TRUTE.
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was maoking,—and which had a formal
sound in spito of mo,--and wept ovor her
ntil my lids were awollon and my handkor-
chief_a more mop, .

“ Roso, Rose, this will never, nover do
I blamed you at fieat, dear, when X thought
you had forgotton him, but now I know
YO“ wero true as long as there was any
wpe, I donot. I understand just. how
and why you aro going to marry Mr.
Grahauw. Do not pain yourself by a
singlo word of oxplanation, ‘And"—I
said the most comforting thing Jast, and
was rewardoed by scoing thie convulsive sob-
bing which so distreased mo consp~—**1
am very sure, if Jack know all, he would
not feel hard toward you ; ho would un-
dorstand, just as I do, Rose.” .

‘The wedding was to bo in tho little vil-
lago church, to gratify Mrs, Kent and on-
able all Wacasset to viow the coremony,
for thoe interest in ‘‘ tho wedding” was
universal and absorbing.

Preparations for the ovent went on in
every houschold.  Finery long folded
from tho light was brushed and aired.
China crepo shawls brought from over
scas by sailor husbands wero carefully
shaken out and lnid ready to drapo some
anticipating matron’s shoulders.  Best
conts and gowns of an archaic type were
{:rcssed out and refurbished, and the

ceceper of the “¢“ genoral storo” was
obliged to sccure the doubtful assistance
of the cobbler’s boy, such was the domand
for the vivid ribbons and primeval back
combs on his shelves.

Rosn moved dbout as one in a dreamw,
white ag » lily, with coyes that betokened
sleepless nights, I was glad that Mr,
Graham could not seo her. He had gono
to Boston for a few days, immodiately
previous to the wedding. Thoe marvellous
bridal dress and veil which had arrived
during his absenco hiad been oxhibited by
Mrs. Kent to the adwiring, appraising
cyes of overy woman in Wacassot ; but
Rose, as she touched the snowy, shimmer-
ing heap, only shivered.

1 was helping her dress the ovening she
was to be married.  Mr. Graham had ar-
rived, and had sent up a necklace com-
posed of threo strands of pearls for his
bride’s slender throat. I fastened thom
and gave her her bouquet.  Regardless of
her floating veil she threw her arms about
my neck. I held her to me quietly,
soothingly.

**Jt makes no difference now to Jack
dear.”

It may have been a cruel thing to say,
but it scemed best.

“YWhat if he isn't dead, Miss Grace?”
She ventured the words as if afraid of the
gsound of her own trembling voice. ‘1
have heard his voice in my cars all day.”

It was too lato for *‘what ifs” then,
but as Rose, a half hour later, amid a
breathless hush, stood with Stanley Gra-
ham before the white-haired clergyman,
awaiting tho words that would make them
one, she heard old John's exultant voice
ring out shrill and quavering,—

“Jack, my boy! Jack’s here! ho's
come home."”

Thero was a commotion near the door,
and a tall, bronzed young sailor made his
way forward. -

With a cry from tho depths of her
heart, forgetiul of all but that Jack stood
looking at her with reproachful oyes, sho
swayed toward him, and fainted, all in
hier bridal white, in his arms.

)

*“She was never mine. You aro tak-
ing only what was always yours,” said
Stanley Graham ; and so Jack took his
place. As Gralam kissed the bride’s
forchead I hicard him murmur,—

. “God bless you, and good-by, my only
ovel”

Ah ! how my heart ached for him ; and
there woro tears in Rose's cyes for a timo
after ho went quietly away.

Jack’s story is too long to tolt hero, but
should you over find Wacassot, thoro is
small doubt of your hearing it, somowhat
embellished, possibly, by the vivid Wa-
casact imagirtion.

Oy Aoy Holks.,

WILL VAN LEAFS WATERMELON
APOLOQGY.,

A 8tory for the Boya
BY MARGARET KYTINOE.

“Talking about apologies,” said Will
Van Leaf, **did I evor tell you about my
watormolon upology 1”

“You nover told me,” roplied Ned
Morningstar. “You may have told somnie
of the othor fellows.”

“Como to thiuk, I might have known I
hadn't,” eaid Will, ‘““’cause I'vo only beon
back to school threo days, and in those

.three dnys you fellows have scarcely given
.mo & chunco to get a ‘word in cdgeways,’

as my grandmother says ; you've had so
much to say yoursolves.”

It was a fine day in Octobor. School
was just out and the boys were lingerin,
on the echool house steps. Thoy ha
been listening attentively—with the ex-
coption of Will Van Leaf who listoned im-
patiently—to something Frank Smith wus
telling them, whon at last Will found an
opportunity of introducing his story of
tho season. He had not returned to
school until # month after the fall term
began, and since his roturn, though he
luvli11 beon fairly inundated with accounts
of summer vacation adventures and fun,
he himsclf, to quote his own quotation,
had scarcely “found a chance to get a
word in edgoways.” But now his chance
came in thisway :  Frank Smuth, describ-
ing & wonderful squirrel ho had seen in
the woods one day, declared that its tail
was four feet long. “I refuse to believe
it,” said Ned Moringstar. *‘I never saw
nor invented a squirrel with » tail longer
than threo feet and a half, and It bet P've
scen and invented more squirrels than
over you have.”

