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OBXPTER L i
AS you. cal'latin’ to buy

‘of them  turnovers, ‘bub?’

casually inquired Mr. Clark,

; ceasing to .gaze at his:

steaming boots, which were planted

against the bulging center of the sta-

tion stove, and turning toward the

boy at the lunch countet.

“Yes, sir,” said the boy. He hag i
taken off one worsted mitten and held
a five cent piece, clntehed tly
his red fist. ﬁﬁh ﬁl

The station agent wrapped the pas-
try in-& piece of newspaper and hand-

The boy, a youngster of about twelva
rears of ager witha II'W Tace’'ana
a piir of bmght sray’

“turnover to tlle
of the waiting room and began to eat.
He had on a worn cloth cap with an
attachment that could be pulled dow
to cover the ears ‘and 4 shdbby over-’
coat of man’s -size, very much: too'
large for him. As he mun?ned ,gle
greasy crust and the thin Tayer of

evaporated” apple he looked zground
lum with interest.

The station itseif was like the aver-
age railway building on Cape Cod.

xcept for the sign “Harniss” that
hung outside it might have been the
station at Wellmouth, which he had"
seen  So often Battered set%
around ~ the walls; lithographs
Bteamers, time tables .and year old
announcements of excursions and coun-
ty fairs bung above them; big stoye 1
set in a box of sawdust—all these
were the régulation fixtures. Regula-
tion also were the “ret?shments" on
the counter ‘at the. ‘sige—%tu Yers” ar-
ranged co n&e sh)gon under a gl@,s
cover, with 1 ‘dingy ngton” ple

under anether cover and Jars of strip-
ed stick candy, with boxes of ‘“Jaw-
breakers” and similar syeetmeats he-
tween, ' AR i 3

It was snowing hard, and in the
dusk of the winter evening the flakes
rustled against thé windows as if ‘un-
seen old ladies in starched summer
gowns were shivering in the storm apd
crowding to get a peep within. The
air in the shut waiting' room smelled of °
bot stove, sawdust, 'wet clothing and
Mr, Clark’s cigar. To this collection
of perfumes was presently added the
odor of kerosene as the 'station agent’
lit the big lamps in their brackets on
the wall.

From outside came the sounds of
creaking wheels and stamping horses,
the stamping mufiled by the snow
which covered the ground.

The goor opened, and a big man with
a faee of which giray whiskers and red
ngse were the most prominent features
came stamping and puffing into the
room. {He jerked off a pair of leather
gloves, playfully shook the c¢ongealed
moisture from them down Mr. Clark’s
neck inside his collar, tossed a long
whip into the’corner and, holding his
spread fingers gver the stove, }) n to
sing “Whoa, Emma!’ with enthisiasm,

Mr Clark, being too busy clawing the
meling snow from his neck to open a
conversation, -Mr. - Bodkin observed:
“Hello, Barney Small! How's the trav’l-
in’? Have arough time drivin’ over?”’

Ok, middHn’, ‘middlin’,” ‘repliéd the
driyer of the Orham stage, unbutton-
ing his overcoat and 5 aching for his
pipe, “but’this earth’s'a vale of; tears
an;how, 80 what’s the odds so longs
vou're happy. Hello, Dan!” The last a
shouted greeting to the station agent in |
the little room, whose apswer was a
waye of the hand and’ ;ledelong nod
acrgs the )elegraph mstrpm

bat’s dom’ over in Or am Bar- =

ney?” inquired Mr. Clark.

“Prissy and Tempy’s 1dopted a boy.”

iChe agent evidently was interested.

“The old maids?”

/Yup, the old maids. I s’pose they
cgme tq, -that they neeéded a man
’roynd the house, but as there wapt
no bids in that line they sort of com-
promised on a boy.”

: You don’t mean the  Allen old maids
that live down on tg:e lpvter ;oad. do
you?’ asked Mr, Bodkin." *

“Sartin. ~I said the old maids, didn’t
12 Thetes plenty of single women in
u‘?am but when you say ‘the old

ids’ in our town everybody kmows

| mean Prissy and Tempy.”
‘What about the boy, Barney?’ said
tho station agent, coming into the |
waiting room.

