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CHAPTER I¥.
i Mrs. Vensittart. * -
' The pumser, faithful to his trust, had|
gecired ‘the ghip’s books. Hd alone, among
the survivors of the Chinook, had brought
@ ‘parcel of any sort from that ill-fated
ship. The_others possessed the dlothes
“they wore, their money, and in some cases
their trinkets.” - A
Mr. Emmett suggested that o list of
those.saved should be compiled. Then, by
inmates of the lighthouse and evolve @ome
.defl'ee(qf order in the community. ~ -
- y:nm found that there were thirty- |

sevén officers and men, including stewards,
dhirty-thres saloon paseengers, of whom
nineteen were women, countigg the two
Tittle girls, and seven men and one woman’

from.the steerage. . . -
. “It ien’t peual, on @ British ship, for the
erew to bulk eo large oprthe lst,” sdid’

Mr. Bmmett huskily. f%ﬁt couldn’t be'|

helped. .The passer to be bat
tened .down. They couldn’t live on deck.
We néver gave in vntil the:last minute.” *

“I saw that,” eaid Brand, knowing th
agony  which prempted sthe’ brolén’ e

dimbed the foremest’
““Trate himw ; J§ wat nn?lw

s catchilg omto ¥het way” cut. He i
as 600) s d' eucumpber; ” Jugt Jobked. up:

when be reached the deck an’ eaw the
ighthe e ﬁjn};ﬁdwdmefor
a fope. [Planned th
i o0 tompeek .o o T
. “He is_not. gne of the ship’s company?”
.. *No, sir, 3 ‘passenger, nevvy of Cyrus
9. ‘Ireill, the Philadelphis millionaire. |
Haven'’t you ﬁ“:.ia“ T:{Pl . Not much’
of .2 ‘ngwspaper, reader, eh? ere. was.a
ﬁd;onhurd, & Mnrs, Vansittart, who!
old Traill, so
: * was fixed to

K.

mf’ b EE : :

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

“Queer world,” ‘be lmmel’d “Queer |

ey Praped &m,ily ard Sh;ﬂiu'
: 8 Tigavily onward. :
ted Wih%wk lantérn be-
tweon nrder’s face and bis own.
. "What do you think of %EE::” he whis
wered, awestricken. -
The man of acéounts emiled broadly.
“Pretty gxitl!” be egread, with crudely

emphatic sup e8, -

Emmett, "I his heid. E:odmutltered
to himeeli: “I guess I'm tired. Bee
uinp e i s

Enid handed an anmful of dry linen to
ithe damop, stedming: women in’ the lower
overtook het” et the door. "It  was Mrs.

““Mies Brand,” che eaid, With her -aB-
sufficing emile, “give me ang moment.”

They etood in the dark end hollow-
mnda;lg qt,nim_y;.‘;l’i‘he“’:‘upmwefe lashing,
the eolumn repeatedly, but the night’s or-
deal was nearly ended. Even e timid ¢hild
might know now that the howling terror
without had dope it 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 were
‘cheering their despondent souls. ;

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

“Asvake, my sounl, and with the sun
daily stage of Quty run;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning saerifice.”

The rough tones of the men were soften-
ed and harmonized by the distance. It
wee a chant of praise, of thanksgiving, the
offering of those who had been snatched
fram death and from mmortal fear more
painful that death.

The singing ceased as suddenly as it be-
gan. Mr. Emmett and the pureer were
warning the first watch. s

The interruption did not seem to help
Mys, Vanpsittart. She spoke awk!

¥y
&d‘;ﬁn be maxbod, or eay o0

“T agn better,” die éxplained, “quite re-
‘oovered. l—gave up my bunk to one who
ﬂMﬁ it-" “

“] am sure we are all doing our best to

. help ope ahother,” volunteered Eunid.

“But I gm vestless, The eight—of your
gister—anoused vague mmapl:;nt: Do you|
mind—I find jt hard to in—your name
is familiar. I knew—some 'people—called
Brand—a Mr. Stephen Brand—end his

wife. .

She halted, seemingly at @ loss. Emid.
striving helplessly to solve reason for
this unexpected confidence, but’quite wish-
ful to make the explanation easier, found

herself s

“Yes,” vhe said. “That is quite possible,
of coumse, though you must have been
quite @ girl. Mrs. Brand died many years
wln

Mrs. Vaneittart flinched from the feeble
rays of the Jantern. :

““That is so—], think I heard of—of Mra.
Brand’s death—in London;-I fancy. But—

they had only one child.” -
Tamae sohody,” ehe said. “Dad
opted me. T came here- one day im
@,W‘mw.miwhw
1

heart—thank God!”

ed up to them:—

“Let all thy converse be sincere,

Probably a doer was clesed.
Mms., Vansiftart seemed to be

was ended. : To round it
she went on. quickly:— s

looked so forlorn that he took me $o. hig
Another solemn chord of the ‘.'nyﬁm ﬁoz;t'-'