“Ah! ha! So youaccusec mo of false-
hood,” said Frank Smith, placing his hat
on tho extremo back of his head and
throwing himself into a fighting attitudo,
“and that is something my proud spirit
cannot and will not stand.  So come on
or make an apology.”

Then it was that Will Van Leaf said :
“Talking about apologics, did I ever tell
you about my watermelon apology 37 And
receiving a unanimous negative, followed
by a unanimous request to *‘go on,” he
wenton: “Well) you know, our folks
spent most of last summerat Uncle John’s;
ho owns & big farm on Staton Island, and
there was & lot of boys boarding up on
tho hili at Widow Pratt’s, and of coursoe T
soon got acquainted with ‘em.  And
didn’t we have jolly times boating and
swimming, and playing ball, and acting
theatricals, all made up by ourselves ; you
bet !

“Well, just half-way between Uncle
John's and tho boarding houso was old
Bartholomow's place. ‘Old Bear' most
cverybody called him behind his back,
‘cause he had such shaggy hair and oye-
brows, and growled instead of speaking,
and was so awfully ugly in every way.
And he had the biggest watermelon patch
for miles around. And onc day three or
four of the hill chaps and me—"

“And 1,” corrected Ned Rowe, called by
his comrudes “‘Grammar Ned.”  Oh,
bother 1" said Will, “let mo go on with
my story in my own way, Grammar Ned:
you can savo up tho mistakesand give em
to me when I'm through,” but ho accopt-
ed the correction all tho same.

““Well, three or four of thoe hill chaps
and I wero standing one morning peopin
througn the crack in tho fence at Ol
Bear's watermeolons, and oh | we did feel
such a longing for ‘en, they wore so jolly
ripok:mt’l fat, when along camo ‘Serious
Dick.”’ .

“Who was Scrious Dick 1" asked Frank
Smith.”

¢\ fellow bout 16 yecars old, who
worked for Unclo John, and always look-
ed and talked as though ho was preach-
ing," explained Will. © “*Woll, ho came
along and ho ato?pcd and pecped thmuﬁh
tho crack in tho fenco, too, and then ho

-

says very solemn, ‘Ain’t thent beautics!”
Don’t you corroct again, Grammar Nod,
Dick said ‘thom'—I didn’t, ‘Ain’t thom
benuties,’ saya he, ‘and thoro’s a dozen of
‘om 8o ripe thoyre roady to burst and

ought to bo prcked this minute. Thoy
won't be no good in a day or two.  And

won't it bo a ain and a shame to sce ‘o
a-rotting, for Old Bear don't go tomarket
till day aftor to-morrow, and ho wouldn't
give one away, no, uor sell one to any-
body around hore, no matter what hap-
ned. X say, beyo,’ says ho, ‘I wouldn't
lame you n bit if you borrowed a fow of
thom melon’s to-night. If you do, save
nme one, and X'l do as much for you some
time or other,’ and thon ho winked and
walked off, looking as sorious as ever,
Woll, that sot the Dall a.rolling, and wo
boys talked it over and agreed that it
wonld be a shame to let such melons rot
on the vines, and so that night we priod
a board off the fenco and crawled into the
E\tch and borrowed a dozen of ‘em.
Sloven of 'em wo ate on tho spot, and the
twelfth we saved for Serious Dick.
carried it home—pretty heavy it was too—
and stowed it away in one corner of the
barn under the hay.  And tho nextafter-
noon—1I didn’t see him before 'cause he'd
gone to New York with a load of cabbages
—I saw Scrious Dick going into tho barn
and I ran out and whispored to hiw, ‘your
melon's in there in one corner under the
hay.” But Dick started back and volled
up his eyes, and acted as if he was half
scared to death.  And says he, ‘Let it
stay there. I wouldn't touch it for noth-
ing.! “Why, what's the matter ' says I.
‘There's a dreadful row about them mel-
ons,’ says Dick, speaking very slow and
deep, ‘o dreadful row, Old Bear's missed
‘em and he swems thoy was the choicest of
the lot,and he'd marked "em himself 'cause
thoy was to Le sold this werry day for a
dollar apicce. And he says, in langwidge
it would make your blood run cold to
hear, that he will find and punish the
thicves if it costs him t-w-c-n-t-y dollars.’

‘t ‘Good gracious I’ says I, fceling my-
adif turn whito ; ‘how do you know ¢’

¢ “Met tho constable a-looking for ‘em
asd come along the road from York,’ said
Dick.

‘Ol dear, what shallwodo ¥'says [, ‘T
haven't got a cent, and I don't believe tho
other fellows have either. If we had we
might pay him for ’em ; but we spent all
cur money last Saturday, ’‘cause we eox-
pected to go back to scheol again so
soon.’