“Why,” said Mr. Small “it's thls
way: Seems that Prlssy and Tempy s
father, ‘h?ld (,, \p’n  Drius, | Allen-—hes
been dead slx yeurs or, more now-had
a4, niece’fame” of ‘Sophia, that marrie:]
Cap'n Ben Nickerson over to Well-
month. Cap’n Ben and his wife had
one son. 1 think the boy’s name’s
Bradley. - Anyhow Cap’n’ Ben and his
wife was drowned off the Porfuguese
coast two years ago when Ben’s bark
was lost. Maybe you remember? Well,

yo

the boy was left; at home that voyage |-wws

with Ben’s ha’f brother, S’olon Nicke
son, se's the youngstér could
school. When his folks ias drownded
that way the boy kept on livin’ with
Solon till *bout three weeks ago Solon.
was toek with pneumony and up and
died. Prissy and Tempy’s the only re-
lations there was. you see. so it was
le{t te them to say what should _De.
€. with the boy,
t, luve heen some “high | 9
wowin’ in the old house, liut the old

‘%Mn

and they
(le .to take the little feller to bring .

.-;hemtwotohaveaboylntheh

- wasa hen.” P ‘

settee in’ the comer%

! t,hixs

20 t0<

I cal’hte there

consclentlous s or
g0 everlastin’ ‘old mi%??
fin'lly ' decided ’twas -their

T,}at’s the way I heaad the yarn.

ept’ lt " secref until yeste Y.

%v the hole town’s talkin’ 3.lgl:)lut
see, t’s such a d joke ,

se :

Why, Prissy’s been used to shooin’ |

every stray boy off the place as if he

Mr. Small laughed so heartlly at thls
 that the others.joined in. When " ‘the |
“hilarity had subsided the station agent
‘| asked:
“When’s the Nickerson boy eomin
over from Wellmouth ?” 4
~ “Why, today, come to think of it.
‘He was to come up on the afternoon
train from Wellmouth and go to Or-
ham with me tonight. You ain’t seen
nothln’ e
he sta n _agent. lnterrupted him
th a side ong movement of the head.
‘Huh"” queried Mr. Small. Then he,
pany’ with “Mr."Clark and Mr.
7 ,turned toward the corner of
the waitiug room. 2
'»ml? boy who had bought the apple
ovpr,” aving finished the last
ot that viand, had-turned to the
“and’ was looklng out threug

in: the frost
% ad shaded his face wt%
his hands 0
though }le must hay

ut out tﬂe lampligh!
heard the
conve atgon ls ‘manner ietrayed no |-
‘ihterest in it. :
Mr. Small interrogated rthe station !
t by Faising his evebrows. The.
dgent whispered, “Shouldi’t wonder.”
and added, He came on the yp train
ter:
g’, boy = smd Mr. Clark; who nev-
er lgt consideration for other people
intérfere 'with “"his own curiosity,

ln

i
ll.

“what’s your name?”
The boy turned from the window

strick his's eyes, faced the group by the |
sfove. His freckled cheeks glistened ;
ag the light shone upon them; but, as:
it he knew his, he pulled the big*
sleeve of the overcoat across hls face
and rubbed them dry.
at’s your  na
theyzg grlverk}fn y.

N rson,” satd jthe boy in 2 low
tone. I
I “I want to know. Your. fust ume
ain’t Bradley, is 1t? A I

“Yes sir.”

“Sho, well, there now! Guess you’re !
goin’’ to ride over with me then. I
drive the Orham coach. Hum, well, I
declare!” ‘And Mr. Small pulled his
beard in an embarrassed fashion.

“Come over to the stove .and get !
warm, won’t you?” asked -the station
agent.

“I ain’t cold,” was the reply.

The trio by -the stoveé fidgeted in si-
lence for a few moments. and then :
Mr. Small said uneasily: “Ain’t it
'most time for that train to be ln"l
She’s a ha!f hour late now.” i

“She was twenty-five minutes late

e, sonny‘.” said

‘ at Sandwich,” said ‘the station agent;

“and she’s prob’ly lost ten. minutes or i
80 since. She’ll be along in‘a little
while now.” !