Thy conscience as the noonday. clear?”
 The rest of the werse evaded them.
eatly | it questioning. Why was M. ¥
pérturbeéd. Eqid, intent on the occupation [Sittart go anxioys to révive, or, if. htm
‘of sthe mpment, believed their little chal y
qﬁ, so to speak,

v
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dook thought for an instant. The Jight-
{ house-keeper- wonld ot be ‘dble to Jeave
| the Jamp for mearly threé hours. When
dawn came, she knew he would have many
things to attend to, signals to the Land’s
Knd, the &rrangement of supplies, which
he had alfeady mentioned %o her, and a
host of other matters. Four o’clock in

torvy under the comditions prewalent on
the Gulf Rock. : 2 2
| “I will ask him,” she went on hurriedly,
with an uncomfortable feeling that Mrs.
Vangittant resented her  judicial pause.
“Thank you.” * :
To the girl’s ears the courbeous acknow-
Jedgement conveyed an odd mofe of men-

probe, Jopg-buried memorics, and:
intent

ace,’ If the eyés are the twindows of the
woul, surely the voite is ‘its ‘subtle -gange.
" | Whe more - transparently . -simple, ‘cléan-
| minded the hearer, the more accurabe is
the resonant impression. Conatance found
‘hebself vaguely perplesed By Hwo: jostlitig
Vabstractions. If they took shape it wes in’
Why was Mrs. Van-

her mobile emile sepm. to veil o Hostile

the morning was an unconventiomal hour |
for an interview, but time itself was topsy- |{

 If you want one, nej
/
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cupied. Of course, I can eee him-in the
morning before the vessel comes. They

will send ‘a whip soon to take us off?”
‘At the earliest possible moment,” was
‘thie ‘glad answer. “Indeed, dad has just
‘been #ignalling to a2 tug which will retirn
at daybreak® & - - 1 AEVEEITAN
There was a joyous <chorus frogm the
‘other inmates, -ConStance had -not ‘the
requisite hardihood to tell them How they' favored. person- in' that way,” said Pyne,
[ miséonstrued <her wonds. flane L

] itagine T win the most mysterious | But fhe i gracious
péreon living, in my early ‘history, T mean. | her cast eside these unwonted gt
~ Mr.-Brand-sew. sne floating towaids +his | mind reading. :

'But fhie frech, gracious maidenfiod in
i

dng in some of her moods, was

As she quitted them she admitted to hiér- :
in | gelf that Mrs, Vamstttért, though disturb- | steamer had restored all her vitality, gigel-
really very | ed joyously.

| could ghlish a burner up there ‘as well as
on ti#e floor of the serviceroom. .
nhépe’s etalwart figure, clad in oil-
Fins, 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 tpg?” -in-
quire(i Pyne quietly. i |

“You mean Jack,” cried Enid, “He is
‘ot the captain. He is an officer of the
Royal Navy, our greatést friend.” :

“Jack is his front' name, ¥ suppose,”
went on Pyne, breathing on the copper
Jise in ‘his hands to test its clearness.

digtance;’” said Constance sgirily. * “Mr,
| Pyne—this 3 Lieutenant ‘John Percival
Stenhope, only @on of the late 8ir Charles
and- Bady ‘Margaret ‘Stanhope, of Tregar-
then Lodge, Penzance, one of the best and
dearest, fellows whe 'ever lived.”

' %It anust e mice to-Be a friend of yours,
Mise Brand, if you always talk about the

rubbing  industripusly.
Bnid, to whom. the mere sight of the

+ “We will introduce you, even at this

menti, but far from eatisfyinig to strong
men and worn-out women.

‘The Falcon, knowing the’ mselessness of
attempting to creep close to the Gulf Rock,
had gone off with her budget to startle |
two continents. Stanhbpe’s last message.
was oné of -assurance. iHe would,
do all that lay -in man’s power.
The lighthouse soon quieted down
to a -state of ive reactlpn.
Pyne, refusing to be] served: earlier, |
carried his own and Brand’s scanty meal|
on a tray to the service-room, =

The unweaned lighthouse-keeper was oD
the baleony, abswering -a kindly gignal |
from the Land's End, where the coast-|
guards were not yet in possession of the
news from Penzance..

and :contemplated its contests ruefully.

keeping,” he said to himself. “I'll just lay
round and look at it until the boss qurh?
making speeches by the yard.”

hoisting the last kine of flags, when the
American lieard faltering footsteps on une
stairs.’ ; ¥ . i
“Don’t follow so close, Mannie,” said 4
child’s “voice.” “My. arm - hurts just “mudi
for anything when I move” K
A towzled head. of golden hair emerged
into the Mght. Atawas one of the two little

He placed the tray on the writing-desk :

«] guess that ‘banquet won't” spoil for |

i A couple of minutes passed. Brand was

tentha!

chinge to the norrdnd!”

claim. me.