¢ ‘Guess you won't go back to school
for a week or two,’ says Dick, getting
solemner and solemner overy minute;
“fraid you'll spend that much time in tho
lock-up.” ‘Is thero no way of getting out
of the scrape without my telling my
mother about it ¥ says I. ‘I don't want
to tell her.  She'd fecl so awful bad—
though she'd get me out of it somehow I
know. Boys mothers always do. You
ought to help us,’ says I, “causo you wero
tho first one to speak about taking the
melons.’

¢ ‘Speaking and taking’s two different
things,’ says he.  ‘But if you want my
advice, T'm willing to give it to you.
P'raps tho old man isn’t such a bear ashe
looks. Most folk's ain’t "zactly what they
looks, and if I was you boys I'd go tohim
and make a handsomo apology, and I
should’t wonder if he let you off.’

‘“Well, I didn't stop for any more advice,
but hurried as fast as I could to tho houso
on tho hill, where I knew the other fel-
lows wero at dinner, and I give onesignal
shout and pretty soon thoy camo out with
their mouths full. Hobe Berry, he had
his pie in his hand, and he offered mo a
bite, but I didn’t feel like pio just then—
neither did ho nor any of the rest of ‘om
when I told about the constable and the
lock-up. They all looked as serious as
Serious Dick then, and gome of ‘'om were
for saying right up and down that wo
hadn’t been near the watermelon patch
for weeks. But says I, ‘I for one ain't
going to tell any lics about it.  Wo stole
tho watormelons and that's bad enough
without lying about it, and I proposo that
wo own up and mako an apology to old—

I mean Mr, Bartholomow.' *I second the
motion,” Ted liggins chips in,  *But.
who's going to do the tathing ! Wo ean't
speak all togother like the u!']mps in the
rimary. Pl do it,’ says ], for knowing

nelo John 8o long perhinps he'll take it
better from me.  And it had botter bu
dono at onco. I saw tho old man in tha
patch as I camio along.  So, fall in—right

Fabout face--march !

“Aud oft we marchud bravo onough
until we came in sight of Old Bear and
his men loading u big truck with melons
for tho wmarket.  Then our knees began
to wabble, and Hobe Borry, ho whigpered,
‘Let's cut aud run.' - But T kept right on
and the vest followed until wo stood in
front of the old man, and1began: M.,
Bartholomew.” ‘Hey ! ho shouted so
loud and fiorco that 1 fell back on Ted
Higgins’ sore foot and he yelled it to bo
heard o mile away, aud 1 folt sorry 1
hadw't cut and run when ¥Hobe Berry
wanted nio to, but it was too Iate then, so
Iwenton: ‘We bors 2rg vory surty wo

1]took those waternielons last might,” and

we've come to ask you to forgive us, and
lot us pay for ‘em as soon us we can.’
‘Stole sumo of iy watermolons did you ¢
says ho when 1 was through.  “That’s tho
fivst I knowed about it. But you've come
Just in timo with your *pology.  Off with
{our jackots and helploadup.  That’s the

ind of pay I'll take.” Aund we did help
load up until our arms and backs ached—
ol ! how they did acho—and I don't be-
lieve thero was o tireder Iot of fellows
anywhore when old bear let us put our
jnckots on again.  And after we'd put ’em
on and was wiping tho perspiration from
our heated brows—that's like they say in
printed stories—'lung comes Scrious Dick.
‘I thought it would be all right,’ says he,
‘and so I ate the watermelon you fcindly
left for me, and I found it werry cool and
refreshing.’”

Loss and Gain,

CHAPTER I.
‘] was taken sick a yearago
With blliousfover.”

“ My doctor pronounced me cured, but I
g:t sick again, with terrible Am.ins in my

ck and sides, and I got s0 bad I

Could not movo!

1 shrank !

From 228 lbs. to 1201 I had been doctor-
ing for my liver, but it did mono good.
did not cxpect to live moroe than three
months, I began to use Hop Bitters.
Directly my appotite returned, my pains lef$
me, my entire system scemed renewod as if
by magic, and after using several bottles I
am not ouly assound as a sovereign but
weigh more than I did before, To Hop Bit-
ters I owe my life,”

Dablin, June §, '81. R. FITZPATRICK,

How 10 GeT Sick,—Expose yourself day
and night; eat too much without exeroise ;
work too bard without rest ; doctor all the
time ; take all the vile nostrums advertised,
and then you will wast to know how (o get
well, which is answered in thres words—
Take Hop Bitters!

*Ten years ago the name of Lydia L,
Piukham was tcarcely knowa cutsido ot her
native State. To.day it is a houschold
word all over the Continent and many who
read tho sccular and religious journals have
become familac with the face that ahines on
them with a modost confidence, in which weo
read tho truth that ¢ Nothing ill can dwoll
in such a temple.”

GEO. ROGERS
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