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Hatco. Ui airl.cama unexpectedly}{fr??- the kiiwchen is your headquar

{ face to face with Mrs, Vansittart. The — “yes though Enid has far more of

| meeting startled her. This pale Wo-| vy pyne's company. She is cook,

man, 80 thinly clad in the aemi-tol- ., kpow.”

lette of evening wear on ship-board, ~ g pyne there, too?” Constance was scrutinizing the Fal-| piscuit.

i should not be standing there. | *He is laundry-maid, dryiny [con from the trimming-stage. Hear-| For the midday meal there would be

| “Is anything wrong?” she cried, .|5(}es"” > |ing Enid's cheery “Good-morning” 10| two ounces of meat or bacom, one po-

{ raising her lantern just as Enid did | | \\ink 1 shall like him,” mused | Pyne when that young lady rvaced v)-|tato, and another half biscuit with

when she encountered the sailors, Brand,: “He scoins to, be: B helpful wards from the Kitchen to catch alabot a wine-glassful of water. For

linen (OSSINg aDOUL on tne euerlorl The stress of The highit nad ouy en-
gallery. In such wise, helped by a| hanced the need of an ample supply
compositor and dignificd by head- of food. Everybody—even the inmates
lines, doe3 a nan become a hero in'ng the hospital—was outrageously,
these days of knighthood conferred by | hungry, and the common allotment
the Press. was half a cup of tea and half a ship’'s

By
Louis

“No, no,” said the other, passing a
| nervous hand over her face. Con-
| stance, with alert intelligence, fancied
she dreaded recognition.
|  “Then, why are you standing here?
| It is so cold.
| yourself {l1.”

“] was wondering if I might see
'Mr. Brand,” came the desperate an-

You will surely make,

sort of youngster. That reminds me.
Tell him to report himself to Mr. Em-
mett as my assistani,—if he cares for
the post, that is.”

He did not sce the ready spirit of
mischief that danced in her eyes. She
pictured Mr. Fyne “fixing things”
with Mr. Mammett “mighty quick.”

When she reached the first bedroom

. “Of couvse

glimpse of the reported vessel, she
dropped her glasscs for a moment,

«Jack is on board,” 8he announced.
Lie wouid be there. And
there is such a lot of other men—half
Penzance, 1 think."”

Enid joined her; Pyre, too, thought
he could polish a burner up there as
well 23 on the flosr of the service
room.

1lupper the allowance was half a cup
of cocoa and two ounces of bread,
| which must be baked during the day.
i Not quite starvation, this menu, but
| far from satisfying to strong men and
| worn-out women.

. The Falcon, knowing the useless-
| ness of attempting to creep nearer to
| the Gulf Rock, had gone off with her
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swer, the words bubbling forth with

unrestrained vehemence.

“See my father?” repeated the girl.
She took thought for an instant. The
lighthouse-keeper would not be able
to leave the lamp for nearly three
| hours. When dawn came, she knew
he would have many things to attend
to, signals to the Land's End, the ar-
rangement of supplies, which he had
already mentioned to her, and a host
of other matters. Four o'clock in the
morning was an unconventional hour
for an interview, but time itself was
topsy-turvy under the conditions prev-
alent on the Gulf Rock.

“] will ask him,” she went on, hur-
riedly, with an uncomfortable feeling
that Mrs. Vansittart resented her ju-
dicial pause.

“Thank you.”

To the girl's ears the courteous ac-

Tracy

olag m'budget to startle two continents.
i& dial Stanhope’s last message was one of

"~ 'mssurance. He would do all that.lay
the in man’'s power. The lighthouse soon

floor Mrs. Vansittart had goite.
*“l thought jt would be strange if
she stood ionglin this draught,” mused I atood e <o ol

Constance. She opened the door. The , = “ 0

adyha e ks,ought \\!as leaning disconso- ‘F‘alm)n s small b v REAG off the | quieted down to a state of passive re-

Jate against a wall o gsl;:nals_ and somlu_u hany £pasT >dic  gction. Pyne, refusing to be served
Y twitterings of the flags which i, also. | earlier, carried his own and Brand's

