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“We are going to have a shower,”
sald Clytle cheerfully

“Yex," he sald succinetly. “If you'll
be w0 good as to stand up one mmoment,
')l help you on with these.™

“Oh, but | could not,” she protested;
“you will have nothing!"

He knelt on the stern-seat and got
the tiller between his knees

“Quick, pleare!" he sald® almost
curtly in his anxtety. “It will be upon
us in a moment, and you will be wet
through.”

“And you She hesitated, but
he had begun to slip the thick, stiff
coat on her, and with a shrug of the
shoulders she obeyed. The wind caught
the sleeves and blew them away from
her, and he had to take her arme¢ and
guide them.

“The cap; you must put it on, or
your hair will get wet.”

Laughingly she took off her hat, the
wind blowing her halir almost across
hig face, and put on the sou'wester.

“There are some stringe,” he said.
“Can you tle them? Wil you let
me?"”

He did not wait for permission, but
tieu the strings under her chin. His
eyes were fixed on the knot he was
making, and his lips were drawn tight-
1y, so that he looked almost angry and
sullen, and his fingers shook, as, ne-
cessarily, they touched her warm,
smooth mneck.

“Thank you, thank you,"” she said in
a low and hurried volce. “I'm sure
I cannot get wet with these things on;
it would be impossible.”

“Keep her out a bit, please,” he
gald gently, as she sank back and took
charge of the tiller again.

+“Far enough? How the wind
howls!" she sald cheerfully. “I have
never been on the sea {n a storm.”

»#And 1 wish you wern't now,” he
murmured. "I must have been blind
not to have seen it coming on!”

“What does it matter?’ she said,
“excepting that you will get wet
through. How dark it has become. It
is very ¥

As he spoke a wave—-the sea Wwas
running with almost incredible wild-
ness, considering the short time it bad
had to get up—struck the boat and
sent a heavy spray over her; and the
next instant the rain drove across
them with the force of a blow. Clytie
shook the water from her face and
Jaughed; and she laughed agaln when
the next wave caught them and
drenched the boat from bow to stern.
Her eyes were sparkling, the rare
color was glowing in her face, her
lips were apart as if to give free play
to the spirit that rose within her, and
Jack glanced at her with admiration
and surprise.

“You are not afraid?” he sald unwit-

tingly.
“Afraid? No!" she retorted, with
a smile. “Tnere is no danger, is
there?”

Jack responded to her smlle. *“No,
there is no danger—while we keep out
here,” he saild, as quietly as he could
fn the roar and crash of wind and
wave, “‘Of course, we cannot go in.”

“Oh, I understand that,” she sald;
“put it will not last long.

Jack could not refrain from casting
a glance at the eky

“1 hope not,” he sald. As he spoke,
he wriggled out of his shooting-coat
and wrapped It round her feet.

“No; 1 certainly will not permit you
to do that!" she said, with a sudden
rush of color to her spray-wet cheeks.
“Please take it back and put it on im-

mediately."”

Jack shook his head. “You must

keep It he sald resolutely, "It |s
getting cold, and-—-and you &re not
strong.”
“Not strong!” She opened her eyes
on him and laughed as she thrust the
coat away, “Why, | am as strong as
a woman could be."

“Mollle says not, and I won't risk
it,” he sald, still more rerolutely.
“And, besides, what on earth's the use
of the thing to me! 1 am wet through
already, as 1 have been some hundreds
of times before, Don’t add to my re
morse by refusing to take as much
care of yourself as you can! I feel bad
enough about you as it is, Miss Bram-
ley

She let him replace the coat round
her, and sald no more. But even in
the stress of the moment she poticed
that he had spoken of Mollle without
the formal, respectful “Mies."”

“1 am afrald we shall have to keep
her farther out,” he sald presently.
“We're getting the back current of the
wind here, and there are some rocks.
Quick!” he commanded sharply, but
calmly; and he leaned forward and
seized the tiller.

Unwittingly hig sirong hand had
closed on hers, and she felt all the
force of his as he pressed down on her
own. If he had been nervous, which
she was not, the strength of the hand
that seemed to almost crush hers
would have given her confidence. She
stretched her fingers when he had re-
leased them, with a sense of protec
tfon, of assurance, and glanced at his
faco with a strange light in her violent
ey s There was silence for some
time, then:

“Oh, Mollie!” she exclaimed, not
loudly, but be hear her.

‘sThat's all right,” he sald quickly.
“Trey will think we have walted
ashore, at the Head, until the storm
passed.”

“0Of course,’ she assented with @
smile. ‘“‘Besides, she is not nervous,
and takes things that wouid send some
girls into hysterics quite calmly.”

