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ittvltnvas then that she remembered the happen-- i

ings of the day before. She sprang from bed and
(encased her feet in a fair of soft slippers, and
donning a dressing jacket hurried to the window.

, She saw that the sea was a welter of white-creste-

charging waves that hurtled amid a miss
of driving spray up the beach and angrily licked
the granite setts of the promenade.

Again the gun boomed out, and as it did so her
startled eyes saw a rocket rise gracefully above
the sea and break with a deluge of stars, whose
light showed here where a liner lay caught in the
iron embrace of the rocks.

It was the sight of that dreadful catastrophe
that sent a great deal of the girl in Maribal to

the rosestrewn past she had left behind. An in-

stinct of womanhood came to her, and with it a
thought of Allen. Where was he?

'".--
"

She hurried to his dressing room and there
, saw evidences of a hurried departure.

Realizing the impossibility of sleep while out
, to sea men and women were hanging onto frail

Bpars and dismantled rigging, she dressed hasti-- f
v

,?c ly, and throwing on a mackintosh left the hotel
i and ran toward the Cat's Claws and the crowd

,t who watched a boat pitching and tossing along
side the doomed liner.

s
Maribal could hear their cheers as closly the

sea menaced passengers were lifted into a place
of safety; and as she came nearer she noticed
that the poop of the sinking ship was clear of hu-

manity and that the lifeboat, for so she judged
f it to be, was returning.

Maribal was among the women on the beach
, now, and look as she might she could not catch

a glimpse of Allen.

th. About her were many people from the hotel,
& hut these did not interest her; it was the fisher
g wives she watched, and their pale faces as the

lifeboad bobbed about like a cork in the boiling
Mr cauldron of tempest-stirre- d sea. Their men were

in that boat, and she could almost feel the beat
of their anxious hearts.r

Their men! The primitive instinct stirred for
the second time in her being, and she looked
about for Allen, but he was not there. Then it
was that the thought came to her, the knowledge

that he must have come to the wreck, and in com- - f

ing offered his help.
The idea sent the blood chasing- - from her

cheeks, and she mingled with the lifeboatmen'a
wives. Was she not one of them, and waiting
waiting for her man?

Once the boat seemed almost gone, and in an
ecstasy of fear Maribal nearly fainted; but the
vessel righted herself and sped on andon, and
lifted by the last defeated wave was flung high
and dry up the beach.

At once there was a rush to draw her higher
up the shore, and Maribal, her eyes alight, 'her
whole frame shaken by a feeling she had never
before experienced and could not understand,
was carried away in the wave of people toward
tho boat.

"Injured!" The word came to her as from a
distance, and she could feel herself murmuring
it in sympathy with the others about her as
though her mind was just a station for the news
and had to pasB it on.

"Some one injured a falling spar."
They were helping, the shivering women and

children out of the lifeboat, lifting some who
had found a merciful unconsciousness during that
terrible return dash through the seething seas.

"Lift him carofully," cried a booming voice,

and the white-bearde- d coxswain towered in the
boat and directed the men who were lowering a
very white, very limp figure to the sands. It was
a man, and about his forehead was a livid wheal
where the spar had struck.

Maribal's blood froze in her veins as she saw
that wan figure, and for a moment she felt pow-

erless to act; but it was only for a moment; the
next she had flung herself in a paroxysm of sob-

bing beside the unconscious figure and was cry-

ing piteously.
"My man! My man!"
' Only married yesterday, too, poor thing,"

whispered one of the hotel visitors to another,
and then sought to draw Maribal away; but she
would not go. Only when the doctor spoke ten-

derly to her and mentioned the chance of saving
her husband's life did she draw herself up as

lohe Wilson Hotel Grill

;, The only live spot in Salt Lake City. The
best and cleanest entertainment Our

' midday luncheons are unsurpassed, 40c.
We serve the best nine course Table d'hote
dinner every day from 5 to 8 p. m.y $1.00.
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WHEN YOU BU-Y- I
Buy The Famous I

CASTLE GATE I
AND

CLEAR CREEK I
COALS I

ASK YOUR DEALER IACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES

MINED AND SHIPPED EXCLUSIVELY BY I
UTAH FUEL COMPANY I
General Offices, Top Floor Judge Bldg. H

Go with the Crowds I
to the

Kenyon Cafeteria I
Everything that the market af- - Ilords, deliriously cooked and B

served at prices that afford an
opportunity for everyone to live
well. H

Breakfast, lunch and dinner; a
daily change of menus to suit Ithose who like variety. B

UNDER KENYON HOTEL I
IN OFFERING

Fairbanks-Mors- e Motors I

to the public, we do so with a full appreciation of the good M
qualities of other motors on the market, but also with the M
knowledge that however satisfactory present equipment M
may be, an improved product will find favor with pro- - H
gressivr and discerning buyers, and we oiler the Fairbanks- - M
Morse Motors for the investigation of those who want H
something better. Send for our catalog, No. 202-- de- - H
scribing our latest Ring Construction. H

Fairbanks-Mors- e & Co. I
167.169 Wcit Second South St. Salt Lake City, Utah