“My tather—" she began. 3 Faio 10 e i
gt ¥ & o~ had procured., to indicate that cach | gcanty meal on a tray to the service-
“l fear 1 was thoughtless,” inter- !word was understood. room

rupted Mrs. Vansittart *‘He must be -
ul'fvally occupied. Of course, i can see I0-|  The unwearied lighthouse-keeper
him in the snorning before the vessel | was on the balcony, ansvyerlf\g a kind-
vomes. They will send a ship soon ly signal from the Land’s ¥nd, where
1> take us off?” the coast-guards were not yet in pos-
At the carliest possible session of the news from Penzance.
was the gi answer. : Al .| He placed the tray on the writing-
tas just becu sig ‘Jack is his front name, 1 suppose,” desk and contemplated its contents
will roturn ar went on Pyne, breathing on the copper | ryefully.
disc in his Lands to test its clearness “I guess that banquet won't spoil for
keeping,” he said to himself. *“I'll just

Thare was a joyous chorus from the 5 st
other inmates. Constance had not the | “We will introduce you, even at this

lay around and look at it until the boss
quits making speeches by the yard.”

Stanhope's £'nl
ollskins, was c¢iva
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(Continied)
1es, SNe sau. 104t 18 quiie pos:
sible, of course, though you must hava
been quite a girl. Mrs. Brand died!
many years ago.”

Mrs. Vansittart flinched from
feeble rays of the lantern.

“That is so—I think I heard of—of |
Mrs. Brand's death—in London, I fan-
cy. But—they had only one child.” l

Enid laughed.

“l am a mere nobody,” she said.
“Dad adopted me. I came here one|
day In June, nineteen years ago, and|
1 must have !ooked so forlorn that he
took me to his hcart—ithank God!"

Another solemn chord of the hymn,

! “Who is the skipper cf the tug?"”
| quired Pyne, quietly.
| Both girls laugacd
| ,

the

“You mean Jack,” cricd Enid. “He
is not the captain. He is an officer of

moment,  the Royal Navy, our greatest friend.” |

“Indced, dad
1g to a tug which

requisite hardihood to tell them how  distance.” id  Constance, airily.
they misconstrued her words. | “Mr. Pyne--this is Lieutenant John

floated up to them:

“Let all thy converse be sincere,
Thy conscience as the noonday
clear”

The rest of the verse evaded them.
Probably a door was closed.

Mrs. Vansittart seemed to be great-
1y perturbed. Enid, intent on the oc-
cupation of ihe moment, believed their
little chat was ended. To rcund it off,
80 to speak, she went on quickly:

“I imagine 1 am the most mysterious
person living, in my early history, [
mean. Mr. Brand saw me floating to-
wards this lightbouse in a deserted
boat. 1 was nearly dead. The people
who had been with me were gore,
either starved and thrown into the
sea or knocked overboard during a
collision, as the boat was badly dam
aged. My iinen was marked ‘E. T.
That is the only definite fact I can tell
you. All the rest is guess RAY |
dently, nobux carcd
And here 1 am.”

Mrs. Vansittart was leaning back in
the deep gloom, supporting herself
ggainst the door of the bedroom.

“What a romance!” she said, faint-
Iy.
“A vague one, and this is no time
to gossin about it. Can I get you any-
thing?"*

Enid felt
prolong the!
nther wom
further talk.

“No, thank you. You'll excuse me,
I know. My natural interest—"

But Enid, with a parting smile, was
halfway toward the next landing, and
Mrs. Vansittart was free to re-enter
the crowded apartment where her
fellow-suffersrs were wondering when
they would sce daylight again. She
dld not stir. The darkness was in-
tense, the narrow passage draughty,
and the column thrilled and quivered
in an unnerving manner. She heard
the clang of a door above and knew
that Enid had gone into the second
apartment given over to the women.
Somewhere, higher up, was the glar-
ing lght of which she had a faint re-
collection, though she was almost un-
conscious when unbound from the
rope and carried into the service-
room.

And
it, she

that she really must not
©or rsation, and the
1's exclamation threatened

at that moment, not knowing
had been near to Stephen
Brand, might have spoken to him,
looked into his face. \What was he
like, she wondered. Had he aged
greatly with the years? A lighthouse-
keeper! Of all professions in this
wide world how came he to adopt
that? And what ugly trick was fate
about to play her that should be
cast ashore on this d late rock
where he was in charge Could she
avoid him? Had she been injudicious
in betraying her knowledge of the
past? And how marvelous was the
likeness between Constance and her
father! The chivalrous, high-minded
youth she had known came back to
her through the mists of time. The
calm, proud eyes, the firm mouth, the
wide expanse of forehead, were his.
From her mother—the woman who
“dled many years ago,” when she,
Mrs. Vansittart, was “quite a i —
the girl inherited the clear proiile,
wealth of dark-brown hair, and a
grace of movement not often seen in
Englishwomen.

