
'Perhaps it was Rutherford,' saidMr. Ravelstoke, naming the lieuten-
ant in the navy ; 'he is tall anddark.''

And he has been letting his)
moustache grow since he.came on
shore,' observed a young lady.''

Where is he ?
'

But Mr Rutherford was gone down
to the cliff to inspect the scene of the
disaster.

Begging your pardon, sir,' said!
the butiei, '

it could not have beenany gentleman stopping m the house,
for the door was. lasteiied till bhapeople came down to tell you of the
wreck.'

At this moment half-past ten a.m.,
Mr. Tyrawley walked into the break-
fast room. He was got up, if pos-sible, more elaborately than usual.'Now here's a gentleman, captain,
Mr. Tyrawley, who has been all over
the world amd met with some
strange adventures I'll be bound
ho never saw anything to equal the
affair of last night.''

You'd a nearish thing of it, cap-
tain ?

' inquired Tyrawley, speaking
very slowly. His manner and ap-
pearance quite disarmed any suspic-
ion the captain might have had of
his identity.'

Five minutes more, sir, and Daviy
Jones's locker would have held us
all. Begging your pardon, miss,'
apologising to Constance.

The captain had already repeated
the story a reasonable number oftimes, and was anxious to finish his
breakfast. So Miss Constance gave
it all for the benefit of Mr. Tyraw-
ley, dressed in her own glowing
periods.

Tyrawley made no observation up-
on her recital, but took a third egg.'Well, Mr Tyrawley,' said she atlast, 'what do you think of the man
who swam out to the wreck ?

'
'Why, Ithink, Miss Baynton

—
Ithink,' said he, hesitating, 'that ho

must have got very wet , and 1 sin-
cerely hope he won't catch cold '

There was a general laugh ab this,
'in which the captain joined, but it
is to be feared that Miss Constance
stamped her pretty little foot under
tiho table.

Tyrawley turned and began to talk
to Miss Melhsh, who was sitting on
his right.

As he was speaking the door onhis
left opened and l^idy Grace Ravels-
toke entered with the lady passen-
ger The lady heard him speak, and
there are some voices which a woman
never forgets, and the dangeroxis
journey over the rope had not passed
in silence

She hud her hand upon his arm
and said, 'Oh, sir, how can Ithank
you ?

Tyrawley rose, as in duty bound,
saying,

'
T>o not .speak of it. I

did not know when 1 came off that I
was to have the pleasure of assist-
ing you ?

'
But the astonishment of the cap-

tain was beautiful to behold.' Why, you don't mean to say
—

well, I never '— dash my wig
—

wTell,
I'm Hero, shake hands, sir, will
you 9

'
And he stietched across the

tablo a brawny hand not much
smaller than a shoulder of mutton.

The gnu with which Tyrawley met
his seemed to do a great deal mora
to convince him of his identity than
the lady's recognition of their pre-
server

The day was as wet as the preced-
ing Half an hour after breakfast,
Mr Tyrawley lounged into the back
drawing room. There sat Miss Con-
stance Baynton, and, by the singular
coincidence which favors lovers ofhistorians, she sat alone.

Now Constance had made up her
mind that she was bound to apolo-
gise, to Mr T\ rawley for her rude
speeches of yesterday, she had also
decided that she would compliment
him on his gallant .conduct.

Sho had, in fact, arranged a neat,
quiet, cod, formal, appropriate form
of words- in which she wmild giveher
views expression. And how do you
think she delivered them "> She got
up, said 'Oh, Mr. Tyrawley,' and

He was soon amongst them and
he found that all eyes were turned
on a vessel which had stuck on a
rock within two hundred yards of
the cliff. It was evident that she
would go to pieces under their very
eyes.'

Is there no way of opening com-
munication with her 9

'
he asked of

an old coast-guard man.'Why, ye see, sir, we have sent to
Bilford for Manby's rockets, but she
must break up before they come.'' How far is it to Bilford ?

'
'Better than seven mile, your

honor..'
If we cwuld get a rope to them,

we might save the crew '
'Every one of them, your honor ;

but it ain't possible.''
Ithink a manmight swim out.''
The first wave would dash him to

pieces against the cliff.''
What depth of water is there ?

''
The cliff gpes down like a wall,

forty fathom, at least
'

'The deeper the better. What dis-
tance to the water '> '
'

A good fifty feet
''Well, Ihave dived off the main-

yard of the Chesapeake Now listen
to me. Have you got some light,
strong rope 9

'
'As much as you like.'* Well, take a double coil round

my chest, and do you take care to
pay it out fast enough as 1 draw
upon it.'

