
kinride out astorm like this will be, in a dingey. EfIdon't missit, it'll worrysomeother vessels, too. Inever seen a worsesky.'
Evenashe spoke a dashof rain pattered on them, anda'flerce

gust caueeathem todutch the railing. Inan instantmore, withahowl and crash, flare of lightning and bellow of thunder, thetempest enfoldedRebeccaShoals.
'Andy'll never get here to-night, Ireckon,' observed Jack,whenhe andHelen were safely within the protecting walls. 'Hewent to theKey atnoon, youknow.''
That's so,'assentedHelen. '

He's in the same fix Iam.'
'With Matt sick that'll leave me to ten' light alone. I'vesetup many the time, though,an' this spellwon't hurt me. How d'yefeel, Matt V stepping to thebunk of the old keeper.'
Not veryspry,Jaok. Wher'sHelen?''
HereIam, father.'

1You mustn't try togo insech a gale, lass. Hez Andy come
yet ?''No,sir,' answered thegirl.

'Then you'll hey to ten' light, Jack, fer I'm not able to beabout.1'All right, Matt. Reckon I'd better set 'er goin' now; it'sgettin' so dark,' responded Fordyce, awkwardlyadjusting apillow.'
You're ingood han's,an' I'm mighty glad Helen's here. I'll climbup now. EfI'm wanted youknowhow togit me. Helen.'

Inan hour therain had slackened,but the wind continued toblow, lashing the tower with great waves. All chancesof Helenreturning to Garden Key that night had passed,and with it any
latenthope that Andy, the other keeper, would appear. Jack wasforced to stick to his post inreach of the lamp,and below Helennursedher father. A little after midnight Jack was startled byHelen opening the door.'Oh, Jack,'she said, 'can't you come down, just for a moment.Father's in a kind of stupor, an' Ican't rouse him. An' themedicine'sallgone, too.'

Fordyce leaped to the stairway,and ina second was bendinganxiously over the bunk.'Matt!' he called.
Welsh moved uneasily. The voice seemed to bring to him

glimmering consciousness. Helen stroked his forehead.
"'

What !'he answered,drowsily, and lapsedagain into his lethargy.'Is themed'eine usedup,sure V inquiredJack of thegirl.'Every drop. The bottle was knocked over an' a lot spilt.
Whatcan we do, Jack1 We must stimulate him some way.''

We'll rub him,' said theman. '
Mebbe that'llhelp.'Their efforts werein vain. Matthew refused torespond.'He needs something to brace himup, that's what he needs

'
observedJack.'The medicine waß for that,' explainedHelen. 'Oh, dear 1'

Matthew's breathing was growing laboured. Outsidemoaned
and shrieked the gale. Suddenly it sank to a ghostly whisper.
The wheezing of the sick man wasnow painfully apparent.'By George, I'm not goin' to let ol'Matt Welsh die like a dogwhileIkin help itI

'spoke Fordyce.
'
Kin

'
you ten' light, sweet-heart ?

'
'Me ten' light ? Of courseIcan! But what do you mean ?You arn't

''Yes,Ibe, I'm going to take your father to Garden Key, wher'Doc Morgankin gitat 'im. It'sa shame to hey 'im die this way,
when he hez a chance o' livin'.''Jack,you mustn't. You'd bothbe drowned. It's suicide.''Looky here, Helen. Don't you stop me. I'vebeen bidin' mytime to prove I'm not a coward. He called me that,an' I've jes'been waitin' an' waitin1 ever since. Whether or no he knows whatIdo, I'll take im to GardenKey this very night. I'lldo itbecausehe called me a coward, and 'cause he's your father, andhez been a
good frien' tome.'

The girlclung tohis neck. 'Jack, Jack,' shesobbed. 'Ican'tlet you. Ican't let you.'
1Lass,'hesaid gently, holding her tightly, 'you wouldn't hey

mea coward wouldyou ? An' the wind's fell like everything, an'Ikin make the trip, [know. You'll see me comiu' back inside o'six hours to tell you Matt's safe an' 'b)ut well. See here,' and hethrew wide the door.
The moon wasshining fitfully between scudding clouds. Thewind wasstill blowingbriskly, and the huge waves rose fromthebase of the tower seemingly nearly to the platform. A wild night,and one not disposed toquiet the fears of thegirl.'
It's 19miles. 'Oh, Jack I

'
waaall she said.'Remember, he calledme a coward,Helen.'

Theyclosed the door and Welsh's low breathing drew Helen tothebunk Somethingmust be done to cause his blood to circulate
or he would diebefore morning. Jack ran up the stairs and ina
moment returned. He lifted his coat from the hook and put on hishat, palling itsnugly down.'I'veseen to the lamp,' he said.

'
It's all right,an' Ithink itwon'tneed touohin'. You understan' it,anyway. Now, I'm goin'to lower the boat, ef you'll bear a han'on the tackle. Git it

into the water onct, to lu'ard here,an' the rest's fun, yousee.''
Are you really goin',Jack 1

'
asked the girl, standing in frontof him,her eye3brimming withunshei tears, but steadfast.'

