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DELEGATES

On the Virgin Stalk.

By Miss A. C. JENNINGS.

Ang (CONCLUDED.)
they fo these men of the coast were not surprised when
dﬁf?wardsthelr predictions and precattions justified.
w ‘lng in fSUnSet the great black, ragged clouds came
lohd anq 1, .fom sea, and a tempest, swift and sudden, of
h"ed that }:ndlpg rain and sleet from the south-east fol-
" ang watl;rrned squadron and burst with terrific fury on
nj| :
o s 2ht came on, the roar and rage of the storm was
houvlolent )l'hlhe not unusual accompaniment at that season
Arbo ore ap;:;i]?; and lightning, making the scene and
« Aboy g.
dr?fe };‘Z‘: ©’clock signal guns, apparently from a ship in
"hm the ne € heard close at hand, and old Pete; came up
to ;: alreaq "icove, where he lived, to speak to Mr. Wylde,
Jear, Y knew something very like what he was going

in 38
"‘Cre

W, ere’ . .
angg he S a vessel on the ¢ Sisters,” sir,” he said. ¢ She

R "That ll) What is to be done ?”
Qr:n ’eplie:] what I must ask you, Peter,” the old gentle-
W cGe ¢ Will you go out to her if you can get a

L3

§ Ca
‘&nded’n“man a boat, sir, in the lower cove,” Peter re-
bu" Tye and we’ll wentur it. I came up to tell you
U] hey C BONe out upon nights well-nigh as bad as this,
te the ols"ﬁsaw a worse one,”
an:;ace in fSherman and his master were standing upon the
Rave iyiont of Cliff House. The moon was up now
the D€ twi:%,.t enough to disclose a wild and terrible picture.
ﬁunadja‘-‘ent eef lay between them and the fishing-village in
indal y Visibfove’ and although the moon was only occa-
LS . e through wide rifts in the masses of black
leg Y See :‘h vapour, they could, at these intervals, dis-
e‘l‘les of 1, € ship as she lay wedged between the hidden
hey "€ furi, €r treacherous foes.
hea Sideg ‘:‘iltshWater lea;zt and broke and clambered over
thgrt of the \ a devouring force that struck terror to the
o Rorg ¢, old merchant, and looked ominous enough to
«C yoI’el’ltmced seaman,
Nl~ta o h“ make her out at all, Peter,” said Mr, Wylde.
Mg Sithey ofer to be a large brig, sir,”” was the answer,
'%ld ¢ ot{;t:m said it was the Billow, but they under-
vij), o0 .
rel%l“ge, M. W}’lfie remarked, ¢¢Is there a good boat at the
hthe 0 ordinary one will do in this sea, and if you

off Hhas
W T1g it will be no easy matter to get her people

LT}
i We’v
Ong thate kgOt the best boat on the shore,” said the sailor,
1ows how to behave herself in rough weather;
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and if we come back ourselves we’ll bring the lads out
there with us.”

By starting from the Fishing Cove the rescuers had an
important point in their favour. That little bay was situ-
ated a short distance below the wreck, while Mr. Wylde’s
property lay above it, and the boat would have her best
chance of success in the fact that the wind and incoming
tide were behind her, and it was settled that in returning
from the reef, if they were so fortunate as to reach it and
leave it again in safety, they should make for Silversand
Cove, by that means securing a continuance of the rather
precarious advantages with which they set out.

Old Peter Schmidt went his way and Mr. Wylde, filled
with suspense and fear, yet, in spite of both, encouraged
by the bold spirit of the practical sailor, returned to his
house to order fires to be built in all the available bed-
rooms, and preparations for a substaatial supper to be
immediately undertaken.

He did not tell Helena that he believed it was the
Billow, with their expected guest on board, lying out there
in the relentless grip of the * Sisters.” He told her that it
was an awful night for making the coast, and that the
wrecked vessel, if she had taken a pilot below the harbour
was most likely previously disabled and unmanageable.

Her people, if they could be got on shore, were to be
brought to Cliff House for care and shelter, but he in-
sisted that she should go to bed and be out of the turmoil.
He and the servants would see to all that was necessary to
be done and he would come to her door and tell her the
news before he went to bed himself.

