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and in cooking, generally.

“We are going to have a shower,”
said ('lytie cheerfully.

“Yes,” he said succinetly. *If you'll
he 30 good as to stand up one moment,
['!l help you on with these.”

“Oh, but I could not,” she protested;
“you will have nothing!'”’

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

“iduick, please'!” he said, almost
surt¥y in his anxlety. “It will be upon
us in 2 moment, and you will be wet
droush.”

“Apd you——"" She hesitated, but
he had begun to slip the thick, stiff
eoat 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 arms and
guide them.

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

l.aughingly she took off her hat, the
wind blowing her hailr almost across
his face, and put on the sou'wester.

“There are some strings,” he said.
“(Can you tie them? Will you let
me?”’ *

He did not wait for permission, but
tien the strings under her chin. His
ayes were fixed on the knot he was

“making, and his lips were drawn tight-

ly, s0 that he looked almost angry and
sullen, and his fingers shook, as, ne-
resmrily, they touched her warm,
smooth neck.

“Thank you, thank you,” she said in
a low ,and hurried voice. “I'm sure
! rannot get wet with these things on;
{t would be impossible.”

“Keep her out a bit, please’™ he
said gently, as she sank back and took
eharge of the tiller agatn.

“Far enough? How the wind
howls!” she said cheerfully. I h%ve
never been on the sea in a storm.

“And I wish you wern’'t now,” he
murmured. “I must have been blind
not to have seen it coming on'”

“What does!it matter?” she sald,
“axcepting that you will get wet
throngh. How dark it has become. It
is vary———"

As he spoke a wave—the sea was
running with almost incredible wild-
ness, considering the short time it had
had to get up—struck the boat and
'sent a heawy spray over her; and the
next instant the rain drove across
them with the force of a blow. Clytie
shoo% the water from her face and

the next wave caught them and
drenched the beat from bow to sterm.
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 said unwit-
tingly. -

“Afraid? Nbo!” she retorted, with
a smile. “Tnere {3 no danger, Is
there?” )

there ts go danger—while we keep out
here,” he said, as quietly as he could
in the roar and crash of wind and
wave. “‘Of course, we cannot go in.”

“Oh, I understand that,” phe said;
“but it will not last long.””

Jack couid not refrain frem .casting
a glance at the sky.

“I hope not,” he said. As he spoke,
he wriggled out of~>his shooting-coat
and wrapped it round her feet.

“No: I certainly will not permit you
to do that!” she said, with & sudden
rush ot color to her spray-wet cheeks.
~Pleage take it back and put it on im-
mediately.”

Jack shook his head. “You must
keep it,” he said resolutely.‘ “It s
getting cold, and—and you are not
strong.”’ )

“Ngt strong!” She opened her eyes
on him and laughed as she #hrust the
hcoat away. “Why, I am as .strong as
a woman could be.”

“Mollie says not, and I won’t risk
it,” he said, still mo resolutely.
“And, besides, what on earth’s the use
of the thing to me! Iam wet through
already. as [ have been some hundreds
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laughed; and she .laughed igain when

Jack responded to ‘her ‘smile. “No, !

—

b -

ley.

She et him replace the coat round
her, and said npo more. But even in
the stress of the moment she noticed
that he had spoken of Mollie without
the formal, respectful “Miss.”

“I am afraid we shall have fo keep
her farther out,” he said presently.
“We're getting the back current of the
wind here, and there : some roeks.
Quick!” he commandéd- sharply, but
peaimly; and he leaned forward and
seized the tiller. 2

Unwittingly his strong hand had
closed on hers, and she felt all the
force of nis as he pressed down on her

“[own. If che had been nervous, which
gshe was not, the strength of the hand

that seemed to almost erush hers
would have given her confidence. She
stretehed her fingers when he had re-
leased them, with a sense of proiee-
tion, of assurance, and glanced at his
face with a strange light in her violent
ey.1 There was silence for some
time, then: -

“Oh, Mollie!” she exclaimed, not
"loudly, but he hear her. )

“That’s all right,” he said quickly.
“Ttey will think we have waited
ashore, at the Head, until the storm
passed.”’

“©f course,” she assented with =
smile. “Besides, she is not nervous,
and 1akes things that would send some
girls into hysterics quite calmly.”

“The Bramley pluck,” he comment-
ed absently. )

fhe looked at him with a curious
expression.

