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TV o Youhg men ooked at each
r with frank friendiiness.

Whan we have a mirviie 10 spare
you must take me to the gallery and
explain just how you worked that
trick,” said Stanhope. “Drand’'s sema-
phore was to the point, but it omitted
details.

“That is where 1 have the pull of
you,” responded Pyne with equal cor-
diality. Il don't require any telling
about your work yesterday.

*“Oh, people make such a fuss.
is there remarkable in g
through a rough a”™

“I may be wrong. but it looks a heap
hagler than swarming up a pole.”

1h such wise did young DBritain and
young America pooh-pooh the idea that
they hac done aught heroic.

Indeed, their brief talk dealt next
with Enid, and Lieutenant Stanhope,
R.N., did not think he was outraging
conventionality when he found Enid in
the kitchen, and took her in his arms
and kissed her.

Constance and Pyne discovered
that the tug as seen through the win-
dow was a very interesting object.

“You don't feel at all lonesome?”
~e murmured to her.

“Not in the least.”

“It must do a fellow a heap of good
to meet his best girl under such cir
cupmstances.”

“Mr. Stanhope and my sister have
been the greatest of fricnds for years.”

“Is it possible to catch up? The
iast few days on the rock ought to
figure high i averages."

“Jack,” cried Constance, finding
this direct artack somewhat discon
certing, “dil my father say that any
arrangements were to be made for
landing?”

“Yes, miss.,” iuterposed a sailor at
the door. e sKipper's orders are
‘Women an’ children to muster on the
lower deck."”

Then began a
pathetic process
and Mamie, who
stairs by the new
men. The childre:
to be comforted un
with them to the | <
men followed, in terrib'~ plight, not-
withstanding the wraps sent them on
the previous day. FEach, as they pass
ed Stephen Brand, bade him farewell
and tearfully ask the Lord to bless
him and his.

Among them came Mrs. Vansittart,
Her features were veil d more closely
than ever. \Whilst she stood behind
the others in the entrance, her glance
was fixed immovably on Brand's face.
No Sybilline pro; hetess could have
striven more eagerly to wrest the se-
crets of his soul from its lineaments
Nevertheless, when he turned to her
with his pleasant smile and pgrting
words of comfort, she averted her
eyes, uttered an incoherent pnrase of
thanks for his kindness, and se~med
to be unduly rrified by the idea that
she must be swung into the life-boat
by the crane.

She held out hcr hand.
and trembling.

“Don’t be afraid,”
patting her on the shoulder as one
might reassure a timid child. *“Sit
down and hold the rope. The basket
cannot possibly be overturned.”

Pyne, helping to unload the tremu-
lous passengers beneath, noted the
lady's attitude, and added a fresh mem-
orandum to the stock he had already
accumulated.

“Who is that?" asked Brand from
the purser, who stood be:ide him.

“Mrs. Vansitart.”

Brand experienced a momontary sur
prise.

“She seemed to avoid
thought, but the incident did
ger in his mind.

The life-boat, ~ising
the strong and partly br ken swell, re-
guired the most expert marazement
if the weary people on the rock were
to be taken off in safety

When Constance.and Enid, followed
by Stanhope, reached the boat after
giving Brand a farewell hug, there
was no more room. The crew pulled
off towards the waiting vessel, and
here a specially prepared gangway
rendered the work of transhipment
easy.

Mr. Traill was leaning ov-r the bul-
wark as the life-boat ranec. alongside
He singled out P’yre at once, and
gave him a cheery cry of recognition.
At first he could not distinguish Mr
Vansittart, and, indeed, it must be
confessed that he was striving most
carnestly to descry one face

What
uiding a boat

oyous yet strangely
headed by Elsie
carried down-
ived lizhthouse-
an: refused
Prne descended

o-M The wo-

d

It was cold

he said gently

me,"” he
rot lin-

and falling on

which
rad come back to.him out of the dis-
tant years.’

When his glance fell on Enid, his
nephew who was thinking how best
to act under the circumstances, was
assured that the father saw in the girl
the living embodiment of her mother.

He thought it would be so. His own
recollection ¢f his aunt's portraits had
already help.d him to this conclusion,
and how much more siartling must a
flesh and blood creation be than the
effort of an artist to pilace on canvas
the fugitive expression which consti-
tutes the greatest charm of a mobile
countenance.

Enid, having heard so much about
Mr. Pyne’s uncle, was inrocently cur-
jous to meet him, At first she was
vaguely bewildéred. The sunken eyes
were fixed on hers with an intensity
that gave  her a momentary sense of
embarrassment. Luckily the
cles of the hour offered slight scope
to emotion. All things were unreal,
out of drawing with previous experi-
ences of her well-ordered life. The
irregular swaying of the boat and the
tug seemed to typify the new phase.

