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Down in the saloon tne naraier pas-
gengers were striving to subdue the
{ ennui of an interval before they sought
their cabins. Some talked. One hard-
ened reprobate strummed the piano.
Others played cards, chess, drawezhts—
anything that would distract attention.

The stately apartment offered strange
contrast to the warring elements with-

" out. Bright lights, costly upholstery,

soft carpet's. carved panels and gilded
cornices, with uniformed attendants
passing to and fro carrying coffee and
glasses—these surroundings suggested
a fleating palace in which the raging
seas were defled. Yet forty milesaway,
somewhere in the furious depths, four
corpses swirled about with aorrible
uncertainty, lurching through battling
currents and perchance convoyed by,
fighting sharks.

The surgeon had been called away.
Iris was the only lady left in the sa-
loon. She watched & set of whist play
ers for a time and then essayed the
perilous passage to her stateroom. She
found her maid and a stewardess
there. Both women were weeping.

~what is the matter?”’ she inquired.
‘ TThe stewardess tried to speak. She
choked with grief and hastily went
out. The maid blubbered an explana-
tion.

“A friend of hers was married, miss,
Jo the man who is drowned.”

“Drowned! What man?”

f “Haven't you heard, miss? I sup-
they are keeping it quiet. An
English sailer and some natives were
swept off the ship by a sea. One native
was saved, but he is all smashed up.
The others were never seen again.”
Iris by degrees learned the sad

was moved to tears. She remembered

the doctor's hesitancy and her own

gdle phrase, “a huge coffin.”

i Qutside the roaring waves pounded
n the iron walls. \

® Two staterooms had been converted

fnto one {0 provide Miss Deane with

ample accommedation. There were na
bunks, but a cozy bed was screwed to
the deck. She lay down aad strove t¢
read. It was a difficult task. Her
eyes waadered from the printed page
to mark the absurd antics of her gar-
ments ewinging on their hooks. At
t!mes the ship rolled so far that she
felt dure it must topple over.. She was

pet afraid, but subdued, rather aston-

ished, placidly prepared for vague

Whingy Wwere: : hat et
was there for all this external fufy¥
Why should poor sailors be cast forth
to instant death in such awful man-
ner? If she could only sleep and for-

get—if kind oblivion wonld blot out the |

storm for a few blissful hours! But
how could ofie slecp with the conscious-
ness of«that yvatery ciant thundering
iiis summons upon the iron plates a
few inclieg away?
frelign came4ee biurred pictare of Cap
tain Doss high up ou the bridip peer
ing into the moving blackness. iiow
strange thut there should be !
the coavolutizus of a anis Lo
inte'li~once ‘that 1nid bare the p
tenses of that ravenous demon williout!
Buch of the ship's olicers, tuc coxr
muscer 1move thian the others. under
8tood the why and the wherefore of
fhin blustering combination of wind
and sea. Iris knew ‘theé language ot
Nature was putting up a huge

Ob. dear! She was so tired; If de
“aanded a physical effort to constantly
shove away an unseen force that tried
to push you over.
big cloud should travel up against the
‘wind! And so, amid éonfused won-
derment, she lapsed into 4n uneasy
slumber, her last sentient thought be-

quiet thankfulness that the
i weat thud, thbud, thud, thud,

“twelve hours.

chronicles of the Jackson family. She |

How funny that @’

“the
ship
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rometer each half hour. The telltale
mercury had sunk over two inches in
The abnormally low
pressure quickly created dense clouds,
which enhanced the melancholy dark-
ness of the gale.

For many minutas together the bows
of the ship were not visible. Masthead
and side lights were obscured by the
pelting scud. The engiues thrust the
vessel forward like a lance into the
vitals of the storm. Wind and wave
gushed out of the vortex with impo-
tent fury.

At last soon after midnight the ba-
rometer showed a slight upward move-
ment. At1:30 a » change became
pronounced. neously the wind
swung round a pe to the westward.