* Are we far enough out?” she ask-
&l

She had to rdise her voice; and its
calar. ring,ng note sang intoxicating-
ly in his ears. Intoxicatingly, Dbe-
cause, like most strong men must Re,
ne was exkilarated by the storm, and
her clear unwavering voice was likg
that of a fellow spirit calling to him,
stirring his emotion. He nodded; he
enuld not trust himself to speech. They
could not see‘the coast-line now; the
v.ind-driving rain had blotted it out;
nothing was visible but the great
waves surging round them and ever
and again breaking Iin white spray,
rendered dazzling by the surrounding
darkness, over the boat and falling in
a sheet of wet down the all-protecting
oilskins that enveloped Clytie.

“It {e magnificent!” ghe eaid, in
her full, round voice; ‘“but it is last-
ing longer than I thought. Where are
we going?”’ ®

‘‘Toward Labrador!” he 1
grimly. “I'm a pretty kind of man to
be trusted with a young girl—lady.”

‘“Oh, come!” she retorted, with a
laugh, as ehe dashed the water from
ber eyes. “You are not Pfospero, you
know; you didn’'t raise th® storm, Mr.
Douglas!"”

“No; but I ought to have eeen that
it wag coming,”’ he eaid Dbitterly. “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 di I let let you
come? Are vou getting wet?”

“] am ae dry as the proverbial
bone,” she replied cheerfully; “and,
if I do get wet, what does it matter?
Als'x for you, you muset be drenched—
Ah'”

The cry was wrung from her by a
flagh of lightning that, for a moment,
mvade visible the huge waves through
which they were plowin;.

“That means that it °~ will soon be

er,”” she said, as if apologizing for
her involuntary axclamation. “Oh,

how wet you look!” She izughed rue-
fully as she leaned forward, sweeping
the water from her eyes.

“The worst 8 to come,” he eaid,
frankl!y; for he knew that nothing
coutd daunt her spirit. 'l must lower
the sail, or we ehall have it torn to
ribbons. Give me the tiller. Your
hands must be numbed.”

He dropped the sail, and seated -him-
self beside her; sheltering her as well
a8 he could from the wind and the
driving rain.

“Strange,” she said, close to his ear,
“but I haven't felt so—so happy fer
a long time. | suppoee we women all
like excitement, Mr. Douglas; and this
is the most exciting moment I have
¢ver uga. wWhere are we now, I won-
der? I fancy—it is omly fancy, of
course—that we have passed Withy-
combe.”

“No,"” he eaid. “We are nearly op-
posite {t. Are you wet? Have the rain
and the spray drenched you?”

“No,” she replied. “l am sure I am
quite dry. but there ig a pool of water
‘n my lap, { think 1 will tilt it out.”

With the audacity of inexperience,
she roee before he cotld stay her; &
huge wave caught the boat, and she
was thrown, hurled, against the side.
She struck her head om the gunwale,
and slid a limp and helpless form at
his feet.

Jack caught at her and lifted her to
his breast. In doing 30, he released his
bold of the tiller and the boat swung
round broadside to the mountainous
waves. For an instant they were in
deadly peril; but, with ome arm still
encircling her, he regained the tiller
and put the boat headways to the bil-
iows, and the peril was averted. She
hung on his arm like a lily, her face
pressed against his breast, her eyes
closed, her lips apart as !f her epirit

time.

Jack lost his head. He pressed her
to him, calling on her name in the ac-
cents of the strong man in anguish.

sClytie! Clytie! Ay dearest, my
darling! Oh, God, I haye killed her!”

A faint thrill ran through her; the
crush of hie embrace sent a still war-
mer glow racing along her veins. She
sighed and, insensibly, nestled closer
to him.

“Clytie!” he cried hoarsely. “You

| are safe.‘It is all right' [ am here—

Douglas, Wilfred Carton—oh, my
darling, you are hurt—hurt!”

‘He preased her to him—it was all he
conid do—and murmured, still Loarse-
1y, encouragement; and presently ehe

opened her eyes and, with a little
shiver, astirred in his arms.

‘eare of yourself as you can! I feel Bad-
enough abou;mwtt’h.m-w-u

replied |
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“What hag happened?”’ ghe asked.
“Are wé—wrecked””’

“No, no,” he responded
eagerly. “We are all right. A wave
caught you—you. were  hurt, Oh,
Clytie!”

S‘he,'moved slowly, not too readily,
until she had slid—thers is no other
word that will adequately describe the
movement—f{rom his arms, and eank
intgl the geat.

g 3 wad gilent for a moment, while
he watched, devoured, her with his ar-
dent. anxious eyes. She could
see them through the mist, the dark-
ness of the raging storm. ) ;

“1—] must have fainted,” she said.
“Something hit me.”