Pyne swung himself to the steam- |

er's deck hefore the gangway was

made fast, thereby provoking a loud |

outery from the deserted children.
Grasping his uncle’'s band, he sald:
“Wait until you read Brand's letter.
No one else knows.”

8o, Mr. Tralll, with fine self-control, |
alfectionate- |

greeted Mrs. Vansitta::
iy, and handed her over to a steward-

ess, who took her to a cabin specially Py
low-spoken

Her

prepared for her.
quite. what he ex-

words were not
pected.
. “Don't kiss me,”

she murmured,
“and vlease daw't look at me. In my

|

| waittng in Penzance were not allowed |
|on board.

| unfortunates
| greatly.

present condition 1 cannot Dear i~

Relatives of the shipwreckod »as-|
sengers and crew, many of whom were |

This arrangement was
made by Mr. Traill after consulting a |
local committee organized to help the
who needed help
The unanimous opinion was
expressed that a few lady members
of the committee, supplied with an |
abundance of clothing, etc., would af- |
ford prompt relief to the sufferers, |

80

| whilst the painful scenes which must

|
|

I his eager assurance that she would peen spared fro

| come as a great surprise, Lt

exigen- |

follow the meeting of survivors with
their friends would cause confusion
and delay on the vessel. |

Pyne watching all these things, saw
that Mrs. Vansittart did not meet his
uncle with the eagerness of a woman
restored to the arms of the man she
was about to marry.

She was distraught, aloof in her
manner, apparently interested only in

find an assortment of new garments
in the cabin. |

The mililonaire himself was too
flustered to draw nice distinctions be-
tween the few words she spoke and
what he expected her to say. When
she quitted him he walked towards
the group of young people. They were
laughingly exchanging news and ban-
ter as if all that had gone before were
the events of a lively picnic. At last,
he met Enid. |

Pyne introduced his uncle, and it
was a trying experience for this man
to stand face to face with his daugh-
ter. In each quick flash of her de-
lighted eyes, in every tone of her
sweet voice, in every winsome smile
and graceful gesture, he caught and
vivified long-dormant memories of his
greatly loved wife of nineteen years
ago.

Somehow he was glad Mrs. Vans
tart had not lingered by his side. The
discovery of Enid's identity involved
consideraticns so complex and utterly
unforeseen that he needed time and
anxious thought to arrange his plans
for the future.

The animaied bustle on deck
vented anytling in the nature of
tained conv rsation. Luclily, 1
Traill himsclf, whos> open-handed
generosity had madce matters easy for
the receptiom committee, was in con-
stant deman:.

Mrs. Shepyard had sent a portman-
teau for Constance and Enid, so they,
too, soon scurried below with the
others.

The life-boat returned to th» rock,
where the four lighthouse men sent
to relieve Brand were now helping the
sailors to carry the injured men down-
stairs and assisting the sick to reach
the entrance.

As soon as this second batch was
transferred to the tug, the vessel
started for Penzance; the Trinity ten-
der would land the others.

There was a scene of intense enthu-
siasm when the steamer reached the
dock. The vociferous cheering of the
townspeople smothered the deep
agony of some who waited there,
knowing all too well they would search
in vain for their loved ones among
these whom death had spared.

The two girls modestlr escaped at |
the earliest moment from the shed |
used as a reception-room. All the in- |
habitants knew them personally or by
sight; they attracted such attention
that they gladly relinquished to other
hands any further charge of the ship- |
wrecked people. So, after a few |
words of farewell for the hour, Stan-
hope piloted them to a waiting car- |
riage and drove away with them.

Mrs. Vans.:iart did not emerge from
her cabin untii the deck was deserted. |
she found Mr. Traill looking for her.
In a neat black dress and feather hat
she was rehabilitated.

“Why didu't you show up earlier?”
he asked iu good-humored surprise,
“The breeze on deck was first-rate,
It brought the color into many a pale
cheek. And the way in which the
crowd let itself go was splendid. Look
at these waiting thousands--quivering
yet with excitement!”

“I am worn out,” sh~
“take me to your hotel.
gaged rooms

“Of course.

“When do you purpose leavirg Pen-
zance?"

“Well—er—that

~aid quietly;
Y have en-
there, 1 sunpose’”’

is part of the ex-

| planation I promised you.”

“We can talk matters over in
hotel. Where is your ne hew?

For the first time he marked
air of constraint.

“Believe me, Etta,” be sald hurried-
ly, “that what I have to t2ll you win
it shoulil

the

her |

be a pleasaut one.”

“Anything that gratifies vou will b»
welcomed by me,” she sald simply.
“You have not said where Charlie is.”

“Hiding in that shed. He refus-»d
Mr. Stanhupe's offer of a rig-out on
board. In his present disgudse »
passes as a stoker, and
wants to sse man who
of you."

“Have you a cluosed carriage here

“Yes.”