Though her teeth chattered with
the cold, Mrs. Vansittart could not
bring herself to leave the vault-like
stairways. Once more the hymn-sing-
ers cheered their hearts with words
of praise. Evidently, there was ono
among them who not only knew
words, but could lead them mightily
in the tunes 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
tracted ears the concluding bars of a
verse. \When the voices swelled forth
again she caught the full refrain:

2

“Raise thine eyes to heaven
When thy spirits quail,
When, by tempests driven,

Heart and courage fail.”

Buch a message
good cheer to all who heard, yet Mrs.
Vansittart listened as one in a trance,
to whom the livinest promise was a
thing unasked ‘or and unrecognized.
After passing Yrough the greater
peril of the reef in a state of supine
consciousness, she was now moved to

extreme activity by a more personal |
was she, |

and selfish danger. There
4 human atom, to be
saved at the idle whim of circum-
stance: here, with life and many
things worth living for restored to
her safe ke<ping, she saw imminent
risk of a collapse with which the ne-
bulous dangers of the wreck were in
no way comparable. It would have
been well for her could she only rea-
lize the promise of the hymn:
light affliction, which
moment, worketh us a far more ex-
ceeding and eternal welfght of glory.”

Not so ran Mrs. Vansittart's jumble
of thoughts. The plans, the schemes,
the builded edifice of many years,
threatened to fall in ruin about her.
In such bitter mood there was no con-
solation. She sought not to find spir-
itual succor, but bewalled the catas-
trophe which had befallen her.

It assuredly contributed to that
“affliction which is but for a moment,”
that Constance should happen just
then to run up the stairs towards the
hospital. Each flight was so contrived
that it curved across two-thirds of the

destroyed or

superficial area allotted to the stair-!

way. Anyone ascending made a com-
plete turn to the right-about to reach

the |

the |

dis- |

might well carry,

“Our |
is but for a

’kuowledgmcm conveyed an odd note

of menace. If the eyes are the win-
dows of the soul surely the voice is
its subtle gauge. The more franspar-
ently simp'e, clean-minded the hearer,
the more accurate is the resonant im
pression. “onstance found herself
vaguely perpiexed by two jostling al
stractions. if they took shape it wa;
i mute questioning. Why was Mrs
Vansittart so anxious to revive, or, it
might be, probe, long-buried mem:
fes, and why did her mobile s
seem to veil a hostile intent?

But the fresh, gracious maidenhosd
in her cast aside these unwondicd
studies in mind-reading.

“He has so much to do,” s
plained. *“Although thcre are ma
us on the rock to-night he has ne
been so utterly alone. Won't
wait inside until I return?"”

“Not unless 1 am in
pleaded the other. “I was
there. The air here, the
so grateful.”

So Constance passed her. Mrs. Van-
sittart noted the dainty manner in
which she picked up her skirts to
mount the stairs. She raught a
glimpse of the tailor-made gown,
| striped silk underskirt, well-fitting,
| boots Trust a woman to see all these
things at a glance, with even the shift-
ing glimmer of a storm-proof lantern
to aid the quick appraisement.

As the girl went out of her sight a
| reminiscence came to her.

“No wonder 1 was startled,” she
communed. *“That sailor's coat she
wears helps the resemblance. Prob-
ably it is her father's.”

you

the way,”
choking
space, arg

house appalled her.
ccased, or was shut off by a closed
door. One might be in a tomb as
surrounded by this tangible darknress.
The tremulous granite, so cold and
hard, yet alive in its own
strength, the murmuring commotion
of wind and waves swelling and dy-
ing in ghost-like echoes, suggested a
grave, a vault close sealed from the
outer world, though pulsating with the
far-away existence of heedless multi-
tudes. Thus, brooding in the glcom,
a tortured soul without form and
void, she awaited the
messenger.

Constance, after looking in at the
hospital, went on to the scrvice-room.
Her father was not there. She
! glanced up to the trimming-stage, ex-
pecting to see him attending to the
lamp. No. He had gone. Somewhat
bewildered, for she was almost certain
he was not in any of the lower apart-
ments, she climbed to the little door
in the glass frame.

Ah! There he was, on
ward side of the gallery. What was
the matter now? Surely there was
not another vessel in distress. How-
ever, being relieved from any dublety
as to his whereabouts she went back
to the service-room and gave herself
the luxury of a moment's rest. Oh,
how tired she was! Not until she sat
down did she realize what it meant
to live as she had lived, and do all
that she had done, during the past
four hours.

Her respite was of short duration.
Brand, his oilskins gleaming with wet,
came in.

