;
Shake off dull doth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice.”

the idea of a 
you know,”
might sort of appeal to me 
o’clock.”

“I should have thought you
especially after the hard 

.u through. Perhaps you 
tlie Frendi system, and

he went on

The rough tones of the men were soften 
ed and harmonized by the distance. It 
was a chant of praise, of thanksgiving, the 
offer ng of those who had been snatched 
trom death and from mortal fear more 
painful that death.

The singing ceased as auddehly as it be­
gan. Mr. Emmetit &T*d the purser 
warning the first watch.

TJe* interruption did not seem to help 
Mm. Vansittart. She spoke awkwardly, 
cheojtitig her thoughts as though fearful 
dhe «ugh* be misunderstood, or say too 
much.

'1 ash bettèr,” dhe explained, quite re- 
I—gave up my bunk to one who

with one .now.on in night we have gone 
are a believer, in

’SyjSL'SSS'L-i «i *->

accustomed to it, sa^ >n?' l Hl 
talking about eating when there s Httie 
to eat is a poor business, anyway. Eon t 
you find that?”

“I do indeed.”

was
a word in season. There must be no fur­
ther discrimination . between persona. 
Stand or fall, each must abide by the 

rule.” ‘ ,

were

are
her. fortissimo accent on theaIt assuredly contributed to that “afflic­
tion which is but for a moment,” that 
Constance should happen just then to run 
Up the stairs towards the hospital. Each 
flight was so contrived that it curved 
aeroes two-thirds of the superficial area 
allotted to the stairway. Anyone ascend­
ing made a complete turn to the right­
about to reach the door of the room on 
any given landing amd the foot of the lad­
der to the next.

Hence, the girt came unexpectedly face 
to face with Mrs. Vansittart. The meeting 
startled her. This pale woman, so thinly 

km. Enid, dad in the démi-toilette of evening wear 
on ship-board, should not -be standing 
there.

“Is anything wrong?” she cried, raising 
her lantern just aa Enid did when she en­
countered the sailors.

“No, no,” said .the other, passing a nerv­
ous hand over her face. Constance, with 
alert intelligence, fancied she dreaded 
recognition. ,

“Then -why are you standing here? „-Jt 
is so cold. You will surely maké ytihrjtflf 
ill.”

common
(Tti be continued.)

covered, 
heeded it."

“I am sure we are all doing our best to 
help earn another,’' volunteered Enid.

-Bot I *m restless. The sight-of ycmr 
sister—aroused vague memories. Do you 
mind—I find it hard to explain—your name 
ja familiar. I knew—some people—called 
Brand—a Mr. Stephen Brand—end his

X

Bowman’s
e cger

wife." worse
night ordeal of an angry 

Indeed, when Pyne did join them in ac­
cord with his intention, he soon perceived 
the extent of the new danger. The stress 
of the night had only enhanced the need 
of an ample supply of food. Everybody— 

the inmates of the hospital—were

She halted, seemingly at , a, J 
^striving helplessly to solve fine 
tits unexpected confidence, but quite wish­
ful to make the explanation easier, found 
herself interested.

"Yes,” she said. “That is quite possible, 
of oourae, though you must have been 
quite a girl. Mrs. Brand died many years

reason for
V
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ago.”
Mrs. Vansittart flinched from the feeble 

rays of the lantern.
“That ra so—I think I heard of—of Mrs. 

Brand’s death—in London, I fancy. But— 
they had only one child.”

Bind laughed.
T am a man nobody,” she said. “Dad 

opted me. I came here one day in 
Jwé, »i**een yea» ago, and I roust have

t a wi ne- ona,“I wae wondering if 1 might see Mr. 
Brand,” came the desperate answer, the 
words bubbling forth with unrestrained 
vehemence.

“See toy father?” repeated ihe girl. She
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