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quite inexplicable, change in condi- | The 'm;
tions which he had studied during tor- | ;5 ye
tured hours passed on the bridge of

an siopped, almost spent.
an off-hand:d sailor's salute.

He

the Falcon ur the Trinity tender, made
it possible to remain longer in the
vicinity of tlie rock than he had dared
to hope. Therefore he knew it was
advisable io adopt the certain means
of communication of the thrown rope

in preference to the uncertainty of his
own power to reach and climb the lad-
der.

Flinging out his right arm, he mo-
tioned to the men in the lighthouse
to be ready to heave a coil. The wind
was the chief trouble now, but he
must chance that.

“’Vast pulling,” he yelled over his
shoulder as a monstrous wave pranced
over the reef and enveloped the col-
umn.

“Ay, ay,” sang out his crew.

Up went the boat on the crest and
a fearsome cavern spread before his
eyes, revealing the seaweed that clung
to the lowest tier of the masonry. In
the same instant he caught a fleeting
glimpse of a lofty billow rearing back
from the rocks on the north.

Down sank the boat until the door of
the lighthouse seemed to be an awful
distance away. She rose again,
Stanhope stood wupright. his knees
 wedged against the wooden ribs. One
piercing glance in front and another
to the right showed that the antagon-
ism of the two volumes of water gave
the expected lull.

“Pull!”

The boat shot onwar
three times, the oars dipped with pre-
cision. These rowers, who went with
their backs turned to what might Le
instant death, were brave and stanch
as he who looked unflinchingly in
the face.

“Heave!"” roared Stanhope
white-visaged second officer s
in the doorway far above him.

The rope whirred throngh *he air,
the boat rose still higher t
and the coil struck Stanhops in
face, lashing him savage!: in the final
spite of the baffled gale which puuny
man had conquered.

Never was blow
Caristian charity

“Back!” he cried, and the ¢ on,
not knowing what had happ ned, bent
ajgainst the tough blades. The tug's
sailors at the drag, though the engines
grinding at half-speed were Y“teeping
them grandly against the race not
more than a hundred and fifty yards
in the rear, failed for an instant to
understand what was coing on. But
their captain had seen the cast and
read its significance

“Haul avay!" ke bellowed
voice of thunder, and, to ches
on, added othier words which
that he was no landsman.

Stanhope 8eftly knotted the light-
house line 10 the loop taken off his
waist. He cast the joined cords over-
board.

“Thank God!"” he said, and h. looked
up at the great pillar already growing
less in the distance.

Now, from the kitchen, owing to its
height above sea level and the thick-
ness of the wall pierced by the win-
dow, as soon as the b-.at came within

ifty yards cr so of th. lighthousc, the
girls could see it no lenuzer.

When it dropped out «.f sight for the
last time Constance could not endure
the strain. Though her dry
clicked in her mouth she forced a de-
spairing cry.

“Enid,” she screamed,
through the window.

“lI cannot! Indecd,
will be killed! Oh,
Providence, and take
stead!"

Constance lifted the fienzied girl in
her strong a::08. This was no moment
ior puling tear.

“If I loved a man,” she cried, “and
he were about to die for my sake, I
should count it a glory to see him die.”

The brave words gave Enid some
| measure o©. comprehension. Yes,
that was it. She would watch her
lover whilsi he faced death, even
though her heart stopped = beating
when the end came.

Helped by her sister, she opened
the window and thrust her head out.
To her half-dazed brain «ime the con-
sclousness that the sen had lost its
venom. She saw the hoat come on,
pause leap forward, tu. rope thrown
and the knot made.

As the boat retreate!
Stanhope's joyous glan:
her, and waved his hand.
he said caused the two rowvers, for the
first time, to give one y.ick glance
backward, for they were n... 8¢ ndding
rapidly away from the d. :zer zone.
She knew them; she manar d to send
a frantic recognition of a'! 1hiee,

Then, in almost overpo . ering
action, she drew back irc
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Then & miracle did happen, a mire-
cle of science. When the boat was
yet two hundred yards away, Brand,
looking out from the gallery in stony
despair, suddenly behaved as one po
sessed of a fiend.

“Folloy me!"
every man'!"

He rushed into
the wanted wings rather than
he swung himse!r by his hands to the
floor of the service-room.

Galvanized into a:tivity,
were with him on in¢
after him. They !}
happened. Their
and they obeyed.

Down, dowi, they pelted, taking the
steep stairs with b -neck speed,
until they reached the oil-room, with
its thousands of galloi ovred iu grea:
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he roared. “Come,

T

the lantern.

who
raced
had

spoken,

those
ledge
t what

had Once, twice,

lealer

it
t to
visit
d

iz empty
next
Brand wrench
nearest cistern.

ful ¢f the oil.
i “Lring all you can carry.” !> shout-
ed, :nd was off again with .. energy
was wonderful in a man who
i he privations and hard-

hours.