The singing had

the land-

“Hello, sweetheart, what's up now?"
he cried, in such cheerful voice that
. she knew all was well.

“That was exactly what I was going
to ask you,” she said.

“The Falcon is out there,” he re-
plied, with a side nod towards Mount'a
Bay.

Constance knew that the Falecn was

sturdy steam-trawler, a bull-dog

ship, built to face anytiizg in
of gales,
can do nothing,
she commented.

“No. I stood between t
light for a second, and the
understood that ! was on 1t
| as & lantern dipped seven timeog, v
{ I Interpreted as 1irg

will return I
are off to Pen

“They turned

“Shipped a
| The wind is «
running moun E

He had taken off his oi
stance suddenly felt a
clination to vrise. Reing
willed youung person, she
instantly.

“l came to ask if you can sce
Vansittart,” she said.

“Mrs. Va
genuine su
| a pleasure she assurediy
| count for.
| *“Yes. She asked if
a word with you."”

He threw up his hands in
pair.

“Tell the goocd lady I am up t3 my
eyes in work. The o1l is running igow.
I must hie mie to the pump at oa
have my journal to fill. If there
sun I cannot heliograph and I have a
host of signals to look up and get
ready. And, a word in your ear, Con-
nie dear. We will be ‘at home' on the
rock for the next forty-eight hours.
‘(; ve the lady my very deep regrets

her to allow me to send for

of

safely then?”
seca or
roppin

two,

she misht

and ask
her when I have a minute to spare,
some hours hence.

| She kissed him.

| “You dear old thing,” she cried.
| “You will tire yourself to death, I am
| sure.”

. He caught her by the chin.

! “Mark my words,” he laughed. “You
| Wil feel
| longer than I.

to h
dist
realiy vor)
curred to her that her nmew acquain-

grim |

return of her

this night in your bones |

she quitted them she admitted
elf that Mrs. Vangittart, though
ing in some of her moods, was
considerate. It never oc-

tance might have suddenly discovered
the exceeding wisdom of a proverb
concerning second thouguta.

Indied, Mrs. Vansittart now bitterly
regretted the impulse which led her

betray any knowledge of Stephen

d or his daughter. Of all the
follies of a wayward life that was im-
measurably the greatest, in Mrs. Van-
sittart’s critical scale.

But what would you? It is not often

given to a woman of nerves, a wowman

of volatile nature, a shallow world-
ling, yet versed in the deepest wiles
of intrigue, to be shipwrecked, to be
plucked from a living hell, to be swung
through a hurricane to the secure in-
security of a dark and hollow pillar
stand« £ on a Calvary of storm-tossed
waves, and then, whilst her senses
swam in utmost bewilderment, to be
confronted with a living ghost.

Yet that was precisely what
happened to her.

Fate is grievous at times. This ha-
ven of refuge was a place of torture.
Mrs. Vansittart broke down and wept
in her distress.

had

CHAPTER X.
PYNE'S PROGRESS
A primrose light in the east heraié
ed a chilly dawn. The little world of

the Gulf Rock bestirred itself in its
damp misery at the news. The fresh

| watch, delighted by the prospect of
Then the loud silence of the light-'

activity, clattered up and down the
iron stairs, opened all available win-
dows, unclamped the door when Brand
gave the order, and busied itself ex-
ceedingly with the desultory jobs
which offered to so many willing
hands.

It was now, by the nautical almanac, '

dead low water on the reef, but the
strong southwesterly wind, hurling a
heavy sea completely over the rocks,
showed that the standards of war and
peace differ as greatly in the matter
of tides as in most other respects.

As the light increased it lost its
first warm tinge. Steel gray were sky
and water, sombre the iron-bound land,

| whilst the whereabguts of the sun be-

came a scientific absfraction. There-
fore, the heliograph was useless, and
Brand, helped by some of the sailors,
commenced to flaunt his flag-signals
to the watching telescopes on the far-
off promontory of the Land's End.
The Falcon, strong-hearted trawler,
was plunging towards the rock when
the first line of gay bunting swung
clear into the breeze. And what a
message it was—in its jerky phrases—
its profound uncertainties—for com-
munication by flag code is slow work,
and Brand left much to an easler sys-
tem of talk with the approaching
steamer.

“Chinook—New ®ork to South-
ampton—struck reef during hurricane
—propeller srift broken—78 surviv-
ors in lighthov :—captain, 201 passen-
gers, officers and crew—lost with
ship.”