Then Captain
His face -brighte
oilskin at, gl
and no

He opened his
at the co

Then be turae
to consul ile was joined by
the chief offic Both men examined
the chart in silence.

Captain Ross inally teok a pencil.
He stabbed its point on the paper i
the neighborhood of 14 degrees north
and 112 degrees east:

“We are about there, I think.”

The chief agreed. “That was the lo-
cality I had in my mind.” He bent

nass

| closer over the sheet.

“Nothing in the way tonight, sir,” he
added.

“Nothing whatever. It is a bit of
good luck te meet such weather here.
We can keep as far south as we like
until daybreak, and by that time—

| How did it look when you came in?”

“A trifle better, I think.’

“] have sent for some refreshments.
Let us have another look before we
tackle them.”

The two officers passed out into the
hurvicane. Instantly the wind endcav-

ored to tear the chart house from off

the deck. They looied aloft and ahead.
The officer on duty saw them and nod-
Ced silent compretension. It

less to attempt to speak. The weather
was perceptibly clearver.

Then all three
They stood, pi«
seeking to peun
front. Suddenly they were galvanized
into strenuous activity.

A wild howl car:e from the lookout
forward. The eyes of the threce men
glared at a huge dismasted Chinese
junk wallowing helplessly in the
tréugh of the sea dead under the bows.

The captain sprang to the ct
fierce. p

e

4 ahead again.
inst the wi

The ' office
pressed the telegraph Iever fo
and “full speed astern,” while with his
disengaged hand he pulled hard at the
siren cord, and a raucous warning sent |
stewards flying through the ship to
close coilision bulkhead doors. Tle |
“chief” darted to the port rail, for the
firdar’s instant rezponse to the helm
seemed to clear “her mnose from the
junk as tf by mazxic, 1

It all happened so quickly that while
the hoarse siznal was still vibrating |
through the ship the junk swept past
her quarter. The chief officer, joined
now by the commander, looked down |
into the wretched craft. They could
see her crew lasled in a bunch around
the capsian on her elevated poop. She {
was laden with timber~. Although wa. |
terlogged. 'she could not sink if she
‘hreld together.

A great wave sucked her away from'|
the steamer ‘and then hurled her back |
with firresistible force. The Sirdar
vas just completing her turning move
ment, and she heeled over, yielding te
the mighty power of the gale. For an
appreciable - instant her engines stop-
ped. - The mass of watér that swayed I
Junk like a cork lifted the great |
high by the stern. The propeller
began to revelve in air, £or the third of-
ficer bad corrected Bis signal to “fuil
speed abead” again, and the cumbrous

| before wind and wave.

There was an awful race by the en
gines before the engineers could shut
off steam. The junk vanished into the
wilderness of noise and tumbling seas
beyond, and the fine steawmer of a few
seconds ago, replete with magnificent
energy, struggled like a wounded levia-
than in the grasp of a vengeful foe.

She swung around as if in wrath to
pursue the puny assailant which had
dealt her this mortal stroke.
breasting the storm with stubborn per-
sistency, she now drifted aimlessly

| ly a larger playthlng tossed about by

The junk was burst
Her planks

titanic gambols.
asunder by the collisjon.

" and ecargo littered the waves, were

even tossed in derision on to the decks
of the Sirdar. Of what avail was
strong timber or bolted iron against
the spleen of the unchained and form-

| less monster who loudly proclaimed

his triumph? The - great steamship

drifted on through chaoes.

: had broken the lance.

. swept far ahegd, Therejvas o

Cut brave men, skillifully directed, |
wrought bard to avert further disas- |

They looked down into the wretched eraft.

ter. After the first moment of stupor
gallant British sailors risked life and
limb to bring the vessel under control.