“”Lvl us go. Charlle can come with
us.

Again he was conscious
rier between them, but he
her mood to the strain she
gone,

In the shed the) with
him were the orphaned children
there was none to meet them. Kind

» made to care n un-
tions should y
man
listen to

the saved ali

of a bax
atrrib

found Pyne;

ing, but
would
potsal.

*l guess they're 1
said. *“I will see
present trouble.”

Childlike, thes
only for the pr
last Elsie i

weres nn

But the
off the ship, ax
boat."

‘Don’t you worry,
“I'm going to ta
where you will f
just right."

His uncle and
prcached, The
longer hidden.

“What are
those caildren?” she inquired.

“There's nove here to clain
ke said. “I can't let them lcave
that | zard wa)

“Let me help you.
privilege.”

She stoopad towards the tiny mites. |

“You dear little hai she said
sm)I(l:,. “I can take wmother's place for
a time.”

They knew her quite well, of course,
and she seemed to be so much kinder
and nicer now in her smart clothes
than she was in the crowded disorder
‘ol’ the bedroom,

Mamie looked at Elsle, and the self-
liant Elsie said vallantly:

“Mamie 'n' me 'll be glad, if Mr.
ne comes too.”

Mr. Traill, who had never before
| 8een tears In Mrs. Vansittart's eyes,
found a ready excuse for her womanly
sympathy.

_ "It seems to me,” be sald genially.

to whom
any

e
uot

8¢

Mrs.
lady's

Vansittart a,
face was Lo

you goinz to do with

C

It Is a woman's

!re

[ fully.

.
% UL *alnd. Come this
way, Etta. And mind you stick close
to vs, Charlie, or the hall porter will
W, you cut if you attempt to enter

the hotel in that ccstume.”

He ratiled on cheerful telling
them how clothiers and miliiners, ana
all the storekeepers in the town if
they were necded, would wait on them
at the hctel.

“In a coujle of hours,” he said, “you
both can cbtain sufficient things to
reinder you presentable for a day or
two. Don't forget we dine at eight.
I have
Stanhope and his mother and
two girls to join us.’

“Oh,” cried Mrs. Vansittart faintly,
“you must excuse me. 1—"

“Now, Etta, my dear, you will not
cesert us to-night. Why, it seemed
'o me to be the only way in which we
could all come together at once. I
am only too sorry that Mr. Brand car-
not be present. Surely he might have

@ . @ 1

Ve ought to be a jolly party.
asked
tho

“They

once, but he declined,” said Pyne.

He looked out of the window of ghe‘ﬂ“‘t’ heart
t

carriage in which they were driving
to the hotel. Constance had told him
th> dinner arrangement, but he
wished to ascertain if the definite ab-
sence of the lighthouse-keeper would
tend to reassure Mrs. Vansittart,

He was nrot mistaken. She did not
reply at once. When she spoke it was
with a sigbh of relief.

“I will not b2 very entertaining, I
fear, but the young people will have
plenty to tell you. ™

goodness’ sake, Etta, don't

3 It among the old fogies,’

cried Mr, 1ill.  “Look at me, fifty
five and lively as a grasshopper.

“Plcase, - is Mamie 'n’ mo ‘vited
too?"” whispered Elsie to Pyne.

“You two chicks will be curled up
among the feathers at eight o'clock,’
he told her. “Don’t you go and worry
about any dinner-parties. The sconer
you go to sleep, the quicker you'll
wake up in the morning, and then
we're going out to, hunt—for what, do

s,” said Mamie.
“Toys," cried Elsie, going one bet-
ter.

“We're just going to find two of the
loveliest and frilliest and pinkiest-
cheeked dolls you ever saw. They'll
have blue eyes as big as yours, Elsie,
and their lips will be as red and round
as yours, Mamie, They'll talk and
say—and say all sorts of things when
You pinch their little waists. So you
two hurry up after you've had your
supper, say your prayers and clcse
your eyes, and when you optn them
you'll be able to yell for me 10 find
that doll-store mighty sharp.”

“Say, Charlie,” cried his uncle, “I
never heard you reel oif a screw like
that before. Now, if I didn't krow
you were a confirmed young bachelor,
I would begin to ha.: suspicions.
Anyhow, here's the hotel.”

Two later,
nephew met in

hours when uncle and
the private sitting-
room where busy waiters were mak-
ing preparations fo. dinner, Traill
drew the younger man to the privacy
of a window recess.

“Charlie,” he con “affairs
in a tangle. Do you rcalize that
marriage was fixed for to-day?”

“That's s0,” was the laconic
swer.