The awful significance of the words
sank into the hearts of the signallers.
For the first time, the disaster from
which, by God's Providence, they had
emerged safely, became crystallized
into set speech. Seventy-eight living
out of two hundred and eighty who
might have lived! This was the curt
intelligence which leaped the waves to
fly over the length and breadth of the
land, which sped back to the States
to replace the expected news of a
safe voyage, which thrilled the civil-
ized world as it had not been thrilled
for many a day.

Not a soul in the lighthouse gave a
thought to this side of the affair, All
were anxious 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
hearts to feel.

Even whilst Stephen Brand was sig-
nalling to the Falcon, with little white
flags quickly extemporized as soon as
she neared the Trinity buoy, news-
paper correspondents ashore were
busy at the telegraph-office, and their
associates on the trawler were eagerly
transcribing the lighthouse-keeper's
words wherewith to feed to fever heat
the sensation which the night had pro-
vided 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, 8o Brand might man-
ipulate his flags as quickly as lay in
his power, with chief officer Emmett
reading the words at his elbow: there
'was no fear that any mistake would be
made by the receiver.

The story, if condensed, was com-
plete. Beginning with an explanation
of the liner's disablement, it dealt
with her desperate but unavailing
struggle to weather the reef, described
Pyne's gallant and successful effort to
get in touch ° ith the lighthouse, the
rescue of a fourth of those on board,
the names of the survivors and, final-
ly, their predicament in the matter of
food and water.

All this took long to tell,

Within the lantern, Mr. Charles A.

Pyne, appointed supernumerary assis-'

tant-keeper, was burnishing brass-
work as per instructions received. He

By the way, no matter | little knew the use which was being |

Percival Stanhope, only son of the late
Sir Charles and Lady Margaret Stan-
hope, of Tregarthen Lodge, Penzance,
one of the best and dearest of fellows
who ever lived.”

“It must be nice to be a friend of
yours, Mi s talk

Enid, to whom the mere sizh¢ 6 e
steamer had restored afl her vielity
giggled joyously.

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

“Ah,"” said Pyne.

“l forbade him,” explained Con-
stance, “because he has only three
days' leave from his ship, and |
thought he should give the first after-
noon to his mother instead of playing
poodle for Enid.”

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

“Allow me,” drawled Pyne.
very glad you classified him."”

Constance suddenly felt her neck
and face aflame. Pyne was standing
on her left, Enid on her right. The
quiet jubilation of Pyne's voice was so
unmistakable that Enid, for one in-
stant withdrew her eyes from the dis-
tant ship. A retort was quick on her
lips, until she bethought her that the
American’s slaleman. Wighs Loz Uve
meanings.

Being tactful withal, she chose her
words whilst she bubBled forth:

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

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

“We a
clous minutes here,” she said. “Enid,
you and I ought to be in the kitchen.”

Then she glanced with cold self-
possession at Pyne, who was whistling
softly between his teeth as he plied
the duster.

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

He critically examined the shining
burner.

“We Americans are taught to be
strenuous,” he said smilingly. *“That
is the only way you can cut in ahead
of the other fellow nowadays, Miss
Brand.”

She almost resigned the contest,
That unhappy explanatinn had deliv-
ered her bound into his hands. Yet
she strove desperately to keep up the
pretence that their spoken words had
no ulterior signiticance

“Such e y must
ing,” she said.

“It is—for the other man."

‘But in your case it is unnecessary.
My father believes we will be here at
least forty cight hours.” “Then she be-
came conscious that again she had not
said exactly what she meant
“So you, at any rate, nced not wear
your fingers to the bone,” she added,
hurriedly.

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

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

“Sorry you haven't it upon the real
reason of my abounding industry,”
sald Pyne, who skipped down the lad-
der first to give the girls a helping
hand as they descended.

“Please tell us. It may be
ing,” said Constance

“I'm geing to ask the bhoss if I can't
take a turn as scullery-maid when I'm
through here."

“Then I veio the idea now,” she an-
swered. “Enid and I have had a most
comfortable nap, and I am certain
you have not closed your eyes all
night. I will make it my personal
business to see that both iy father
and you lie down for a couple of hours
immediately after breakfast.”

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

“Connie,” she whispered, when they
were safely out of hearing from the
service-room, “l pever saw a worse
case. Talk about the young men sud-
denly smitten you read of in novels—"

Her sister whirled around.

“How can you be so silly?”
blazed forth.

“Why did you libel Jack so read-
ily?” tittered Enid. The other, utter-
ly routed,, went on im dignified sil-
ence. She did not speak again until
they surveyed the store apportioned
for the coming feast.