5 e

.

room

{world  how .. came _he
and what

that?

the tunes

glory.”

der to the

there.

countered

i

“Seo tuy

Mns. Vansittart was leaning
deep gloom; supporting Heredlf hghinst the
dogr of the bedroomi.

of the hymn:

lighthouse in'a deserted boat, d was nearly
 dead. -The people who had been with e
were gone, either starved and thrown into
the sea or knocked -overboard during a col-
lision, as the boat was badly damaged. My
linen was marked ‘E. L' That is the enly
definite fact I can tell you. -All the Test is
guess-work, - Byidently, nobody c¢ared to

And.here 1 am.”.

"What. a somanee!” #hé eaid, féintly.
A svagne “oney:and. this i na time: to

ossip mbout it Can Jiget:you anything?”

; Fait

v.vay foward the next landing, and Mrys.
:dmuart wae free tci;ee?e&atwh:‘goﬁv by AT 4 o < flt.h hcb ;“
¥ gpa;tm t where _her fe o erers | g U epce'q e 4 th 20U¢
e ay- | @ppalled her.. The singing had.geased, or
wagshut off by a cloeed door.: One might

" 'were wondering when they would eee 'de{z
light again. ge,di,d nat sfir; Theé dafig | Wasshut off b X Ll o

ness was intemde, the narrow passagé|Dbe in a’tomb ss surrounded by this tan-|
gible darkness. The tremulous granite, so
cold and hard, yet alive in ite own grim
strength, the murmuring commotion. of
wind and waves ewelling and dying in
ghost-like echoes, suggested a grave, a
vault close sealed from the outer world,
though pulsating with the far-away exist-
ence of heedless multitudes. Thus, brood-
ing in fhe gloom, a tortured soul without
; i form and void, ehe awaited the return of
And at that moment, mot knowing it, | her messenger,

she had been mear o Stephen Brand, might |
have spoken to him, looked into his face.
m‘h:,t wa:ly he likehld::e mn;iemdhghiiad he
. greatly with years? A lighthouse- 3 r stage,.
| keeper! Of allthe professions im this wide | attending to the lamp.
to -adept | Somewhat bewildered, for she was almost
certain he was not in. any of the: lower
apantments, she climbed to the little door

draughty, end the = eolumn thrilled and
quivered in an unnerving .manner. She
heard the clang of a door above and knew
that Enid had gone into the second apart-
ment given over to the women.
‘where, higher up, was the glaring
which she had a faint recollection, though
she was almost unconscious when unbound
from the rope and carried into the service-

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

of many old 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 bars of a verse. When the
voices sweélled forth again she caught the
full refrain:— :

“Raise thine eyes to heaven
When thy spirits quail,

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

Such a message might well carry good
.¢heer to all who heard, yet Mrs. Vansit-
tart listened as one in a trance, to Wwhom
the divinest promise was a thing unasked
for and wunrecognized. After passing
through the greater peril of the reef.in‘a
state of supine consciousness, she was now | 'sprang up instantly. =
moved to extreme activity by a more per-
sonal and selfish danger. There was she,
a humah atom, to be destroyed or saved
at the idle whim of circumstance: here, 5
with life and many things worth living for | she assuredly could not @ccount for.
restored to her safe keeping, ehe saw im-
munent rick of a collapse with which the|"word with you.”
nebulous dangers of the wreck were in no
way comparable. It would have been well
for her could ehe only realize the promise
“Qur light affliction, which
is but for 4 moment, worketh for us a far
more exceeding and eternal weight of

Not so ran Mrs, Vansittart’s jumble of
thoughts. he plans, the echemes, the
builded edifice of many years, threatened
to fall in ruin about her. In such bitter
mood there was no
isotight 1ot to find spiritual succor, biit be-
;r::led the catastrophe which had befallen

assuredly contributed to that ‘‘afflic-
tion which is but for a moment,” that
| Qonstance should happen just them to run
up the stairs towatds the hospital. Each
flight was eo comtrived that it curved
aeross twotthirds of the superficial area
allotted to the stairway. Anyone ascend-
ing ‘made a'complete turn to the right-
dbout to reach the door of the room on
any given landing and the foot of the lad-

next.

Hence, -the girl came unexpectedly face
to face with Mrs. Vansittart. The meeting
startled her. This pale woman, so thinly
clad in the deémi-toilette of evening wear
on ship-board, should mnot be standing

the sailors. e

“No, no,” said the other, passing a nerv:
ous hand over her face. Constance, with
alert fn‘te]ligeuce, fancied she dreaded

vecognition. /
“Then why are you standing. lrere? .Jt
is 60 coMd. You will surely naké yourgeli

“I was wondering if -I might eee Mr.