But in spite of this cheerful prophecy
a full fifteen minutes passed before .
the traln which had been started from '

e
- “What's your name, sonny?”

Boston with the vague idea that some
‘tilne or other it miZht get to Province-
,fown, came coughing . and panting
round the curve and drew up at the
station platform. Only one pa T
&0t out gt the Harniss station, fnd
he stopp\mg for a woment to. hand his
‘trunk check to the station agent, walk-
.ed ‘briskly into the waiting room &nd
sl med the door behind him.
Héllo!” he hailed. pulling off a buck-
skln glove and holding out a big h
‘to the stage driver. “Barney, how’s
she headin’?”
“Mr. Small grinned and took the prof-
fered hand.
“Well, 61‘or the land’s sake, Ez Tit
comb!” exclaimed. |
drop from? Thouglit you' was some-
wheres. off the coast hetween New
York nnd Portland jest ‘bout now.”
J#Got shore léave forw fortni’t or so,”
said the newcomer, unbuttoning ‘his
overcoat with a smart jerk hnd throw-
it widé open. '\choouer §prung a
ak off l},ay hesz st trlp, and she’s

* s

“Where’d you | 8¢

“In ‘my pocKet

Jearned that his

Minasd's Linimeit Core

~leaned

W eather. ain't it? Hello, Lbn.
.ru\. abe you, [ke?* -
. Clark and his l‘rlend grinned and
YOS m.l(\ed “How ‘are yow Cap’n EZ?"
i auison,
‘The arrival was.a ‘short, thnckset man

r{with a sunburned face,. sharp eyes,

bair that was a reddish brown ‘ sprin-
kled with gray and a close ‘clipped.

. aiustache of the same color. He wore a,
b me overcoat over a.blue suit and held!|

firmly . In one cornmer of-his
Hrs movements were quick

a’ cigar
mouth.

; and sharp‘and he sfiapped out hls sen-’
»Tences with vigor, -
“IFull' eargo tonight?’ he asked ot'

Mr. Small, who was buttoning his'

overcoat and puuing on his gloves. .
“Pretty nigh an empty hold,” was

the reply. “Only ’bout one and a ha’f |

goin’ over. You’re the one, and the boy !

here’s the ha’f. All aboard!’ Come on,
Brad. You and thé cap’n git ingide,
while me and Dan git the dunnage on
the rack.” :

The boy picked up the carpet bag and
followed Mr. Small out to the rear
platform of the statlon.\ where 'the
couch. ‘an old fashioned, dingy vehicle,
drawn- by four sleepy  horses, stood

wamng
tol&pd. his oY

iy i

Cuptam Tltco
codt. flapping” ur

-'B’ere"smey *"he obServed, "have Q,
the r?ad. Hay m;

5L B Rbet |

he added in a whxsper to the station ‘

cig}ar to smoke on-
ere. Lom;

u and fke."Who'

agent.

“Ben \1ckerson s boy trom Well-
mouth Hes ‘comin’ down to'l ham to
live W|th ‘the old haids. Théy ve g,ppt
ed him.”

“The old maids? Not the old maids?
Not Prissy and Tempy?’

“Yup. ' ‘All right, ‘Barney; I'm com-
ln! ”

and, blinking a little as the p_gm' The station agent hurried aw y to

help the driver ‘with the captajn
: chest, and its owner, apparent]y over-
! come ‘with astonishment, climbed mute- -
‘ ly- into  the 'coach; where his tellow |
passenger had preceded him.’ :

The ‘ol vehicle rocked and groaned
as ‘the heavy -chest was strd on
; the racks behind. Then it tipped agaln
a8 Mr. Small climped clumsily to the
driver’s seat.

“All ashore that’s goin’ shore! shout-
ed Mr. Small. “So long, Dan. Git
dap, Two-forty!”

The whip cracked, the coach reeled
on its springs, and the whole equipage
disappeared im the snow and black-
i pess. >

* * * * * ] L

The boy, Bradley Nickerson, had nev-
er ridden in a stagecoach before, and

: after ten or fifteen minutes of jolt and
. roll he decided that he never wanted to

ride in one again.