“Of course the wedding was post-
poned by fate, and, to add to my per-
plexities, there is a new attitude on
Mrs. Vansittart's part. It puzzles me.
We have been friends for some years,
as you know. It seemed to be a per-
fectly natural outcome of our mutual
iiking for each other thut we should
agree to pass our declining years to-
gether. She is a very heautiful and
accomplished woman, Lut she makes
no secret of her age, and the match
was a suitable one in cvery respect.”

“You can see as far through a stone
wall as most people.”

Pyne knew that his uncle's sharp
eyes were regarding him steadily, but
he continucd to gaze into the street,

There was a moment's hesitation
before Mr. Traill growled:

“You young dog, you have seen it,
too. Mrs. Vansittart avoids me.
Something has happened. She has
changed her mind. Do you think she
has heard about IEdith?"

“Edith! Oh, of course—Enid must
be christened afresh. No; that isn't
it. It would not be fair to you to say
that I think you are mistaken. But,
from what I know o' fue lady, I feel
sure she will meet yc : fairly when the
time comes."”

“Ah, you agree wi\ me, then”"

“In admitting a doubt—in advising
the delay you have already suggested
—yes."

“She told you what I had written?”

“More than that, she asked me if I
was aware of its explanation.”

“And you said?"

“Exactly what I said to
are both sensible people. I can hardly
imagine that any misunderstanding
can ex after an hour's talk.”

Mr. Traill looked at his watch,
carriage stopped at the hotel,

“Here's Stanhope, and his mother,”
cried Pyne; so his uncle hurried off to
receive his guests.

Lady Margaret was a well-preserved
woman of aristocratic pose. But her
serenity was disturbed. Although the
land was ringing with the fame of her
son’'s exploit, and her mother's heart
was throbbing with pride, there had
been tearful hours of vigil for her.
Not without a struggle had she aban-
# ned her/hope that he would make a
well-endawed match.

When Constance

are
my

an-

you. You

A

and Enid arrived
she was very stately and dignified,
scrutinizing, with all a mother's in-
credulity, the girl who had caused her
to capitulate.

But Enid scored a prompt success
She swept aside the almost uncon
sclous reserve with which Jack's mo
ther greeted her,

“You knew,” she murmured wist
“We did not. They would not
tell us. How you must have suffered
untfl the news came that he had es
caped.”

Lady Margaret drew the timid girl
nearer and kissed her.

“My dear,” she whispered, “I am
beginning to understand why Jack
loves you. He is my only son, but
you are worthy of him.”

Mrs. Vansittart's appearance crea-
ted a timely diversion. She had
obtained a black lace dress. It ac-
centuated the settled pallor of her
face, but she was perfectly self-pos-
sessed, and uttered a nice womanly
compliment to the two girls, who wore
white demi-tollette cotsumes.

“You look ' delightful,” she said
“When all is sald and done, we women
should never despise our wardrobe.
That marvelous lighthouse had one
grave defect In my eyes. It was
dreadfully callous to feminine require-
ments."

|

ran

| her lips.

{ Mr. Traill's cordial

) I m further duty at the |chatter at its highest.
lighthouse after what he has endurad.” | Mr.

offered « to relieve him at/some commt

criveal jJuisment yioiding wiaen sn
apologized swveeti; to Lady Margarc
for her tardiness.

"Tl'.k‘r(‘ wWere
saved from the

two little children
wreck. Peor

bath! 1 could not
v were asleep.”
“I needed two hot ba 3
“No. 1 dug 1o out of the sheil, and Ne.
2 helped m: to recognize myself."
During dinner there v much ta
tell and to hear. Mrs. Vansittart said
little, save to interpose a word
and then en (onst 32 SO
would have skimmed too light'y
record of th2ir own ser
They did not hurry ove
All were in the best
and the m ics of
might never have ex
lively comp.any wers it pot that fous
rmong them boure clear thkers cf th
seprivations they had endured.

interrupted

leave them

aid Py:

IZnid
the

A waitor their joyous
He bout over
Traill d discrietly couteyed
ication
cried the mill'on-
Show him in at once.”
He rose frem his chair 0 do houor
0 an unexp-cted guest.
“You will all be pleas<d to hear,’
explained, “that Mr. Brand is a
d has come to sce us.”
Mrs. Vansittart stitled the
The slight color which
crept into her pale cheeks )ic
the deathly hue. It chanced t
others were looking expe
wards the door and did n
Brand entered. In a
welcome

a

“I am del

ery on
had

» her.

he smil-

ingly explained his prescnce.

| hastened

Here was a woman rejuvenated, res-

tored to Mer natural surroundings.
They accounted for the subtle change
in her by the fact that they had seen
her hitherto under unfavorable con-
ditions. Even Pyne, not
pleased with her in the oast. found his

“My superiors sent me emphatic
orders to clear out,” Le said, “so
had no option but to ebey. 1 e¢anveyed
Mr. Emmett to suitable quarters and
home, but found that the
zirls were playing truant. My house-
keeper insisted that 1 should eat, clse
she would not be ratisried that 1 stil
lived. but I came lLiere us quick.y as
possible.”