“The Bramley pluck,” be comments
ed absently.

She looked at him with a curious
expreseion.

* Are we far enough out?”
el

She had to ralse her volce; and its
cuim. ring/ng note sSung intoxicating-
Intoxicatingly, be-

she ask-

enuld not trust himself to speech. They
could not sec the coast-line Dow; the
v.ind-drivirg rain had blotted It out;
nothing was visible but the great
waves surging round them and ever
and again breaking in white spray,
rendered dazzling by the surrounding
darknese, over the boat and falligg in
| a sheet of wet down the ali-protecting
} oiigkins that enveloped Clytie

“It s magniticent!” ehe sald, in
ber full, round volce; “but it is last-
ing longer than 1 thought. Where are

we golng? ! ¥
“Toward Labrador!” he repiied
grimly. “I'm a pretty kind of man to

be trusted with a young girl—lady.”
“Oh, come!’

her eyes. “You are not Proepero, Yyou
know; you dldn't ralse the storm, Mr

Douglas!’

“No; but 1 ought to have eeen that
T et
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it was coming,’ he eald Dbitteriv. "I
ought to know the coast by this time,
It's not the first time I've been caught
in a southwester. Why didn't I look
at the sky? Why did [ let let you
come? Are you getting wet?”

“] am as dry as the proverbial
bone,” she replied cheerfully; “and,
it I do get wet, what does it matter?
Ar for you, you must be drenched
An!"”

The cry was wrung from her by a
flash of lightning that, for a moment,
made vieible the buge waves through
which they were plowing

“Thet means that it  will soon be
over,” she sald, as if apologizing for
her involuntary axelamation. “Oh,
how wet you look!’ She irughed rue-
fully as she leaned forward, sweeping

hande must be numbed

He dropped the eall, and seated bim-
self beeide her; sheltering her as well
as he could from the wind and the
driving rain

‘Strange,”’ ahe eaid, close 10 his ear,
‘but | haven't felt so——so happy for
a long time. 1 suppose we women all
like excitement, Mr. Douglas: and this
i the most exciting moment I bave
¢rver uBu. wiOore are we now, 1 won-
der? 1 fancy—It is only fancy, of
course—that we have passed Withy-
combe.”

She wae' ellent for & -..l‘m
he vatched, devoured, ber with his ar-
dent, anxious o&u Sbe could
see them through the mist, the darke
ness of the raging storm,

“l=1 must have fainted,” she sald
‘Bomething hit me.’

‘You fell against the side of the
boat,” he sald, hoarsely ‘Are you
hurt—-in pain? It only 1| had some
brandy!"™

| am all right,” she sald, In a very
quiet, still volee

“Thank God!" be brethed, devoutly.
“l was afrald-—no, I'll take the tiller
8it there,” He placed the cushion
for her at the bottom of the boat. “The
storm is passing; there Ix a streak of
light in the west.  You are sure that
you are not hurt?"

‘Quite,” she sald; and she lay al-
most ut his feet, hor head plliowed on
her arm He could not see he sface;
if he bad been able to do so, he could

not have falled to have seen the ex-
ing; her breath--and how he listened
to it —came ax regularly, as softly, as

& child's
The moments passed, and with them
the storm--one of the most sudden
and wild that even that coast had ever
experienced The sk) grew clearer,
the waves sank, the rain ceased and
the wind dropped to0 a moderate
breeze, Jack raised the sall and
made for Withycombe Clytle lay
quite gulet; she seemed to be sleep-
ing; her breath how he listened to
it!—came as regularly, as softly, as a
child’s

It was not until they

swept  into

Withycombe harbor that sbhe stirred,
and, sitting up, said:

“Are we there?”’

‘We are,” he sald, almost gruffly;

what words had he allowed to escape
him in that moment of anguish, that
moment of dread? “Herc we are, and
here are Lord Stanton and Miss Mol-
life,” he added, as those two persons
rushed down to the boat

“Oh, you poor dear!’ ‘exclaimed Mol-
lie, as she flung her arme round Cly-
tie “You wicked girl! And you,
Mr. Douglas' How could you let ber
go to sea In such & storm 7
“Yes; it was my faalt, Miss Mollie!"
sald Jack, remorsefully.

“By George, We were on tenter-
hooks!" sald lLord Stanton, “We came
ou here by the road.”

“(et her—get Miss Bramley home as
soon & you can,” broke in Jack, grim-
ly, eommandingly. “She 1s wet —
cold.”

