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Arer an 1mgcnious seaman had been
detected in the attempt to pick the
store-room lock, and when a tray of
cold ham was deliberately upset
whilst a football scrimmage took place
for the pigces, Mr. Emmett stopped
these ebullitions by arming the watch
with assorted weapons from the work-
shop and fissuing stern orders as to
their use in case of need.

Here, again, the
which form the ht )
mirably displayed. (m duty, under
the bonds of discipline, the coarse-
grained foremast who had gob-
bled up a surrenti s lump of fat
pig during the first successful scuffle,
wquld brain the <daring rascal " who
tried to better iiis condition by a simi-
lar trick a second time. Discipline,
sometimes, converts skulker into a
hero.

When the state of the tide permit-
ted, storm-shutters were opened and a
free draught of air allowed to enter
through the door. Then all hands
eyed the sea with anxiety. The wind
was strong and piercing, and the reef
maintained its ceasel roaring.
Wherever a window opeted towards
the land ther> was a  smnall crowd
waiting to peep througl it. At last,
the sense of orderliness 3
meating the inmates of the lighthouse
actually resulted in the formation of
queues, with stated intervals for mov-
ing on. There was a momentary re-
lief in looking at the land. The cliffs,
the solitary white houses, the little
hamlets half hidden in cozy nooks,
seemed to be so absurdly near. It was
ridiculous to imagine that help could
long be deferred. The seaward pass-
ing of a steamer, carrying flowers
from the Scilly Isles to Penzarnce for
Covent Garden, caused a flutter, but
the sight of a Penzance fishing-smack
scudding under jib and close-reefed
ioresail between the rock and Guthen-
bras Point created intense excitement.
Noah, gazing across the flood for the
return of the dove with the olive
branch, could not be more pleased
than these castaways in their sranite
ark when the brown-sailed boa: came
within their view.

The window in the cozl-cellar open-
ed fair towards the Land's End, and
the grimy occupants of this compart-
ment could look their tiil at the mes-
penger of life. A rich New Yorker
irr vain offered a hundred dollars to
any man who gave up his place in the
fine after he himself, by the operation
of the time-limit, was remorselessly
sent away from the narrow loop-hole.
Dollars and pounds sterling have a
curiously depreciated value under
such circumstances

The men of the watch were always
questioned for news by the unemploy-
ed majority. They related the com-
ings and goings of the Falcon, carried
sympathetic inquiries from story to
story—promiscuous passing te and
fro being forbidden owing to the nar-
rowness of the stairs—and seized
every trifiing pretext on their own
part to reach the topmost height and
feast their ~yes on the extensive pan-
orama visible from the storm-girt
gallery. i{ad they watched the coast-
line less and the reef more their ob-
servationc vould have Lad value.

Qulite early in the day, the purser
t.anded to the occupants of each room
a full list of passengers and crew, with
the survivors grouped separately. in
only three instances were husband
and wife both saved. Tune awful scene
in the saloon accounted for this seer:-
ing discrepancy. Dazed wmen anf
senseless women were wrenched fro.t
each oth<r's clasp either by the over-
whelming seas or during the final wild
fight for life at the head of the com-
panion stairway. A wreck, a fire in
the theatre, pays little heed to the
marriage tle.

The third and last meal of the day
‘was eaten in sllence and gloom. All
the spare lamps were diverted to the
kitchen, because Brand, during a fur-
ther detailed survey of the stores,
made in company with Mr. Emmett
and the purser, discovered that there
was an alarming deficit of fresh wa-
ter in the cistern.

In the hurry of the earlier hours a
serious miscalculation had been mad.
in transmuting cubic feet into gallons.
It became an Instant necessity to use
every heating appliance at command
and start the distillation
able fluid.

The Gulf Rock Light did not possess
& proper apparatus. The only method
that could be adopted was to impro-
vise a coil from canvas sewn into a
tube. The exterior was
and wrapped in wet cloths to assist
the condensation of the steam. Hence,
every kettle and pot being requisi-|
tioned for this paramount need, cocoa
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a

could be supplied to the women alone, |

whilst the taste of the water,
thus disguised, was nauseating.
more potatoes could be boiled.
they were almost uneatable.
potatoess happened to be the food most
plentiful.

The genuine fresh water, reduced
to & minimum in the cistern, was only |
a little better in condition unless it |
was filtered, and Brand decided that

even
No

it ought to be retained for the exclu-|

give use of those seriously ill. Pa
tients were multiplying so rapidly that
the hospital was crowded; and all
fresh cases, as they occurred, per-
force remained where they were.
Neither Constance nor Enid felt the
time hang heavily on their hands.