By their calm courage they shamed
the paralyzed Lascars into activity. - A
sail was rigged on .the foremast and a
sea anchor hastily constructed as soon
as it was discovered that the helm was
useless. Rockets flared up into the
sky at regular intervals in the faint
hope that should they attract the at-
tention of another vessel she would fol-
low the disabled Sirdar and render
Lelp when the weather moderated.

When the captain ascertained that
no water was being shipped, the dam-
age being wholly external, the collision
doors were opened and the passengers
admitted to the saloon, a brilliant pal-
ace, superbly indifferent to the wreck
and ruin without.

addressed a few comforting words to
the quiet men and pallid w en gath-
ered tiere. e told them exactly

had happened.

The hours passed in tedious misery
after <aptain Ross’ visit. -Every one
was eager to get a glimpse of the une
known terrors without from the deck.
This was eut of the question, so peo-
ple sat around the tables to listen
eagerly to Experience and his wise
saws on drifting ships and their pros-
pects.

Some cautious Rersons visited their
cabins to secure valuables in case of
further disaster. A few hardy spirits
returned to bed.

Meanwhile in the chart house the eap-
tain and chief officer were gravely
pondering over an open chart and dis-
cussing a fresh risk that loomed
ominously before them. The ship was
a long way out of her usual course
when the accident happened. She was
drifting now, they estimated, eleven
knots en hour, with wind, sea and curs
rent all forcing her in the same direc-
tion, drifting into one of the most dan-
gereus places in the known world, the
south China sea, with its numberless
reefs, shoals and isolated rocks and |
the great island of Borneo stretching |
right across the path of the cyclone.

Still there was nothing to be done
save to make a few unobtrusive prepa-
rations and trust to idle chance. To
attempt to anchor and ride out the gale
in their present position was out of the
question.

Two, 3, 4 o'clock came and went. |
Another half hour would witness the |
dawn and a further clearing of the
weather. The barometer was rapidly
rising. The center of the cyclone had
left ‘
-?m'i-

utgteadier wind.

S¢gptain Ross entered the chart house |

| night is drawing to a close. Perhaps |
| when day breaks”—

—
for the twentieth time.

He had aged many years in appear-
ance. The smiling, confident, debonair
oficer was changed inte a stricken,
mournful man. He bhad altered with
his ship. The Sirdar and her master
could hardly be recognized, so cruel
were the blows they had received.

“It is impossible to see a yard |

| ahead,” he confided to his second in |
| command. “I have never been SO anx- |

ious before in my life. Thank God, the |
]

His last words contained a prayer
and 2 hope. Even as he spoke the ship
seemed te lift herself bodily with an
unusual effort for a vessel moving be-
fore the wind. '

The next instant there was a horribie
grinding crash forward. Each person
who did not chance to be holding fast
to an upright was thrown violently
down, The deck was tilted to a dan-
gerous angle and remained there, while
the heavy buffeting of the sea, DOW

| raging atresh at this unlooked for re-.

sistance, drowned the despairing yells
raised by the Lascars on duty. L,
The Sirdar hed completed her lut1
voyage. She was new a battered wreck |
on a barrfer reef. She hung thus for

No longer |

She was mere- |

The typhoon |

| her enfeebled frame.

| rose to his feet.
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. pelf to a sitting posture, for he was
| bruised and stiff. With his first move-
| ment he became violently ii. He had
| swallowed much salt water, and it
| was not until the spasm of sickness
, had passed that he thought of the girl.
| *“She cannot be dead,” bhe hoarsely
| mititmured, feebly trying to lift her.
~Surely Providence would not desert

ber after such an escape. What a

|
|
i
i
{

| the south.

| and food of some sort were assured. |
But before setting out upon his quest |
| two things demanded attention.

¥
¥

ble number of inanimate DUMAD rorms

lay huddled up amid the relics of the
steamer.