That Ibe, lass,' was the resolute response.
She leaned forward and kissed him on the brow, tenderly,

reverently,as thoughconsecratinghim for somenoble work.'You're a braveman,' she said, simply. 'My lover,how proudlamof you. I'llexpect you back to-morrow,sure, dear. I'lllook
foryou. So hold inmind, an'God willin' I'll see you again

—
my

Jack.''
I'll come, never fear,' he answered, gathering her into hisarms. '

Ther's nevera galeIcouldn't beat fer the sake o' sech a
welcome waitin' fer me. Now let's hurry. He,' indicating Matthew,'can't las' much longer. B'lieve the bes' thing to dois toput 'imin theboat firs', afore welower away. Iduuno ezIkin carryhimdown,with the wind blowin' an' the footin' slip'ry.'
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The unconscious Matthew was wrapped ina blanket,and borneout on to the platform. The boat was swungas nearly aspossible,under him, and while Helen held it steady, Fordyce,exercising allhis strength, placedin thecraft thebody of thekeeper.Fortunately, the wind was dyingto a moderate velocity. Thestorm was over. The waves, however, were running high. Theman and the girl lowered the boat, until on the inky water ittossed hitherandthither, straining at the tackle.Now it was a question of but a few moments ereit would fill.Time was of the utmost value. Not wasting an instant Jackclambered downthe ladder,shouting a good-bye ashe descended.He caught the dingey, as ithung poised beneath him. on thecrest of the wave,and tumbled in. For a brief glimpse Helensawhim Then the tackle dangled idly in the wind, and boat, lover,and father had disappeared.
Jack found the dingey hadabout a footof water in thebottom.

He didnot attempt to attend to this, or tothepoor oldkeeper, whowas doubled between twoseats,knocked into a heapby the waves.His sole endeavours weredirected toriding the seas that threatenedto engulf the craft,until,in the space of twenty minutes,hehadbecome accustomed to the onslaught of the billows.Before casting off the tackle he had stepped the mast andshaken loose the sail, thankful that it was double-reefedas whenlast used. The windblew quartering, flinging the mist and sprayagainst the man's cheek, ashe sat peering ahead. The boat rushed
into thehollows,and rising on the white-capped summits plungedfuriously into phosphorescent depths. More sail would bury theboat;less leeway wouldswamp her. All Jack could do was to take
a turn with thesheet around a cleat,and staring into the darkness
trust to his strong arms and his skill to avert, by steering, thetremendous forceof the waves.

Welsh's cramped attitude painedFordyce. Taking advantage
of successive favourablemoments he toreout one of the seats sothat the patient couldlie fulllensrth. He shoved him toward thebows, the better to trim theboat,and bolstered him against anotherseat, thus elevating his head out of danger of suffocation byincoming water. Thesemovements were hazardous,but necessary.

a <Jin^ey drove on and on through the night, ever towardGarden Key. Despite the efforts of Fordycemasses of water wouldslap into theboat. Incessant bailing was essential to safety. His
arms weretired. His wrists ached. The tensiononhis nerves wasterrible. The dingey seemed to be darting along with prodigious
speed,but he knew better. He knew progress was slow, and that
theperilneverlessened.

Anerror in judgment and his life would be grimly snuffed out.He wasalone, with Death close watching him. Demons swooped
pasthim, blinding him, twitching at his hair and garments. But,
when about to yield to weariness and let the worst come, he
thought of Helen awaitinghis return,and across the wastethe eye
of the light at Rebecca Slioala blazed encouragement Helen was
there. His blood warmedat the token, andhe shut his teeth with
determination.

Suddenly, to his surprise,Matthew spoke:'
Helen! Jack ! Here! What's the matter V'Hello, Matt. Don't be scarb, It'jme,Jack, an' I'm takin'you toGardenKey.'

Thesick man half rai-fd himself.'
GardenKey ! Great God, whatd'ye mean ? In this storm?'

'Storm's past now,Matt. You've been tleepin', and we was
afoared you were gittin' worse, so I'm a-takin' you to Doc Morgan.
The med'eine's run out, you see. Guess the water's woke yo1up.
Itcomes in an'Ican'thelp if.'

'Why, Jack, lad,' said Matthew, hoarsely, 'we'll never git
ther. This is the foolhardie^t thing ever Iheerd of. You'd a
better letnnie die, ruther'n killus both. Wher's Helen ?'

'She's tendin' light. Don't you worry. We'll git ther. We've
got to go on now. We're mos' ther, you know. Youres' easy. Ikmhandle the boat like a top.'

A.i if to mock hi.-* assertion an angry flood swirlad over thegunwale, pouring in triumphantly.'Few more like that,' muttered Fordyce,
'
an' our goose ia

cooked
'

For a short time silence ensued. Fordycj thought Matthewhad sunk intohis stupor. But no.'JackI' feebly.
1Yes,sir.'
1You mus' putme over,Jack. Ican't las' much longer,Ifeelit— l'm goin' fas'. 'Twouldn't be drowndin', you see,and 'twouldlighten theboat. Don't wait,Jack.''Put you over,you say. No, siree, when you go,Igo. Youjes'sleep, an' I'llhey you at GardenKey mightyquick now.'
Again a wave swept over. Fordyce bailed desperately.

On his left ear fell these words, dropped oneby one from lifelesslips: "'Jack 1 1 was wrong lad.''God blessyou fer sayin' that, Matt,' said Jack.
There wasno reply, andhe devoted his energies toclearing the

dingey of as much water as he could while keeping his course.The Bea was rougher,indicatingBhoals, and his danger increased.Afar,oh, so far,he beheld the Fort Jefferson light on Garden
Key. Would they live to reach the haven? Was his companion
already dead? Would he follow in a moment? The exertions
were tellingon him. His arms werenumb. He waschilled to thebone,stiff from his constrained position and his wrenched muscles.
The water in the boat wasgainingon him. Buthe must not, couldnot, fail of hispurpose. Yet he felt he would die happy,if he die
he should— Matthewacknowledgedhe was not a coward.

An hour passed. The walls of the fort were visible,for thesky was becoming gray. Five more miles. God! Couldhe hold
out ? For

—
three—

a long, weary bailing, bailing all the time.
Two miles. He could see the wall wherehe andHe'enhadso often
strolled. And Helen was waiting for him, like a brave, true lass,
andhe inust not disappoint her. If he could but make a turn in
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