“Gather?” vepested the girl. Sho|Mps. Vousittast. “He must be grostly oo

i bacl; irin the

Some-

‘B@M of

agly - trick was
fate. about to play her that she
should be cast ashore on this desolate
rock where be Was in charge? Could she
avoid him? Had she been injudicious in
n- | betraying sher knowledge of the past? And
he | how matvelous was the likeness between
: O?nstanoe and her father! The chivalrous,
| high-minded, youth she had known came
back . to her through the mists. of time.
The celm, proud eyes, the firm mouth, the | tired she was!
wide expanse of forehead were his. From

consolation. 'She

turn” i L
“Not unless I am in.the way,” pleade

air here, the spacé, are so grateful.”

caught a glimpse of the tailorsmade: go:

threatened: farther | pvui-»emen,t.. il d
Lr 4k, | As the gir] went out of ‘her sight a re-

Noj thamki U .'J_yo;m.gxm.‘g '_ 1 ; miniscende.came to her. . |
W‘ LB UTa) nierest—" * 1” : “No wonder | wae startled;"” ghe ¢om:
B B ’wﬁh a patting snrile; was half- | mansdy ““Thay ‘cailor’s -coat she  wears

father'si: - '

tal, “went.on to the service-room.

in the glass frame,

during the past four hours.

came in. 7 : }
seen 1n 'Women. “Hell ) 9
Tho “her st it the ello, sweetheart, what’s up now he

all was well.
ask you,” she said. :
with a eide nod towards Mount’s Bay.

commented.
“No. '

agyinl .
“They turned safely then?’ -
“Shipped a sea or two, no -doitbt.

mountains: high.”

Vansittart,” she said. :

lock up and get ready.
your ear, Connie dear.

houre*hence.” :
8he kiesed him.

will tire yoursélf to death, I am sure.”

He caught her by the cun.
“Mark' my words,” he laughed.

your headquarters?”
Mr. Pyne’s company.
kmow.”

“Is Pyne there too?”
“He is laundry-maid, drying clothes.”

Emmett “mighty quick.”
floor Mrs. Vansittart had gone.

» came the desperate emswer, the|a wall.
words bubbling forth with unrestrained| My father—" she began. ;
vehemenoe “f fear 1 was thoughtless,” interrupted

“He has so much to do,”. ahe explained.
“Although there are many of us .on” the
rock tomight he has never been so uttcrly
alone. ‘Won't' you wait inside until I re-

ithe other. “I was choking in there. The

So Oomstance passed her. Mrs. Vansit-
tart noted the dainty manner in which she
picked up her ekirts to mount the stair. She

striped silk undérskirt, well-fitting, ﬁg-
heeled, wide-welted expensive boots, Trust
a woman to see all these things at al
Enid feli; that she deally Thust nét. pro- | glance, with even the ehifting glimmer of
$ahng  ther conversation,  and: the “dther | & stornproof lantetn to aid the guick ap-
" Livamit’s exclamation. :
AN Lk by

fhelps the resemblance. - Probably it is her

Constance, after looking in at the ’hoﬁm;r

fﬁgr ‘was not there,  She glanced up to
trimming stage,. ex«pecnng to see him
No. He had gone.

Ah! There he was, on ithe landward side
of the gallery. What was the matter now?
Surely there was not another veseel in dis-
tress. However, being relieved :froin .auy

dubiety as to his whereabouts, ‘she went
back to the service-room and gave henself
the Juxury of a moment’s rest. Oh, how
Not until she sat down did
‘she realize what it meant to live a$ ehe
her mother—the woman who “died many | had lived, and to do all that she had done,
years ago,” when she, Mrs. Vansittart, 25

was “‘quite a girY'—the girl inherited the
1 clear profile, the wealth of dark-brown
hair, and a grace of miovement not often

Her reépite. was. wof = short _dﬂnﬁo'nl.
Brand, his oilskins gleaming with wet,

cried, in such cheerful voice that she knew
H“That was exactly what I was going to
“The Falcon is out there,” he replied,

Constance knew that the Falcon was a
‘sturdy steam-trawler, a bull-dog little ehip,
‘built to face anything in the shape of gales.

“They can do mothing, of course,” she

No.' I stood between them and the
light for & seeond, and they evidently un-
derstood ithat, I Was:on the lookout, a8 a
lanteti dipped soven times, which I inter-
| 'preted es meaning, that they will return at

‘daybreak.: Now they are off-to Penzance

1 ‘The
wind is dropping, but the sea 18 runmning
« He'had taken off his oilskins: Comf.anee
auddenly felt & strong disinclitiation to rise.
Being a strong-willed ‘young pérson, she

“] ¢ame to ask you if you ¢an sse Mrs.

“Mrs. Vansittart!” he cried, a genuine
surprise that thrilled her with a ‘pleasure

“Yws, She asked if she might have a

He threw his hands up in comic despair.

“Jl'ell the good lady I am up to my eyes
in work., The oil is running low. I must
hie me to the pump at once. I have my
journal to fill. If there is no sun I cannot
theliograph and 1 have -a host of eignals to
And, a word in
We will be ‘at
home’ on the rock for the next forty-eight
hours. Give the lady my very deep re-
grets and ask her to allow me to eend for
her when 1 have a minute to spare, some

“You dear old thing,” she cried. ,“i’ou

“‘Ydu
will feel this night in your bones longer
than I. By the way, no matter who goes
hungry, don't prepare any breakfast until
I come to you. I suppose the kitchen is

“Yes, though Pnid hae had far more of
She is cook, you

“l think I shall like him,” mused
Brand. “He eeems to be a helpful sort of’
youngster. That reminds me. Tel him to
" | report to Mr. Emmett as my assistant,—if

“Is anything wrong?’ ehe cried, raising|he cares for the post, that is.”
her lantérn just as Bnid did when ehe en-| [He did not see the ready spirit of mis-
chief 'that danced in her eyes. She pic-
tured Mr. Pyne “fixing things”e with Mr.