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

“What is the use of repining?" fang
Enid, with a fortissimo accent on the
penultimate syllable. “For where
there's a will there's a way. To-mor-
row the sun will be shining, although
it is cloudy to-day.”

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

How dreadful it would be to meet
hunger with refusals—perhaps there
were worse things in the world than
the midnight ordeal of an angry sea.

Indeed, when Pyne did join them in

“I'm

be very wear-

inspir-

she

the door of the room. on anv #iven| who woes hungry, .don't. prepare any | made of his name hy the tinv bits of accord with his intentlon, he soon per

| calved the exiesut of the new. dauger.

are shamefully wasting pre- |

to say. |

A couple of minutes passed. Brand
was hoistinfg the last line of flags,
when the American heard faltering
footsteps on the stairs.

“Don’t follow so close, Mamiie,”
said a child's voice. “My ara hurts
just 'nuff for anything when [ move.”
| A towzled head of golden hair
emerged into the light.

Their
The

was mutual.
aged about eight, recog-

astonishment
child,

nized in him a playmate of the fine
She turned with |

days on board ship.
confident cry.

“I told you so, Mamie.
You said down. Here's the big glass
house—and Mr. Pyne.”

She quickened her speed though her |
Pyne, dread-

left arm was in a sling.
ing lest she should fall, hastened to
help her.

“I'se all right, Mr. Pyne,” she an-
nounced with an air of great dignity.
“I make one step at a time ‘Then I
ketch the rail. See?”

“You've got it down to a fine point,
Elsle,” he said. “But what in the
world are those women-folk thinking
of to let ycu and Mamie run loose
about the place.”

Elsie did not answer unt!!
stood by her side. Judged by appear-
ances, Mamie
Apart from the nasty bruise on lisie's
;Mt #sm and shoulder, the children
a3l escaped from the horrors of the
wreck almost unscathed in body and
certainly untroubled in mind.

“Mamie came to my room for break-
fast,” explained Elsie at last. “We's
awful hungry, an' when we axed for
‘nother bixit Mrs. Tay!or she began to
cry. An' wben | said we'd go and find
mamma she cried some more.”

“Yes. We's awful hungry,”
Mamie. “An' please, where's

ma.

agreed
mam-

The little ones had lost their
her disfigured body, broken out of all
recognition, was tossing about some-
where in the under-currents of the
Channel. None of the women dared
to tell the children the truth, and it
was a heartrending task to deny
them food.
So, they
their refuge,

were
with

permitted to

the kindly beliet

|
perchance obtain a further
from one of those sweet-faced girls
| who explained so gently that the ra-
| tions must run short for the commen
| good.
Pyne

supply

\ glanced up at the
Outside he could see Erand hauling
down the signal. He sprang to the
tray and secured his hall biscuit and
tea cup.

“Come along, Elsie,” he said, crcok
ing his left arm for her. “Follow close,
Mamie. Mind you don‘t fall.”

“Your mamma Is asleep,” he assu
ed them in a whisper on the naxt land-
ing. "“She just can’'t be woke up for
quite a long time.”

Then he navigated them to the door
of the second bedroom, where Mrs.
Tayler was. He broke the hard bis
| cuit in two pieccs and gave one to
each child.

“Here, Mamie, you carry
and go shares in the tea.”

“l don't like tea,” protested Mam
“If 1 can't have coftee I want sou
milk."

“Well, now, you wait a little bit, and
you'll be tickled to death t« see what
T'Il bring you. But drink . tca. It's
good an' hot. Skip inside, both of
you.”
He held the door partly
they vanished. He heard

the cup,

pen
Mrs, Taylor

say:

“Didn't I tell you those i1wo little
dears would do thelr o business
| best.”
| He regained t service-rcom to
find Brand steeping the remains of
his biscuit in an almos: empty cup.
The lighthouse-keeper greeted lis
young friend with a smile,

“1 suppose that you, e
us, never had such an appetite
your days?" he said.

“Oh, I'm pretty well fixed,”
Pyne, with responsive grin.
i “There you are fortunato.
usually a wretched little tiend
man’'s inner consciousness
| prompts him to desire th>
| able. Now, | am a poor eater

vl

V

the rest of
in ail

m

urattain-
saru

} the toughest steak ever cut off a supor-
annuated cow.”

the idea of a steak sounds good.
is, you know,” he went on lang
“jt might sort of appeal to me about
one o'clock.”

“I should have
do with one now, especially alter the
hard night we have gone
Perhaps you are a believer
| French system, and prefer
br akfast.”

the
light

m
a

and drank the cup dry.
“It's a first-rate

| “But talking about eating when there's

way. Don't you find that?"”