: ey understood. \Why had
of them thought of it earlier?
cold granite depths the lighthouse
carried that which had the power to
subdue the roaring fury of the reef.

The first man to reach the gallery
after Brand was Pyne, who chanced
10 be nearest to him when the hub-
bub arcse. He found the other man
flinging handfuls of the oil as far to
windward as the thick fluid would
travel.

“Quick!” gasped Brand. “Don’t
pour it out! It must be scattered.”

So the colza fell in little patches of
smooth rtranquility into the void be-
neath, and. betore Stanhope had pilot-
ed his boat halt the remaining dis
tance, the wave-currents surging
about the rock ceased to toss their
yellow manes so high, and the high-
p.iched masses of foam vanished com-
pletely.

‘The seamen stationed in the en-
trance were astonished by the rapid-
dty of the change. In less than a min-
ute they found they were no longer
blinded by the spindrift cast by each
upward rush right into the interior of
the lighthouse. The two nearest to
the door looked out in wonderment.
‘What devilment was the reef hatch-
dng now, that its claws should relax
their clutch on the pillar and its icy

be withheld?

wave, as it struck to west-
ward of the column, divided itself into
two roaring streams which met exact-
ly where the iron rings ran down the
wall. There was a migaty clash of
the opposite forces and a further up-
ward rearing of shattered torrents be-
fore the reunited mass fell away to
give place tO its sudcessor.

Full twenty feet of the granite lay-
ers were thus subi >rged and ex-
posed whenever a big comber traveled
shecr over the reef. i

But these straight-forward attacks
were spasmodic. Often the eddies
created by the rocks came tumbling
pellmell from the north. Sometimes
they would combine with the incoming
tide, and then the water seemed to
cling tenaciously to the side of the
lighthouse until it rose to a great
height, swamping the entrance, and
dropping back with a tremendous
crash. There were times when th:
northerly ally disdained to merge with
its rival. Then it leaped into the hol-
low created by the receding wave, and
all about the lighthouse warred a level
whirlpool. i

Stanhope’'s plan was to rush the
boat in when one of these compara-
tively less dangerous opportunities
offered. He would spring for the lad-
der, run up if possible, but, if caught
by a vaulting breaker, lock himself
with hands and feet on the iron rungs
and endeavor to withstand the stifling
embrace of the oncoming sea. He was
an expert swimmer and diver, and he
believed that by clinging limpet-like
to the face of the rock, he had the
requisite strength of lungs and sinews
to resist one if not more of these
watery avalanches.

The rope around his waist was held
from the tug. The instant he made
his leap, the men with him were to
back water, the crew at the drag to
haul for all they were worth, and
congequently pull the boat clear of
the next wave ‘ere it broke. That is
why he selected a handy craft in place
of the life-boat offered to him as soon
as his resolve was whispered ashore.
It was on rapidity, quick judgment,
the utilization of seconds, that he de-

ended. The unwieldy bulk of the
ife-boat not only detracted from these
all-important considerations, but made
it more than probable that she would
be capsized or touch the reef. |

For the same reason he timed hia
approach on the rising tide. He couldi
venture nearer to the lighthouse

stood there
oi the tender, and

the cover vl the
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I eannot! He
sav: him, kind
my life in his

she causht

He saw

re-
the win-
ed from her eyes.

“Constance,” she
saved us! Look out.
him. I cannot.”

Yet, all tremulous and breathless,
she brushed away the tears and strove
to distinguish the boat once more. It
appeared, a vague blot in the mist
that enshrouded her.

“Connle,” she said again,
that all is well

“Yes, dear. Indeed,
safe.”

“And do you know wlo
him? 1 saw their faces—Ben Pollard
and Jim Sp-nce—in the Daisy. Yes,
it is true. And Jack planned it
them. They have escaped; and we,
too, will be rescued. It is God's own
doing. I could thank him on my knees
for the rest of my life.”

“he
will

has

see

sobbd
You

“tell me

5

indeed, he i

came with

CHAPTER XV,
ENID'S NEW NAME

The twisted strands of touzh hemp

-
self, and the boat could be rowed and
dragged more speedily into safety.
With him, too, were men who Kknew
every inch of the Gulf Rock. He |
knew he could trust them to the end. [

Although he had mapped out hla|
programme to the last detai:, ﬂrand’sl
inspiration in using the oil created a
fresh and utterly unforescen set or
conditions.

Mountainous ridges still danced fan-
tastically up and down the smooth |
granite slopes, but they no longor |
broke, and it is broken water, not tu-
multuously heaving seas, that an opex |
boat must fear.