They were too busy, though the new |
ordinance regarding the food supplyl
transferred their attention from active

cooking to the replenishing of uten-
#lls which must be kept full of salt-
water at boiling-point.

! Pyne was an invaluable assistant.
In the adjustment of refractory can-

vas tubes over hot spouts, in the man- |

jpulation of the condensing plant 80
that it might act efficlently, in the |
rimming of lamps, and the stocking |
f the solitary coal fire, he insisted on |
taking to himself the lion's share of
the work.
He always had a pleasant quip or
funny story to brighten their talk.
“You can conquer trouble with a
grin,” he sald. “Worry doesn't cut
ice.”
L Hald of anursa nhatfad him about

radually per-

of a drink-!

varnished, |

Raw, |
And |

|

i his "American accent, which, she pro-
| tested,
week’'s practice.

| “It is quaint to our ears,”
on.
son

she went

why Mark Twain makes me

laugh. All he does is to act as a
phonograph. Every American is a
born humorist.”

“There’s something In that,” ad-
mitted Pyne. “We do try to dis-inter
a joke. Say. Have you girls ever
heard how an English professor ex-
plained the Yankee drawl?

“No,” they cried. .

“He said it represented the effort of
an uneducated man to make a speech.
Every time his vocabulary gave out
he lifted his voice td show he wasn't
half through with his ideas.”

|  “Oh,” said Constance, “that is nel-
' ther kind nor true, surely.”

|  “Well,” agreed Pyne, slowly, “that
is the view a friend of mine took of the
remark. So he asked the professor if
he had a nice agreeable sort of defi-

she would acquire after a'

“I never before grasped the rea- |

nition, all ready for use, of the way |

Englishmen clipped their syllables.
The other fellow allowed that he had-
n't pondered on it. ‘I guess,’ said my
friend, ‘it represents the effort of an
educated ass to talk Epglish.””

Though the laugh was against them
they were forced to snigger approval.

“l think,” said Constance, “'that our
chief national failing is pomposity,

and your story hits it off exactly. In
one of our small Cornish towns we
have a stout little Mayor who made
money in cheese and bacon. He went
to see the Paris Exhibition, and an
Exeter man, meeting him unexpccted-
ly at the foot of the Eiffel Tower,
hailed him with delight. ‘Hello, Mr.
Mayor—' he began. ‘Hush.' said the
mayor, glaucmg around mys: ericasly,
I'm ‘ere incog."”

None who heard these light-hearted
young people yelling with merriment
would imagine that they had just
dined off a piece of hard-hakel br.ad
made without yeast and washcd down
with water tasting of tar and tur_en-
tine.

“Now, Miss Enid, your turn,”
Pyne.

Her eyes danced mischievously.

“Unfortunately, by the accident cf
birth, I am deprived of the s e of
humor,” she said.

“It seems to be in the family all
right,” he hazarded, looking at Con-
stance.

“Alas!” said Enid,
an.”

“I'll smile now,
Pyne.

“But, please, I am not joking a little
bit. When you go ashore you will
probably hear all about me, so I may
1s well take the wind out of the sails
of gossip. | am a mere waif, who
~ame sailing in out of the West one
jay in a little boat which must have
zome from the New World as no one
ippeared to have lost either me or it

n the Old. Dad picked us both up and
idopted me."” 2

Pyne did not know whether to take
jer seriously or not, until he sought
sonfirmation in a pair of tranquil
sves which he gazed inlo at every op-
)ortunity. !

0 |- quite true,” sald Constance
gravely. I suppose that the myster-
ous affinity between parents and loug-

(ost children which exists In story-
jooks is all nonsense in reality.
‘amily could be more united and de-
roted to each other than we are, yet
Znid is not my sister, and my father
8 her's only by adoption. He found
jer half dying, drifting past this very
ock, and before he could reach her
1@ fought and killed a dreadful shark
Ne are very proud of dad, Mr. Pyne.
Tou see, he is our only relation. Enid
inows neither her father nor mother,
.,nd my mother died when I was a
aby.”

“Great Scett!” cried Pyne.

He turned quickly towards the door.
Mrs. Vansittart, very pale, with eyes
that looked unnaturally large in the
faint light, stood there. For an in-
stant he was startled. He had not
seen Mrs. Vansittart since they came
to tie rock, and he was shocked by
the « ge in her appearance. He did
not like her. His alert intelligence
distrusied her. But it was not
bu in life to select a wife for
his le, as he put it, and he had al-
ways treated her with respectful po-
liteness. Now, owing to some flecting
aspect which he could not account
for, some vague resemblance to an-
other which he did not remember hav-
ing noticed before, he viewed her with
a4 certain expectant curiosity that was
equally unintelligible to him.

‘ She held out a se rap of paper.