“l do indeed.”

Brand rose and tapped the barome- |
ter, adjusting the sliding scale to reuﬂ
the tenths. -

“Slightly better,” he announced.
*If only the wind would go down, or
even change to the norrard!"”

“What good would a change of
wind do?” inquired Pyne, greatly re-
lfeved himse!f by the change of topic.

“It would beat down the sea to some
extent and then they might be able to |

drift a buoy, with a rope aLwched.]

It was one of |
the two littie girls, whom Pyne had1
not seen since they were swung aloft |
from the sloping deck of the Chinook. |

It was up. |

Mamie |

Was a year younger,

Pyne needed no further explanation. |
mother; |

leave '

| that they would come to no harm and

lantern. !

said
There is

al
which |

“l don't deny,” admitted Pyne, “that|

|
thought you could|
thr ugh.i

Brand finished the morsel of hisvuitf

proposition—when |
you are accustomed to it,” said Pyne, |

‘!lule to eat is a poor business, any-l‘

dience.”
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CIOSY eNnCugn 10 tne rock at 1w uae
to enable us to reach it with a cast
of a grappling iron.”
“Do you mean that we could be fer-
ried to the steamer by that means?”
“That is absolutely out of she ques-

!tion until the weather moderates to a

far greater extent than I dare hope at
present. But, once we had the line,
we could rig up a running tackle and
obtain some stores.”

“Is it as bad as all that?” said the
younger man, after a pause.

They looked at each other. The
knowledge that all true men have of
their kind leaped from eye to eye.

“Quite that bad,” answered DBrand.

Pyne moistened his lips. He pro-
duced a case containing two cigars.
He held it out.

“Let us go shares In consolation,”
he said.

Brand accepted the gift,
fected a livelier mood.

“By lucky chance 1 have an ample
supply of tobacco. It will keep the
men quiet,” he said. “By the way,”
and he lifted a quick glance at Pyne,
“do you know anything about chemis-
try?”

“Well—er—I went through a course
at Yale.”
“Can
a food?"

“It contains certain fats,” admitted
Pyne, taking dublous stock of the
question.

“But the process of conversion, the
chemical reaction, that Is the difficul-

and af-

colza oil be conv-rted irto

“Bi-sulphide of carbon is a solvent,
and the fatt: acids of most vegetablo
oils can be 1solated by treatment with
steam super-heated to about 600 de-

| Brees Fahrenheit.” v -

Rrand threw Gut his hands with a
lithe gesture of helplessness; just
then Constatice appearcd.

“Dad,” she eried, “did not Mr. Pyne

| tell you of my threat?”

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

“You mus! please go to sleep, both
of you, at !vast until ten or eleven
o'clock. Mr. Emmett is sending a man
to kecp watch here. He will not dis-
turb you. He s brinziing some rugs
and pillows which ycu can arrange on
the floor. I have collected them for
your special bencfit.”

“At this hour! Impossihle, Connie.

“But it iz not impossible, and this
{s the best hour available. You know
quite well that the Falcon will return
at high ws And you 1must rest,
you know

She bustled about, with the eir of a

houséwife who understood the whole |

art of looking after her family. But

something puzzled her.

“l—er sk it down," he explained.
For some reason, Constance felt in-
stantly that she had turned the tables
on him their last rencontre,
She did not know why.
fused, for one thing: e
glib in speoech, fer
“Down  where?”
“Not to the Kitche I
there since you brou
fast and ¢ ‘s on th
b
Brand calmiy.
carlier.”
“But he not,” persisted
stance. I vanted him to
She stopp«l. This impudent Ameri-
can had actually dared to wink at her,
a confident::!, appealing wink which
said plainl; “Please don't trouble

was not so
demanded.
have been
up your break-

alone
F. Py

ren
tiad f

Con-

| about me."”
et this morning 1 feel I conld tackle |
y

your tza and biscuit to
he cried suddeniy. “Now,

“You gave
somebody,"” ¢
who was it? Confess!

“Well,” he said weakly, “I did not
feel- particularly hungry, 80,
when I met those two little girls fool-
in' around for an extra supply, I—er—
thought nobudy would mind if—er—"

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

“Then take him downstairs and give
him one. You must have found my
conversation interesting, Mr. Pyne,
whilst 1 was eating. DBur, before you
go, let me add a word in season.
There must be no further discrimina-
tion between persons. Stand or fall,
each must abide by the common rule.”

