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sands had lain with closed eyes and
set teeth, but when he heard this his
eyes openeci and' he looke'd up.

"'Eh!" lie said, in. that blind, stupid
fashion. "What's that theer tha's
sayin', Mester?"

"Th' tide," blurted the speaker.
«Iwor tellin' him to look Sharp,

that's aw."
The poor fellow moved restlessly.
",Aye! ayel" hie said. "<Look sharo)

-hé mun do that. I didna think o'
th' tide." And hie shut his eyes again
with a fant groan.
1They strove while the messenger

was gone; they strove when he re-
turned with assistance; they strove
with might and main, until not a man
among them bad the strength of a
child, and the boldest of them werýý
blancbing wth a fearful, furtive ex-
citement none dared to show. A
crowd had gathered round by this
~tie-mefl willing and anxious to
help, women suggestiflg new ideas
and comforting the wounded, man in
rough earnest style, children clinp'-
ing to their motber's gowns and
looking on terror-stricken. Suddenly,
in the midst of their mightiest X,,If-
forts, a sharp, chldish voice piiped
out from the edge of an anxious
group a brief warning that struck
terror to every beart that beat
among tbem.
*"Eh! Mestersl" it said, "th tide's

creepin' up a bit."-
The men'looked around witb throb-

bing pulses, the women looked aiso,
and one of the younger ones broke
into a low cry. "Lord ha' mercy!"
she said, "It'll sweep around th' Bend
afore long an-an'-"2 And she ended
with a terror in lier voice which told
its own tale without other words.

The truth forced itself upon tbem
a11 then., Women began to shriek
and men to pray, but, strange to sav.
the man wliose life was at stake'la'y
sulent, tliough with ashen lips about
which the muscles were tensely

His eyes searched every group in a
dead despair that was yet a passion,
iii ail its stillness.

"How long wiil it be?" he asked
slowly at last-"2th' tide? Twenty
minutes?"

"Happen so , was the answer. "An'
lad, lad! we canna belp thee. We'n
tried our best, lad," with sobs from
the uncoutli. fellow wbo spoke.
"Theer is na one of us but. ud leavc a
Ilimb beind to save thee, but theer is
na tîme-there is na-"

One deep groan and lie lay stili
again-quite stili. God knows what
weight of mortal agony and desper-
àteP terror crushed hlm in that dead,
helpless pause.

Then bis eyes opened as before.
"I've tbowt o' deein'," lie said, with

a queer catch of bis breath. "I.'ve
tliowt o' deein', an 'Pve wondered
liow it wor an' what it feit like. I
never tliowt o' deein' like this here."
Another pause.and then:

"Which o' yo lads'll tell my mis-
sus?"

IcAye! poor chap, poor cliapl" wail-
ed the women. "Who on 'em will?"

"Howd tha noise, wencbes," lie
said, lioarsely. "Yo daze me. Theer
is na time to bring lier liere. I'd ha'
liked to ha' said a word to lier. I'd
ha' iiked to ha' said one word; Jem
Coulter"-raising bis voice - "canst
tha say it fur me?"

"Aye," cried the man, choking as
hie spoke, "surely, surely." And lie
knelt down.

"Tel lier 'at if it wor bad enow-
this lier-it wor flot so bad as it
mouglitlia' been-fur me. I mought
ha' fun it worser. Tell lier I'd like
to ha' said a word if 1 coud-but I
couldna. I'd like to ha' beard bier
say one word as happen she wouid
'a' said if slie'd been here, an' tel
lier 'at if she liad ha' said it th' tide
mouglit ha' comn an' welcomie-but
she didna, an' theer it stands." And
the sob 'that burst from bis breast
was like the sob of a death-stricken
child. "Happen"-lie said next-

IIapen one ' yo women foak say a
bit o' a prayer-yo're not so fur fro'
safe Sand but yo can reacli it-bappen
one ' yo ha', a word or two as vo
could say-such like as yo teacli yo're
balibies."
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tliank God, thank God!-and so, amid
wails and weeping, rougli men and
littie chjîdren alike knelt with un-
covered heads and hidden eyes whule
this one woman faltered the prayer
that was a prayer for the dying man;
and when it was ended, and «all rose
glancing fearfully at the white line of
creeping foam, this dyîng man for
wliom tliey liad prayed lay upon bis
death-bed of sand the quietest of
them all-quiet with a strange calm.

"Bring me my jacket," lie said, "an'
lay it o'er my face. Tlieer's a bit o'
a posie in th' button-hole. I gettin it
out o' th' missus 's garden when I
coran away. I'd like to hold it î' my
liand if its theer yet."

And as the long line of white came
creeping onward tliey iurriedly did as
lie toid tliem-laid the rougli gar-
ment over bis face and gave him the
humble dying flowers to bold, and
having done tliis and lingere 'd to the
iast moment, one after the other
dropped away witli awe-stricken
souls ni the last was gone. And
under the arcli of sunny blue sky the
littie sbining waves ran Up the beach,
cliasing eacli other over the glittering
sand, catching at shells and sea-
weed, toying witli tlem for a moment
and then leaving tliem, rippling and
curling and whispering, but creeping
-creeping-creeping.

They gave bis message fo the wo-
man lie lad loved witli ail tlie des-
perate strengtb of bis duli yet un-
changing nature; and wlien the man
who gave it to lier saw ber wild,
whi1W face and liardened lips, lie
blundered upon some dim guess as to
what that single word miglit have
been, but the sharpest of tliem neyer
knew the stubborn anguish that, fol-
lowing and growinz day by day,
crusbed bcr fierce wiil and shook lier

heart. She was as liard'as éver,-tbeîï'
thouglit; but'they were none of th=i
the men or woren- to 14uçs at the.
long-dormànit insinct of wôàmanli6d
and remorse that the tragedy of -thia
one day bad awakened. She bad said
she would neyer forgive him, and'
perbaps lier very strength made it
long before she did; «but siirely sOiUé
subtie cliord was touclied by those
heavy iast words, for wben, montbs
later, ber first love came back, fath-
fuI and tender, with bis old tale to
tell lier, she would not listen.

"Nay, lad,"ý she said, "I amna afeather to blow wi' th' wind. I've liad
my share o' trouble wi' men foak, an'
I ha' no mind to try again. Himaàs
lies i' th' churchyard loved me i' bis
way-men foak's wav is apt to lie ai
poor un-an' t'm wore out wi' life.
Dunnot corne lere courti'-tak' a
better womnan."

Tratning Secets -eveaie4 by1
the Olympie Games.

Ail athietes are more or les& inter-
ested in the dîscovery of a diet, that
not only increases their powers of en-.
durance, but also enabies tbem to te-
cuperate their strength quickly. The
Marathon-the great endura nce test of
al-lias brouglit to liglit séme facts
of a very interesti g nature.

Twenty-six out of the twenty-Ciglit
arrivals--incIuding Hayes, the winner;
Dorando, the first arrivaI; Hefferon,
the officiai second: and Forshaw, tbe
third-were supplied with IBovril en
route. The unanimity of choice and
resuit ouglit to impress al - athi!ett5
wîth the value of Bovril as a training
dieti
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