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our feet, an' the rain an' baal was just lika
neadies in our faces. We licadcd for t1ile North
beach as woil as we couidl by waitin' for the
lightnin', and thon gettin' our bearin's, an'
pretty soon we see a dull red glow, an' we
knew tliey'd made a ire thora, an' wo airned
for tint. You know wliat watkin' on tha
dunes is evan on a pleasant sunshiny day, sel
yen can guess soine what wa liad te get over.
fiewsomedever, wa done it after awhuie, an'
cerne down on te the beach whiere the fire was
built. It was in the shelter of the big dlune
where yeni was paintin' last week-by Scarred
Rock, yen knoxv-an' it was middliin' quiet
thera. At firstw~e couldin't see notliin' but tha
surf, but pretty soon our oyes get usod te the
firaliglit, an' tien we So the wrock. Yen.
ain't neyer sea oe? Ani' I hope yen wen't
have te, for Lt miakes ymu feel different ahl tic
rest cf your days-you get te hiate the ocean,
an' be afraid cf it when it's quiet and peaceable
aven.

Tie breakers was flearful as higli as a lieuse
tiylooked te mie, an' tîrugl c le le

kin o'o 1pen yen ceuld got a sigit of Scarred
rock. TYhe wreck was thare. It was a
sdiooner-"rench she was-an'hler rnasts was
hangin' ever lier sida ail tarigicd up in the
rigin', an' clingin' te lier was four or five
blacek things tint we knew was mon. It was
horrible te see 'cm. .Evory once in awhile the
waves would lift the vessai up an' smash lier
down on thc rock fer ail thc world hike I'vo
seeon the Pertugea children try.in' to smash a
coceanut. It madle me feel weak an'sick al
over.

Thiero was consider'blo nxany follks on the
beach, soe of 'ern throwin' drif tweed on the
fire, an' soe iad axes, an' was cioppin' at
the timbers of an old boat that lad been thora
fer yoars an' years.

Fatler an' Cap'n Zacli wae sida by sida close
te the watar's edga, sheutin' an' tryin' te got a
word te thein poor fellers eut on the schooner,
an' the rest of the mon was standlin' witi roes
ready to mun into the water if nny of 'em.
slieuld le waslied ashore,

Wlien father turned round an' sae us, lie
coina back te the firo, an' lie snys te me.
"What on aarth. brougit Yeu lie? 'Tain't
ne sight for woen," an' j ust then thora was a
kind cf luli in the Storm, an' I could hear
thora poor wratches shriekiui' te us for lielp
tint we ceuldii't give. My! 11y! My! Many's
the iiigit since th an tînt l'va wnked with that
Sound in my ears! Our mon giva a yell. in
ailswvr, an' us womnen burst eut a-cryin', all
but Granuy Ely. Sho grabbed father by the
arrn an' siook him. 'Why dorît yen do
soinethin? Be yen man, or le yenciiokens?"
sic says. Yen se, lier liusland an' two sons
was drowned off tînt saine beach . an' she only
lad lier grnndcluld left, an' she'was kind of
loeny at the siglit.

Father knew low sle was, an' lia answered
lier kiudly. " Thora ain't a single bent thîls
sida of the cape," hae says, " an' the beach road's
six falot under water an' will be for an heur te,
corne. An' ne mertal ceuld got a lent oer the
dunes. Dumb crittars wouldin't Iîoadt jute ne
suci Storm even if they was able te haixl a cart
througi thnt sand. An' if we lad 20 boa ts,
granny, lie says, " wa couidn't, launcli 'arn in
tint water."

"Where's the lifebeat? says granny.
~ Over in Avery's slied," answered father,

real patient. "'Its ne use thinkin' ef it-she
can't hold eut 10 minutes longer, 1 den't
believa. "

" God ielp us tien, " says granny, puilin' lier
slawýl over lier iead se's she couldn't see
nothin'; an' tien we kept on a-cryin'.

" I wouldn't tako on se, Ad'line," says
father te me thon. Hie hatod te see me cry the
worst way. " Whan sic, goas te piaces, the
men'hl wada eut with repes-we've got pion ty-
an' hike as net we'li get 'em. ashore safa," but
lae was only sayin' it te -quiet me, for I'd ofte n
heerdl im tellin' liw the undertew was worse
off Scnrred Rock tian any place along the
ceast. Tienhle went away, an' we huddled up

together, an' waited fur what we knew liad got
to corne.

E very t urne lie turned to the fire 1 could Seo
Cap'n Zachi's mouth openin' an' shuttiin' reg'Iar
as clockwork, and kiiew as welI as if 1 heerd
lint that hie was ravin' an'eoursin' like a iriate.
Father lie was quiet, but white &s a dead mani,
an' old Cook, standin' close up te 'ern, wvas
shakin' ail over likçe the ague.