“You Q? against the side of the
boat,” he 8ald, hoarsely. “Are you
hurt—in pain? It only I had some
brandy!”

“I am all right,” ghe saif, in a very
quiet, still voice.

“Thank God!” he brethed, devoutly.
“l was afraid—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 is a streak of
light in the west. You are sure that
you are not hurt?”

“Quite,” she said; and she lay al-
most at his feet, her head pillowed. on
her arm. He could not see he rface;
it he had been able to do so, he could
aot have failed to have gseen the ex-
ing; her breath®-and how he listemed
to it!—came as regularly, as seftly, as
a child’s.

The moments passed, and witb.&?ﬁ
thes storm—one of the most sudden
.and wild that even that coast had ever
experienced. The sky grew clearer,
the waves sank, the rain ceased and
.the wind dropped to a moderate
breeze. Jack ralsed the safl and
made for Withycombe. Clytie lay
quite quiet; she seemed to be sleep-
ing; her breath — how he listened to
it! —came as regularly, as softly, as a
child’s. s

It was not until they swept into
Withycombe harbor that she stirred,
and, sitting up. said.

“Are we there?"”

‘Ve are,” he said, almost gruffly;
what. words had he allowed to escape
him in that moment of anguish, that
mo t of dread? ‘“‘Herc we are, and
heredare Lord Stanton and Miss Mol-
Hfe,” he added, as those two persons
rushed down to the hoat. )

“0Oh, you poor dear!’ 'exclaimed Mol-
He, as she flung her arms round Cly-
tie. “You wicked girk And you,
Mr. Douglas! How could you let her
go to sea in such a storm?”
+“Yes; it was my fault, Miss Mollie!™
said Jack, remorsefully.

“By George, we were on tenter-
hooks!” said Lord Stanton. “We came
on here by the road.’™ ;

—

fervently,

Soon. g You can,” broke in Jack, gFthi- |

Iy, commandingly.
cold.”

As Clytie turned, with Mollie’'s drm
round her, she locked over her shoul-
der at his drenched figure, but she
said nothing.

She was sifent until they reached
the farm. As Mollie siipped the oil-
skins from the sl figure, she ex-
clatmed: % ‘

“Oh, you poor dear Clytie! Such a
storm! You must bave been terrified
out of yur life! Now, don’t tell me
you weren't afraid!’” for Clytie had
laughed strangely. \

“Yes,” she responded , with a little
shiver; but with her eyes lowered, as
if she feared Mollie’s loving scrutiny.
“I was afraid; and—and I am afraid
stillt”

“No wonder!’ ‘exclaimed Mollie. “It
was awful! There, get into bed! They
—the fishermen—were saying that
Jack Douglas must have heen a mar-
vel to have faced such a storm and
lived through it. Does your head
ache?”

“No,” said <Clytie, but she might
have added that her heary did.

For certain words, spoken, cried,
amid the roar of the storm, still rang
in her ears.

CHAPTER XV.

He loved her!

He had not realized the fact umiil
he had held her in his arms, had feit
her heart faintly beating against his,
in that moment when death seemed
hovering on the edge of the storm;
when, in a greater storm than that
which raged in the heavens, a rush of
pity, of love, of agonized anxiety

the barriers of prudence, and tore
aside the veil of ignorance and doubt
as to his own feelings.

= It had smitten him, this love of his,
return—had it not, indeed, existed in
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 Rad been so happy when
he was near her, why he had thrilled
at the sound of her voice; 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 now
calm water against the walls of the
jetty, and the mournful cry of an owh
up among the trees on the heights.

Suyely no man was ever placed in
so unfortunate a position! If he had
fallen in love with one of the Withy-
ccmbe maidens, he would have been
free to tell her, and to have bdrne her
away to the far-away land, to Parra-
luna, in which he had made a secure
habitation and a home; to have re-
mained ‘““Jack Douglas” and lived con-
-tentedly, happily, to the end of the
chapter.

But he had fallen in love with Miss
Bramley, the girl to whom his father
had left his fortune and the estates
—aunless he, Wilfred, married her. The
irony of the thing tilled him with
"bitterness. Supposing he were to go
to her and say: I am Wilfred Carton;
I have been masquerading as Jack
Douglas, a fisherman, a ¢common man;
and I love you!” Would she not jump
to the conclusign that he was wooing
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her because he could not obtain :ihe
estates, the meney, without doing so?
Of course, she would refusze him. And
he would rob her of Bramley and the
money.