Suddenly Captain Titcomb, who had
been silent so far, spoke.

f‘Heavy sea on tonight,” he observ-
ed. “’Pears to me Barney’d better
, take a reef. = She’s rollin’ consider’- ¢
' ble.” 4 -

The boy
sir.”

“Goin’ all the way to Orham ?”’ asked
the captain,

“Yes, sir.”

“Got folks over there, I presume

laughed and said, “Yes.

‘ likely. Friends or nothin’ but jest.re
. lations ?”

‘“Relations, I—I1 guess.”

“So!" Well, I've got a good many re-
lations over there myself. Faet is,
I've got relations! seems to me, 'most
everywheres. ‘Father used to have so0
many ot ’em that when he went vis-
itin’ he ssed call it “goin’ cousinin’’
My n ne’s” Titcomb. “What do they
call you when your back ain’t turned?”’

The boy laughed again in a puzzled
way—he scarcely knew what t6 make
of n?is questioner—and. said t,hat his
1ame was Bradley Nickerson. -

“Nickerson, hey? " That. settles it;
you’re a Cape Codder. Minute I meet
anybody named Nickerson I always
know they’ve got the same kind of
sand in their boots til:at I have. Is it
Qbed Nickeréon’s folks yoti’re Boin’ to

“No sir. Im goin’ to live with Miss

Priscilla- Allen.” Her and her sister.
They was some of mother’s people.”
, “Sho, well I swan!” muttered the
captain., “Prissy ‘and Tempy, hey?
Then Dan ‘wa’n't foolin’. A.ud you re
goin’ to }lve with ’em ?”

“Yes, sfr. Do you know ’em?”’

“Who—-me? Oh, yes! 1 know ’em.:
I'm a partic’lar’ J[riend. of fheirs—that
is,” he added cauuouw. % call on em
gnce tn‘ ‘awhile jest fo say ‘ﬂow dre
Jou? y? You ?lxdn’t Igear any of

em fellers at e depot W~
’tt?out m% agmd th(ta*n: did you.;w No! Well,
all right, T jest thought— Oh, yes! I
know ‘em. “Nice folks as ever whs but

what you might eall a little, mite ‘sot’

in their ways.’ Do you always wipe
Your feet when you come into the
house?”

“Why—why—yes, sir, if I don’t for-
et it.”

*“All right. It's a good habit to git
into, ’specially /if you're goin’ to walk
on Pl-issy‘s floors. - Someétimés I've
w)shed 1 could ‘manage to put my feet
viien I've been there. I
wonder if I _kunew your father? What
was his name?’ )

B;(s;p.lgy told his’ father’s name and in
response fo the captain’s tactful ques-
tt.ionlng a good deal more ‘besides. In
act,
knew all about the hoy, where he came'
from, how he happened to come and-all -
the rest. And Bradley for his part'

anion com:
ed t CO, ting ic%%:per Tho T’lx;o-

ane.,that he had been a sailor ever

since he was fourteen, that he had a :

marvelous fund of sea yarns and knew

bow to spin them. and that he (Brad-

ley) liked him. %
By and by the captain noticed -that

| the boy’s replies to his “cheerful obser-

vations were growing rather incoher-'
ent, and, snspectlng the reason. ho

eem;”eq}w iit;. &e& '0‘

forward and smiled to

~’:_“ w dt .&%f §°§M m rensln,

before long Captain Titcomb

fs’le‘y Erevelﬂ:-
upon the cushlon. t{st asleep.

When Bradley awokei Captain T
|.comb was staudlng on the g*ound by
the open-door of 'the ‘coach, ;

“Good hight, Brad,” he said, “Here s
wheye I'm bound for.. You've got a five
minute ride or S0 move *fore you git to
the old mai—that is, to Prissy and
‘Tempy’s. I'll see you tomorrer. Xou
hiid me’s goin’ fo be ehums, you know.”

bumped on-again. This  time the boy
did net' sleep, but, holding on to the
strap, tried to peer through the snow
crusted 'window. He saw a light here
“iind there, but little else.” After a short
| interval the coach furned a sharp cor-
ner, rolled on’ for perhaps twice its
length and then stopped.