When ghe reached the dirst bedroom

“I thought. it womld be strange if she
stood long in this draught,” mused Con-
stance., She opened the door. The lady
she sought was leahing disconsolate against

considerate. - fit never geéurred 6 her that
her new ‘aequaintance thight‘have suddenly
discovered “the ‘exceéding Wwisddm of a
proverb concerning second thoughts: -

Indeed, Mms. Vamdittart now bitterly re-
gretted’ the impulse ‘which led her to be-
tray amy knowledge of Stephen Brand or
his daughter. Of all the follies of a way-
ward life, that = was immeasurably the
greatest, in Mrs, Vansittart’s critical scale.

But what would you? It is not often
given to a woman of nerves, a woman of
volatile nature, «a ehallow worldling, yet
vet'sed in the deepest wiles of intrigue, to
he shipwrecked; ibo Pe -pluckéd’ fram ‘a liv-
ing hell, to be ewung through a hurricane
to' the secure insécurity 'of'a datk and hol-
low pillar standing on-a €alvary of storm-
tomsed waves, and thén, whilst her senses
ewam ‘in utmoet bewilderment, to be con-
fronted with a living ghost. .

Yet that was precisely -what had happen-
ed'to her. . :

Fate #s grevious at times. This haven

 of refuge was'a mplace of torture. Mrs. |
s |'words whilst she bubbled forth:—

Ymtfu’t broke'down and wept in her dis-

e CHAPTER X.
Pyne’s Progress,

A primrose Yight m the east heralded a
chilly dawn. The little world of the Gulf
Rock bestirred iteelf in its damp misery at
the news, * The fresh ‘watch, delighted by
the prospect of activity, clattered up ‘and
down the iron stairs, opened all available
windows, unclamped the door when Brand
gave thie order, and buaied itself exceeding:
Iy with the desultory jobs which offered
to so many willing hands.

It was now, by the nautical almanac,
dead low watéh on the reef, but the atrong
southwesterly’;wind, hurling & heavy sea
oompletely ovep thie rocks, showed that the
standands of war and ‘peace differ as great-
ly in the matter of tides as in most other

As the light increased it lost its first
warm tinge. Sfeel gray were eky and
water, sombre the iron-bound land, whilst
the wh 'of the sun bécame a stien-
tific abstractian. “Therefote, the heliograph
was useless, and Brand, helped by some of
the eailors, cémmenced to flaunt his flag-
signals to the watching telescopes on the
far-off promontory of the Land’s End.- The
Faleon, stronghearted trawler, ‘was plung-
ing towards fhe rock wihen the first line
of gay bimtinglewung clear into the breeze.
‘And: what :g;‘xeesage it was—in ‘its. jerky
phrases—its profound ‘uncertainties —for
communication by flag code is slow work,
and Brand left much to an easier system
of talk with the approaching eteamer.

“Chinook—New York to Southampton—
etruck reef during hurricane—propeller
chaft broken—78 survivors in lighthouse—
‘captain, 201 passengers, officers and crew—
lost with ship.” ’

The awful significance of the words sank
into the heatts of the signallers. ¥or the
firet time, the disaster from which, by
God’s Providence, they had emerged safe-
ly became crystallized into eet speech.
Beventy-eight living out of two hundred
and eighty who might have livedt This
‘Was-the curt intelligence which leaped. the
‘waves to fly over the length and breadth
of the Jand, which sped back to the Btatés
to replace the expected news of a safe voy-
‘age, which thrilled the civilized world as
it had not been thrilled for many a ‘day.

to this side of the affair. 'All were anxi-
ous to reassure their loved ones, but, in
their present moribund condition,. they
could not realize the electric effect of the
incident on- the wider ‘world which read
‘and had heaits to feel.

~ BEven whilst Stephen Brand was signall-
ing to the Falcon, with little white flags
quickly extemparized as soon as she neared
the Trinity buoy, mewspaper correspond-
ents ashore were busy at the telegraph-
office, and their associates on the trawlers
were eagerly transcribing the lighthouse-
keeper’s words wherewith to feed to fever
‘heat the eensation which the might had
provided for the day.

Brand, foreseeing the importance of
clearness and brevity had already written
out a full draft of his detailed message:

Faithful to his promise, Stapleton was
acting as signaller-in-chief on board the
Falcon, so Brand might manipulate his
flags as quickly as lay in his power, with

his elbow: there was no fear that any mis-
take would be made by the receiver.:

The story, if condensed, was complete.
Beginning with an explanation . of the
liner's disablement, it dealt with her des-
perate but unavailing struggle to weather
the reef, described Pyne's gallant and suc-
ceseful effort to get in touch with the
kighthouse, the tescue of a fourth of those
on board, the names of the survivons; and,
finally, their predicanient in the matter of
food and water.