Jack, with all his faults, was not a
vain man, not a coxcomb; your strong
man rarely is; and it did not occur
to him, for a moment, that during
. their fairly freguent intercourse of
late she might have grown—well, to
like him. To her he must seem just
a workingman, a workingman with
rather more cleverness and better
manners than those wtih which the
workingman is usually endowed. He
had been wearing a mask; but she
had been just her own incomparable
self, a beautiful woman of infinite
charm, of irresistible lovableness.

He 1it another pipe, biting hard on
the stem, and took another quick,
feverish stride up and down the jetty.

It was evident, he told himself, that
she had not heard the words that
escaped his lips at the moment he
held her in his arms, crushed her, pity-
ingly yet passionatiely, to his heart. If
she had done so she would, of course,
have shown her indignation, her re-
sentment of his presumption. Jack
'did not know that € woman can con-
ceal her feelings with a perfection of
art which is born in her, with that
capacity for concealment which is the
birthright of her sex. He did not
know, or, knowing, remember, that a
woman, the veriest girl, can smile
| when she is racked with physieal pain,
or turn an spigram while her heart is
wrung with anguish; and he was con-
vinced that she had not heard his
passionate declaration of love, his con-
fessfon of his real name. Of course,
she had not heard the wild words
which had burst from him; she must
have heen insensible when he uttered
them; for she had shown no resent-
ment when she had come to, had not
overwhelmed him with haughty dis-
dain, or treated him with the coldness
of outraged pride. No; her eyes @ad
met his steadily, almost xindly; and
they had worn a grateful expression
when they had rested for a moment
on his as che went up the beach.

(1o-Be Caontinued).

Sound-Proof Council Room.

The apartment at 10 Downing
street, Where the meetings of the Bri-
tish cabinet are held, is a solid and
plainly furnished room, 15 feet long
and 20 feet wide, fitted with double
doors, through which no sound can
.reach the keenest listening ears.
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Wife Proved Equal to Grave
Emergency.

The following would be almost um-
believable if the facts were not the
talk of the community and If it were
not eubstantiated Dy the various par-
ticipants. In Penobscot bay, three
miles from lslesboro, is a little is-
land known as Mark island, owned by
Preston Player, a State street broker
of Boston, and he there maintaine a
big summer place. The keeper ia
Ralph Collamore, of Lincolinville, who
in the winter, with hie wife and two

children, makes his home on the is-
land in a littiz cottage. .
On Wednesday, January 23, he took
the boat and etarted for Ilelesbare.
Three hours were taken in making
the tmip of three miles by water. He
came back and upon landing and puill-
ing the boa‘up onto the shore én
Mark isiand e pulled the boat over
onto him, pinning him down and
breaking hig leg. His wife kept look-
ing for her hueband’s return and fin-
ally, attracted by hie groams, found
him pinned under the boat. She ia a
frail woman but with him hanging
onto his injured limb, she managed
to drag him up to the cottage. There,
with the aid of a leather wallet and
stickas she et the leg the best she
could. There they were practically ie-
olated and help wae needed badly.
Mrs. Collamore, full of pluck and
determination to get help, went to
the Player summer home. There she
managed to set agoing the electric
dynamo by which the place is lighted.

"She turned op every light in  that

big house and put on also a red light.
The lighte were run all day Thurs-
day and not until 545 Thursday af-
ternoon wae the light noticed at Dark
Harbor. Telephone calle were sent to
the naval station and the tug Zizanla
started to Dark Hawbor to see what
wag the trouble. Dark Harbor was
reached about 930 Thursday night
There no aene knew what was the
trouble at Mark leland. The Zizania
cut her way through the ice, jn some
places 8 and 10 inches thick, for three
miles to the island. Captain bherman
and nine men went ashere. TShey
made their way to the lighted house
and there found no one. Groping
along im the darkness they were
frightened by the sudden uprising of
a flock of turkeys fro ma tree. hen
they came upon the cottage in total

‘darknees with the door opem but mo

signe of life about. Going in they
found the courageous little woman
asleep, the injured man half agleed
and both children slumbering. The
tug went back to Dark Harbor and
there found a doctor who was
brouight back to Mark Island. The
Zizania remained at Mark teland unm-
til four o’clock Friday morning when
the injured man was attended to.—
Bangor Commercial.

Big Bill for Highways.

The etaggering total of¥$263,069,610
¢ the amount that will be expended
on highways dur}ng 1919 by the U. 8
National Government and the differ-
ent States. Texas heads the list with
an appropriation wf $25,000,000; I~
noie and Indiana &ie for second place
with $17,000,000 each.
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