Mr. Small opened the door, and Brad-
ley, looking past him, saw the side of a
large ‘house and a hghted doorway,
~with two temale figures, ‘one lum
and the other/ slender; -standing {in*
From behi them the  ‘lamplight
streamed warm and bright and sent
“their shadows almost to his feet.

“Come on, bub,” said the stage
er. ‘“Here’s where you git out. ‘S
Prissy.” he shouted. “‘here'l Y’our new
boa.t'der i ; {

CHAPTER 11,

HE plump woman, whom Mr.
Small had addfessed as “gﬂn
Piissy” wis coniting into
stage drivers'pilm'a Sam’ 'ﬁl

su:ail, change from a porténtbus 'blaek

wellet that fastened with a strap.
“Good night,” said the d?'lvpr. ket-

l;g the money, with a Frun an jln-

e. Like the boy, he had been very
careful not to step off the mat. **

_ night, Miss Tempy. 'Snow’s leitin’ up a
little ‘mite.. Guess ’twill’ be 'cléar: by
- mornin’. ‘Good night, Brad.”

The plmnp lady  closed the door be-
hind hlm Just in time fo shut out the
. opening notes of ‘the “Sweet By and:
By.” "'Then she dropped thé hook inte
the” staple, ‘wound the leather strap
carefully about the wallet, placed the
latter in a coxﬂpartment of a tall chest
of drawers in the corner, turned the

+&ey upon it and put the key under the
alabaster candlestick on ‘the miantel.
Theén she turned to the boy, who, hold-
i ing his! carpet bag -with hoth hands,
i still stood uneasily on the mat, while
: the slim lady fidgeted in front of him.
“Bradley,” said the plump lady—she
was dressed in some sort of black ‘ma-
terial that rustled and wore a lace col-
lar, jet earrings and a breastpin with a
braided lock of hair in the center of it
~“Bradley, we’re real glad to see you.
I'm Miss Priscilla; this is my sister,
Miss Temperance.”
“Yes, Bradley,” coincided “Miss
Tempy,” “we're real glad to see you.”
She was the younger of the two and
was gowned in what the boy learned
later ywas her “brown poplin.”
hair was not worn plain, like her sis-
ter’s, but had a little bunch of curls
over each ear. She also wore a hair
breastpin, but her earrings were gold.
Bradley shook the extended hands.
Miss Prissy’s red and dimpled and
Miss Tempy’s thin and white, “with
twe old fashioned rings on the fingers.
“Won’t you—won’t you set down?”’
ventered Miss Tempy after a rather
awkward pause,
“Why, yes, of course,” said Miss
Prissy, “and take your things right off
_do ”
Bradley placed the carpetbag on the
corner of the mat and pulled off the
shabby overcoat. The jacket and
trousers beneath were also shabby, but
it was at his shoes that Miss Prissy
glanced, and, oddly enough, their con-
dition ‘served to break: the formality.
“My goodness me!” she ejaculated.
“Jest look at his poor feet, Tempy
Allen! Come,_right over to theé stove
this minute and take off those shoes.
They’re soppin’ wet through 4
"“No, ma’am,” protested the boy.
“They ‘ain’t, honest They only look
0" f
“Don’t tell me!" commanded Miss
Prissy. “Go right over to the stove
this minute.”
Bradley reluctantly obeyed, stepping
gingérly  acéross the spotiess oilcloth
and taking as long strides as possible,
It did not add to his comfort to see
Miss Tempy shake the melting snow
into the" center of the rope mat, fold
the latter carefully together and dts-
appear with it into’ the’ kitchen: 2
+ Miss Prissy piloted him to the chintz
covered ‘rocker by the big “airtight”
stove, Then she proceeded to unlace
‘the patched brogans, ¢ommenting in an
undertone upon the condiﬂon of "the
‘toeklngs beneath.

“I'm ’fraid,” said Bradiey fearfully,
“that I've 1:? some ‘Snow water bn
your floor, am.”

“Don’t say a word. Thank goodness

driy-

‘3

'3

your feet ain’t so wet ds I thought they

was. Put ’em fight on the rail of the
stove there while I go up to the gar-
‘ret and ‘get those slippers of tather’s
I'll 'be right back.”

She hurried out of the room just as
her sister entered it by thé other door.