At that instant his g
from one to another ol
fell on Mrs. Vansittart.

He stood as one petrified. The
kindly words of Lis hos:, the out-
spoken glee of the girls at his appear-
ance, died away in his ears in hollow
echoes. His eyes, frowning beneath
wrinkled brows, seem to ask if he
were not the victim of some unnerving
hallucination. They were fixed on
Mrs. Vansittart's face with an all-
absorbing intensity, and his set lips
and clenched hands showed how utter-
ly irresistible was the knowledge that,
indeed, he was not deceived—that he
was gazing at a living, breathing pore
sonality, and not at some phantom pro-
duct of a surcharged brain.

She, too, yielding vefore the sud-
denness of an ordeal she had striven
to avoid, betrayed by her laboring bo-
som that she was under the spell of
some excitement of overwhelming
power.

She managed to gain her feet.
consciousness that Constance,
Lady Margaret even, were looking at
her and at Brand with amazed anx-
iety, served to strengtien her for a
supreme effort.

“Mr. Stephen Brand—and I—are old
acquaintances,” she gasped. “He
may misunderstand — my presence
here—to-nizht. Indeed—in this in-
stance—I awm not to blame. I could
not—help myself. I am always—try-
ing to explain—but somehow—I never
succeed. Oh'

With an agonized sigh she swayed
listlessly and would have falen had
not Pyne caught her.

But she was desperately determined
not to faint—there, This was her
world, the world of soclety. She
would not yleld in its presence.

Her eyes wandered vaguely, Lelp-
lessly, from the face of the man to-
wards the others. Constance had has-
tened to her assistance, and the knew-
ledge that this was so seemed to stimu-
late her to a higher degree. With fine
courage she grasped the back of a
chair and summoned a wan smile to
her aid.

“You wfl forgive
you,” she murmured.
80 very tired.”

She walked resoiutely towards the

Brand drew aside that she

He looted a! her no more,

X saw that big

stood on his

1ce, traveling
082 presant,

The

me—if 1 leave
“l am so tired-—

drops of
forehead.
Mr. Traill, no

parspir

less astonished than
the rest offered to conduct Mrs. Van-
gittart to her rooum.

*“No," she said, "I
am used to it now,
yea X

There was a ring of heartfelt bitter-
negs in her volce which appealed to
m than one of the silent listeners.

As the door closed behind her,
Brand seemed to recover his sensges,

“l must ask your pardon, Mr.
Traill,” he said, quietly. "I assume
that the lady who lias just left us did
not expect to me here to-night,
It would be idle to deny that the me:t-
ing was a shock to both of us. It re-
vived painful memories.”

Mr. Traill, scarce knowing what he
said, so taken aback was he, exclaim-
ed hastily

“Mrs. Vansittart claimed you as an
old acquaintance. The odd thing is
that you, at any rate, did not discover
that fact earlier.”

The lighthouse-keeper 1l
the table, He gaw pain in
but in Pyne's sten
encouragement

“Mrs. Vausittart!” he said slowly.
“Is that her name? 1 did not know.
How should I, the recluse, hear of her?
And in your first » to the rock
vou called | en I knew her
her name Nanette, for the lady
who calls elf Mrs. Vansittart was
my wite, et for aught I know to
the contrar

“Father Constance clung to him
in utmost agitation. “Do you mean
that she is my mother?”

“Yes, de one, she is. But let us
go now. I fear my home-coming hag
brought miscry in its train. I am
sorry indeed. It was wholly unexpec-
ted. Poor Nanette! She
ceived herself. 1 suppose she hoped
to avold me, as if fate forgot the tears
in the comedy of life.”

“Can I not go to her?” asked Con-
stance white-faced and trembling,

my child, you cannot., Has

A you? She cast you off
once. I might have forgiven her many
things—never that. Come, Enid!
What need for your tears? We faced
worse troubles together three days
ago, and you, at any rate, can look for-
ward to happiness. Good-by, Lady
Margaret, and you, too, Mr. Traill. I
will see you to-morrow, I hope. For-
give me for my unconscious share in
this night's suffering.”

wil! zo alone. I
aticr 8o many

sce

d
aany
there

round
eyes,

gay was

CHAPTER XVIL
MRS. VANSITTART GOES HOME
Stephen Hrand and the two girls
passed sileutly down the broad stairs

of the hotc! unaccompanied by any of
the others., There was nothing incom-

Enid, ,

|

i

little | Both Pyne and Stanhope did move to-
mites, how they revelled in a h‘)t}wards the Joor, but Enid, watchful,
until | selt-sacrifi

nOW |

| force her hand.

rofoundly shocked Dy the lgnthouse-
ceper's revelatlon that he collapsed
into a chair and remained there, bow-
ed and wo:dless, for many minutes.