All this took long to tell.

' Within the  lantern, Mr. Charles A.
Pyne, appointed supernumerary assistant-
keeper, was burnishing brasswork as per
inetructiods received. He little knew the
use which tas being made of his name by
the tiny bits of linen tossed about on the
exterior gallery. In such wise, helped by
& compositor and dignified by headlines,
does a man become a hero in these days of
knighthood conferred by the Press.

Constanée was scrutinizing the Faleon
‘from the trimming-gtage. Hearing Enid’s
c¢heery “Good:morning” to Pyne when
Ahat ‘young lidy raced upwards from the
kitchen to catch a glimpse of the reported
“vessel, she dropped her glasses for a mo-
ment.

“Jack is on hoard,” she announced. “Of
course he would: be there. And there is
wsucha lot of ‘other ‘mén—half Penzance, 1
think » < s - A .

Nigt'a soitl in the lighthouse gave thought |

chigf officer Bmmeft reading the words at|

yesterday.
come.”
‘“Ah,” said

‘glad your sister

face aflame.

two meanings.
Being . tactiul

all the dots I'm
gale.”

burner.

cance.

she said.

spectacle.

descended..

said Constance,
‘here,”

“Then I veto

both .my father
couple of hours
fant’” .

were safely out
ten you read of

forth.
tittered Enid.

a will there's a
will be ehining,
day.”

rassment to her

ship’s biscuit.

Taid joiged ber; Pyne, too, thought he

“ i : i they
You know, Mr. Pyne, we all love Jack, girls, whom Pyne had mot seen snce {
jas the song s;ys.- It was a mere accident | Were swung aloft from ithe sloping deck of
#that he did not accompany. us to the rock | the IChinock. - 4

Connie would < mot let -him

“I . forbade m’" explained Constance, | She turned with confident cry.
“because: he bad- -onl ree -days’. leave b .
from his ship; and 2{ t:gugit h’; should | said down. }ll,ere_’s the bxg-@asg house—
give the first afternoon to his mother in- |and Mr. Pyné> = -5 =
stead of playing poodle for Enid.” e

“How dare you call dack a poodle?”’ was |arm was ‘in"a sling.
the indignant exclamation. .

“Allow me,” drawjéd Pyne. - “I'm wery

Constance suddenly felt her.neck and|make one step at a time.
Pyne was standing on hev|the rail.
left, Enid on her right. The quiet jubili- ;
ation of Pyne’s yoice was so unmistakable Elsie,” he said. at o
that Enid, for one instant, withdrew her are those.wqxuen-folk thinking of te e, younger man, after a pause.
eyes from the distant ship. -A retort was|you and Mamie run loose about: the place.
quick on her lips, until she- bethought her
that the American’s statement. might have by her

the dashes. He must:be furious about this| gry, an’ when we axed

s : A . s e
Mhen she glanced with cold self-posses-|tion, was tossing about somewhere in the : : :
sion at Pyne, who was whistling softly be-| under-currents of the Channel. None of| pyne taking. dubious stock of the ques-
tween his teeth as he plied the duster. 1 ; i '
“As for you,” ehe said, “I mever saw|truth, and 'it was a- heartrending task {0
anyone work so hard with less meed.”
He critically examined -the shining

“We Americans are taught ito be strenu-| would come to no harm and perchance ob-
ous,” he said smiling. ;
way you can cut in ahead of the other fel-| syeet-faced girls who explained so gently
low nowadays, Miss Brand.” :

She almost resigned the contest.
unhappy explanation ~had delivered her Pyneé
botind into his hands. Yet she strove des-| 3 " ould Yee Brand hauling down. the |, pe]
perately to keep up the pretence that aignal. He s prang to ‘the tray and secured
their spoken’ words ha@ mo ulterior. signitj- hia half biseuit and tea eup: -

“Such energy must be very wea'«ryiyg," (his left, arm for her. “Follow close;Mamie.

“It is—for the other man.”. -~ . : -~
““But in your case it-is unneoessary. My-. : v
father believes we will be here at least them jn a W
forty-eight hours.” Then she became con- s
scious that again she had mot said exactly long time.
what she meant to say.
rate, need not wear your fingers to the
bone,” she added burriedly. s
“Guess it must be & national vice,” he| pieces and gave one to ecachl child.
said with irritating complacency.
now I feel I have a regular hustle on.”
“Your example equals your precepts. b mie.
Enid, tear yourself from the attractive] «If I can't bave coffee 1 want some milk.
There are eighty-one ravenous : :
4 yow’ll be tickled to death- to see what Il | “itr, Pyne,” she inquired, “where is
“Sorry you haven’t. hit upon the real| yring you. But drink the tea. It’s good att : i
reason of my abounding industry,” said
Pyne, wha skipped down the ladder first
to give the girls e helping hand. as they| o hiied. He heand Mrs, Taylor say:

people to be fed.

