TRUTIX.

ROSE:
A WACASSET ROMANCE.

BY LULU WHEDUN MITCHELL,
CHAPTER 1.

I have agreat deal of obstinacy about
me, for a small and rather meck-appear-
my woman, but 1 never thought of uppus-
ing any of old Doctor Peraval’s ordeds.
Der me, no; not even when he insisted
that 1 should go to Wacasset i May, T
submitted as o natter of coanse, after the
manner of Doctor Peraval’s patients in
generd, thought it was a month tou
carly.

“)Ynll need toning up, Miss Sterling ;
need salt winds and salt water.  Fidget-
g and fussing over your aid society and
your benevolent association and your soup
kitehens has drawn too heavily on the
vital forces, There's no sense in your
weanng yourself out fur an ungeateful set
of shiftless people, with never a ** thank
yon" for your time and money and
strength.  But if you dun't take proper
care of yomzelf 1 won't be answerable for
conscquences this summer.”

Hero the Jgood old doctor paused and
frowned and tried to look very fierce.
But nature had gven i a pare of kindly
blue eyes which frustiated such attempts
at seventy.  Shap eyes they were, to
have detected threatening symptoms of
which I mysell was scarcely conscious.
Bat Uwas weary and worn out after a
hard and busy winter, and so it cawme to
puss that .nstead of rebelling against
Wacasset in May, I set to work packing
my trunk with an actual feeling of relief.

There were few passengers on tho boat
su carly in the season, and when the bell
was rung noisily and *¢ Wacasset 1” cchoed
through the salon, it scemed as if thero
was a good deal of ado being made over
tho one lady in gray who was getting off,
after her one unpretentious trunk  had
heen landed ond over end, by a stout
deck hand on the wharf,

There was nothing tostop for at Wacas-
set, and the Twilight moved away into
the fog, taking her handful of passengers,
whose faces, us long as any wero distin.
guishable, scemed to express unbounded
amazement that a well-dressed woman,
cvidently from civilized centres, shiould be
getting off at that rude, thinly settled,
Iittle island, with a trunk.

At Wacasset, however, 1 had spent my
sunmels for anumber of years, with such
regularity that Iknew cevery family living
in the rough cottages sprinkled mmong
the rocky hulls and alung the shores,—
father and son, most of them,—for it was
fitteen years ago that I first climbed over
these rocks and ran down these sloping
hillsides with the light, tireless fect of
twenty.

The sun of my life rose and set here.
Yonder, in the bay, is the spot where the
brave young fellow, whose wife I was to
havo Leen, went duwn beneath the spark-
ling waters, It is a subject X rarely men-
tion, and I will not enlarge upon it in
these pages.  But knowing this you will
understand better, perhaps, how it is that
the unattractive hittleisland is dear to me,
and how summer after summer sces me
liere, @ grave, middle-nged woman, ramb-
ling about with sketeh-Dook or magazine,
or sitting on the rocks chatting with the
old light-house keeper, John Lancaster,
Ho is a quict, pleasant-spoken man, who
keeps the lamps * trimmed and burning,”
and—he knew my Robert.

CHAPTER II.

Wacasset, I decide shortly, is little
ckauged. The patches of verdure show a
brighter green against the rocky back-
ground, and tho sunshine lacks tho fer-
vency of July, as it shines upon me, or
mather my light catton wmbrella top, as I
stroll over the yellow sand.

Hero and there anew baby's blinking
eyes and tow head are exhibited for ad-
miring inspection, and I have tho privil-
cgo of naming tho very last arrival, a

tiny morsel of humamty rolled in flannol
umi punching its fut hands into its oyes
(after the manuer of very young infants
the moment it is awakened by tho soun

of my voice addressing jts mother.

“This makes the thirteonth, Mis,
Kent ?”

1 cannot help the aurprised tone.

‘“‘Thethirteenth,'m.” A baker'sdeen,
oxactly. 1 won't say ’s wo wanted this
one, but we'll find n way to take care of
her. glhe ot ser children aro growing up
fust, Ted and Jom go with their father,
now, and Dolly and Emmio both have
good places in the factory at Lowell.”

The tired woman twned in bed rest-
lessly, aud I shook up her pillows and
made her somo fresh lemonade.  The
practico of the past winter stood me in
good stead,

**And Rose wonld have it that nobody
but you must name her, though we didn’t
look for you su carly,—not for a month or
two. RRose, she”—

But I interrupted :—

“*Where is Rose? T want to sce her.
Sho is not away from home, surcly {”

“Idon't see’s we could let Rose go,
she’s that handy :nd helpful about,—
always was.  Hark! that sounds hke her
step, now; she’s been to crry old Granny
Hardy some curd cheese.”

A tall, full-formed girl entered and set
the pail she carned on a shelf, before sho
sawme.

