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CHAPTER 1I.
The Masters.

I heard about the pair first from
Emeline Eldredge, "Emmle T.” wo al-|
ways call her, She was first mate
to the eook at the Old Summer Home
house that summer. She come down
to the Ilanding one morning alore
breakfast and hove alongeide of where
1 was setting In the stern of my sloop, |
the Dora Basset!, untangling fish Hoes.
She had a tin pall in her fet, indieat-
ing that her salling orders was to go
after milk. Buil ehe saw me and run
down In ballust to swup yarns,

“My sakes! Mr. Pratt,” says she;
“have you heard about Nate Scudder?"”

“Yen,” 1 says. “Ever sinee 1 come
to Wellmouth.”

“I mean about what him end his
wile has just done,” sayvs she. “It's
the queerest thing! You'll never guess
it in the world.”

“Aln't been giving his money to the
poor, has he?" gays 1. for, genorally
speaking, It takes a strong man and a
cold chisel to separite Nate Scudder
from a cenl,

“Oh! ain't you the funnlest thing!”
she squeals. “No Indeed! He's let his
house to some city folks, and—"

“Aln’t that the cook eulling yon?”
I asks. I'm a homeopth when It comes
o BEmmie T.; I like to take her In
small doses—she agrees with me bet-
ter that way.

It was the cook, and Emeline kited
off after the milk, only stopping long
enough to yell back: "Folks say
they're dreadful rich and stylish. I'll
tell you next time I see you,”

Well, I cal'lated she wonldn't—not
it I saw her first—and dldn't pay no
more attentlon to the yarn, except to
think that June was pretty early for
city folks to be renting houses. There
was only three or four boarders at the
Old Home go far, and | was to take a
couple of 'em over to Trumet In the
sloop that very day.

But, while we was on Lhe way over,
oneé of the couple—sort of a high
wned edition of Emmie T. shie was—
she turns to her messmate, another
pullet from the same coop, und suys
ghe: "Oh! say!" she says. “Have yon
heard about the two young fellors
from New York who've reanted that
Scudder house on the—on the—what
do they call it? Oh, yes! the Neck
road. I heard Nettio Hrown say thoy
were too dear for anything, Let's

5 “trive past there tomorrow: shall we?”

Bo there it was again, and I begun
to wonder what sort of critters Nate
had bhooked. 1 judged that they must
be a kind of goldfish or he wouldn't
have balted for "em. Nate ain't the
man to be satisfied with a mess of
sculpins,

I landed the boarders at Trumet
and they went up to the village to do
somea shopping. Then I headed across
the harbor to shake hands with the
Trumet light keeper, who is a friend
of mine. His wife told me he'd gone
over to town, too, so 1 come about and
back to the lunding again. Aund I'm
blessed if there wa'n't Nate Scudder
himeelf, setting on o mackerel keg at
the end of the wharl and looking wor-
rled.

I hadn't holsted the jib on the way
down, and now 1 let the mainsail drop
tnd want forwnrd

“Hello, Nate!™ | hailed, a8 the Dora
Hassolt slid up to the wharf,

He kind of jJumped, and looked ai
me as If he'd just woke ap.

“Hello, 801! he says, sort of mourn-
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ful. Then he turned his eyes toward

the bay agaln and appeared to be
sturting In on another nap.

“Hear you got some boarders over
1o your home,” 1 says, heaving him a
Hue as a hint for him to come out of
his trance and make me fast,

“Yes," says he, pnying no attention
to the line,

“Come enrly in the season, ain't
they?" gays 1, grabbing hold of one of
the wharf spiles and bringing my boat
alopgside casy as | conld.

“Yaas,” saye he, again, Then he
fetched a long breath and opened his
mouth as if he was golng to go on.
But he didn't; all that comes out of
the month afore It shut up was an-
othor “"Yes."

I made the Dora Bassett fast mygell‘
and climbed on to the wharf,

“Are they cal'lating to stay long?" |
nskg, He'd got me Interested. Seemed
to have the “yes" disecase bad.

“Hey?" says he. “Oh—er—yes.”

I was a little mite provoked, Not
that I was hankering to have Nate
Scudder heave, his arms around my
neck and tell me he loved me, but |1
didn’t know any reason why my pumps

should suck dry every time 1 tried
om,

“Humph!™ 1 grunted, starting to
walk off. “Well, be careful of your-

self; look out it don't develop Into
nothing worse."

“"What do you mean?" he sings out,
seeming to be waked up for good, at
last.

"OW" says I; “I judged by the way
you kept your mouth shut that yon
had sore throat and was afrald of
getting cold. Good day.” ‘

Would you belleve it, he got up off
that mackerel keg and chased aflter
me. »

“"Hold on. Sol!" he says, kind of
pleading. “Don't be in such a hurry,
I wanted to talk to you."

I had to lough; couldn't help it
“Yeou" says 1, “1 kind of suspleloned
that yon did, from your chatty re-
marks, If you'd sald 'ves' nine or ten
tmes more I'd have beeg sure of it."”