%, eager to save those

ehe loved iivoia further pain, telegrapb.

gd an emphatic order to Stanhope to
remain where he was, and Pyne mur-
mured to him:

“Guess she's right, anyhow. We'll
all feel a heap better in the morning.”

The person who exhibited the clear-
pst signs of distress was Lady Mar-
garet. Her position was one of extra-
ordinary difficulty. Three of the ac-
tors in the breathless scene which had
been sprung on her with the sudden-
ness of an explosion were absolute
strangers in her life before that even-
Ing.

Brand she knew, indeed, but only by
pight.. She had met Constance and
Enid occasionally, at arm’s length, so
to speak, regarding them truly as dan-
gerous young persons where marriage-
able sons were concerned. Enid had
justified her suspicions, and her lady-
ship had yielded so far as to give her
approval to an engagement she could
hot prevent.

Circumstances

had conspired to
Stanhope, being an

' outspoken young man, had made no |

krowledginyg |

ever de-|

| prehensible in this, nor any savor of |

|

wholly | discourtesy.

In the first place, Mr. Traill was so

secret of his desperate resolve to, res- |
cue Enid, so the newspapers supplied
the remainder of the romance, and
even Lady Margaret herself had con-
tributed to it under the magnetic in-
fluence of the hour.

It was one thing, however, to be
thrilled with the adventures of the
rock-bound people, but quite another
to figure prominently in connection
with a social scandal of the first mag-
nitude. She knew Penzance too well
to hope that the incident would sink
into oblivion. Obviously, the matter
could not rest in its present stage.
She must expect disagreeable disclo-
sures, significant head-shakings of
those who knew little and wanted to
know more. All the tea-table artil-
ery of a small town would be focused
on her defensive position were she
loyal to the girl whom her son had
ciosen as his helpmate. 1

This same son, too, after he had re-
covered from the amazement of Mrs.
Vansittart’s dramatic departure and
Drand's admission, betrayed a compo-
sure that was distinctly irritating.

“You won't mind if we smoke, mo-
ther,” he said, “The situation requires
tobacco. Don’'t you feel like that,
Pyne?”

“If Lady Margaret doesn't object, I
admit that different sorts of poison
might act as tonics,” answered Pyne.!
“Here, uncle, try a brandy and soda.
Lady Margaret, a glass of champagne.
I've been expecting a disturbance, but
didn’t look for i€ to-night.”

“Why do you say that, Charlie?”
asked Mr. Traill, rising and stretching
his limbs as a man who tests his bones
after a heavy fall.

“It was hanging around, just as one
prophesies a storm after an electrical
feeling in the air. Mrs. Vansittart re-
cognized Brand, and made her calcu-
lations accordingly. Let us give her
the credit due to her. As soon as she.
discovered him, the marriage project
was off."”

“l had that kind of impression my-
self. Glad | mentioned it to you, now.”

“Of course you are. I'll bet any rea-
sonable sum that Mrs. Vansittart in-
tended to leave Penzance to-morrow
as soon as she had made you under-
stand that she could not, under any
circumstances, become my aunt.”

A ghost of a smile flitted across Mr.
Traill's face. His nephew's way of
putting things was delightfully un-
equivocal.

“What we are.apt to lose sight of,”
continued Pyne, “is the meainer in
which Brand received wl:at must have
been a staggering blow. He me2t his
wife to-night after a separation of
more than twenty years. And how he
took it! When he spoke, it was really
in her behalf. The thing is too amaz
ing. Of course, now that the thunder
and lightning have started, the sky
will clear all the sooner.”

“Unhappily, such affairs do not ar-
range themselves so readily,” snappad
Lady Margaret. She was becoming
more angry with each wave of reflec-
tion. “Young men like you do not
realize the effect of such—such un-|
pleasant exposures on family life.
How will the early history of her
ents affect the future of Cui
Brand?” As for the other girl

Her ladyship threw up her hands in
helpless abandonment. To her mind,
the adoption of poor Enid, the sea-
walf, assumed a darker appecurance
now that Brand's matrimonial adven-|
wures revealed sinister features.

Jack Stanhope caught her by
shoulder.

“Mother,” he cried, “before you say
another word let me tell you some-
thing you ought to know. Enid is M
Traill's daughter!”

Now this good woman loved her son
dearly. All her thoughts were of him
and for him. Her look of blank in-
credulity yielded to the coafiruation
she saw writ on all thrce laces.

She burst into

“Apparently 1 am the last perscn to
be taken into anybody's contidence,
she sobbed.