“Mr. Traill is here,” she said quict-

y.

“Here!™ he

cried

“l am an Ameri-

if that is ail” said

is

repeated, wondering
what she meant, and perplexed by her
fcy, self-coutained tone, whilst he
thought it passing strange that sho
had uo other greeting for him.

“Well,” she said, “that is the best
word I can find. He is near to us, as
near as a steamer c¢an bring him.
Mr. Brand has received a siznaled
| message; he wrote it out ard sent it
to me by & man. I inquirad where you
were, and was told you wer: « d
in the kitchen.,”

For some reason
seemed to be greatly perturbed. Her
prescnce put an and to the galety of
the place quite eff: tualiy. H
| The young man took
silence.

He read: “Dear Ma
just received tr.)m the
follows ‘Mr, r
board and s
Charlie. e 8
ttion for their comfor
| trusts they are be
Inevitable hardships,
fuliy, Stephen BErand."

1’ Pyne strede to tha door,

ngag

Mrs., Vansittore

tiie

"I must see if I can't get Mr
to auswer the old bhoy, bo
|'l'orn.mb you have attended to the
| ready.’

She
| pass.

“No,"
| on that
you t
| to de
will

did ne way for him to

she said.
account. If

li your uncle th

a4 moient
please
a special tr
| lhe sta 11)1""
“What's the

“A woman's
a {l\wl resoive, neverthel!ess.”

“Will you travel in that rig-out?™ he
ux-.k- d quizzically.
‘ ‘It an
shop if wa r
| Then 1 ¢
to serve
I matterle
| do this?"

“Why, certainly.”

She gave a little gasp of rellef.
arother instant Pyne
gone, but Enid, who happened to
glance through the window which
opened towards the northwest, de-
tained him.

“There's
she said.
Carn du by this time. I do not sup-
pose she will return until it is too dark
to do more thapo signal important vews

l(:\)o1‘~"

in
me most by, s

i3 a matter to call at

ach shore by daylight.
urchase a cloak and hat
needs. Otherwise, is
1w | am attired

it

In

no hurry now for sure,

| be the explanation.

No |

; -

very briciy.
“But tLis is ixportant,” cried Mrs.
| Vansittart shriily. *“It is of the utmost
impor::mcc to me.”

*'Fraid it can't be helped ma‘am,”
said Prne civilly.
ashcre yot, end I can't see that any
time will be wastzd.”
| Mriz b3l

janzled in tke

g Mrs. Vacsittart to “‘!m”lgal

be a | turally

Tou g9, Enid.”

~it 18 poining of aay consequexce,”
she said and cdaried past him.

Brand locied up from his journal |
He smiled, taough the American
thought there was a hint of pain |:|.

“Anyhow we're not | BiS_eyes.

‘I am zo0irz to lcse one of my girls,”
he said. ():, no, this is not a 158 by |
death but by marniaze. f W I
Frenchman, would oo d
n Irid ha
what

“Ry

'a

z

“Yes \ou~

She Lad scarce- | the people irom L 3 : |

> next floor b:fore Mrs. |
10 seemed to ' ave moods |
said sweetiy:

"(‘ou\'e_\‘ my deep oblizations tn
\Xr, Brand, won't you, Ch.rlie.
deed, ycu riigkt go now and write o
the text of my message to your un
Some early
ing it may offer.
“All rigit,” he said in the calm way |
which so eifectual!ly coucealed his
feelings. *“Shall I escort you to your
| room 2"

“By no means
unassisted.
chat for a
wearying to bz pent
night in one little room. Even the
change to arother little room is grate-
ful.”

Pyne bowed, and they heard his
steady tread as he asc »mh d the slalrs.

“Quite a nice b Charlie,” said
Mrs. Vansittart, coming
the kitchen, with its medley of queer-
looking, hissing, stcaming contriv-
ances.

I'¢s
Brand
little while.

1 here quite
and I can

We think he is exceedingly
nice,” said Constance. She wondered
why the cther woman secined always
to siand in the shadow, by choice.
The stronz st light in the darkened
chamber e¢ame fro:n the grate, and
Mrs. Vansziriart deliberately turned
away from it.

“If all goes well he will scon be my
nephew by marriage,” went on the
other. “l quitted New York yesterday
week in order to marry his uncle in
Paris. Rather a disastrous beginning
to a new career, is it not?”

“I hofe not, indeed. Perhays you
are surmounting difficulties at the
commencement rather than at the
end.”

“It may be. I am so much older
than you that I am less optimistic.
But you did not grasp the significance
of my words. I said | was to be mar-
ried in Paris.”

“Yes,” said Constance, still at a loss
to catch the drift of an announcement
which Mrs. Vansittart seemed so anx-
fous to thrust upon her.