With the intuition qf a born sailor, |
ready to seizé any advartage given by |
human enemy Or angry ocean, Stan- |
pope decided, in the very jaws of op- |
portunity, to abandon his original de-
gign totally, and shout to the men he
gaw standing in the entrance to heave |
to him a rope. He would have pre-
ferred the danger of the jump. He
almost longed to endure the flerce|
struggle which must ensue before hel
peached those waiting hands. Hﬂ‘
thought he would have his reward in|
the tense joy of the fight, in bri |
palvation to Enid and those with her,
n seeing lLier sweet face again aftel

ese days and nights of vigil. *

But the paramaunt need was to &

utmost conductivity if its powers were
iudged by results. When willing hands
ad carefully hauled in the rope until
he knot could be uufastered, and the
ond secured to the cord connecting
the gallery with the entrance, a m

was desptached to warn Brand that
all was in readiness for the next st p.

The rough sailor was the messeng:r
of the gods to thos# who waited on
each story. As he ran upwards, climb-
ing the steep stairs with the nimble-
ness of 'a monkey, he bellowed the
great news to each crowded dcorway
Seeing the girls in the kitchen, thougn
already his breath wag scant, he
blurted out

“It's all
the trick!”

On the next landing pallid women's
faces gleamed at him.

“Rope ahoard!"” he gasped. “They're
tyin' on lege o' mutton now.”

Yet again he was waylaid on the
floor above. Hard pressed for wind,
Lie wheezed forth consolation.

“Just goin’ to haul the bottled boes
sboard,” he grunted.

It would never do to pass the hospi
\al without a word,

“Beef-tea an’ port wine swimmin’
here,” he panted.

Brand was peering through the lan-
tern door, awaiting this unwashed
Mercury, who caught sight of the
Ughthouse-keeper 'are hia ahagzy hegd

right, ladles! He's done

MHaul away, sir!” he yelled, and his

swauue allu Kl DA MAnLged 10 was.
in distilled water.

They were cutting sandwiches an
lnndra\’urir- to read their leticrs a

are In no further peril. This is" WhAt
I wish you to hear.,”

And she read:

i
i
i

voice cracked with excitement. In- |the same insiant. He bowed with sar
deed they who remained quite coher- | castic politeness.

ent on the Gulf Rock, on the ships,| ™l see vou are rcady for the party,’
and even on the cliffs nine miles awoy, | he said.

“Nothing but the most amazing and
unlooked for ecircumstances would |
cause me to ask you to postpone the |
flate of our marriage for at least a

tongue |

Something |

dow and tears of divine ruiicf sm-am-l

with |

might have been an electric cable of |

were few in number and to be piticd

exceedingly. There are times when

a man must cheer and a wo'ran's eyves

glisten with joyous tears el-o they are

tlabby creature hur:aa jellylish.

The steamboats snorte:l th raucous

| siren-blasts, and althouzh e hoar:e
uting of men and th> histling of

cam were swept i by the

rorth wind in its rage, thos~ on shore

could rcad riddle throush their
es of th» r-ating boa' and the
ie vapor-puifs.

i The first to grasp S:anhopn’'s hand
when he swung himse!f outo the deck
of 12 teyder was Mr. Cyrus J. Traill.

“Well done, my lad!” he cried, bro-
Lkenly. *I thought it was all up with

{you. Did you see her?

“Yes, but only for a second.”
“You thou:ht it best not to
them??™

| “You krow that I
now and, attempt it.
refuse the botter way.

| what nappeaud.
sea like mazic.

I'wi

join

werld gladly go
X 1 caved not

Someth g stilled the
1.00k at it now.”

Assuredly
again around the pillar with all their
wonted ferocity, but ore among the
| ‘I'rinity  Hou ofticers noticed a
smooth, oily patch floaring pastt he
vessel.

By Jove!™
alped you at
threw some
board.”

Traill, a bronzed, spare, eideriv man,
iall and straight, with ey-s set deep
beneath Leavy eycbrows, wen*® to im
Spence and Pen Pollard they
were helpinz 1o sling the
the davits.

1 said
he briei

he shouted,
the right moment.
gallons of colza

He
oveir-

riva betwoe

hund ed
¥ announ: d,
holds, and the three peoplo |
csted in reach the shore alive,
make it five hundred apicce.

Ben Pollard's mal
came several inche
mainerd 80 permanc
thought, but Jim
ned .

“You don't know tha ¢
save every mothers an’ daughter,

0o—now lc has a lue aboard.”

Then the ex-sailor, chosen with
irom among dozens of voluni
ing to his close acqt
reef, bethought him.

“You'r: treatin’ Ben an’ me "nagniti-
cent, sir,” he said, “but the c.ijef cre-
dit is due to Mr. Stanlor We on'y
Ybeyed orders.’

The millionaire laugled like a boy.

