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< inhabited save by

~ wild waters,
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of.the Cornish
‘coast, on the most
‘of England, stand the sentinels of
" the Past and Future. A great rag-
~ ged rock rears its head above the sea

" some four miles from the shore, bar-

" ten but for tufts of sickly grass, un-
sea birds, For
centuries the rock has stood amid the
’ once an . island, green
now gradéally being de-
the insati&ble waves,
crumbling and passing
ages from the knowledge
miory of.man. ‘Once a guide
he unwieldy ships that sailed
ng empires, a landmark to sail-
ors, the first glimpse of homeland to
wanderers, fow a dariger mark™ to
the huge black liners—a forgotten
Sentinel of the Past.

southerly point |

egraphy

3

air, and water _were_swirling and\greater and more intense than

stfugghing through space inextricab-
ly mixed together.

How long he watched with awe
and wonder he did not know, but the
rushing wihds howled him int> a
gemi-conscious  sleep, in which he
heard -the waves rising and roaring
nearer and nearer
He awoke with a start, feeling
something or some one had spoken to
him. - The yellow light burnt more
dimly, but instinctively he glanced
first at the Marconi instrument. All
was in order. The tapper was sil-
ent, motionless. As ' he wondered
what had suddenly called him the
instrument._clicked.
Some ~one-~trad - ealled ! Whenee
could a message come on such a
night and from whom ? Was it a
trick of the storm that raged ~and

And a little inland, a small gray
turrethouse, - with a wooden mast
pointing skyward, and square -glass
eyes ever staring oceanward—a litfle
house built by -a man’s clumsy fing-
ers, not one-filtieth the size of the

~...fading-rock speck on the ocean—yet,

it is Time's fingermark—it is the ear
of the ocean, the Sentinel of the Fu-
ture.

The clouds had been driving round
the Lizard point for several days,

SR “forming - solid - banks-of placknéss in

o _ed Bl

the southwest, swooping acros§ the
green seas, that honrly grew more
restless, and often “hiding the old
barren rock from the strongest tele-
scope; The ‘lonely watchet—one by
day-and
house, Marconi’s wireless |telegraph
station of the south, had lang known
of the approach of the storm. Ships
already caught in its fierce clutches
had telegraphed its advent| to the
wateher, and he, Jovelike, had hur-
ried electric warnings of the danger
to other boats.

And this evening, as Joln Priest
walked along the narrow cliff path
to relieve his companion for night
duty, it seemed as if nature’s great
struggle were about to begin. The
wind had dropped a little; the break-
ers, far below, ceased to throw their
shining, white foam arms jupward;
instead the waves heaved and rolled
-in large, greasy mountains. | An un-
natural silence had fallen; almost

“ terrifying to —the—tonely-himan—be-

_ing.’ i :
BEre he reached its shelter big

" drops of rain began to fall-slowly,

with an ugly, regular splasﬁ-—ﬂashes
of Tightning lit the horizon,; dividing
green and black. i

John Priest felt the neryous ex-
citements in. the air communicate

itself to his body, filling nu{p with a-

__vague unrest and fear. {
His companion was waim? at the

door.

glad you're not l;te," he
é ] fear even now I ghall get
ght in the storm befote 1 can
gver those three miles ah?ng the
eliff. Good-night.” i
“Good night,” replied John Priest.
He watched the other runiswiitly
down the path and alon t.hE olifs.
He felt a strange longing fo call
him back, to ask him tp shate the
watch that night. The quiet threat-
ening of the night, qu vering‘ with
electricity and storm, thrilled his
nerves. !
“] wonder what's wron;twit,h
me ?’ hé said aloud, and then-cheek-

of his own voice—that none| could
hear or answér. Quickly his com-
panion disappeared, envelo i
c¢louds and darkness.

Nothing living was visiblg—not
even a tree; not a bird on the wing
—nothing. With an effort he laughed
and banged and bolted the | door
loudly, and entered the operating
room—the room with the are-
eyes facing seaward. It was a round
plainly furnished chamber, contain-
ing one comiortable sofa, a book
shelf filled with books, several maps,
and charts; a list of rules and ex-
planations concerning the working of
the Marconi wireless telegraph, and
in the centre of the room the in-
strument itsell.

Priest looked at his watch; eleven

ours and a ha!l of solitary con-

4, practically cut off from all

; communication ! He leaned
against the window and stared into
the darkness.

“He looked at the instrument, fing-
ered it, saw all was in order, tried

= to keep himsell busy with trifles,

praying for the time to pass quickly,
for the storm to come or go. When

~ be looked at his watch again what

had ‘seemed an hour proved fifteen
minutes. Then he swore quietly at
himselt for a fool and filled his pipe
deliberately. As he put it to his
lips a sudden blaze of light lit the
pom and a terrible crash remt the
-, tearing silence and the night
sunder . and echoing from clift t¢
With the first great crash’ all
ts sprang to life. To the
watcher . it
i

one by night—in the gray-

unpleasantly UDCONSCIOUS.

n}

shrieked like a furious beast, out-
side 7

He drew his chair to thé table and
bent over the instrument and waited.
Again that Jittle spark of light be-
hind him and simultaneously the
click—do¥—** — LE = LE~DPH —D
H,” it said.