* Rose' you look as fresh as the flower
you are named for,” I exclaimed, as with
outstretched hands she stepped quickly
toward me. ¢ lhave been sitting with
your mother until you came. And you
aro well i—but there is no need of asking
it~and happy 1"

* Quite well, thank you, ma’am.”

Rose's bright smile of greeting showed
the even rows of white, sound teeth be.
tweon her pretty lips.  Her warm-hued,
chesnut curls cﬂmg about the roundest,
whitest neck in the world, and the hands
she gave me in a close, friendly clasp,
though brown as a berry, were as well
formed ns those of many a Boston belle.
My bouny Rose! Memory carried me
bick to n day when Robert had lifted her
to his shoulder and carried her so, as we
walked up and down together in the twi-
light, she scattering, as we went, the
loosening petals of & handful of late roses,
upon our shoulders. He had been fond
of the pretty child, and year after year as
1 had seen hier pass through childhvod to
the mpe Leauty of her twentieth year, she
biad grown into my heart with her win-
some ways ; she scemed to link me, ns ny
other could, with the golden past.

Was I mistaken, or had a change come
over Rose, wlich, in the first moment of
meeting, 1 had overlocked? It scemed
to me, as we sat in the sunny doorway,
talking in low tones, that a shadow never
scen before dwelt in those bright eyes,
and themerry laughrarely fell fromherlips.
I was anold fricnd,~she had told me
last year that she had promised to marry
Jack Laneaster, so X ventured to whisper,
**What 18 1t, Rose, that troubles you?
If it 1s alover's quarrcl, they arc more
sweet than bitter in the end, as lovers
say.”

She looked up with “Haven't you
heard 7”” and thena querulous voico sound-
ed from thoe bed, und 1 had no wore time
to speak to her. 1 named the baby
Austice, after my mother. A sweet, old-
fashioned name,—it always reminds meof
caraway.,

CHAPTER III.

I havo leen sunning mysclf on the
rocks & good hour. The tide is out, and
I amuse myself by poking at some un-
}mplin barnucles with the tip of my um-
brella, There aro all sorts of curious,
sprawling things in the little shallow
pools, getting as closo in the shelter of
their prison walls as circumstances and
the awkwardness of their ungainly bodies
will allow. All around float lovely sca-
weed fringes ; I do not disenchanl myself
by removing any of it from its native cle-

ment, but sit contentedly Jobserving its

awaying beauty as it moves luzilfr with the
motion of the water. The salt air hes
abuudantly borne out Doctor Percival’a
anticipations.  Alrcady I feel new lifo in
my veins. I am rovolving in my mind
project of Lringing home of my pale,
peaked, littlo Boaton waifs to Wucaaset,
when I hear aman’s heavy atep, and turn
-to behold my old friend, John Lancastor.
1t is tho first time 1 have seon him sinco
my arrival,

Ho give o tug to hia cap, and in re-
gponsoe to my invitation, sits down near
mo, fingering his pipe.

*“Well, John, still at your old post, I
see,” I said by way of proliminary, us
John, sitting with lus eycs turned toward
the far horizon, did not scem ready with
any remark,

“ An’ liko to stay, Miss Grace, till one
or tho other o' us pegs out.”

T looked at the staunch, weather-beaten
light-house, standing like an impassive
sentinel on the point beyond, and then at
the keeper, grizzled and gray.

¢ You're thinkin’ it's like to be me that
tumbles first, Miss Gruce. Your cyes toll
what you're thinkiug about, samo as they
allus did.”

¢ When Jack comes homg from his trip
and settles down into o landsingn, ho will
bo able to assist you. Those lamps, I
know, make a great deal of work, and you
are getting along in years, John, to bo
going up and down such steep flights of
stairs evory day. And the responsibility |
think of it, in the terrible storms we havo
off the point.”

I had been attending to iy barnacles,
and was not prepared for the change on
the old man’s fuce us I looked up, at these
words spoken quietly, but with an effort.

¢ They haven't told you then—about—
my—trouble 3”

I saw it was indeed trouble. X shook my
head, in silence.

Theo old keeper loosened his neck-hand.
kerchief, and with his ¢yes fixed on one
point afar out, told me regarding his
trouble. Tt wasabout the only person
in' the world belonging to him, —=his
Jack.

I cannot write down the old man's
story as he gave it, with choking pauses,
broken words, and unfinished sentences,
cloquent of his grief.  The languago was
neither fino nor grammatical,—it might
look poorly in print. You would not feel
its pathos, for you did not sit beside the
bowed figure of the roughly clothed,
weather-beaten, old kecper, and feel your
heart aching and your checks getting wet
at the sound of his voice.

But briefly it was this :—

In one of the storms so prevalent there
in Jate autumn, the boat Jack saild in was
driven on the rocks and went down ina
terrible gale.