“l have not forgotten Mr. Stanhop:
he said. I am sure your .onfidence
in Mr. Brand wiil be just.:ed. You
watch me smile when | ante up your
share.”

On board the tug, and on the gallery
of the lighthouse, there was no time
for talk. The vessel, withk the most
+ skilful hana'ing, might remain where
she was for about four hours. She
| was alread; more than a hundred
| fathoms within the dangerous area
marked by t'he buoy, snd there was
much to be done in the time,

The strongzest rope, the best wire
| hawser, has its well-defined limit of
| strain, and the greater the length the
! greater the tensjon. From the buoy
itself naught save a chain cable would
{hold in such a sea. The tug must op-
erate from the nearer base. She was
| pitching and tossipg ir a manner cal-
i culated to daunt d@nyoue but a sailor,
and the slighitest mistake made by the
| skipper, the burly oil-skinned man ba!-
ancing himself on bridge with
his hand on the cogine-room tele-
graph, would snap any line ever
twisted.

So, briefly, this was the procedure
adopted. A stout rope was bent onto
that carried to the rock by Stanhope.
With this was sent a whip, thus estab-
lishing a to-and-fro communication.
The rope itself, when it had reached
the rock, was attached to a buoy and
anchored. Thus, it could be picked up
casily if the thin wire hawser next
despatched should happen to break.

A few words may cover a vas!
amount of exertion. Before the second
line, with its running gear, was safely
stayed around the body of the lanteru
—even the iron railing might give way
~—a precious hour had elapsed, and
Stanhope was inpatiently stampinx
about the bridge f the tender, thouzh
none knew bett¢ ' than he that not &n
unnecessary mo: 2nt was being lost.

At last a signaler stationed on the
tug was able to ask:

“What shall we send first?”

And the answer came back:
“Water, milk, bread.”

All night tinsmiths had labored to
enclose food and clothing in water
tight cylinders ready for transport,
and the shining packages now began
iheir voyaging from the tug's traw'-
bieam to the lofty gallery, three-fourths
of the journey being through the sea.
When the first consignment reached
the rock, another lusty cheer boomed
from the watching vessels.

Stanhope, at least, could picture the
scene in progress bekind the grim
granite walls—Constance and Eniq,
with others whom he did not know,
serving out generous draugihts to
thirsty and famished women and men,
helping themselves last, and hardly
able to empty the eight-gallon supply
of fresh water before they were calle
on to distribute a similar quantity o
milk.

And then, the bread, the cooked
meat all cut in slices, the tinned soups
and meat extracts, the wines—for
Traill had taken charge of the cater-
ing and his arrangements were lavish
—what a feast for people almost ox
the vetrge of starvation! :

The hours flew until the tug signai-
ed that she must cast loose and back
away from the reef. The tide was
running .westward now. Soon the
! danger would be active, and in ary
case, the Gulf Rock was saved from
the possibility of famine during the
next forty-eight hours, So the hawser
in its turn, was buoyed, and Brand's
parting instruction was not to attempt

8

= only grin-

the

to re-open communication during the |

dark bours of the morning tide.

The wisdom of his advice was mani-
fest. With farewell trumpetings the
vessels scurried off to Penzance, and
the telegraph-office was kept open all
night transmitting the word-pictures
of newspaper correspondents to thrill
the world with full descriptions of the
way in which the Gulf Rock’'s famished
!denizens had been relieved.

The last two packages ferried to
the lighthouse contained, not only
warm woolen wraps for the women
and children, but a big bundle of let-
ters and telegrams.

Pyne was the postman. There were
|at least twenty notes addressed to the
girls, and several to Brand, from
friends ashore.

Mr. Traill, of course, wrote to his
|nephew and Mrs. Vansittart. Natur-
ally, Pyne carried his own missive to
e kitchen. where be foynd that Con-

1 can't to!l you |

the waves weore brvaking‘

“Brapd |

Certainly he offered a
contrast to them.' His
crusted with s and blackenad witl
}dh‘l and pei: bir His bands wer:
i like those of Lt eare(
fwith  oil,
1sleeves up to
were torn and soiled, }
jand cults lithp as 1
jcoat was ripp d opoin,
{in that condition since
block as he descended iho

“Oh, you poor felow!™
stance. “"How you must on
{is a kettleful of hei water,
much tor il towel, but thae
cellent.”
i Refreshe
ldtter.
running comnentary of g s
t  “Mousie (Mis. Sheppard
hasn’t slept or threc nights

“Edith ray.or-Smith says she envies

cerlorabc

fe wWas -l

1

i
| “That tey

s from Lady
| she say?"

you are
Margaret.

repding now
\What docs

month after you reach shore. This is!
pot the time, nor are your present aur—i
roundings the place for telling you !
why I make this request. Suffice it |
to say that I think, indeed, I am sure,
n great happiness has come into my
life, a happiness which you, as my wife
soon to be, will share.” !