“Now, set right still,” said Miss Tem-
Py, bustling about. with ‘the steaming
teakettle in her hand. “I'm g’lo‘l;i to
make you some pepper tea. re’s
nothln’ in the world like pepper tea
when you’re llkely to catch cold.”

“Pepper tea” was a new prescrl tion
for the boy, and he watched with" nter-
est “while ‘Miss Tempy furned som\
milk into a bowl flooded it with" boi
- ing water, added a spoonful of sugar
and. vigorously shook the pm box
.overthe mess,

“There!” she said.. “Now drlnk that,
every drop. Ain’t you hungry?”

. Bradley, with tears in his eyes, the
result of the- first swallow of pep

a, gaspingly protested that he' vfsgler

‘bungry. not very. The sight and smell
of .the loaded supper’ table were “so
témpting that the denial was rather
half hearted.

“Not very! When did you have any-
thing to eat last?”

“Mr, Bar_tlett—hes the s’lectman at

4

:% slipped s!m' .

The door was shut. Mr. Small struck ‘s'
up “Lamptown Races,” and the stage !

Her |

llmouth—-—;ave e a
epot "fore. 1 started, ma’am, and ]
'bought a turnoverat Harniss”
My sakes! Prissy’—to her sister,
- who.came ‘rustling -in—"‘he hasn’t et a
thing but a saudwich and a turnover
since mornln' Now, come righp over
to the table, Bradley, and set down,”
AB the boy\ate he looked about the
room. ‘It was a big room, with a low
ceiling. spotlessly swhitewashed. The
ollcloth on the floor was partially cov-
ered ‘with braided rag mats with ear-
pet centers. On the window shades
were wonderful tinted pietures of cas-
' tles and mountains. The table was
black walnut, and there were five rush
seated chairs, each in its place agamst
the wall and looking as if it were glued
"'there: The sixth of the set he ‘accn-
pied. Theén there was’the chintz ¢ov-
ered rocker and another rocker painted
black; with a worn picture of a-ship at
sea on the back. There was another
ship over the face of the tall wooden
clock in the corner. This craft was
evidently the Flying Dutchman, for
every time the clock ticked it rolled
heavily “béhind a fence of 'tin waves,
but 'didn’t’ ‘ddvance an inch.' On ‘the
walls' Were Several works ‘of art, in-
cdluding a spatfer work motté, a wreath
made ot mshells under al glass and

women and chlh;ron rewed
by a solemn indlvidua] in his shi
sleeves, moving over a placid sheet of
’witer toward &n"unseen port. =
“Cap'n Titcomb,” ‘remarked Bradley,
whose 'bashfulness “#is ' wearing' off,
“¢hme over in ‘the cbsch ‘Wﬂh me t‘o-
mt.n
The effect of this announcement was

remarkable. ‘Miss Prissy looked at

“K Y

Bradley shook the extended hands.

Miss Tempy, and the latter returned

the look. Strange to say, both colored.
“Cap’n 'Pitcomb?’ faltered Miss

Prissy. “Cap’n Ezra Titcomb?”

‘“Yes, ma’am. He talked to me ‘most
all the way. I liked him first rate.”

“Why—why, I do declare! I didn’t
know the cap’n was éxpected, did you,
Tempy ?”

, “No, I'm sure I didn’t!” exclaimed
the flustered younger sister. “Did: he—
did he tell you why he was eomln.
Bradley ?”

' “No, ma’am, but I heard him tell’ the
man that drove the coach that he had
shore leave for a week ’cause his
schooner was laid up for repairs. He
said ‘hé knew you, though, and that he
was comin’ round to see me ‘tomorrer.”

This remark caused 'quite as ‘much
embarrassment and agitation as that
concerning the captain’s presence in
the coiich!/ The two ladies again glanc-
ed hurriegly at each other.

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed Miss
Prissy. “And the settin’ room not
swept and the windows not washed!
I'll ' have to get up early temorrer
mornin’. I'm so glad I fixed that ruf-
fle. on my alpaca,” she added in an ab-
sentminded soliloquy.