You won't draw much after tihe
first plunge;it "will be the same
tiling as suicide, everybit

'
'Well, we shall see There's no

time to be lost , lend me a knife
'

And in an instant he whipped off
his hat, boots, and pea-jacket , then
with the knife he cut of! it.s sleeves
and passed the rope through them
that it might chafe him less

The eyes of the old boatman
brightened. There was evidently a
metho-jd<in his madness. " You are a
very good swimmer, 1suppose, sir

9'

'
Ihave di\ed through the surf at

Nukuheva a few times.''
Inever knew a white man that

could do that.'
Tyrawley smiled

'
But whatever

you do,' he said, 'mind and let me
have plenty of rope Now out of the
way, niy friends, and let me have a
clear start '

Ho walked slowly to the edge of the
cliff, looked over to see how much
the rock shelved outwaids, Mien re-
turned, looked to see that there was
plenty of rope for him to cairy out,
then took a short run, and then
leaped as if from the spring-board of
a plinging-hath He touched the
water full fl\e-and-twenty feet from
the edge of the cliff Down into its
dark depths he went, like a plummet
but soon to rise again As he
reached the surface he saw the crest
of a mighty wave a few v ards in
front of him— the wave that he had
been told was to dash him lifeless
against the clifß. But now his old
experience of the Pacific stands him
in good stead. For two moments lie
draws breath, then, ere it icaches
him, he dives below its centre The
water dashes against the cliff, but
the swimmer rises far beyond it A
faint cheer rises from the shore as
they feel him draw upon the iope.
The waves follow m succession, and
he dives again and again, rising like
an otter to take breath, makingvery
steadily onward, though moie below
the water than above it

We must now turn to the ship
The waves had made a clean breach
over her bows. The crow are crow-
ded upon the stern. They hold on
the bulwarks, and await the end, for
no boat can live m such a sea
Suddenly she is hailed from the
waters. ' Ship-a-hoy ' ' shouts a
loud, clear \oice, which nukes 'itself
heard above the storm, thiow me a
rope or a buoy !

'
The life-buoy was

still hanging in its accustomed place
by the mainmast The captain al-
most mechanically takes it down,
and with well-directed ami throws-
it within a yard or two of the swim-
mer. In a moment it is under hns
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arms, and in half a minute he is onboard.

Come on board sir,' he says tothe captain, pulling one of his wet
curls professionally. The captain
appeared to be regarding him as a
visitor from the lower world; so
turning to the crew he lifted up the
rope he had brought from the shore.Then for the hrst time the object of
his mission Hashed upon theirminds, and a desperate cheer broke
forth fiom all hands, instantly i

-
L-

echood from the shore. Then a
strong cable is attached to the smallrope and drawn on board, then a
second and the communication is
complete. But no time is to be lost
for the stern shows signs of breakingup, and there is a lady passenger.
Whilst the captain is planning a sortof chaar in winch she might bemoved, Tyrawley lifts her up on hisleft arm, steadies himself witih hjs
right by the upper rope, and walks
along the lower as if he had been a
dancer. He is the hrst on shore, forno sailor would leave Ml the ladywas safe. But they soon follow,> andin five minutes the ship is clearfive minutes more and no trace ofher is left.

liavelstoke Hall has been aroused
by the news of the wreck, and Mr.
liavelstoke has just arrived with
brandy and blankets. Him Trawleyavoids, and thinking he can be of no
further use, he betakes himself acrossthe country once more, and by the
aid of the friendly elm regains hischamber without observation.

The lady, whom Tvrawley had de-
posited tm a cottage, with a strong
recommendation that she should goto sleep immediately, was soon car-
ried oil in triumph by Mr. Ravels-
toke to tihe Hall, and welcomed by
Lady Grace at half-past three in the
morning There weie \cry few ofthe guests who slept undisturbedthat night The- unusual noise in the
house aioused everybody, and many
excursions were made in unfinished
costume to endea\or to ascertainwhat was going on. The excitement
culminated when the miscellaneous
assemblage who had conducted the
captain and some of the crew to thehall, after being well supplied with
ale and stronger liquids, concenadthat it would bo the correct thing to
give three cheers at the hour of half-
past five
It was then that Lord Todmoul-ton, an lush peer laboring under an

erroneous impiession that the housewas attacked, was discovered on the
landing-place, in array consisting
principally of a short diessmg-
gown, flannel waistcoat, and a fowl-
mg-piece

Breakfast that morning was a de-
sultory meal. I'eoplc inushi'd andtalked about the wreck and began" again It seemed quite impossible
to obtain anything like an accurate
account of what had taken place
At last the captain appeared, and
though almost overwhelmed by the
multiplicity of questions, neverthe-less, between the intervals of broil-
ed ham and coffee, he managed toelucidate matters a little

Then came the question. 'Wtho is
it who swam to the vessel 9

' Ty-
rauley had only been at Ravelstoke
a few d.ivs, and was a .stranger m
the neighborhood None of the ser-
vants had reached the coast till it
was all over, so there had been no
one to recognise him
I scaiccly saw him,' said the

captain, 'but he was a dark, talhshnum. with a great deal ot beaid "
Was he a gentleman "> '

askedMiss Constance Ba\ nton, who hadbeen takmg a deep interest m the
v hole affair.

Well, tlye see Miss T can't ex-
actly say, for he hadn't much on ,
but if he isni. he'd nnike a good
one

—
that I'll go bail toi He's- the

coolest hand I ever saw Stay !
now 1 think of it, 1 shouldn't won-
der if he was a naval man, for he
[tulled his forelock, half-laughing,like, and said, "

Come on board,sir," to me, when we pulled him up.'
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