“Please tell us. It miay-be inspiring,” | would: do- thieir. own -best.”

“F'm going. to ask the boss if I can’t take
a turn as sculery-maid when I'm through £ gn-alinost cnply oupLThe lighthouse-

wered.. “Enid and I have had a most
eomfontable nap, and 1 am certain you syl o
have not closed your eves all night. I wll| your days?” -he said.
make it my personal business to see that

“Or else there will be mutiny in the| man’s inner consciousness whic!
kitchen,” chimed in Enid. : e
“Connie,” she whispered, when they| a poor eater as a rule, yet this morning Iy:

vice-room, -“I mever ' saw a Worse case.| ¢yt off a superannuated cow.”
Talk about the young men suddenly smit-

Her sister wheeled round. ]
“How can you be so silly?”’ she blazed might sort of appeal to me about one

“Why did you libel Jack so. readily?”

di:} i?iegﬂslfllgu cl;hterly zotted, WaRE on in night we have gone through. Perhaps you
until they surveyed the store apportioned
for the coming feast. g i L
“Eighty-one!” she murmured. i ta :,
mon:;r;?!biﬁ ‘?’d people for a half-penny and drank the cup dry. Ll e v
wor !
“What is the uge ; t )
Enid, with a fortissimo accent on the| talking -about eating W
penultimate syllable.

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 moémentary embar-

How dreadful it would be to meet hun-
ger with refusals—perhaps there were
worse things in the world that the mid-
night ordeal of an angry sea.

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—
even the inmates of the hospital-—were
outrageously hungry, and the common al-
lotment was ‘half a cup of tea and half a

Tor the midday meal there would be
&wo ounces of meat or bacon, one potato,
and another half biscuit with al
glassful of water.
ance was half a cup of cocoa and two
ounces of bread, :
ing the day. Net quite starvation, this Rl

“What good wgyld a change

Their astonishment was mutual. ‘The self by the change of topic.

child, aged about eiglt, recognized in him
e. a playmate of the fine days on board ship.

“I told you so, Mamie. It was up. You

e iron.” -
She quickened her speed, though her left
Pyne, dreading lest
she should fall, hastened to help. her.
“Y'se all right, Mr. Pyne”. she an-

to. the steamer by that means?”

e s Then 1 -ketch
MYou've get it down o a fine - point, | sponeq.’” «
“But what in the worlkd

side. Judged by appearances,

: ‘ from to eye.,
Matnie was a year younger., Apart from ey 10 eye.

ithal ]
bubble shoulder, the children ‘had éseaped’ from

“Mamie came to my-room for brealkfsat,” said. ;
“We’se awful hun-| DI
for ’nother bixit livelier mood.

sure Jack is monopolizing | explained Elsie at last.
Mrs. Taylor she began to cry. An’ when
quiet,” he said.

“Yes. Wese awful hungry,” agr'e,ed
Mamie. “An’ please where’s Mamma?

anything about chemistry?”

“Enid, you and| The little ones had lost their mother; her| Yale.”
disfigured body, breken out of all recogni-

“It contains certain . fats,”
the women dared. to tell the children the| 4o
elet “But the process
deny them food. : « . i L

‘8o, ‘they were permitted to leave their

“Tihat is the only| tain a further supply from ote of those

that the rations must run short for the

common’ good. :
: glan@d up at the lantern. Outside

That tance appeared.

ou of my threat?”’
: .| of yom; to my kmowledge.”
" «Qcme along, Elsie,” he said, crooking

.| Mind  yon don’t fall.”” i
“Your mamma’ is' asleep,” he assurred

“She’ just can’t be woke up for quite a
them for your special benefit.”

Then he navigated them tto the door of
the eecond bedroom, where Mrs. Taylor
was. He broke the hard biscuit in two

“So you, at any

“Here, Mamie, you ¢airy the O“P; and

shares in the tea.” :
8o“I don’t like tea,” protested Mamie.

“Just

“Well, now,_you wait a little bit, and thiiag gugiled ber,
our cup?”’
hot. Skip inside, both of you.” 3 P

He héld the doer partly ‘open and they

“Didn’t J.tell you those two little dears

He regained ‘the service-room to find
Brand steeping the remaind of his biscuit | o er.

keeper greeted his young Irffmd  with a
smile. “I suppose that you, like the rest
of us, never had such an appetite In all

'the,idea.- m;w,” ‘ghe ans-
the same tray.”