Pyne, with the guilty feeling of a
detected villain, explained to Con.
stance how the cup might be rescued,

“1 shall keep a close eye on you in
the future,’ she announced as they
went below.

“Do,” he
for.”

“I am
went on.
In the

said.

a very strict person,” she
“Dad always encouraged us
sailor's idea of implicit

“Kick me. It will
good,” he answered.

Entering the second
whare EKlsla and Mamie were seated

make

| shape of a

{ tude wi

' cued lad
“Mr. Pyne,” she inquired, “where is|
| your cup?”

and | 'able ¢!

He looked con- |

| the few wh
| not beer t

| respect
| Blankets and

| sale,

“That is all I ask!

che- |
|
me feel

bed‘room, |

contentealy on the rioor, ghe stgopea
and kissed them. And not a word did
she say to Enid as to the reason why
Mr. Pyne should be served with &
second breakfast. She knew that any
parade of his unselfishness would hurt
him, and he, on his part, gave her un-
spoken thanks for her thought.

Conversation without words is an
art understooa only by master-minds
and lovers, so these two were either
exceptionally clever persons or devel-
oping traits of a more common genus
—perhaps both.

CHAPTER XIL
MRS. VANSITTART'S FEAR

The tribulations which clustered, in
bee-like swarm, in and around the
Gulf Rock Lighthouse during those
weary hours were many and various.
Damp clothing, insufficiency of food,
interior temperatures ranging from
the chill draught of the entrance pas-
sage and stair-waye to the partial suf-
focation of rooms with windows closea
owing to the incursions of the rising
tide—this unpleasing - aggregate ¢’
physical misery was serlousiy aug-
mente dby an ever-increasing list cf
sick people, an almost total absence
of any medical comforts, and a grow-
ing knowledge, on the part of those
not too despondent tc think, that
their ultimate relief might be deferred
for days rather than hours.

No mere can understand, and a
of ordirary experience can but
imagine, the ditficulty and ar-

3 of the task undertaken by
ance aad ¥nid. -

To cook and supply for eighty-one
persons with utensi's intended for the
.se of three, to give éach separate in-
lividual an utterly inadequate portion,

skiltully distribntec that none
gnould have ca™®d {o Elumble at his
or el Blghbor's better fortune—here
were culinary problems at once com-
plex and exhaustive.

By adopting fantastic devices,
bringing into service empty jam-pots
and sardine-t they found it was
possible twenty at a time.
This meant preparation of four
distinct each rcquiring an
hour’s Long betore the last
batch, w included ther lves, was
lamenting t absurd di ipancy be-
tween app2 and ote in  the
aing to cat, the first was
ravenous again. -

The womt complained the least.
In the occupants of the two bedrooms
the girls ered a passive forti-
1ich dmirable. It was an
extraordinary scene which met their
eyes when they entered either of these
stuffy apartments, Many of the res-
aiven a thought to
-toilette of evcning
ip for more service-
when the hurricane
3 all, it is

or wrips of
garments were
ater and there-
if the oppres-
room rendered
le. Their elegant
cotton, silk or sa-
ned. Lucky were
es or bodices had
mnto tatters,

ed
the
meals,

wo

changir

wear on board
)l
overtook

true, po

some sort tivse
still sodde 1 salt w
£ even
sive war in cach
such a t possible
costumes cf
tin, were utterly r

1ble,

muslin

Some of the worst
were Wt
sheets
and

clo g.

sufferers in this
best provided.
1 been ruthless-
roughly_ stitched into
Mrs. Vansittart,
who first suggested this

ly torn up
articles ol
for instan:
via media, wore

gown and a loose 8 ar-
rangemenc ol yellow blanket, the com-
ponent parts of which she persuaded’
two other women to together on
the model provided by her own elegant
figure.

A few quick-witted ones who follow-
ed her example exhausted the avail-
able stock, and pillow-cases and rugs
would ha undergonue metamorpho
sis in the sz » way had not Constanca
come to rescue by impounding
them, decls that they must be re
served for se of those sufferers
who necded 1d rest,

‘he time in smok-

and speculating
» weather clearing
when the banging of the
n made the column feel un-
a small section began to plan
patty attempts to pilfer the provisions.
It 18 the er mixture of philosopher
and beast in the average human being
that makes it possible for the same
man, in one mood, to risk his life quite
veluntarily to save others, and in an-
other, to organize selfish theft,
(To continued)

on the ¢
Ultimate
waves age

1
be

nearts 3 b T WOon an gpnearns
to be straight laced because ghe real-

ly is laced that way.