“Well, the Chinook was wrecked last
night, or rather early this morning.
The name of the ship was not made
known throuzhout the world until
long after daybreak. It i3 quite im-
possible that Mr. Traill should have
reached this remote corner of England
from Paris in the interval.”

For one moment the girl was puz
zled. Then a ready solutioe occus
red to her.

“Oh, of course, that is very simplc
Mr. Traill wad awaiting your arrival
in Southampton, thinking to take yoy
by surprise no doubt. That is sure te
What a shock the
first telegram must have given him!’

“How did ke ascertain that his n>
phew and I were alive?”
“The very first thing father did was

| to telegraph the names of all the sur-

| saw the message.

| last.

his |

|tion of all your plans?

|
a
Will you |

would have |

that {8 so because I

vivors. | know

“Ah. He is a man of method, I sup-
pose. \ou are proud of him, I heard
you say.

“I think there is no one like him in
all the world. We are so happy at
home that sometimes I fear it cannot
Yet, thank God, there Is no ex-
cuse for such night-mare terrors.”

Mrs. Vansittart cooed in her gentle
way.

“Indeed you have my earnest good
wishes in that respect,” she said.
“Do we not owe our lives to you? That
is an excellent reason for gratitude,
if a selfish one. But, some day soon,
you will be getting married and leav-
ing the parental roof.”

“I do not wish to die an old maid,”
laughed Corstance, “yet I have not
discovered a better name than my own
up to the present.”

She fancied that Mrs. Vansittart
winced a litvie at this remark. Deem-
ing her visitor to be a bundle of nerves
she jumped to the conclusion that
the other woman read into the words
some far-fetche:! disparagement of
her own approa .ing marriage.

“Of course,” : e continued, affably
tactful, “I will h .id another view when
the right man asks me."

“Were you in my place,” murmured
her visitor, apparently thinking aloud
rather than addressing Constance,
“you would not be fearrul of misfor-
tune? You would not read an omen
of ill luck into this dramatic interrup-
After many
years of wicowhood I am about to be
married agaio to a man who is admir-
able in eveiy way. He is rich, dis-
tinguished iz manner and appearance,
& person of note not only in the States
but on the Continent. No woman of
my years might desire a better match.
Why could not the way be made
smooth for me? Why should the poor
Chinook, out of the hundreds of malil-
| steamers which cross the Atlantic
yearly be picked out for utter disas-
ter? It Is a warning—a threat from
the gods!”

The uncenscious bitterness of her
tone moved the girl to find words of
consolation.

“l would not question the ways of
Providence in the least,” she said.
*Surely you have far more reason for
thankfulness than for regret.”

“Regret! I am not regretting. But
I have gone through such trials that
1 am unnerved. There, child! For
glve me for troubling you. And-—and
~—kiss me, will you, and say you wish
me well!"
| She moved nearer, as if driven by

uncontrollable impulse. Constance,
pot prepared for such an outburst, was
nevertheless deeply touched by this
appeal for sympathy.

“I wish you all the joy and happi-
ness which I am sure you deserve,”
she said, stooping to kiss the wan,
shrinking face held up to her.

Mrs. Vansittart burst into a parox-
ysm of tears and tottered towards the
door.

“No, no,” she gasped, as Constance
caught her by the arm. “Do not come
with me. I am—shaken. It will pass.

For God's sake, let me go alone!
CHAPTER XIL
PREPARATIONS

Pyne found Enid rosy-red and in-
clined to be tearful. The dying light
of day was still strong enough in the
| service-room to permit these thingm
,to be seen.

In- [

opportunity of despatck- |wr\cd B

|

I

|

|

It is most |and waves,
all day and all My own child.

forward into '

jup by an explosion,

“No bad news, I hope?” he Ingquired |

“The Falcon is halt way to | though the sight of Stephen Brand,

| seated at his desk and placidly writ-!
ing, was reassuring.
The question steadied her to an ex-
nt

|

coter;
" ’yne.
ad

punc
:liberate

n \\'eil
forw: ardcd
acquainta

ould nst have |

on aiter an

htevn hours.” ob-
with «qual Cdelib:ra-

“They're twn powerf:l fine
saild Pyne, stcering clear of the po
“They have just been telling me how
Miss Enid Lappercd along. It reads
|like a fairy tale.”

“She was given to me by the winds
vet she is dear to me as
I shall miss her grea!-
ly—if all goes well here.”

“I've cottoned on to both of them
something wonderful. BEut, if 1 am
not intruding into private affairs, !
how comes it that Miss Iinid is beinz |
telegraphed for? Of course [ car |
understand the gentleman being in a
nurry. [ would feel that way myself
{f the conditions were favorable.”