Still  the
send help 7"’

His answer ?
 With horrid vividness he saw 500
men and women huddled together on
the sinking ship in the midst of the
raging tempest waiting for- that
answer, praying heaven that it might
pe—*Yes;'' trusting, believing it
would be “Yes." : ‘

His hand moved slowly, steadily
now, as he spelled out foup words in
the darkness, and he fel!' the dark-
ness was best, though tiere were
fone to see, or hear, or know-#

“Impossible to send help.”/

Five hundred men and/ women ;
husbands, lovers ! Children,
too—five hundred. He, John Priest,
safe on land in the little room with
its square eyes looking seaward, and
500 souls far ‘away across the boil-
ing waters calling out to him, wait-~
ing for his message—of life, or death

He had sent death!

Had they received it yet ? What

did they think or feel ? He could
speak with them, but he couldn’t
save them !
__He jumped from his chair anpd rush-
ed to the window and stared out;
black, black everywhere! Imipotently
he beat his hands against the win-
dow and mercilessly the rain and the
wind and the sea spume beat back.

Who were they on board the boat
sinking out yonder? What ties had
they, what  passions bound them to
the red earth and the things of the
earth ?

Back to his seat he rushed, and of
a sudden an inspiration came. I,
perchance, there was another boat
anywhere near that he could tele-
graph to !

Hope yet; a chance of life yet !

He relit the lamp and turned up
the book giving the names of vessels
fitted with wireless telegraphy. One
by one he read and passed the names
~all_those were in
sand miles away.

The last boat on the list, the|
Scotsman, there was just a chance it |
might be in the English channel, the
vaguest chance, he knew; but it was
possible. . i

Hastily he telegraphed now : “Am |
trying to signal Scotsman; if wnthin\
distance witl send it-to help you:"—|

He waited for an answer, but none |
came; had it already gdre down ?

“DH!"

gsame question : ‘‘Can

wives

port or a (‘hnu-’

|
That was no Yrk of Lhe.i
storm; yet he did mot kngw the call. |
Quickly he turned to the pode : |

“DH''—SS. Delilah, jmail and |
passenger steamer, 9,000 jtons. Good |
heavens ! What did the Delilah |
want, and where was it Surely, if
he remembered right, it was due ab
Liverpool twe days agos i

For an instant Priest hxesnm,mglyl
watched and listened Whence
amidst the thousands of imiles of mad
waves was this messagg sent ? With
unsteady hand he held his machine,
replied—

“Go on,”’ amd waited. No answer
He held bis breath and counted the
seconds.

At last an answer. ‘“‘LE" again;
an instant’s pause, then the ma-
chine began slowly with many pauses
and breaks, as if the message, flying
on magnetic wings through space to
the little gray turre! on the Cornish
coast, was batthing eath yard of its
way with the wind, the sea, and the"
rain-—the machine began to spell its
message : .

“The Delilah—damaged by terrific
seas—fear fast sinking—400 passen-
gers—send help——"’ !

Priest gasped and his grip on the
machine tightened. Delilah sinking;
400 passengers and crew; send help !
What did it mean! Breathless he
waited; watching the tapper with
distended eyes; it clicked; was silent.

The perspiration -broke out on his
. forehead; a thousand questions flash-
&d through his brain; his body 'stiffi-

seemed as if fire, earth,’

in his hand~fighting death. The lit- |
tie square room, dimly lit with the |
yellow lamp light, ceased to exist ;!
the storm no longer roared 'in his |
ears. mor the sea spray: and rain|
{ drops to beat the windows; a silence |
the |
silence of the —afternoon wrapped |
| itsell round him.

Flash' “DH. Where are you o i l

He found a difficulty in breathing—
how the - seconds dragged—minutes,
lsurely, now, and no answer Again,
“'Where are you 7"’

At last an answer: “S S.W. of}
| Lizard, about 100 miles off: instru- |
ments damaged; rudder broken; can|
keep afloat few more hours—is help |
235 fphe rest was unreadable; still |
the tapper clicked again, "1S help—"" |

Help ! How,could he send help ? |
He sprang from his seat and rushodi
to the door and unbolted it. With a
yell of triumph the wind rushed in,
| shaking the_little house o its foun=
dations and hurling him back to the
ground.

He had forgotten the storm ! It
took him some ifme to shut and
bolt the door again; then he return-
ed to the room bruised and wet. The
lamp had been blown out, and ajl
was dark.” As he searched for the
matehes he heard the click of the
machine.

He groped his way to the table

|

and bent over it; he could read the
message in the dark.