“Oh, I'm pretty well fized,” said Pyue,
and you lie down for al| with responsive’ grim. i

immediately after break-| .“Then you are fortunate, There is usu-
; ally a wretched kttle fiend lurking in @
h prompts

him to desire the unattainable. Now, I am

“I wantéd him to ——" -

of ‘hearing from the ser-| feel I could tackle the toughest steak ‘e.\:cr

“I don’t deny,” admitted Pyne, “Lh.at
the idea of a steak sounds good. fI‘hnt s,
you know,” he went on languidly, “it

y it? Confess!”
in novels—"’

¥ o’clock.” i
«1 ghould have  thought’ you cou o
with one now, especially after the hard

mind if—er—"

: ; ha thful.” -
She did not speak again ot 4 believer i e French system, and d a mouthf

prefer. a light breakfast. e
Brand finished the last morsel of biscnit

»

“It’s afirst-rate. propo

. e S e
of repining?”’ sang| are accustomed to it, said Pyne.

hen there’s little
Don’t

ther

“For where there’s| to eat is a poor business, anyway.
way. ‘Tomorrow the sun| you find that‘?”' :
although it is cloudy to-| ““I do indeed. 4

common rule.”’ s S

(T be continued.)

fair face.

Promptly.

t a wine-

For supper the altow 10 and 25 Cehta

which must be baked dar-{ - = 270 e s

et Y

.
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,gfiqch’e.

Brand, roeeandtapped the barometer,
adjusting. the; sliding scale. 1o read. the

“Slightly '&;e.i‘?bt;l,‘,”"he ‘announced. - “If -
only the wind would go down, or even

of wipd

; “Quite. that bad,” answemc‘l Brand.

sho chose her|the nasty broisc on Elsies 1ot a7 Sl pyne moistencd his i He produced o
. "3 | case-pontaining two cigars. d it out.

. “He promised to take use for a drive|the horrors of the wreck almost unseal;ha;l ,93‘5‘9 I::But?ﬁgsh::s cli';mooneolaﬁon,"

- |'today. That is the dot and dash alphabet  in body and certainly untroubled in mind.|: . : -

father and he are wusing. If dad requires

«Can oolza oil be converted into a food.”

do?” inquived Pyme, greatly relieved him-

“It would beat down the sea to some
extent and then they might be able o
drift a buoy, with a rope attached, close
enough to the rock at low tide to enable
us to reach it with a cast of a grappling

“Do you mean that we could be ferried

“Phat is absolutely out of the question
whtil the weather moderates to a far great-
nounced with an air of great digaity.. “'ller extent’ than*T- dare hope at present.
But, once we had the line, we could rig.
up & rugning tackle. and obtain eome

“Ig it as bad as all that?” said the

: 4 . They looked at each other.” The know-
Rlsie did not answer until Mamie stood led ,;,‘ﬂwt all true mes;, have of their Kkind

he

Brand accepted the gift, and affected a

“By lucky chance I have an ample sup-

i ) ' fi i : . It will. keep the men
e ance, who wanted to pingh Knid|1 said we'd go ax’ Gnd maioma'she eried| Sly of Sotmep. 6 WA PP SUNES .

severely, had reverted ‘to her normal heal-|some more.”
thy hue by this time. She dropped her

glasses. : 1 ¢ A i
“We are shamefully wasting precious| Pyne needed no further explanation.

 minutes here,” she said.

1 ought to be in the kitchen.”

ed d quick glance at Pyne, “do you know
“Well—er—I twent through a course at

admitted

“At s hour! Impossible, Connie.”

“Bug it ds not impossible, and this is the
best hour available. You know quite well
that the Falcon will return at high water.
And you must rest, you know.”

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

“I—er—took it down,” he explained.

For some reason, Constance felt instant-
ly that ghe had twrned the tables on him
‘sinee their last rencontde.  -She did not
know why. He looked confused, for one
thing; he was not so glib in speech,

In Powdeir anﬁ“Wafer l‘op'n,
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of ‘conversion, - the
‘chemical reaction, that is the difficulty.”
: _ #Bisulphide’ of eaxbon is e solvent, and
| refuge, with the kindly belief that they\she fatty atids of most vegetable oils can
ba isolated by treatment with steam super
heited to about 600 degrees Fahrenheit.”

Brand threw out his hands with a little
gesture of helplessness; just then Cons-

“Dad,¥- she cried, “did not Mr. Pyne
“No, dear one. I am not living in terror

.“Yon must please go. to ~ sleep, both ‘of
-you, at least until 10 or 1L o’clock. Mr.
Emmett is sending a man to keep watch

e red | here. He will not disturb you. He is bring-
hisper on the next landing | ing some rugs and pi"fllbms which you can
arrange on the floor.:: I have collected

for

 “Down where?” she demanded. “Not to
the kitchen. I have been there since you
breught up your breatk.fust and dad’s on

] ‘breakfasted -alone.”. remarked. Brand
calmly:' “Mr. Pyne had {easted earlier.” -
“But he had not,”” persisted Constance.

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

“You gave your tea and biscuit to some-
body,” she cried suddealy. “Now, who was

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

“Father!” said Constance. “He has not

“Phen take him down stairs and give
him one. You must have found my con- °*
versation interesting, Mr. Pyne, whilst I
was eating. But, before you go, let me add
a. word in season. There must be no fur-

! discrimination . between persons.
Stand or fall, each must abide by the