Pyne could be as stolid as a red
Indian when the occasion demanded
it. Brand found no hint in his face of
the hidden thought in hiz words.

“Have they said anything to you of
a man named Stanhope?" inquired th:
lighthouse-keeper, resuming the entry
in his diary after a sharp glance up-
wards.

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

“No. His mother is Lady Margaret
Stanhope, being an earl's daughter,
but his father was a knight. He has
Leen paying attentions to Enid for a
vear and more, to my knowledge and
1o his mother's exceeding indigna-
tion, I fancy.”

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

“Have you? 1 wonder. However
Lady Margaret's views have not trou-
bled me. I will deal with her when
the time comes. At present it looks
fairly certain that Master Jack has
sottled matters on his own account.
1 may be wmistaken, of course. How
do0 you interpret this?"

™ He closed the journal and banded
to Pyne a iemorandum taken down
letter by leiter by & sailor as Brand
read the sig. al:

“Mother s.-nds her love to Enid.”

“Did mother ever couvey her love
to Enid before?' asked Pyne.

“No.”

“Then 1 eali that neat. I take off
my hat to S:anhope. He and mamma
have had a heart-to-heart talk.”

Brand leaned his head on his hands,
with clenched fists covering his ears.
There was a period of utter silence un-
til the lighthouse-keeper rose to light
the lamp.

Pyne watched him narrowly.

“I may be trespassing on delicate
ground,” he said at last. “If I am, you
are not the sort of man to stand on
ceremony. In the States, you know
when the authorities want to preserve
a park section they don't say: ‘Please
do not walk on the grass.’ They put
up a board which reads: ‘Keep off.
We never kick. We're used to it.”

“My notice-board, if required, will|
be less curt, at any rate,” replied
Brand, and they faced cach other.
Though their words were light, no
pleasant conceit lurked in their minds. |
There was a question to be asked and |
answered, and it held the issues o |
life and death. ’
* “\What did you mean just now by[
saying, ‘if all goes well here? Is ther |
any special reason why things shoul ?
not go well?” |

The young Philadelphian might|
have been hazarding an inquiry abuutl
a matter of trivial interest, so calm |
was he, 80 siooth his utterance. But
Brand had made no mistake in esti-
matung this youngsier's force of char-|
acter, nor did he seck to temporize. |

He extended an arm towards the
reef,

“You hear that?” he said.

“Yes.”

“It may boil that way for weeks.”

“So I have been told.”

“By whom?"

“Mr. Emmett told me.”

“Ah! He and I have discussed the
matter already. Yet ! imacine that
neither he, nor any other man in the
place save myself, grasps the lrua‘
un-anlng of the fact.”

“I've been theorizing,” said Pyne
“It occurred to me thu( this light isn’
here for amusement.’

He looked up at the iamp an
smiled. The pillar, in thosa days
must have been a bhaunt of illusicns
for Brand, like Constance and P’yn
himself in the case of Mrs. Vausittart
thought he caught an expression fa
miliar to his eyes long before he had
scen Ix.n clear-cut, sp'sudidly intelli |
gent face |

But 'lu.re was no time for id'e spec
ulation. He glanced into e well of |
the stars to make sure that no one
was asc:nding.

Then he approached nearer to Pyn
dhd sald in an intense whisper

“It is folly to waste words with you |
I have rcasoned this tlhing out an
now I will tell you what I have de
cided. I wiil take the watch fron
eight until twelve. At twele you wil
relieve me, and I will go below to se
cure provisions and water sufficien
to maintain the lives of my daughters
you and myegelf, for a few hours long
er than the others. Ry right, if I
followed the rules I have promised to |
obey, I alone should live. That is im-
possible. A Spartan might do it, but
I cannot abandon my girls and yet
retain my senses. I trust you because
I must have a confederate. If the
weather does not breiic before to-
morrow niglt we mus. barricade the |
stalrs—and right—if nec cessary."” |

His face was drawn and haggard |
his eyes blazing. He shook as one in\
the first throes of fever. He seemed !
to await his companion's verdict with |
an over-powering dread lest any at-
tempt should be made to question the
justlu- of his decree.

“Yes. 1 figured it
too,” saild Pyne. “It's queer, isn't it,
to be in such a fix when there's all
sorts of help within call, so to speak.
We might as well be in a mine closed
And, I'll tell you |
what—I'm real sorry for you." |

Brand, co!lapsing under the strain,
sank into a chair. |

“It is an awful thing,” he
“to condemn so many men,
and children, to such a death.”

A spasm of pain made Pyne's lips
fremulous for an instant. He had for-
gotteh Elsie and Mamie.