This discovery sfirred him to action. |

He turned to survey the land on which

be was stranded with his helpless com- |

panion. To his great relief he discov-

ered that it was lofty and tree clad. |
| He knew that the ship could not have

drifted to Borneo, which still lay far te
This must be one of the

hundreds of islands which stud the |
| Ohina sea and provide resorts for Hal- |
| pan fishermen. Probably it was in- |

habited, though be thought it strange

that none of the islanders had put in |

an appearance.

( girl must be removed from her present

position. It would be too horrible to

permit her first consclous gaze to rest |

upon those crumpled objects on the

beach. Common humanity demanded, |
! too, that he should hastily examine |

| each of the bodies in case life was not

wholly extinct.

So he bent over the girl, noting with |
| sudden wonder that, weak as she wag, |

she had managed to refastem part of

i her bodice.

“You ust permit me to carry you 4

litfle farther inland,” be explained |

. gently.

Without another word hé lifted het

{n his arms, marveling somewhat at |

| the strength which came of necessity,

| ‘wasak beggar I must be to give in at |

I am sure she was
What on

the last moment!
living when we got ashore.
earth can I do to revive her?”
Forgetful of his own aching limbs io
this newborn anxiety, he sank on one

knee and gently pillowed Iris’ head and |
Her eyes were |

shoulders on the other.
closed, her lips and teeth firmly set—a
fact to which she undoubtedly owed
her life, else she would have been suf-
focated —and the- pallor of her skin
seemed to be that terrible bloodless
hue which indicates death. The stern
lines in the man's face relaxed, and
something blurred his vision. He was
weak from exhaustion and want of
food. For the moment his emotions
were easily aroused.

“Qh, it is pitiful!” he almost whim-
pered. *It cannot be!”

With a gesture of despair he drew
the sleeve of his thick jersey across-his
eyes to clear them from the gathering

He staggered blindly on.
mist. Then he tremblingly endeavored
to open the neck of her dress. He was
startled to find the girl's eyes wide
open and surveying him with shadowy
alarm. She was quite conscious.

“Thank God!” he cried hoarsely.
“You are alive.”

Her color came back with remarka-
ble rapidity. She tried to assume a sit-
ting posture, and  instinctively her
hands traveled to her disarranged cos-
tume,

“How ridiculous!” she said, with a

little note of annoyance in her voice,

which sounded curiously hollow. But
her brave spirit could not yet command

compelled to sink back to the support
of his knee and arm.

“Do you think you could lie quiet un- |
til I try to find some water?” he gasp- |

ed anxiously.

She nodded a childlike acquiescence,
and her eyelids tell.
salt water, but the sailor
*t0 unconsciousness.

“Please try not to faint again,” he
said.

loosen these things? You can breathe

| more easily.” |
A ghost of a smile flickered.on her |
“My |

“No—no,” she murmured.
Is there—

lips.
eyes hurt me—that is all
any—water?”’ e
He laid her tenderly on the sand and
His first glance was
toward the sea,

ment.

small lagoon., The contrast between
the flerce commotion outside and the
comparatively smooth surface of the
protected pool was very marked, At
low tide the lagoon was almost com-
pletely isolated. Indeed he imagined
that only a fierce gale blowing from
the northwest weuld enable the waves
to leap the reef, save where a strip of
broken water) surging far into the
small natural harbor, betrayed the po-
sition of the tiny entrance.

Yet at this very point a fine cocoanut
palm reared its stately column high in
air, and its long, tremulous fronds were
now swinging wildly before the gale.
From where he stood it appeared te
be growing in the miidst of the sea, for
huge breakers completely hid the coral
embankinent, This sentinel of the land
bad & weirdly impressive effect. It
was the enly fixed object in the waste
of foam capped waves. Not a vestige

t | of the Sirdar remained seaward, but

the sand was littered with wreckage,
considera-

Yeily ectacie—a

She was perforce |

It was only that |
her eyes smarted dreadfully from the |
was sure |
! that this was a premonition of a lapse |

“Don’t you think I had better |

He saw something |
which made him blink with astonish- |
A heavy sea was still running |
over the barrier reef which inclosed a |

and bore her some little distance until

a sturdy rock jutting out of the sand |
offered shelter from the wind and pro- |

tection from the sea and {its revela-
tions.

