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. Oh
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laid | {0 a weather

:gamgnhu
{ moisture in his

swers,
: “I've got extrds for dinner to day,”
e e yr e maa | Frum e o dus | '
Retfipiaction atred or malicious art. | he'll have a mighty appetite after being
at them farrin’ .easokmg,mdl‘te
| a cushion for hisehair that mits by the
window.
and old Bess setmed w kuow he was
coming, for she brought me over in mo
time.™ i
«Quite Lkely Bell come to-day,”

bow he picked meiup out of the water
that dreadful night; snd when no one
scemed to want me he toock me home
with him; me, a belpless baby, with
nothing in the world but a ring on my
bright day at | finger with ‘Jo’ scratched on it.  Ob,
broad, shady | 1 wish I could do something big for
isan | him, so he would know.”

“Well, cheer up, lass; be's waiting

try and get » whitg, one; white is so
th- | pretey like, and I never bad s white
£ | dress in all my life,” glancing ruefully

haif an bour ago. Oume cr two ox- | Jike be bad to ge and go, *fore he could

teams are slowly creeping along the
road, loaded with trailing sea-weed |
! estly over the

get it”

he coly sigus just arcund the beadland something
| ‘white is coming iuto view. A few
more minutes and the great steamer
| «Block Island™ is overdue twesty uiin- | gaily bedecked with flags and pennants
creek and | burst into sight. Slowly, ‘too slowly
d pressto | for Jo, the boat ploughs alorg through
b | the bime water, until all dripping with
| foam and sparking in the sunshine,
| the buge wheels cease revolving and
the “Block Island” is in at last. The
ropes are fastcned, the plank is thrown
out and the passengers come ashore.

ing peal. Down on the beach the
angry surf is rolling in, mountains
high, and the fishermen are anxiously
old sailor who is | gasing out upon the dark waters as if
th just a suspicion of foarful of what such a storm might
accomplish.
Suddenly there comes a vivid flash,
a terrible reve ing roll, and in the
silence that fol the group of wait-
ing men gase With borror in each oth-
or’s faces. Then comes another flash
close by, aud on the outer edge of the
breakwater—they see a ship is going
to pieces. There comes the sound of
a signal gun, once, twice. All is con-
fasion mow. .The life-boat is manned,
pushed out and beaten back. Above
the angry sbrieking of the wind can be
heard the shouts of those on the beach,
the faint, despairing cries of those on
the doomed vessel, and the sobs of the
women who are endeavoring to keep
back their loved omes from seeking
Zeath in those terrible waters,
And it is death, Six stalwart forms,
so full of life only a few moments be-
fore, are stiffeniny; on the daswp sand.
Jtis of o use; Do boat can live in
such s storm, and bundreds of lives

! he will surely come

goes on, Diightesing up, “‘cause

I brushed up the team, too,

. “and be'll bring
things that I'm

dad. He's ol me many a time

upable and powerless to belp. :
The storm redoubles its fury. Ove
eh:rysbaﬁoflighmingudacqgoes
up from the terrified women. A
anbeaeennmoneof\.hedimsnded
masts; a figore with gray hair and
beard flowing in the wind.
PR o
They must try again. They cannot
Jet him die when she expects tsee
him so soon. Five pairs of hands are
ready. Can they have one more ? In
another moment it will be too late.
But, sce| Some one is hurriedly
advancing towards them through the
darktess aund mist; a slender figure,
wrapped in a shawl, with pale face,
and eyes that bum like coals in the
darkoess.
It is Jo.
She springs into the lifeboat beside
them. Her presence nerves them on,
snd they push off into the seething

waters.

some good Teason. P'raps he can’t

cach cormer, bat I begged him to

xisted Jess thap | down at the homespun -coiton. “May

For a few mme‘;ta she gaszed earn-
Is it smoke—

at long, thipfme of gray? Yes!

They bave come back, and have
laid her unconscious on the damp sand.
Some beam had struck her, and she
had ot spoken since. The hlue eyes
had closed; but thereisa smile on her

must perish while they stand there, |

white, with stars on't, and & great,
Jong sash ;- but 1—lost—it—in the
wreck—Jo 1"
«And a great, long sash!” This is
vory slowly. ' “Ob, Dad, if I ouly
could see it! But don't ery; I guess
1 don't wantit; I'm going to leave you
a little while, just a little while. T'm
going up there where they've lots of
white dresses, all shining and pretty;
and soon you'll come, %00, won't you
Dad? I'll watch for you, just as I
did here, and there won't be—any
storms—Dad—the vessel will sail—
right in on the blue water—an’ I'll be
looking ouf for you. Tl have ‘em
give me—a dress—with a big, shinmg
star oo it—an’ you'll know me, sure—
I knew you'd come I"
One last féeble pressure of his hand,
one little smile, and Jo wails and watch-
es no more on earth.
A strange calm falls upon the old
map. They cannot persuade himto
leave her for an instant. He is ut- =
terly deaf to their entreaties and,
kueeling by the bed, he presses, from
time to time, her ice-cold hand to his
lips. All through the long night he
keeps bis silent watch, and when an.
other morning breaks they find him
still there.
Mechshically he watches them robe
her for the last resting-place, in pure
white garments that a i ;
neighbor had hto@h t; unmoved he
sees them plade & few snowy buds in
y.k‘.m Mg e -
Presently the door opens slowly; »

ing fisherman comes in, and,
bending over the coffin, his tears fall =
Jike rain upon the face within.
“The little gal was so happy yester-
day,” he says qmingbtheoldmn
who, -even now, will pet remove his
gase from her.  “T'll never forget her
standing there and saying as how she
wished she could do something big for
Dad; aod she has, she has, poor little

>

Covering his face with his boroy,
hands, he breaks into bitter weeping,

and turning, leaves the room.

The old man leaves the room. His

whole frame changes. The terrible

calm has broken up, but no tears

come.
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