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by sheer main force along the gunwale;
then hand over fist hauled in the jib, and
at great peril, owing to the tumbling sea-
way, got the trysail set. Uncler it alone,
the boat tore nîadly through the swirling
waters.

A warning cry from IKirke startled
me,, but one glance abead was enough,
and flinging myseif down 1 gripped the
thwart, thinking aur end was caming.
VQith a cunning shove of the rudder the
boat breasted the immense mass of roar-
ing, frothing water, but thle crest of it,
breaking befare the small craft swung
over, swept in upon the bows. Snatch-
ing the baler f rom under the thwart, I
began frantically tlîrowing the water out
of lier. By naw I was grown apprehen -
sive, tao, of the Scaurs, *and strained my
eyes over the inky seas; but the velocity
of the squall blinded me.*

"Where awav are we ?" I slîouted.
"Sou'-sou'-west. Inside o' the

Scaurs," the boatman bellowed back.
"Weather the seas on no other tack.
God help us."

But the next minute or two the squall
had passed, screaming down-wind, and
taking the pitch darkness with it. A
strange misty greyness spread tiirough
the air.

"Stand by for the change," Kirke
cried. "Slack 'way sheets for'ad."

1 did so, and sat quick andi rezady, the
lialyards in either hand. To n1y amaze-
ment a tail ship forged out of the nighit
to windward, and stood clown off aur
weather bow. Past us she drove up the
bay, lier tattered main topsail, square
foresail and half-brailed jibs full-bellied
in the wind. Tossiîîg and scattering the
seas witlh lier bluff, highi-pitchecl stern.
slie almost instantly was lost Iii the fur-
ther smotlîer of night and tlîe spinddrift.

"XVhat the deuce is that ?" I raared,
turning ta Kirke. He was staring before
hlm like a man clemented. When lie
swayed into the light from the binnacle,
I saw fear stamped on bis face. Scranm-
bling aft, I seized thic rucicer in time ta
evade the next raller wlîich xvas about
ta sink us.

Vialently I shaok him. "Vjhat's
wrang ?" I roared.

* We're lost, we're lost," was his
husky cry. *'Oli God, we're lost."

"What ?" I flaslîed out in a pan ie, look-
iiîg to sec if the boat lîad sprung a leak.

.The ship-tîe Spanishi slîip, the
Tides beguiled lang syne." And Mis-
tress McFaddyen's augury surged into
nmy recallectian.

I jabbcd Kirke in the side, but lie ontly
covvcred tlîe niore-lîîs face hidden bc-
tweeîî bis lîands. Putting up the 1îeli,
I haulcd on the Ice slîeet of the stary
trysail. The boat paid off handsoniciy
befare tlue wind, and none toa soon for
aur safety.

Thîe waters about us were naw heav-
ing in confuscd runs. Little swirls
broke against gunwale and bow. Hcavy
tufts of spray lcapt up, ta fali with a dutl!
thud into the bilge water. I could make
out a great stretch of yeasty seas, shoot-
ing Uip into the air like tangues, ta 'fail
back crashing. Clcai-ly we were now lii
the nmeeting of thle nine currènts that run
past the *"MuIl of Galloway into the
gut between Luce Bay and Burrow
Head. The sniall craft could not live in
it for a minute.

.iStir about, Kirkc, stir about," I cried
in luis ear ; "be a man." But the ncxt
instant I lIad lcapt ta my feet.

Down on the gusty blasts canie the
clamor of wild voices-tlîe i voices of
drownîng womcn.

Swaying ta the junmping of tlîe boat,
I scanned the waters just as if I ex-
pccted ta sec sonie sinking vessel. Again
the aggonized voices rang out-sharper
and more imperative. Wbat coulci it be
but the strange Calling of the Nine
Tides as tlîey swirled against each other.

Kirke sprang up. "Da ye no' lîcar
thien calling on uis ?" lie slurieked, rnad-
ness gleaniing in his cyes. "Do ve no'
Iuear the Cries ?"

XVith an impettuaus tlirust lie reft the
ruddc'r fro rany lîold, and slîoving it
down brauight the boat round, the trysail
cracking like smàll cannon. But the boat
lurched ta leeward -as the swell feul
abruptly fromn under, and lie fell farward
on bis side. I sprang on him, and in a
trice liad him baund fast liand and foot
with luis mackcrel uines; then left hi-n
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