
Jones, and he left Jack Barrett as
a relic of a forgotten past

II.

"He is opening his eyes. He will
recover."

He opened his eyes, to see himself
looking into the face of a girl of
about twenty years. Dark hair,
bound back with a fillet of colored
cloth, a dazzling skin, milk-whi- te at
ihe throat, but tanned by the sun
above the chin. Garments of woven
fiber and bare feet in sandals. And,
in her eyes, a divine compassion he
had never seen before on any face
except his mother's.

Slowly consciousness returned to
him. He remembered his hardships
on the tramp ship, the brutal mate,
the drunken captain, the typhoon
that had struck them off Fiji, forcing
them to run for days before it; then
the grounding on the shores of the
unknown island, the wreck, the curs-
es of the sinking sailors, his own
fight for the plank on which he had
been washed ashore, to fall sense-
less upon the beach.

Days passed, during which he was
visited from time to time by serious,
strange-lookin- g men and women.
When at length he was convalescent
Jack learned where he was. It was
Pitcairn island, peopled by the de-
scendants of the mutineers of the
Bounty, who had fled there in .'the
18th century. God-feari- men and
women, they lived on the loneliest
island in the world, visited only once
a year by a government vessel.

Doris Adams, the girl who had
compassionately taken him into her
hut, was the

of the old pirate who
had become chief of the island.

Far from civilization, this little
community of souls led its simple
life, deeply religious, and unstained
by the follies and vices of civilization.
There were no rich, no poor. Money
was unknown to them. By a strange
chance, there were more women

than men upon the island. The ar-

rival of a strange men was there-
fore an incident of the highest im-
portance.

When Barrett was well he was ad-

mitted into the community and given
his own little patch of fertile land.
Wailing hands built him a hut After
a few weeks he was regarded as one
of the Pitcairn men.

The romantic attachment that had
begun between himself and Doris
lasted. It was impossible not to love
her. They walked together under
the palms; they stood side by side
upon the promontory, gazing out
over the sea; they were all to each
other. As the schoolmaster, Jack
had already acquired great influence
among the people.

One night two elders came to him.
"When the next ship arrives you will
go back to your own land," they told
him.

"No," answered Jack. "I shall re-
main."

"Then," they said, "it is not right
that you and Doris Adams should re-

main unmarried. All young folks on
Pitcairn are expected to marry as
soon as they can find mates. It is the
natural life."

"She is pining for you," said the
other. "Marry her, and then we shall
believe in you."

"I'll ask her," answered Jack, and
could not understand why the gray-bear- ds

smiled.

III.
They were married in the little

church, and the weeks that followed
were of unalloyed bliss to both of
them.

Now for the first time Jack Barrett,
as he had again called himself, tasted
of the fullness of life. He marveled
that he had ever loved another
woman.

But as months rolled on gradually
the island began to cloy. Fugitive
memories of the old world flitted
through his brain. He thought of the
tumult of Wall street again, and
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