“And I must finish that tidy for the
sofy, » gaid Miss Tempy nervous]y
“I’ve only got a little more to do on it,
thank’ ' goodness! ' Prissy, I'm' goin’ to
put an dron on. I want to press my
‘other collar. ' Did—did ‘the cap'n say
anything more abput me-us, I mean?
she added, looking at the stove.

“No, ma’am, he didn’t” replied the

d “He Jest asked about’ me and
told stories and talked.”"

Miss Tempy seemed a little disap-
pointed and made no comment. Her '
sister, too, “Was "silent. Presently
Bradley yawned. He tried to hide it,

but : Miss Prissy, coming out of her '

trance, saw: him.

“My  sakes,” :she -excla , “what
are, we *.of, keepin’ you up this
way? It's, atter 9 o’clock. . Let me get
the lamp., Tempy, you do up that
Soapstone for his feet.”

T e N . L .

Bradley was up early the next morn-
lng, and his dressing was a sort of jig,
for it was« treezlng cold. When: he
went do;%n.s rs it was evident that

things ha n going on. Miss Prissy
caiide 6iit of The sitting roord, bearing a
broom and #ith her ‘“alpaca” gown
cqve;;ed with an apron. Miss Tempy,

v her 18 done up in papers, was. busy
'qlth the “tidy” for the sofa. Each of
the siters was nervous and excited.

* M8 Prissy said a stiff lttle | grdce at
the breakfast table.- Miss Tempy had a
large cup of “pepper tea” - for herself
‘and urged Bradley to partake but the <
elder sister came to the rescue and
‘gave him hot milk and water lnstead.
After the"meal was over‘and the 'didh-
‘es’ 'washed Miss: Prissy - went out to
feed the hens, and Bradley went with
her. The house, seen by ddy, was a
blg, square bulldlng, badly in need of

uint. The roof was four sided and
“slo] ‘upward to a cupola ip the cen-
“tér. " From its closely shut front door
snow covered box hedges in parallel .
lines defined the path to the front gate,
also Jocked and fastened and ltke' the
¥ont door, onlv used on ogcasions.

here was a large tumbledown barn,
wlth an empty pigpen back of tho

saqd\\ lcp atf

bonsewaumngﬂisea Y lnt}u
.vear of the barn. ‘Adv‘ W

Next door. to- the. lett——on the rizht
was a vacant ﬁeld——\“ls a sm,xll siory
and 4 half cottage; sepurited f*om the *
Allen bhousehold by a buiard’ fence’  One,
of the Boards in this t ce had fallen
‘dowd, and’ as Bradley, walling in Miss
Prissy’s wake, passed this @emng he
suw a.girl, apparently aboug,ebj\s own
age open the | okk door of 'the YHolise
 next door.and look out at him. He
wanted to ask'who she was, tmt edn’t
feel well endough acquainted:with his
gunde to do so just yet. $

Just.as the dozen hens and louesomo
lookm" rooster were fed--Miss Prissy
informed him thact by ‘@nd’ by looking
after the poultry would: be oné of his
duties—Miss Tempy’s voice was heard
calling excitedly from the kitchen door.

“Prlssy," she screamed—-—"Prissy, come
in the house quick! He’s comin’! The
cap’n’s comin’ "’ / 52

“My ‘land!"” exclaimed the elder sis-
ter wildly, and, her dignity tu‘otten,
she almost ran to the house, followed
by Bradley, who didn’t unde, W the
cam}l;e tthye excitenfent, " 4

“Oh, my sakes,” ejaculated Mise
Tempy as they entered the kitchen,
“what ‘madé’ him “'coine’' 8o early?
Yowil have to'see him’ first,
ll’wemioﬁmm‘tf £ o
Miss  Prissy rushed into.the f
room, wheeled a chair into place, m
tidy straight, lald the phoetogr
bum exactly in the cento!’& the
instead “of two inches trom ' ‘the "ol ge
and “patted her 'owh hair with Her
hands)/dddgitig in front of “the
gilt framed mirror  as she did
Then, -as'“a smart kneck sounded-:
the ‘dining room door; she assumed
“company” smile and amarched seds