But his voice was fully under con
trol when he spoke again,

“Vau aan annunt on me in the deal

out that way,

moaned,
women

|
| In all put one wNIng,”

.don’t care a cent for her.

jup to the trimming-stage.

| all these people once.

' the girls told me of.

| refreshment in the boat.

| pleasantly.

| stance and

| kitchen, anid
| the

| cide

| went;

| tered Brand.

ue BEaG.

The older man looked up ﬂereely.
‘What condition could be imposed in
the fulfilment of a duty so terrible?

“I am here by chance,”
| Pyne. “One of your daughters may |
!have  told you that Mrs. Vansittar
came from New York to marry m
uncle. Anyhow you would know sh
was dear to him by his massage to- |
/day. She is sort of in my charge, llld
1 can’t desert her. It's hard iuck, as
She's the

went on .

|

l

kind of woman old men adore—fascin- |

¢ ' ating, bird-like creatures—when the

cage is gilded.”
Brand sprang to his feet and raced
Wken his

hands were on the lamp he feit surer |

of himself. It gave him strength dur-
ing the hurricane and it
! ptrengthen bim now.

“There can be no exceptions,” he
said harshly.

“I ought to have put my proposition
| before you first and made a speech
'afterwards,” he said. “Constance andé
Enid will join you here wken you say

side of the barricade.”
“Nonsense!” cried Brand.

bhave no right to thrust away the

chance that is given you. You saved

you die uselessly?”

“What! Suppose it pans out that
way. Suppose we live a couple of
weeks and escape. Am 1 to face the
old man and tell him—the truth? No,
sir. You don’t mean it. You wouldn'
do it yourself. What about that shark
I can guess jus

would
Pyne walted until the
| ilghthouse-keeper rejoined him. {

|the word, but I will be on the other

“You !

Why should

what happened. He wanted the light !

Did you
scoot back when you saw his fin?
I'm a heap younger than you, Mr,
Brand, but that bluff doesn’t go.”
“Thank Heaven, we have twenty-
four hours yet!” murmured Brand.
“I. will be all the same when we
have cnly twenty-four seconds. Let
us fix it that way right now. Don't
You see, it will be easler to deceive
the girls? And there's another rea-
gon. Barricade znd shoot as you like
&t will be a hard thing to keep three-

score desperate men boxed up down
below.
colza there will be troubie. A few of
us, ready to take chances, will be help-
ful. Some of them may have to die
quick, you know.”

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

“Be it so.,”
Lord help us."

It was the responsibility that mas-
tered him. J:dges on the bench often
break down when they sentence &
criminal to death, but what judge,
humane, tender-hearted and God-fear-

pronounced the doom of
people snatched from a

he gasped.

When they begin to diet on |

“May the

ath to be steeped in hor-|

last his ifron will predominated.
The knowledge that the path of dutr
lay straight before him cheered hiws !
tortured soul. No man cculd say
erred in trying to save his childre-
That was a trust a3 solemn as any
conferred by the Elder Brethren of
the Trinity.
He placed a hand on
der, for this youngster

I'yne's shou’-
bhad becomic

| dear to him.

“Had 1 a son,” he sald, “I should
wish him to be like you. Let us strive
ro forget th- evils that threaten
gBrooding is useless. 1f need be, you
will take c! of the lower deck.
There is allowance for
three more days at the worst. Dut |
hate the thouglit of starting tie Dew

Us.

| scale to-morrow.”

“It may not be neccssary.”
“Candidly, I fear it will. 1
the Cornish coast too well. When
bad weather sets in from the south-
west at this season 1t holds tur a weeX
at the lowest comparation.”
“Is there no other way?
ing be done out therc!”
“Able men, the best of sallors, the
w08t expericnced of engineers havo
striven lor ha!l a century to devise

know

Can pota-

! him.
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cnang: wamng place. The wina was
bvacking round towards the north.

The barometer fell slightly. It por
tended either more wind and dry
weather, or iess wind accompanied by
rain. Who could tell what would hap-
pen? Fair or foul, hurricane or calm,
@ll things seemed to be the ungovern-
esble blundering of blind chance.

When the rock was left in peace
hfter the fall of the tide, Pyne prom-
ised to keep the light in order it
Brand would endeavor to sleep until
day break. Rest was essential to
He would assuredly break down
under the strain if the tension were
| too long maiatained, and a time was
coming when he wonld need all his
strength, mental and physical.

“Here have I been snoozing in odd
corners ever since | came aboard,”
urged the American, “and 1 have noth-
ing to do but starve quietly. It's ri-
diculous. My funeral is dated; yours
isn’'t. You can't be ou deck all the
time, you know. No». just curl up
and count sheep jumping over a wall
or any old game of the sort until your
eyes close of their own accord.”