“Madam,” sald
over her, "in this iustau
you have no cause to fe
Neither the girl herselt,
ter by adoption, nor Mrs.
to whom, until the past
considered myself to be
aware of the andoubted
your son has jus: told you.
that I, as her father,
think she has won the affectious
such a man as Stanliope. Thue
reason why you, his mother,
not be equally satistied with the
gree and prospects of my dauyi

His calm assumption of a
equal if not superior to her own
convincing to a woman of her temp.ro-
ment. Assuredly that evining was a
memorable one to her ladyshij T
repose of Vere de Vere w
shocked for once. Nevertheless,
knowledge that her lifclor mbition |
had been realized in a way litlz
dreamed of by any of those moest ¢om-
cerned was in itself consolix
Traill, quite unconsciousiy,
large in the social eye of % nzance,
and the widowed lady had not . en so|
long withdrawn from the wea!th-wor-
shiping world of London as to be|
wholly unleavened with the worship
of the golden calf.

So it was with quickened interest
that she set herself to listen 1o the
gtory of Enid's parentage, and, if her |
fear of local gossip-mongers shrgnk as |
her perception of Enid's real social
position increased, much may be for-
given to the motherly sentiment that
no wife can be too good for an excel
lent son.

Meanwhile Brand and the sorrow-
laden girls, ushered by obsequious ser-
vants to the entrance-hall, were con-
struined to comfort themselves with
true British phlegm in view of the in-
terest caused by thelr appearance.

The hour was not late, about half-
past nine. Even wbilst the ball parter |
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was summoning a cab . the' news
spread, within and without that the
lighthouse-keeper and his daughters,
whose exploits filled th2 minds of all
men, were standing near the door.
Several people, complete strangers,
came to themn and offered warm con-
gratulations. A smart journalist
pressed forward and wove his own
complimentary utterances into an in-
terview. A crowd gathered quickly on
the pavement. Policemen, those mar-
shalls of every English demonstration,
cleared a path for them through the
throng. So, with smiling words on
their iips and anguish in their hearts,
they made a triumphal exit. How
little could the friendly enthusiasts
who cheered them realize that these
three had been atr.nhied by the
deadly malevolence cf |
hour wnen a great
ended happily.
Enid suffered almost
Brand and his daughter. Their joys
and sorrows were hers. The startling
nature of Brand's avowal rendered it
difficult for either Enid or Constance
to plece together certain fragmentary
memories of Mrs., Vansittart’s odd be-

achievement had

as keenly as

| havior during her enforced sojourn on
| the rock.

So thoroughly had she shat-
tered those dimly outlined impressions
by the quietly vivacious charm of her
dinter that they both ex-
perienced a jumble of sensations. A
terrified woman, In wet and torn
clothing, cowering in the gaunt inter-
for of a sterm-girt lighthouse, is a very
different beinz when atii>d in expen-
sive garments and surrounded by the
luxuries of a first-class hotel.

It was a relief to drive to their cot-
tage in silence, yet, so easily moulded
ifs our human clay, it was a greates
relilef when the tension of the
rattle of the cab was relaxed.
some effort to assure Mrs.
a buxom, motherly sou! of sixty
thereabouts, that they could not p
sibly eat any supper. The effort
forthcoming. They pleaded wearinc

noisy
It cust
Sheppard,
orT
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'and at last tliey were alone,

onstance
when he
armchair
corner,

“Now, dan,"” she said, bravely une-
motional, “there will be .o more tears.
Tell me all that 1 ought to know."

Enid drew a hassock to his feet and
seated herself there, asping her
hands about her knees.

“Whatever she did 1
her,” said the girl decisiveoly
she cannot have been a really
womrman, dad, or you would not
loved her once.”

Biand sighed deeply His strong
will had ¢ rted him for a littie
while. He shrank from the ordeal bLe-
fore him. \Why should he be called on
to sully mirror of his daughters
innocen by revealing to her the dis
of hor mother?

Constanc som
dread in h

“Don't
Iam ¢
borne
ferings,"

placec

knelt by her tuther's sids
dropped listloss inty, the
placed in his accustomed

am sorry for
“And

bad
have

caught hing of tl
is soul.
me
ntent to bear

10-1

tell 8 da:l.

you,

n§ your sui-

und ecach of
will,” he
face mar
expected
N of quirt
“Nothi n this world
from you, 1id Con 8
“Oh, nothing." ag Enid solemn-
ly nestling closer. Her carnestness
was helpful. He smiled wistfully,
“You forget, Enid, that there is a
chance of you, at any rate,
leaving me for another,” he said.
She blushed.
“That is the
married,” she

eaid,
A}

“that i
trials at a
nothing bu:
happiness

can part uvs

ia God's
have o
wl 1

should
period

worst of girls getting
protcsted. I'hey are

| supposed to be delizited because they

are going to live with strange people.
Girls who are of that mind cannot be
happy at home. If I thought that be-
ing marricd to Jack implied separation
from you and Constance—"
“You would give him up and weep
your eyes out.” He pressed her pout-
lips together as he went on
my dear ones, I wish both of
pared for very unexpect-
Two most important
events in your lives have taken place
within a few hours. Constance, if you
gaw your mother to-night, Enid also
father. I have known for two
nid's father is Mr. Traill.”
For an instant, it must be confessed,
Constance and Enid alike feared that
the mental and physical strain he had
undergone had temporarily derangea
him. It was pot sheer incredulity but
real terror ke saw in their eyes. Some-
how, their self-effacement in his be-
half touched him more than
anything else had done this
period,
He bowed his head. A strong man
in agony cannot endure the
of loving eyes

days that E
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“Enid,” he said brokenly. “my words !