The American, whilst
tart was intent on hef excqrpts from |
his uncle's ietter, studied al
visible of lLer face. That[which he |
saw there guzzled him. St
fered no more tha:u others, so he won- |
déred why she wore such an air of
settled melancholy. Throughout the
lighthouse gloom was dispelled. The
sick became well, the lethargic be-|
came lively. Even the tipplers of |
methylated spirits, deadly ill be{ore.i
had worked like Trojans at the rope,
as eager to rehabilitate their shattered |
character as to land the mdch-needed |
stores. I

What trouble had befallen this wo- |
man so gracious, so facile, so worship- |

|

“She sency all sorts of love. and—-
| ihat kind of thing.,” cried the blushinyg |
'Enid, who knd just learnt from Ja k sl
imother t Stanhope had am::u]
priated her «5 his intended wife with- |
|out ‘ever a jproposal. |

“Is that a!l—in four «logely written |
pages”'" |

“Well—she hopes to see me—to soo |
both of us—'

Coustance

100
; maybe she

eye which thy
| retaliation.

“Here's a note from the vicar.
have held a e
vession at Si.

“And lletiie s
gracious. M:. Pyne!
bad news?”

Enid’'s wordering ery was evoked by
the extraordinary way in which the
voung American was looking at hor.
Some intensely exciting knowledyc
fiad mastered stoic His eyes were
distended, his lips qui cring. He lean-
ed with one hand on t':.. kitchen table;
in the other he had clutched his un-
cle's letter.

Constance stood near to him. That
he, of all the men she had ever met,
should yield to an overpowering emo-
tion, startled her grea':y.

She caught his arm.

“Mr. Pyne.” she said softly, “if—it
Is any ill tidings—you 1 ave received —
we are, indeed, sorry for you.

He pulled himself straight, and gave
Constance such a glan that she
hastily withdrew her ha=:l. It seemed
to her that he would cicsp her in lLis
arms forthwith witheu' spoken woird.
Her action served to =.cady him, and
(he laughed, so softly and pleasantly
!that their fear was banished. X

“Girls,” he said slowly “1 have been
parachuting through space for a min-
ute or so. I'm all right. Everybody
s all right. But my head swims a bit.
it 1 come back forgetting my name
and the place where I last resided, re-
member tha: once I loved you.”

He left them. He could not
himself to say mo:e.

“That letter was from his uncle, I
tuppose,” said Enid, awe-stricken.

“It must be something very drama-
tic  which would make him act so
strangely. Why bas he run away?
\Was he afraid to trust us with his
news?"

There was a sharp vehemence
Constance's voice which did not
‘ape her sister's sharp cars.

“Connie,” said Enid, quietly, "as
sure as Jack loves me, that man is in
love with you."

“Enid—"

But the other girl laughed,
touch of her saucy humor.

“Why did ke look at you in that way
just now? Didn't you think he
going to ewbrace ycu on the
Confess!™

“It was a' you le was looking."

“Not in the way | mean. He gazed
at me as if 1 were a spirit. But when
vou touched him i.e awcke. He might
hawe been asleep and suddenly seen
vou near him. 1 wonder he didn't
say 'Kiss me, dearest, and then I will
be sure it is not a dream.'”

Constance discovered that
defend herself.

“Mr. Pyne hardly conveyed such un
utterable things to me,” she said, con-
sclous that a clean face betrays a
flush which smudges may hide. “Have
you had a letter from Jack that you
can Interpret other people's thoughts
30 sweeotly?”

“No, dear. Jack has not
I have found out the cause.

was

They |
Spe oi inter-
W

Have

Good
had

ites—

you

trust

in
es-

with a

|
was

spot?

she must

written,
His moth-

er expresses the hope that he will be |t

the first to convey her good wishes.
So I think he meant to try and bring
the rope himself. Dad knew it and
Mr. Pyne. That is why they did not
tell us.” .

Constance gathered her letters in‘o
a heap. The tiny pang of jealous
which thrilled her Rad gone. s

“Eighty-one hungty mouths
to be filled to repletion to-nigh
said. “No more gossip Wha!
ous creatures women are! O
affairs are sufficlently eng
without endeavoring to pry i
Pyne's.”

“Connie,
tightly.
what upset him,
ft had nothing
woman.”

Wherein Enid was ccmplete
taken: she would never com:tit
greater error of judgment during the
rest of her days.

When Pyne quitted the kitchen liis
intent was to reach Brand without de-
lay. As he passed Mrs. Vansittart's
bedroom he paused. Something had
delighted him immeasurably once the
{irst shock of the intelligence had
passed.

He seemed to be irresolute in his
mind, for he waited some time on the
'anding before he knocked at the door
iand asked if Mrs. Vansittart would
come and speak to him.