Helena obeyed her father reluctantly ; but she was not
deceived by his reticence, and had her own thoughts about
the Billow and the friend of her childish days.

Meanwhile, the hardy boatmen were battling with the
frantic wind and sea of their merciless coast, but in their
strife with the fierce elements skill and courage prevailed,
and they neared the doomed ship at last with a cheer that
restored hope and energy to her perishing company.

Sure enough.it was the Billow, *with one cabin pas-
senger on board,” the captain shouted in reply to the first
hail from the deliverers.

Imminent as was the danger, there was no panic nor
selfish terror in the eagerness with which the shipwrecked
men welcomed their chance for life. The captain gave his
orders as calmly as he would have done in fair weather,
and when Mr. Drummond had been successfully lowered
into the boat each man took his turn obediently until Peter
Schmidt said authoritatively : ¢ We can only take one more
this time. Will you come, Captain! We’ll come back
for the rest.” i .

«No,” was the answer, ¢«the Billow wxll‘ hold together,
I think, for a couple of hours. You’re quite full enough
already., Come back for us—if you can,”

« We shall make for the upper cove now, The tide will

turn in an hour, and the wind lull, ’tis likely, and we’ll
come back with the ebb,” roared old Pete: A .
headed for the shore. ' " 8 the boat

And the stout-hearted old mariner was as good i
word. The v}olence of the gale lessened as %he ti:;: :ﬁ
ceded, accordmg.to Peter’s expectation; and before da:
broke over t.he still turbulent waste of waters every maz
who sailed in the Billow was safely landed in Silversand
Cove, drenched and exbhausted, indeed, with the buffeting of
the cold April waves, but thankful for their escape, per-
haps (so few of us are thankful) from a fate that ovelztakes
so many a brave crew in these wild engulfing waters,

Mr.. Wylde found less difficulty than he had anticipated in
carrying out the plan he had formed in connection with
Harry Drummo_nd, for a thing happened in furtherance of
l*ns(‘i scheme which had found no place in his calculations,
andwas quite at variance with the views of ot} .
of the family. other members

Mr. Drummond fell passionately, absurdl
said, in love with Helena, Y ¥» some people

It was preposterous,” her sisters remarked, ¢
that man, who was now almost a foreigner, maki;xg stl?clfe:
fuss about Helena. It would be an altogether unsuitable
marriage. It was strange that she could be so silly as to
think of it. He would never accustom himself to a ;lew
mode of life, and what would become of papa if Helena’
time were taken up with a husband ?” we

But none of these dismal forebodings we
and ast{:?r'pao?, h_el ungratefully turned hgis ba:](: f,“;(f;lllllesis;
sympathizing family critics and failed to pi
suli)port or adhesion whatever, ° give them any

apa was secretly delighted that his daught
cohr!sg%uslg Sroveg_su}::h a powerful ally in tﬁe fi:ir}:ga du::;;
which he had set his heart, and the | ! sui ith hi
cordial encouragement. ' € fovers: sult met with his

And perhaps no one concerned was mor i

e
Helena herself when she discovered that she ;:;p;}ssg n&gaz
account to a man whose love and admiration no wom:n
would have despised. Under the influence of that sudden
and magical charm she emerged sweetly from her solita;
fancies, and was won out ot the fastidious reserve of wh'rl’:
mc}lh generally had accused her. ¢
e right man had come at last, and no o
the eager and distinguished looking' wooer co:fd zlam s}a\.w
sheI hav,;dl wfa.lted so long for a ¢crooked stick.” ¥ that

n the former time there had been weddin
c;lebrated at Cliff House, but never one s%s ‘l:l:na(.i]sion}ely
nished forth as was Helena’s. And now there is g  nger
Helena Drummond to patter round the old hon)s’::lmg'er
grandpapa, to sit upon his knee in the bay-window W;lv“h
her mother sat glone so often, or to lead him out t the
strawberry-bed in the hillside garden to pluck th, b'0 e
and ripest cluster for mamma. ¢ Dlggest

THE END,