The Boston papers had given an ac-
count of the disaster, but I had seen no
copy containing tho names of the crew.

*“There wasno doubt that Jack™ had
been abeard 1 I ventured.

The old man shook his head ; they had
heard nothing since, not a word or *‘a bit.
o’ writin"."

Isaid what I could of comfort, and
camo away, leaving the keeper sitting
motionless in  thc bright sunshine, Lis
eyes never wandering from that fixed,
distant point.

“And oh, my poor Rose,” I thought.

As I glanced up to tho brow of the hill
I saw Rose. Sho was not alone. Her
companion was a gentleman of about
thiry-five years of age. He wore brown
whiskers, ¥nglish cut, and his clothes fit-
ted well,

CHAPTER 1V,

The little Austice throve apace, and
held out her fat arms knowingly when-
cver sho saw me, which was not often of
late, for the little house was overfull now
that Dolly and Emmie were homo fora
holiday*

A vaguo, impalpablo shadow had arisen
between Roso-and me, and though words
nover gavo it substance, it was keenly

felt,

Jack Lancastor had beon always asrent
favorito of mine. X had been his #yusted
confidante, and felt (a foolish notion, pos-
8ibly) as though responsible for Rose’s
constancy, So I telt voxed with Rose,
that sho should 8o soon bo on with the
now love, for Mr. Stanley Gruliaw, her
companion_en the hill, was recoguized
now as ‘“Roso Kent's city beau.” Un-
justly vexed, perhaps, for though Rose
passively accepted his courteous atten-
tions and companionship in her walks and
rows, there was, at times, little of plea-
sure manifeated in her sad cyes, and in
her mamner an entiro absence of coquet-
tish cncouragemont.  Notwithstanding
sho was onvied by every gixl on the
islagd, there was no assumption ‘of such
new dignity as would indieato the appro-
cintion of her good fortune.

“She doesn’t caro two pins,” was my
indignant_comment, and t?lo shadow be-
twaen us deepened. I wont less and less
frequently as days went by, ann when [
did stop o few moments, the terror of
Mis. Kent's monologues so jarad on my
ears that the subsequent intervals be-
tweon my calls were Iengthened.

Yot T could scarcely bring myself to
blame her. A hard-working, disappoint-
ed womnn all her life, it was most natu-
ral that her motherly pride and ambition
should desire this match for Rose, very
strongly. Rose, too, saw, every hour in
the day, innumerable ways in which this
sacrifice of herself could brighten the dull
horizon of the future for those dear oncs
in the poverty-pinched home.

Sheltored by high, semicireling rocks, I
lounged one clear murning, on the yellow
warm sands, just beyond the light-house

oint. I dreaded to epen my magazine.

tanley Graham's bright cynical sketches
therein had often proved amusing, but
whati if my beloved Wacasset was the
themo this month of his ruthless pen,
embellished, as 1 half suspected the ar-
ticle anight be, with o pen.portrait of
Rose, posod sensationally as ¢ The Island
Beauty " The voice of the object of my
meditation startled me. He and Rose
were standing facing each other, near the
water edge.  Screened from their view
by tho high rocks, it scemed wiser to stay
than go. He was paler, graver than
usual.  Thoro had Deen something de-
cisivo bstween them. Rose kept her
head bent down and away as they walked
slowly up the sands toward my rocky
nook.

“*You are very good to ask me again,
sir, when you know I can never caro for
any man as I did for—him,” she said,
without looking up. *‘They say some can -~
love twice, but they’re not such as me,
sir,” she continued in a low but carest
tone. ‘“But if you feel the same, now
you know how it is with mo "—

She hesitated, but raised her eyes brave-
ly. Ho caught cagerly at tho faint congent
sho %c.

““Rogo, my own! Dearest! Am I
sclfish in being 80 glad? I found, in the
fow days I spent away from you last week,
that my hopes of future happiness and con-
tent centred so entirely in you, that I
cannot give you up. I wish, dear” (ho
presses_the littlo brown hand tenderly),
**that I could make you half understood
how happy you liave made me."”

Not a suggestion of condescension in
speech or tono, though he was so far abovo
her in the social planc.

‘“Ho loves her truly,” I said, relin-
quishing my projudices as I caught a
ilimpso of his radiant faco bent over

osc'slovely brown head. It was not his
fault that he was not Jack.

CBAPTER V.

Roso camo herself to tell me of her ap-
yroaching wedding day. We sat in the
ay-window of my littlo parlor, looking
towards the sca. 01d John walked slow-
ly along tho beach. Roso's oyes followed
the old man’s bent, mournful figuro out of
sight, and shortly after sho laid her brown
head down onmy lap and cried a3 if her
heart was indced bresking, X stopped
short ina little congratulatory speceh I