] ly to receive the vlsltor

It was Captaiu Titcomb who ha
and after cleaning the sno
boots on the “scrapet” he é#-

he'houke, béaring twe packageo
wfbppedinbrowupaper e

'Well, Prissy;” said the capmn, lay-

ing: down the packages to shake han;qu;(

1 “how d’you do? - Didn’t expeet,tp see

me-in this port jest now, did

"No Indeed Capn Tltcomb’ was the:

Ply *But we’re real glal! to sée you:
all' the dame. Come right ‘n; “Take
your thll;gs off. " ‘Bradléy sald he' rode:
down with'you in‘the coach last’ nighty
Dreéadful storm we had, wadsn't~dt
How's your health nowadays? W
right into the sittin’ reom: - You m
excuse the looks of things. l’ve
sweepin’.”

There was a good deal more, but
when Miss Prissy stopped for broath
the captain, who had thrown his ‘¢
and overcoat on a chair, repliéd
the storm was bad, that his health was
good and that the rroom looked “frst
rate,” 80 far as he ¢ould see. Then he
held out his hand to the boy, who had
seated himself on a chair close to thd
door, and said cheerily:

“Mornin’, Brad. Well, how are y.
after your shake up last nlght? Wa
seasick after I got out, was'you?”""

Bradley grinned bashfully and stu-
mered that he was “all right.”

“Good! 'We'had a rugged trip comin”
over, Prissy. The old ¢oach rolled. se
I felt like goin’ on ‘deck and shortenin’
sail. . Your new boy here’s goin te
make a good sailor, I can gee ' that,
‘Where’s Tempy 7"

““QOh, she’s upstairs for a minute,
She’ll be right down,” answered Miss
Prissy carelessly. = “Tell me ‘what
brought you home so unexpected.”

“Sprung a leak and had te lay the
old hooker up for repairs. That’'s a
specialty of my owners— repairs.
They’d rather patch up for a hundred'
years than build new vessels. T—J-
Brad, fetch”me-them bundles out of
the dinin’ room.”

Bradley ' ‘obediently: brought g
brown paper parcels, and the captals
kanded one of them to Miss me
saying: “Here’s a little somethin’
picked up over to New York, Prlssy. ’
I thought you might like it. I am’t
{ 2ot much use for such things myself®
The lady took the package and began
! 0 untie the string in a nervous ‘man-
ner; blushing a little as she did so.
©~1 know it's somethin’ nice, Cap'm,
i Ezra. -You do buy the uicest things.
it’s real kind of you to remember ine
this way. Oh, ain’t that pretty!”

The” package "contained a Japanese
silk fan, with ivory sticks and a red
i tassel. Miss, "Prissy opened it and
'spread it out in her lap, exclaiming
over its beauty, her face the color
the tassel.
| “QOn, it ain’ "t nothin’,” said the captain.
“I- did a favor for a friend of mine
that’s sklpper of a barkentine jest
home from Hongkong, and ‘he gave it
to.me. ‘He had some stuff he’d brought
for his' daughter, and the duty ow it
would have been pretty expensive, so
I fixed—but never mind  that. I
thought maybe you'd like it to cairy to
church in the summer time or some-
thin’. ~ Why, hello, Tempy! How
d’you do?’

'The younger sister entered the room,
her 'poplin’ rustling and every curl in
placei'" She gushingly' shook the cap-
1ain’s hand ‘and said she was so glad
to see him.

“Oh, Tempy,” cried Miss Prissy, “Jest
look at this lovely fan Capn Titcomb
brought me! Did you ever see any-
»thing So _pretty 7’

Y 88 Temp exclaimed over the fan
but somehow her enthusiasm seeied
Itte forced. ‘It mdy be the capta
mnoticed this; at any rate, he picked” :
the second parcel and handed it to ber,
saying:

“Here’s a little somethin’ I brought
“for you, Tempy. I don’t Jknow’s yp_ulll
llke it, but’—

Miss Tempy’s present also was a fam'
precisely like the other except that the!
tassel was pink. Miss Prissy’s i -
in her sister's gift was intenge, bt
when it was discovered that in no
portant point were the fans disslm:ﬂ
and that neither was: hetter thani ity
mate both of the la:lics appeared.to
a trifle disappointeq, althouigh
trled not to sbow it