By an' by 'Liz'beth. an' 1 couldn't stand it no
longer, an' wo crept close te wliere father was,
ait' just then there corne more of thein. terrible
wailin's froin the wreck, an' eld Cook hae says :
',She'll go an y minute naow. It's likze watchin'

by a death. bed," lie says. " I wisht the minis-
ter was liera te, pray for 'enii." He xvas a
Sevon Day Baptis', old Cook was, an' dreadful
good.-

&Drat the ininister," says the Cap'n, ugly
as sin; " catch hlmi out a night lîke tliis! He's
under the bed covors sanie as ai the rest of
thom. d-d land lubbers! " Hie was hitt ii'
eut at Dodo, you kuiow, an' father he hadn't
ne word to, say. Bein' September, a goed
share of our mren was te sea yat, an' a turne
likze this *everyoria countad, 'specially a great
tàil fellow of Dode's buiid. An' father was
draadful. ent ef patience with lin fer stayin'
in-doors. Why, inost turnes lie'd been the Arst
man en the beach, but of ceurse lie was feelin'
pretty sere oer the way, Cap'n Zacli had
spoe about huîn, ait' 1 didn't blaine hlm se
terrible mucli for stayin' te home, aven if
father did. The minister didn't ceunt the ene
way ner the other. He cerne frein inland, an'
was sert of bindlin' an' tirnid. But eld Coek
liked him, an' lie spunked up, an' says lie,
"i finister hellered at me eut ef his window
whore was the wreckc as 1 cernte by."

" Yes, an' then he went back te his lied"
says the cap'n. "Oh! 1 know that broed!
Lot 'em. stay te homne, and may the roof fail in
on 'arn! "

While he says this
1 heerd above tho
Storm a Sound that
inakies my bleed cree- '

dbe up this very mi- ýî
nute .iust telling you
about it. It was a
woman's veice, singin' -

eut clear an' loud:
"Geod eld Bess! Goij

'long, old Boss!
An' round the dune
etet the beacir corne , '

the old lifeboat on a '
cart drawed by oee
cf Bon Farnham's
oxon an' Dode A very's
eid Bess, an' behind
the cart, pushin' likce
cra7y craturs, was
Dede an'the ininister.
Oliristy Avery was
drivin' the tearn, Slie
hiad a lantern in ona
hancl an' the other
was hitched into the
horse's inare ani'she
nover lot up helîcriri'
at lier a. single min-
ute. I ai't nover see
a horse in a yeko be-
fora uer since, an' I
den't want te, fer it
eut her shoulders ter-
rible, an' the blood
was strearnîn' dewn
lier wlîit ' legs, but
for once it 'was a
splendid siglit te me.
E very time Christy'd
siug eut lier naine
Boss would buckle
dewvn tiil she was
înest on the ground,
an' strain ferward as
if sha was comin'
dlean througli the
bow. Don't tell mne
that she didn't sense

what she was dem'. She was makin' thnt ex
werk, new I tell yen.

For a hialf minute every one stood starin as
if tliey see a giiost, an' tlien tliay*givo a shout,
an' you couldn't wink your eye hardly befere
that cart wvas unloadcd an we hadl the yoke off'n
thern creturs. They was se boat they dreppci
rigit down wiere tliey was, an ne wonder.
Why, thoera air't been a loaded wagon ovor
thein sand bills mere'n once or twice in ail the
years l'va lived hare, an always in brigit day-
liglit. But tliatoid herse wouid foller Ghristy
aiiyýwlere, an naturally the ex lad te corne
aleng, an lie dlone noble, 1 %ven't deny. Christy
shie sot dowvn by Bess on the snnd, an I sec it
wasn't ne tima te speak te bier, for tho first
inan into thiat lifeboat wvas Dodo yeihin, " Vol-
unteors ! " Ali the minister on top 6f lir.
But father lie took huini by the arrn. " Lord
love you, rie, sir," lio says very respectful.
"You ain't a sailor, sir. Yon'd hender more'n

you.'dhlolp." An Ialways held that it shoed
just as miuch spunk iu that young mnan te stap
back as it doule te corne forward-ie doue bath.

Wall, the bent fiffid up in ne time. Wi
Toby Ely stepped up, Poda says: " No, boy,
you're ail grauuy's get. Stay back." But the
old woman cerne up bravo asan Indian. "Go,
'long, child-," she says, " an may the Lord brilig
you back!1" an dlown she set again, coverin up
lier head.

Somehow or other tliem poor seuls on tbe
schooner get knowledge of the boat, an as it
puslied off the first time tliey set up a kind of a
cheer, au we auswered it loud an hopaful, but
1 tell yen. we didn't feal tliat way. There
wasn't muci chance of their lever gettin back
alive, an our men knew .it, tee, but they wits
keen spiritad. It cut fatlier up net te go, but
hoe wouldn't have been ne more use than the
minister, for his legs wvas stîff as wedges, wliat
with the ceid. an wat.

Thxee turnes tint bent drove back, an thrae
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