“I am so cold and tired,” murmured
Iris. “Is there any water? My throat
hurts me.”

He pressed
from her forehead as he might sootue
a child.

“Try to lle still for a very few min-
he said. “You have not long te
I will return im iately.”
is own throat and palate W«

r to the brine. but L

'k to the edge of

utes,”

the Ing

e-woinen were

did

it a
ly wl!' YW ¢ V!.
mangled hy the rocks.

yf dreadful injurie

-0 of the Las

The sailor ex
tion while he cond
tiny. When he was
silent company was beyond mortal helj
he at once away toward the
nearest belt of trees. He could not tell
how long the search for water might
be protracted, and there was pressing
need for it.

When he reached the first clump of
brushwood he uttered a de )
There, g1

»d his

assured that this

strode

clamation.
luxt
plant

*h_she
renewed his own

His
He was ab-

But the whic
quenched her
mo g I
tongue seemwed to swell.
solutely unable to reply.

The water revived Iris like a magic
draft. Her quick intujtion told her
what had happened.

“You have had none yourseif!” she
cried. “Go at once and get some! And
please bring me some more!”

He required no second bidding. Aft-

In any event wates |

The |

back the tangled halr |

er hastily gulping down the contents |

of several leaves he returned with a
further supply. Iris was now sitting
up. The sun had burst royally through
the clouds, and her chilled limbs were
gaining some degree of warmth and
elasticity.

“What is it?” she repeated after an- |

other delicious draft.

“The leaf of the pitcher plant. Na-
ture is not always cruel. In an un-
usually generous mood she devised this
method of storing water.”

Miss Deane reached out her hand
for more. Her troubled brain refused

| to wonder at such a reply from an ordi-

pnary seaman. The sailor deliberately
spilled the contents of a remaining leat
on the sand.

“No, madam,” he said, with an odd
mixture of deference and firmness. “Na
'more~at present. I must first procurs
you some food.”

She looked up at him in momentary
silence.

“The ship is lost?” she said after &
pause.

“Yes, madam.”

“Are we the only people saved?”

“I fear so.”

“Is this a desert island?”

«I think not, madam. It may by

!
1
i

chance be temporarily uninhabited, but |

fishermen from China come to all these
places. I have seen no other living be-
ings except ourselves. Nevertheless
the islanders may live on the south
side.”

«“It surely cannct be possible that the |
Sirdar has gone to pieces—a magnifi- |

cent vessel of her size and strength?’

He answered quietly: “It is too true, |

madam. I suppose you hardly knew

ghe struck, it happened so ‘suddenly. |

were unconscious.” .
“How do you kanb¥?” she inqu
quickly, A flood of vivid recollection

was pouring in upon her.

«J—er—well, I happened to be near
you, madam, when the ship broke up,
and we—er—drifted ashore together.”

She rose and faced him, “I remem-
ber now,” she cried hysterically. “You
caught me as I was thrown into the
corridor. We fell into the sea when
the vessel turned over. You have: 1ved
my life. Were it not for you I could
not possibly have escaped.”

She gazed st him more earnestly, see-
{ng that he blushed beneath the crust

e ————————————————

Afterward, tcttuna(ly for you, you

|

| of salt and sand that covered his face,
“Why,” she went on, with growing ez
stement, “you are the steward I no-
ticed in the saloon yesterday. How
is it that you are now dressed as a
sailor?”

He answered readily enough. “There
| was an accident on board during the
gale, madam. I am a fair sailor, but
a poor steward, so I applied for a
i transfer. As the crew was short hand-
| ed, my offer was accepted.”
Iris was now looking at him intently.
“You saved my life,” she repented
| slowly. It seemed that this obvious

tact needed to be indelibly established
{n her mind. Indeed the girl was over-
wrought by all that she had gone
| through. Only by degrees were her
thoughts marshaling themselves with
lucid coherence. As yet she recalled 8o
many dramatic iocldents that they
failed to assume due proportion.

