THE “LITTLE SOPHY”

kirk-yard gate, and never, never again met in
this world.

Braelands turned his face towards Marion
and a new life; and Andrew went back to
his ship with a new and splendid interest. It
began in wondering, “whether there was any
good in a man abandoning himself to a noble,
but vain regret? Was there no better way to
pay a tribute to the beloved dead?” Brae-
lands’s costly monument did not realise his
conception of this possibility; but as he rowed
back to his ship in the gathering storm, a
thought came into his mind with all the asser-
tion of a clang of steel, and he cried éut to his
Inner Man: .

“ That, oh my, soul, is what I will do; #iaz
is what will keep my love’s name living and
lovely in the hearts of her people.”

His project was not one to be accomplished
without much labour and self-denial. It would

require a great deal of money, and he would .

have to save with conscientious care many

years to compass his desire, which was to build’

a Mission Ship for the deep sea fishermen.
Twelve years he worked and saved, and then
the ship was built; a strong steam-launch,
able to buffet and bear the Notth Sea when its
waves were running wild over everything. She
was provided with all appliances for rehglous
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