‘ “Are you alone?" she
remaining invisible.

“Yes,” he sald.

Then she appeared, with
|rowed shawl still closely
|over her head and face.
| “What is it?” she sald wearily.
| *“You have had a letter from
uncle?”

“Yes, a charming letter, but I can-
not understand it. He says that some
| very important and amazing event will
|detain him in Penzance after we reach
| the place. He goes on—but I will read
‘lt to you. I am quite bewildered.”
| She took a letter from her pocket
jand searched through its contents un-
| til she found a paragraph. She was
about to read it aloud when someone

‘ame down the stairs. It was one of
the officers, yet Mrs. Vansittart was
o flurried that she dropped the sheet
of paper and bent to pick it up before
Pyne could intervene.

“Oh, bother!"” she cried. “I am
dreadfully nervous. even now that we

e

curd
i

Cis K|

e

don't press your

You are just dyinrc ta

But, mark my .ords, |
to do with auy oti

demanded,

that bor
wrapped

my

! plaintively.

| Cyrus J.™

|a wash-leather, Brand los

ful in her charm of manner and utter-
ance during the years he had known
her, that she remained listless when
all about her was life and joyance, she, |
ithe cynosure of many eyes by her cos-
tumes and graceful carriage, cowering
{rom recognition? Here was a mys-
tery, though she had repudiated the |
word, and a mystery which, thus far, |
defeated his sub-conscious efforts at
solution. \

She lifted her eyes to his. Her ex-|
ression was forlorn, compelling pity
by its utter desolation. |

“What does he mean?” she asked,
“Why Las he not spoken
clearly? Can you te!l me what it is,
this great happiness, which has enter-
ed, so strangely, inw his life and
mine?” |

*l have never met any man who
knew exactly what he meant to say,!
and exactly how to say it, better than
said Pyne. |

“But he has written to you, surely. |
Does he give no hint?"”

“His letter is a very short one. To
be candid, I have hardly made myself
acquainted with its contents as yet.”

“You are fencing with me. You
know, and you will not tell.” |

Her mood changed so rapidly that
Pyne was not wholly prepared for the |
attack. |

“It is a good rule,” he said, “never|
to pretend you can handle another|
man's affairs better than he can han-
dle them himself.”

He met her kindling glance firmly.
The anger that scintillated in her eyes
almost found utterance. But rthis cle-|
ver weman of the world felt that noth- |
ing would be gained, perhaps a great |
deal lost, by any open dispiay of tem-|
per. |
She laughed scornfully.

“Mr. Traill is ceitainiy the best
judge, of those worthy of his rom'i-I
dence. Excuse me if I spoke heatedly
Let matters remain ‘\\'here they are.’

“Just a word, Mrs. Vansittart. My
uncle has written you fairly and
squarely. He has not denied you his
confidence. If 1 understood you, he
has promised it to the fullest extent.”

“Yes, that is true.”

*Then what are
about?”

He laughed in his careless way, to
put her at uner ease. She frowned
meditatively. She, who could smile in
such a dazzling fashio.. i.ad lost her
art of late. .

“You are right,” she said slowly.
“I am just a hysterical worn.an, start-
ing at shadows, mal'ing mou:.ains out
of molehills. Forgive me.”

As Pyne went up the stairs his re
flections took this shape:

“The old man suicd a*
outright. i wonder why. He is chock
full of tac:, the smoothest old boy 1
ever fell up agaiust. He thinks there
may have ieen little troublss here,
perhaps. Wcll, 1 guess he's right”

In the seriice-room he found Brand
cleaning a lamp calmly and methodi-
cally. All the stores had been carried
downstairs, and the store-room Key
glven over to the purser.

“I am glad you have turned up,”
vuid the lighthouse-keeper. *“Oblige
ine by opening that locker and taking
vack the articles I purloined recently.
If the purser asks for an explanation,
tell him the truth, and say | am will-
ilg to eat this stuff now for my sins.”

Pyne noticed that Brand's own let-
ters lay in a small pile on the writing-
vicak. With two exceptions, they were
wmopened. As a matter of fact, he had
-lanced at the superscriptions, saw
i.at they were nearly all from stran-

rs, and !ald them aside until night
tell and the lighting of the lamps
.ould give him a spare moment.

“I'll wo that with pleasure,” said
the Awmerican, “but there's one thing
! want to discuss with you whilst ther
Is a chance of being alope. My uncle
ways Lo nas written to you."

“To me?” \

“Yes. It deals with an importars
matter too. It concerns Enid.”

“Mr. Traill has written to me abcul
Enid?" repeated Brand stopping h'a
industrious polishing to see if Pyue
were joking with him.

“That's so. See, he
It will tell its own sic
better read it right away

The young man picked v on
sealed letters on the table aud
it to the other.