But quickly there came memories of
Captain Ross, of 8ir John and Lady
Tozer, of the doctor, her maid, the
hundred and one individualities of her
pleasant life aboard ship. Could it be
that they were all dead? The notion
| was moastrous. But its ghastly signif-
i jcance was instantly borne in upon her

by the plight in which she stood. Her
| lips quivered; the tears trembled in her
eyes.

“Is it really true that all the ship’s
company except ourselves are lost?”
she brokenly demanded.

The sailor's gravely earnest glance
fell before hers. *“Unhappily there is
no room for doubt,” he said.

“Are you quite, quite sure?”

«I am sure—of some.” Involuntarily
he turned seaward.

She understood hir
knees, covered her face with her hands
and broke into passion of weeping.
With a look of infinite pity,
and would have touched her shoulder,
but he suddenly restrained the im-
pulse. Something had hardened this
man. It cost him an effort to be cal-
lous, but he succeeded. His

. She sank to her |

e stooped |

mouth |

tightened, and his expression lost its

tenderness.

“Come, come, my dear lady,” he ex- |

claimed, and e was a tinge of stud-
ied roughuess in his voice, “you must
calm yourself. It is the fortune of
shipwreck well as of war,
know. We are alive and must look
after ourselves. Those who have gone
are beyond our help.”

“But not beyond our sympathy,”
wailed Iris, uncovering her swimming
eyes for a fleeting leok at him. Even
in the utter desolation of the moment
she could not help

as

r, who spoke like
d to pose as her
rescued her with the

irried his quix- |

f first suj 1Z

‘1 be so utterly iu-
f others.

until

e fooud.

alone until

ith our

3 walk a little

rees, or shall 1 assist

i y stood up.
rer hair back defiantly.
“Certainly I can walk,” she answer-
ed. “What do you propose to do?”
“Well, madam"—
“What is your name?”
ed imperiously.
“Jenks, madam. Robert Jenks.”
“Thank you.
Jenks. My name is Miss Iris Deane.
On board ship I was a passenger and

She press-

she interrupt-

you were a steward—that is, until you |
Here we are equals |

became a seaman.
in misfortune, Hbut in all else you are
the leader. I am guite useless. I can
only help in matters by your direction,

marveling that this |
il

Now listen, Mr. Robert |
| hance the

| management takes this opnortunity of

you |

| take
church. then one square to right.

| and’ board
{ day. A number of
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last three years the
day hotels thrcughout = Nov

, almost without exception
ed  their rates to $2.00.

1e tremendous n

s

During  the

increases 1
living. and the advamce
there is less profit at th
> than at the former. The
1s one of the very few pro-
that continued
owing to ti
t fur >s in the price of
all supplies and furnishings we find it
impossible to keep to the old terms.
I'herefiore after the first of September
the prices_at the Carleton for lodging
will be $1.50 and $2.00 a
improvements will'
immediately be made in the house
and everything will be done to’ .en-
comfort of guests. The

but

thanking the public for the generous
patronage bestowed i the past and
hopes for a continuance of the same

| in the future.

Plodding together through the sand.
80 I do not wish to be addressed as
‘madam’ in every breath. Do you
derstand me?”

“As you wish, Miss Deane,” he said.
“The faect remains that I have many
things to attend te, and we really must
eat something.”

“What canx we eat?”’

“Let us find out,” he replied, svan-
ning the nearest trees with keen scru-

m'l!,hey plodded together through the
sand in silence. Physically they were
a superb couple, but in raiment they
resembled scarecrows. Both, of course,
were, bareheaded. The sailor's jersey
and trousers were old and torn, and
the sea waterstill soughed loudly im
his heavy boots with each step, §
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