Brand yielded. He lay on the hard
boards, with a chalr cushion for pil
low; all the rugs rescued by Con-
stance were now needed In the hospi-
tal. In less than a minute he was
sound asleep

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

The light'aouse-keeper slept until
ivng after deybreak. Pyne refused tu
slow anyone to disturb him.

Soon after seven o'clock the watch
reportea that two vessels weez2 an-
proaching from the Bay. One was
the Falcon, and the sailors soon made
sut that the other was the Trinity

4 >
some means of storm communication |tender from Plymouth.

with a rrock lighhouse placed as this
is. They huve tailed. “There is pone.'

“That’'s good,” cried Pyne
“Where is your pouch!
I feel like a smoke. If 1 hadn’t tired
that question at you | shouid have
wasted a lot of time in hard thinking.'

Brard ha!l to scheme t.at night
reach the store-room
The Falccu, steaming vailantly to her
observation post near th- buoy, aide
him considerably.
fight watch to gather in he
‘room ¥.hilst he supplied th- men wiil
tobacco, and stationed the officer on|
the gallery to obscrve the trawler l.j
case she showed any signal lizhts.

Since the attempt on the 'o-k Con
stance gave the key to her er
after each visit. For the rest,
mates of the pillar were ¥
lethargy of unsatisfied hung
Enid, utterly worn out
with fatigue,
the tears coursed
man's iace as he acted the
of a thief in securing the mcas
allowance o flour and bacon for
meal. The diet of one hunyry 1
for eighty-one people gave
seven hungry meals for th
ought to have taken more, bi
his teeth aud refuscd un
task.

It is oft-times eazy f
upon a set
follow ir.

“A week!" he murmured.
ten days! That is all.

I may not go mad belore they die
Pyne, watching the ligat, knew
Brand had succeeded. The Falcon
gradually the watch dispersed.
“Where i8 the hoard ' asked Pyne,
making believe that o were p.aying

some comedy.

“Hidden in the kitehien lockers. 1|
could obtain only disuiled warer,|
You must persuade tic girls in thy|
morning that sometiiug
with the apparatus.”

As opportunity offered,
ferred the tins to the lockers of tha
service-room. Pyne, who missed noth:
ing, shook his head when it bocamae|

part
red

one
ALy

he set

tie sratetul

course, but hard w

¥

Drand trans

|

He vecrmitted tha!lgteamer, standing by the side
service | inspecting-o:ticer of

the in-|

were sound asleep in thy|
down |

Ha|

r a man to de-|

[
“Perhapa
Heaven | know tu u:;m

that |

weut wrong! Urand ex

When
| buoy,

they were both the
Drand was aroused.

was evident that the brief rest

nearing

It
qulte | had cleared his brain and restored his

self-confidence. Instantly he took up
the thread of events, and his first
words showed how plezsed he was
that someone of authority in the light-

L3 | iouse service should be in active ¢
unobserved. | munication

with him.

Through his glasses he distingu
ed Stanhop: on board the Tr
of
the South-Coast
lights. Other officials were there
but near Stanhope was a tall elderiy
man, unknowa, and certainly a straa
| ger in Penzunce.

The Falcon was now chartered by
press-men, so the civilian on the offi-
«ial boat was evidently a person
consequence. Indeed, Brand imagined
long before Pyne was able to verily
he impression, that the newcomer
vas Mr, Cyrus J. Traill, whom he had
jailed to no in the poor light of
he previous c¢vening.

He » well that the exper-
fenced c¢hi lighthouse
would ap: the disabilities
under wh labored, with eighty-
mouths 1o feed from a stock al-
ready f below  the three months'
maxim

of
one

rst telegraphed be-

question

| groups.

a Was it not
best to speak boldly mwl let the men
present ds rate plight but revealing
the l:'cusurx-; he had devised for the
protection of the light? He could not
| make up his mind to Taunch out into
a full explanation that instant.

So he signalled:

“Everyone ull\c
grave collapse.”

Stanhope was agaln the signaler—
evidently he had arranged matters
with the Admiral at Portsmouth—so
pected the prowmpt reply:

“How are Constance and Eunid?”

“Quite weil and checrful.”

The tall man near Stanhope bent
(‘lo:m [

*Are Mrs. Vansittart and Pyne all

Lut many ceses of

evident that the last consigninent wad| pight?”

safely stored away.
“Not much there,”
“I will wke no
fierce cry.
“You ought to."
“1 refuse ! tell you!
me further.”

he commented.
more!” was the

Don't torturg

“Any chance of a row in the morn./

ing? The purser and Mr.
mount guard when the store-room ig
opened.”