.'e in the very !

nl have |

scrutiny

10 you mast ve <€ew. 00a Iortune
needs but slight sxplanation, The
proofs of my statement I do not pos-
sess, but Mr. Traill's letter to me
could not have been written by such a
man if he were not sure of his facts.
Here it is. Read it aloud.” i

He handed her her father's plain-
spoken communication. Constance,
incapable of deeper depths of amaze-
ment than hose now probed, looked
over her sis‘er's shoulder. Together:
they decipliered the somewhat diffl-
cult handwr:ting of a man whose chiet
task for years had been to sign his
name.

This drawback was good in its re-
sult. They persevered steadily to the
end. Then lnid, the comforter, broke
down herself. -

“It cannot be true, dad,” she criea.
“I have been one of your daughters all
my life. Why shouid I be taken from
you now?"

“l * believe it is quite true,” said
Brand quietly and the need there was
to console her was beneficial to him-
self. “Mr. Traill speaks of proofs,
You have inci him. I exchanged bare-
ly a word, a glance, with him, but it
is not believable that he would make
these solemn statements without the
most undeniable testimony.”

“Indeed, Inid,” murmured Con:
stance, “it sounds like the truth, else
he would never have spoken so defi-
nitely of my father's claim on your
affections.”

Brand stroked
hair.

“One does not cry, little one, when
one is suddenly endowed with a
wealthy and distinguished relative.
Now, I did not spring this revelation
on you without a motive. If a cleav-
age has to come let us, at least, face
avery consiceration. Providence, by
wscrutable decree, ordained that my
wife and I should meet after twenty-
one years. That cannot have been a
purposeless meeting. In my careless
youth, when I assigned all things
their scientific place, I have scoffed
at presentiments and vague portents
of coming cvils. 1 retract the imma-
ture judgment then formed. During
the height of{ the hurricane, when [
feared the very lantern would be
burled into the sea, 1 was vouchsafed
a spiritual warning. 1 could not read
import. These things baffle a
man, cspecially one whose mind leans
toward matcrialism. Nevertheless, 1
knew, though ngt in ordered compre-
hension, that my life was tending to-
words a supreme trisis. As the storm
died, so I bocame normal, and 1 at-
tributed a glimpse of the unseen to
mere physical facts, | as wrong.
The coming of that ill-fated vessel
was heralded to m I lacked the key
of the hidden m Now | possess
it. On board that ship, Constance,
was your mother. How strange that
her advent should be bound up also
with the mystery of Enid's paren-
tage

the weeping girl's
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“Father, dear, if yon an
tell me of my mother e

bear
knew

it,
me,

and that is why she asl:ied me to kiss

“She asked you to kiss her”"
word was a crescendo of
“Yes. One night s
Oh, I rememuer. She wished Mr. Pyne
to telezraph to his uncle. When he
quitted uvs take the me she,
too—how weird it all seems ad-
mitted that she experionced sonething
of the k vledge of the fu-
ture you spoken of,"”
“I am nc Poor Nanette!

She was alv 8 i rearer, in a
Never cor

. d for
flights man in ambi-
tion ‘er cea

sl be a child.
When I married her, she was only
eightecn. 1 was ten years older. My
thought war to educate her to a some-
what highei ideal of life than the
frivolities o/ a fachionable world. It
was a mistake. 1’ a girl harbors de-
lusions befors marriage the experience
of married iife is not a cure but a
incentive. A less tolerant man would
have made her a safer husband.”

Constance would listen to nothing
which would disparage him,

“I hate to be unjust to her even in
my thoughts, but where could she
Lave found a better husband than
you, dad?"

“Millionaire indeed!" protested
Enid, brcaking in with her own tumuls
tuous thought “3 would not ex-
c¢hange von for twenty mi'lionaires.”

(To be continued)

Each
surprise,
came to me.

su

18]
ity
was

sense,

she higher

5.000 Marconi
teken into the
officers, to

About
have been
the rank of
the war

To clean up Aurors, I, the newly-
eleoted mayor has fired the police
force, and police commissioners first.

oper tors
navy,

serve

W

Minard's L

L.

ment Cures Diphtheria.