“Well, 1 did,” he savs, I wanted to
ask you—I thought I'd sce what you
thought—vyou sep—"

Hera he kind of faded away agaln,
and stood s=tll and wiped his fore-
head,

“Look here, Nate Scudder,” 1 says,
“for & man that wants to talk you
make the poorest fist at it of anybody
ever 1 see. Why don't you try singing
or making signs? 1 wouldn't wonder
If you got snhead faster.”

He grinned, a feable sort of lop-
slded grin, and trled another tack.

“You were speuking of them board-
ers of mine,” he says.

“Yeos; 1 was,” | says.

“They come day afore yesterday—
early," say he,

"Um:hum, So [ heard,” | says.

He fldgeted a minute or s more,
Then he took me by the arm and led
me back to the keg,

“S8ol," he seys, “set down, T want
to ask you something. By gume! 1 got
to ask gomebody, U'm—I'm worried."”

“"Yed?" | sald, giving him a Mttle of
his own medicine.

“Yes. Them bonrders—they worry
me. Me and Huldy set up ull nigh
11 o'clock Inst might talking about
‘'sm. Bhe thinks maybe thoy stole the
money, nnd 1 don’t know but they're
crazy, ran a®Way from an asylum or
something. You've soen more elly
follks than I have, belng around the
hotel so, See what you “\ink.

“"Twas this way,” he went on; “1
got a leiter from the feller in New

York that 1 ‘sell eranberries to. He
aald a couple of friends of his wanted
te come to a place in the country
where "twas quiet. Did I know of such
a place round here? Well, course |
wrote back that 'twas nice and qulet
right at our house, There wa'n't no
lle In that, was there, Bol?"

“No, 1 says, “I should say
‘twouldu’t be shaving the truth too
close If you'd sald there was more
quletness than anything else down on
the Neck road."

“Well," he goos on, not noticlng the
sarcasm, “lI wrote and never got a
word back. Me and Hualdy had given
up hearing,. And thon, yesterday
morning, they come—hboth of ‘em.
Nlce lookin' young fellers as ever you
see, they are; dressed just like the
chaps In the clothes advertisements In
the baes ~f the magazines, The big-
gost one—wumv're both half as tall as
that mast, seems so—hg took up his
hat and says, kind of lazy and grand,
like a steamboat capt'n:

“'Mr. Scudder? he says.

“"That's my name," says 1. I was
kind of susplclous; there’'s been so
many sewing-machine ggents and such
round town thig spring. And yet I'd
ought to have known hé wa'n't no sew-
Ing-machine agent,

“*Ah!" he sayas.
pecting us, then.
come?

“What In time did I know about his
‘luggnge,’ as he called It?

“'No, says 1. “Taln't.

*'0Oh, well, never mind,” he says, just
as if a ton or two of baggage didn't
count anyway., ‘'Can you give us two
sleeping rooms, two baths, a setting
room, and a room for my man?

““Two baths? says 1. ‘Can’t you
take a bath by yourself? You seem
to be having lots of funny jokes with
me. Would you mind saying what your
name is and what youn want?

“He looked me over sort of odd.
‘Beg pardon,” he said. ‘I thought you
were expecting us, Here's my card.’

“I looked at It, and there was the
name ‘Edward Van Bruat,' printed on
it. Then I begun to get my bearings,
as you might say.

“'Oh!" 1 says. ‘I see.

“'So glad, I'm sure,’ he says. 'Now
can you glve us the sleeping rooms,
the baths, and the room for my man?

"'Hump!® says I, lookin® back at the
house behind me; ‘If me and Huldy
bunked in the henhouse and the chore
boy In the cellar, maybe we could ac-
commodate you, that is, all but the
baths, You'd have to take turns with
the washtub for them,' | says.

“He laughed. He was so everlasting
cool about things that it sort of riled
me up.

“*Perhaps you'd Jlke to hire the
whole shebang? says 1, sarcastic,
polnting to the house.

"He looked at it. It looked sort of
cheerful, with the syringa over the
door and the morningglories hiding
where the whitewnsh was off.

“*Good idea!” he says. ‘I would.

“Well, that was too many for me!
I went into the house and fetched out
Huldy Ann—she's my wife. There
ain’t many women in this town can
beat her when It comes to managing
and business, if T do say it. _

“'How long would you want the
house for? says Huldy, when 1 told
her what was going on.

"*A month,’ says Van Brunt, turn-
Ing to the other city feller. ‘liey, Mar-
tin? T'other chap nodded.

“*All right,” says Van Brunt.
much?'

“Thinks I, ‘I'lIl scare you, my fine fel-
ler! And so I says, ‘A month? Well,
I don't know. Maybe, to accommo-
date, I might let you have it for two
hundred.” 1 sort of edged off then,
thinking sure he'd be mad; but he
wa'n't—not him. '‘Two hundred it
I8, he says, and fished out a little
blank book and one of them pocket
pens.