“I acted my role well. I bullt up the

| vacancies with empty tins.”

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

“1 think my heart will break,”
“But look!
It needs adjusting.”

Indeed, a fresh gale seemed to be
springing up. The wind-vane having
gone, the Index was useless. It wae
not until a burst of spray drenched

mut-
The lamp!

Emmett |

| prophecy of lingering death for mar
| with

Brand assumed that the lady was in
no worse condition than others. Con. |
stance, telling him the state of the
gick during a hasty visit, had not men-
lioned her name.

So he sent the needed assurance,
and went on forlornly: |

“Suppose no effort can be made to
vpen communication?” |

To his great surprise the answer |
came

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

Ah, how glad he was
not oboayed his earlier
torrified tho anxious

When |
we will |

that he had |
impulse, and
rescuers by a

ance, of mur-
derous excesses ( tted by men on
the verge of madn-ss If that story
had to be to!d he would not filnch, but
ft was a grateful thing that the hour

the prelude, pe

the lantern that Hrand kuoew of .‘uf its telllpg might at least be defer-

'up in

of |

service |

not alore as to their |

| llevable,

! these

red.

A long message fo'lowed, a string of
loving words from rclatives ashore to
those known to be imprisoned on the
rock. Durirz the merely perfunctory
reading off of the signals his active
mind was canvassing the probabilities
of success or failure for the venture
of the afte:noon. It was high-water
about three o’'clock, and, in his judg-
ment, with the wind In its present
juarter, about northwest by west, the
cross seas h would sweep the reef
and erpgulf the lighthouse at half-tide
would render it wildly impossible for
any raft ever built by man’s hands to
live in the immediate vicinity of the
rock.

However, the issue lay with others
now. He knew that they would do all
that brave men would dare. He was
tempted to make known the inspiring
news to all hands, but refrained, be-
iause he frared ultimate failure. Be-
reath his f:2* was a human volcano,
“tirred toa deeply, it might become
active and dangerous.

So the apathetic multitude in his
charge, hungrily awaiting a scanty
morsel of [vod which only provoked
what it faiicl to gratify, must rest
content with the loug statement wric
ten out by the¢ purser and read by him
at the door ¢f each rcom.

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

) | You wc uld like to see him,” he
eald, “I have no doubt Xir. Brand will
ist you stand on the gallery for a little
while.”

She declined, excusing herself on
the ground of weaknecs

“In this hi:h wind,” she said, “it
will be very 1d cut there, and any
further expo:=.re weuld make me very
1."

“That's
though he
no questicn
she wished
‘Uralll.

Had she forgotten the urgency of
ker words over night? He had car
ried her instructions quite faithfully
to Brand and the latter smiled at the
fantasy.

“Time enough to think of such
things when we are assured of the
lady's departure,” he said, and they
Jeft it at that.

Thinking to interest her, Pyne told
her of the crowd on the Falcon.

“Mostly reporters, Brand thinks,”
he sald. “What a story they will build
the New York papers. It will
be more fun than a box of monkeys to
get hold of this week's news and read
all the flupdoodle they are printing.”

But Mrs. Vansittart was not to be
roused frunm  her melancholy. She
dreaded the least physical suffering.
Privation vwa: a new thing in her life.
To-day &Y+ was inert, timid, a woman
who coréred away from the door and
was obvivusiy anxlous that he should
leave her the quliet misery of the
packed bearvom.

As the uuay passed,
iteration of ail that had gone before,
a new feature in the relations of the
crowded community made itself dis-
agreea apparent Men drew apart
from other, singly, or in small
ine olable gloom set-
tled on tlc By some means,
the knowlc.:ze sproead that they might
all starve ‘0o death in the heart ot
this coiu dungeon. They began to
loathe 1it, to upbraid its steadfestness
with spoken curscs or unrestrained
tears. The sanrctuary of one aay was
becoming the tomb of the next. No
longer was there competition to look
at land or sca from the open windows.
Everywhere was settling down a pall
of blank, horrible silence and suspi
clon.

Even Constance yielded to the com-
mon terror once when the men of the
watch escorted the bearer of a tray-
Joad of provisions to the occupants of
the coal-cellar.

“Enld,” she whispered, “did you see
the light in their eyes? What is it?
Does hunger look that way?"”

“It must be so, yet it is almost unbe-
They are far removed from
real starvation.”

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

“What will become of us,
stance, If we are detained here
many days?"

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

“But dad is thinking of
watched his face when
perap of food just now,
n "Huub dear. Let

—

" (To be continued)

true  ecnough,” he agreed,
wouidered why she raised
concerning the message
Lim to convey to Mr.

a wearisome

Con-
for

We must

them. 1
I took him a
and—"

us pray—and