If so—hastily he changed the signal
call—the machine clicked—and wait-
ed - He was fighting the storm now,
ﬂghtihg nature, who gives no quars
ter; fighfing death, who, open-
mouthed, panted for 500 lives

Why didn't it answer ?  Wherever
it was it should receive the message!
["AR, at Tast—

48, S. Delilah sinking
you near enough to help 7"’
{ Presently the answer :

“Rear impossible, but will
lout for it—trying to beat

fast , are

look
down

channel myself.” Then,
pause : ‘‘Am trying to
communication with it
Again Priest” flashed:
sake, do your best—400 passengers 3
He leant back in his chair and
wiped his brow.
{the Delilah again; he feared lest
answer should come ;
He waited, and for an instant Ahe
silence lifted, and he heard an egult-
ing shriek from the wind outside,
and theé house trembled. Where
tifose 500 souls ?
Click !

get

noe

were

l
&
’e

after aj
into |

| self; ‘and wished
“For God's |

He dared not (‘ullv"‘

|

|

|
{

"

Close over the table he bent and
eld his breath.

“Cannot keep afloat until the
morning; have you been able to send
help 7"’

“Yes. Spoken Scotsman beating
down channel; it is looking for you
Keep afloat as long as possibie All
I can do——"' his fingers ceased to
move. The horror of having done no

i more, the weakness of that inegssage!

He set his teeth.

Again the tapper moved, and now
he feared what it would spell

“Thanks, don’t leaye ingtrument
Communicate with us as/ long
possible, or until Delilah sinks.”

He whispered a prayer as he sat
before the table: ‘‘Pléase, God, save
them, forgive and help;’”’/ and at the
same time he telegraphed:

*Shall not leave imstrument;
communicate  with ~ you _until
comes."”’

(A _few minutes elapsed and no fur-
ther message was sent; then sudden-
ly, with long pauses between each
letter—

“‘We are getting oul the bhoats.’
Another pause that seemed hours A
stronger gust of wind seemed
make the little building rock.
flash of lightning momentarily filled
the ropm with a blue glare, and the
crash'of thunder deafened Priest for
a moment. When the last rumble
digd away again he heard that the
instrument was again clicking Had
he missed something during that ap-
palling ¢rash? ‘‘Have launched one
of the bpats’’ A pause that seemed
to last «"1()} hours. - Then: ‘‘Boat has
overturned with twenty passengers
All lost.””  Another wait longer than
the first. In imagination Priest saw
men and women struggling in the re-
fentless  waves. e pictured ihe
others | huddling at the side ol the
helpless liner, and at each flash of
lightniig thought he could see the
ghastly terror on pale faces. ‘‘Goed
heavey, they will drown, drown!"”’
(-rit-dblaloud‘ in agony. He seemed 0
feel the sting of the cold water him-
that he could go
down with the vessel rather than en-

as

will
help

he

{ dure this racking torture of waiting

/_waiting for what he felt was in-
evitable, -waiting for something that
he could not prevent

Again the instrument
its piteous message: ‘‘Two more
boats launched. Both overturned
Fear must abandon hope. Fast fill-
ing.”

A long pause. Priest sat
less. his eyes steadiast-—on the

ticked out

motion- | §

chine, coldly ticking of approaching;

doom to ifg only man in the world

| who knew could save him.
Then<‘*Passengers: have - behaved

splendidly; perfect order; no panic.”

LA still'" longer pause.

that bar of Mght

Where is thq
Frantically: he

i ment and called the
Priest| He is  answered:

{ dropped from the chair to his knees | Delilah—making for it

tand began hysterically to pray,
while he watched with staring cyes
| peat hammerlike into his brain
“Passengers four hundred and
iiurt}'—twn fiffy men, one seveuly

|
|

i

the tapper and heard the click—dot— | hour
has grown; the gray ‘m

One,
minutes

two, - three;
slide A'“,‘

sudden through the

of the Little house, the' s

| women,, iwenky ¢hildren—remainder { the future, and Souches

| cfew, officers—""
““Save them, save them!''' cried
| Priest aloud, and the storm shrieked
derisively. Unconsejously his fingers
convuisively  touching - the machine,
I spelt those two words, and the mess-
age was carried out in*o the n abt,
over the seas, to the siuking ship

“There is still hope,”’ the women

|

| whisperet; ‘‘he is sendipg for help e

i“"t the men—guessed.——

“Cannot decipher yBur 148t mess-
| age—stern of ship nearly under waf
er—a matier of minutes now—pass-
engers ask will you kindly convey to
| friends’'—the. letters danced before

fancied he heard the voices

sides of the rock Ilﬂ,
of the past, and Johs
a rush and swirl of

an oppressive - silene
Still  he watches  the
tapper quivers;  the
stowly spells itself:

and down where saw
ing visible save
wan.”’ HEE

This s the - fir

{gray dawn is ayer

Tribane

‘“There = is dniy

| said, *why 1 bhave

to | Priest’'s eyes and became confused. |

A | He of |

to be my wile.”
“What is that 2
“1 have always.

{ : i
| men and women calling—he sprang to | you might refuse’t

1 <

{the window and looked out
gray light in the east. Was
dawn ?

A pale

stopped

!

“Well," she "‘m ]

that | silefice, I should”

| curiosity enough ﬁ*

The tapper still clicked, but the | whether your
words it spelt were confiused — aen it| founded or not.”
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