Setting aside a glass chimn and
no tiee i
reading Mr. Traill's comaunication.

Save that his lip: hicned, and his
face paled slightly, T no out
ward indication oi ti th
written words must heve i
his soul, for this is what his ¢
tonished vision:

we quarreling

telling her |

lettay
Guess you'd
of th
and.¢

was
tumult

created

melt

0§ .

“Dear Mr. Brand—I hope so2n t
make your acquaintance. it will |
an honor to meet a man who has d.»
8o much for those near and dear t
me, but there is one reason why | an
anxious to grasp your hand which i
80 utterly beyond your present know
jedge that I.deem it a duty to tell you
the facts, to prepare you, in a word

“Circumstances have thrown me it
to the company of Lieutenant Stan-
hope. We had a kindred Insplrulio_n.
He, | understand, is in effect, if not in
actual recorded fact, the accepted
suitor of your adopted daughter,
known as Miss Enid Trevillion. I,
although an older man, can share his
feelings, because I am engaged to be
married to Mrs. Vansittart, a lady
whom you have, by God's help, res-
cued. Hence, Mr. Stanhope and I
have almost lived together, ashore and
afloat, during these troubled days.
Naturally, he spoke of the girl he
loves and told me something of her
history. He described the brooch
found on her clothing, and a Mr. Jones,
retired from the lighthouse service,
who was present when you saved the
child from speed; death, informs me
that her linen was marked ‘E. T.
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these racts, combmned with the
date and Mr. Jones's description of the
damaged boat, lead me to believe that
the girl is my own daughter, Edith
Traill, whom you have mercifully pre-
served to gladden the eyes of a father
who mourned her death, and the death
of her mother, for nineteen years.

“I can say no more at present. 1
am not making inferences not justi-
fied in other ways. Nor am I setting
up a father's claim to rob you of the
affections of a beautiful and accom-
plished daughter. 1 will be content,
more than content, if she can give to
me a tithe of the love she owes to
you, for, indeed, in Mr. Stanhope and
in all others who know you, you have
elequent witnesses.

“Yours most sincerely,
“Cyrus J. Traill.

“P.S. Let me add, as an after
thought, that only my nephew and you
have received this information. The
agonized suspeunse which the ladies
must have endured on the rock is a

trial more than sufficient to tax their|

powers. If as I expect, Mr. Stanhope
meets you first, he will be guided
wholly hy your advice as to whether
or not the matter shall be made known
to your Enid-——to my Edith—before she
lands."”

Brand dropped the letter and placed
his hands over his. face. He yieclded
for an instant to the stupor of the in
telligence.

Pyne, as Constance had done. came

| near to him and said, with an odd des-

pondency in his voice:

“Say, you feel bad about this. Guess
you'll hate our family in future.”

“Why should | hate anyone whao
brings rank and fortune to one of my
little girls?"

“Well,” went on Pyne anxiously,
“she'll be Mrs. Stanhope, anyhow, be
fore she's much older.”

“That appears to be settled. All
things have worked out tor the best
Most certainly your excellent uncle
and I shall not fall out about Enid.
If it comes to that, we must share her
as a daughter.”

Pyne brightened considerably as he
learnt how Brand bad taken the blow,

“Oh, bully!” he cried. "That's a
clear way out. Do you know, I was
beginning to feel scared I didn't
count a little bit on my >d un-
cle setting up a title to Eni

CHAPTER XVI.
STEPHEN BRAND EXPLAINS

They were interrupted. Elsie, with
her golden hair and big blue eyes,
pink cheeks and parted lips, appeared
on the stairs. All that was visible
was her head. She looked like one of
Murillo’s angels.

“Please, can Mamie 'n’ me see
man?" she asked, a trifle awed
did not expect to encounter
faced official in uniform.

“What man, dearie’” he said, and
instantly the child gained contldence,
with that prompt abandonment to a
favorable [rirst impression which
marks the exceeding wisdom oi chil-
dren and dogs.

She directed an
voce down the stair

“Come right along, Mamie."

Then she answered, clasping the
hand of Pyne extended to her, but eye-
ing Brand the while

“The man who brought the milk."”

She wondered why they laughed,
but the lighthouse-keeper caught her
up in his arms.

“He has gone away, sweetheart,” he
said, “but when he comes in the morn-
ing 1 shall send for you and you will
see him. You are the little girl who
was injured, eh? Are you getting bet-
ter?"”

Elsie, having seen Mamie safely ex-
tracted from the stair-way, became
voluble.

“My elbow is stiff, but it doesn't
hurt. 1 was feelin’' pretty bad ’'fore
the milk came, but Mamie 'n' me had
a lovely lot, an' some beautiful jelly.
Fine, wasn't it, Mamie?"