As Clytle turned, with Mollie's arm
round her, she looked over ber shoul-
der at his drenched figure, but she
sald nothing

She was silent until they

reached

the farm. As Mollle slipped the oil-
sking from the slim figure, she ex-
claimed

“Oh, you poor dear Clytie! Such &
storm! You must have been terrified
out of yur life! Now, don't tell me
you weren't afraid!” for Clytle had
laughed strangely

“Yes,' she responded . with a little
shiver: but with her eyes lowered, as
it she feared Mollie's loving scrutiny.
“] was afrald; and—and 1 am afraid
still!"”

“No wonder!' 'exclaimed Mollle. "It
was awful! There, get into bed! The
—the fishermen—were saying th

Jack Douglas must have been a ma
vel to have faced =uch a storm and
lived through It Does your head
ache?”

“No," sald Clvtie, but she might
have added that her heart did

For certain words, spoken, cried

amid the roar of the storm, still rang
in her ears
CHAPTER XV.
He ioved her!

; No,” he said

| posite it. Are you wet? Have the rain
und the spray drenched you?

‘ “No,” she replied. “1 am sure | am

“We are nearly op-

in my lap. | think ¢ =il tilt it out.”

Vvl Lue @luatily ol JDeaperience,
she roee before he couid y her; a
buge wave caught the boat, and she
wag thrown, hurled, against the side
She struck her nead on tbe gunwale,
and elid a Mmp and helpiess form at
his feet.

Jack caught at ber and jifted her to
hie breast. in doing so, he relcased his
hold of the tiller and the boat swung
round broadside to the
waves. For an instant they were In
deadly peril; but, with ope arm suill
encircling her, he regained the tiller

“\ to you, good as new. and put the boat headways to the bil-
3 vy ! ,ows, and the peril was averted. She
Send unyih_mg from )l()u.hl"‘l(.lld _\h.x]"u--\ hung on his arm like a Mly, her face
down to the finest of delicate fabrics. J pressed against his st, her eyes
v age or express charges one way. closed, her lips her spirit
pay postage or ¢exp e had passed throu r the last
. time,
‘When you think of Jack lost his head. He pressed her

to him, caliing on her name in the ac-
cents of the strong man in anguieh
“Clytie! Clytle! Ly dearest, my
darling! Ob, God, 1 have killed her!”
A faint thrill rap®tbhrough her; the
crueh of hie embrace sent a etill war-
mer glow racing along her veins. She
sighed and, ineensibly, nestled closer

to him

“Clytie!” he cried boarsel “You
are safe. It is ail right! I am here—
Douglas, Wilfred Carton—ob my

darling, you are hurt—hurt!”

He pressed her to him it was all he
could do—and murmured, still Loaree-
1y, encouragement; and presently she
opened her eyes and, with a little
ehiver, stirred in his arme

“What has happened?’ she asked,
“Are we—wrecked?"

“No, no,” he responded fervently,
eagerly. "We are all right A wave
caught you—you were hurt, Ob,

Clytie!"”

BShe moved slowly, not too readily,
unti] she bed slid—there is no other
word that will adequately describe the
movement—from his arms, and eank
into the seat.
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fn that moment when death seemed
hovering on the edge of the storm;
when, in & greater storm than
which raged in the heavens, & rush of
pity, of love, of agonized anxiety
swept over his spirit and bore away
the barriers of prudence, and tore
aside the vell of ignorance and doubt
as to his own feelings.

It had smitten him, this love of his,
the first time he had seen her on his
return--had it not, indeed, existed im
those far-off days, when they played

! as children together?—and it had been

growing, growing ever since. He knew
why his heart had stirred at sight of
her, why he had been so happy whem

| he was near her, why he had thrilled

at the sound of her volce; he loved
her.

What was he to do? he asked him-
self, as he paced up and down the jetty
that night, long after Withycombe had
gone to rest, and no sound broke the
stillness save the splash of the mow
calm water against the walls of the
jetty, und the mournful cry of an owl
up among the trees on the heights.

Surely no man was ever placed im
20 unfortunate a position! If he had
fallen in love with one of the Withy-
combe maidens, he would have been
free to tell her, and to have borne her
away to the far-away land. to Parra-
Juna, in which he had made a secure
habitation and a home; to have re-
mained “Jack Douglas” and lived con-
tentedly, bapplly, to the end of the
chapter.

But he had tallew in love with Misa

| Bramley, the girl to whom his father

| I have been masquerading as Ja

| and 1 love you!"

had left his fortune and the estates

unless he, Wilfred, married her. The
frony of the thing filled him with
bitterness. Supposing he were to go
to her and say: “I am Wilfred Carton;

Douglas, a flsherman, a common I&an;
‘Would she not jump
| to the conclusion that he was woolng
her because he could not obtain the
:, the money, without doing so?
| Of course, she would refuse him. Asd
i he would rob her of Bramley and the
| money.

(To Be Continued).
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