“'Squizzit!"” agreed Mamie.

“I think I'd like being here if there
was more room,” said the child. “An’
why isnt there any washin'? Mamie
'n’ me is always bein’ washed ’‘cept
when we're here.”

“Surely you have not kept your face

the
She

encouraging sotto

as clean as it is now ever since you
|

left the ship?” |

“Oh, no,” put in Mamie. “We've
just been rubbed with a hanky.”

“And sent out.to pay a call?”

“Not 'zackly,” said truthful Mamie.
“Mr. Pyne told us to wait near the
toor—'

“That's an old story now,” inter-

ened Pyne quickly: *“Climb up on

'y shoulder and have a look at the

a. Perhaps there may be a ship,

0.
“What did Mr. Pyne tel
ered Brand. oreterdiog

1 you?" whis
to make a

a stern- |

A
gecret u: 1t with Elsfe. ©

“There didn't seem to be 'nuff to
eat,” she explained, serjously, “so Mr,
Pyne kep' a bit of biscuit in his pock-
et, an’ Mamie 'n’ me had a chew every
time we saw him.”

“H'm,” murmured the man, glanc-
Ing up at his young friend as he
walked around the trimming-stage
with the delighted Mamie. *“I suppose
he asked you not to tell anybody?"

“We wasn't to tell Miss Constance
or Miss Enid. An' they told us we
wasn't to tell him about the sweet
stuff they put in our tea. That is all.
Funny, isn’t it?”

Brand knew that these little ones
were motherless. His eyes dimmed
somewhat. Like all self-contained
| men, he detested any exhibition of
sentiment.

“l say,” he cried huskily to Pyne,
“you must escort your friends back to
their quarters. No more idling,
please.”

“An' you will really send for us to-
morrow to see the milkman?” said
Elsie. Notwithstanding his sudden
gruffness, she was not afraid of him.
She looked longingly at the great
lamp and the twinkling diamonds of
the dioptric l<ns.

“Yes. I will not forget.
now, dearie.”

The visit of the children had given
him a timely remindes. As these two
were now, so had his own loved ones
been in years that might not be re-
called.

The nest would soon be empty, the
young birds flown. He realized that
he would not be many days ashore be-
fore the young American to whom he
had taken such a liking would come
to him and put forward a more endur-
ing claim to Constance than Mr. Traill
made with regard to Enid. Well, he
must resign himself to these things,
though no man ever lost two daugh-
ters under stranger conditions.

When Pyne returned, Brand was
ready for him. The struggle: was
sharp, but it had ended.

“l would like you to read your un-
cle's letter,” he said. *I.am clear in
my own mind as to the right course
to adopt. If Mr. Traill wishes to win
| Enid's affections he will not take her

surprise. Indeed, he himse!f re-

Good-bye,

by
cognizes this clement In the situation.
You will not rush away from Pen-
zance at once, | take it?"

“No, sir,” said Pyne, with a delight-
! ful certainty of negacdon that causcd
a smile to brighten his hearer's face.
| *“I may not get clear of the rock tor
several days. There is much to place
in order here. \When the relief comes,
1 must help the men to make things
ship-shape. Meanwhile, Stanhope—or
| Constance, whom you can take into
your confidence—will smooth he
way—"

i “No, sir,” interrupted Pyne, even
more emphatically. “When you come
to know my uncle youa will find that
he plays the game all the tima, If
Enid is to be given a new parent the
old one will make the gift. And that's
a fact.”

Brand waived the point.

“The girls have plenty
here without having this surprise
sprung on them, Le said. I wil
write to Mr. Trai!l, and leave cvents
ashore in his hands.”

So, for a night and the better part
of a day, the pillar locked in its re-
cesses some new doubts and cogita-
tions. As between the two men a
stronger bond of sympathvy was cre-
ated. Pyne, in those restless hours,
was admirably tactful. le talked a
great deal of his uncle. £oon, not only
Brand, but the two girls, secemed to be
well acquainted with a man they had
pever met.

With the morning tide the anarchy
of the waves ceased. The children
were brought to the lantern to wit-
ness a more majestic sight than the
arrival of the “milkman.” With the
| dawn the sun appeared, and the sea
!seemed to sink into long-deferred
slumber under his potency.

The flood tide of the afternoon
brought the unfailing tug, towing the
Penzance life-boat. The crane was
swung out and Jack Stanhope, as was
his right, was first to be hoisted to
| the entrance and to cxchange a hearty
hand grip with Brand.

Behind the lighthouse-keeper were
ranged many faces, but not that which
th& sailor sought.

“Where is Enid?” he aeked, after
the first words of congratulation were
!spoken. “Have you told her?”

“No. Here is Mr. Pyne. He will
|take you to the girls and tell you
|what we have decided.”

! (To be continued)
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