“'Name's Scudder? he asks,

“'Yes,” says 1. ‘Nathan Bcudder.
One T in Nathan.'

“And I don't know as you'll belleve
it, Bol,” says Nate, finishing up, “but
that feller made out a check for two
hundred gnd passed It over to me like
‘twas a postage stamp. What do you
think of that?"

I didn't know what to think of it.
On general prineciples 1'd say that a
man who wanted to board with Nate
and Huldy Ann Secudder was crazy
anvhow; but of course these fellers
didn't know,

“It beats me, Nate,” 1 says.
do you think?"

“Rlesged If 1 know!™ says Scudder,
with another of them long breaths.
“All I'm sure of s that they're up
home, with the parlor blinds open and
the carpet fading, and me and Huldy's
llving In the barn. She's dolng the
cookin’ for 'em till this ‘man’ of thelrs
comes. Land knows what kind of a
man he is, too. And that check was
on & New York bank, and I've just
been up to Trumet here with it and
the cashier says "twill be a week afore
I know whether it's good or not. And
I can't make out whether them two
are thleves, or lunatics, or what. And
Huldy can't neither, 1 never was so
worrled In my IHNfe

I kind of chuckled down inside, The
idea of anybody's skinning Nate Scud-
der was the nighest to the blter's be-
Ing bit of anything | ever come Across.

‘You've been ex-
Has the luggage

‘How

“What

And just then I see my (wo passengers
coming.
“Well, cheer up, Nate” I ° says.

“Maybe you'll get the reward, whether
it's lunatles or thieves, Only you
want to Jook out and not be took up
for an accomplice.”

Ha fairly shriveled up when I sald
that, and T laughed to myself all the
way out of Trumet harbor. One thing
1 was sure of: Them two New York-

ers must be queer birds and 1 wanted |

to seo 'em,
And the very next afternoon I did

see 'emn They eome down the Old
/

ra friend, Mr, —er—"

Home pler together, walking as If thoy
didn't eare a whole continental wheth-
or they ever got anywheres or not,
One of 'em, the smallest one—he
wa'n't more'n slx foot one and a ha'ft
—looked sort of slek to me. He had &
white face, and that kind of tired, |
don't-care look in hlas eye; and the |
biggor one sort of ‘tended to things for |
him. ‘

“Good morning,” says the big one
~—the Van Brunt one, | judged—cheer- |
ful enough. T'other chap sald, “Good |
morning,” too, |

“Morning,” says 1. |

“Can yon take us out sailing?" |

“Why-—er—I1 guess so0," | say=. “1
don't know why 1 ean't, if you feel
like going. Course—"

I hadn’t finished what 1 was golng
to ssy afore they were in the boat.
Now, generally speaking, there's gome
bargaining to be done afore vou take
folks out for a threedollar sall. Yon
naturally expeet it, you know—not 8o
much from boarders as from towners, |
but still, some. But not for these two
—no, slr! It was this powerful sud-
denness of thelrs that hit me betwixt
wind and woter, same as it had Nate,
Made me feel gort of like 1I'd missed
the train, Stirred up my susplelons
agnin, too.

‘Twas a nlee day; one of them clear
blue and green days that you get eurly
In June. The water wa'n't rugged, but
Just ehoppy enough to he pretty, and
the breeze was ubout no'theast, givin'
us a fair run down the bay. |

“This Is grand!” says the big fel- |
low, aa the Dora Bassett began to feel !
hes outs and lay down to her work. '

“Caesar! Van," sald the other one;
“why do you bring me down to earth |
like that? Grand! Bleecker next!™
He hollered out this last
kind of gerecchy sing-song,
bhoth lamghed,

1 looked at 'emi. There wa'n't noth-
ing to Inugh at, so far as 1 could see, |
and the “Bleecker” business didn’t ap-
pear to have no sense in it, elther, |
They made two or three other |
speeches that sounded just as foollsh, |
Thinks I: “1 wonder if Scudder's |
right?’ They didn't look like luna-
tics, but you can’t always tell. Old
man Ebenezer Doane went to church
of & Sunday morning just as sensible |
acting a8 & Second Adventer could be:
but when he got home he fired the
bean-pot at his wife, chased his rhll-l,
dren out door with a clam hoe, and |
they found him settin’ astranddle of |
the henhouse singing “Beulah Land”
to the chickens. These fellers might |
be harmiess loons that had been
farmed out, as you might say, by the
asylum folks, There was that “man”
that Nate gald was coming. He might !
be thelr keeper.

“I understand you've got a friend |

part In a
Then they

coming,” says I, by way of ground |
hait,
“Friend 7" says the Dbig one.

“Friend? , 1 don't understand.”

“Scudder sald you had another man
coming to his house,” says I.

He smiled. "Ob, 1 sce.” Then he |
smiled again, a queer lazy kind of a |
smile, like as If he was amused at him- ‘
self or his thoughts.

“I don't know that I should eall him !

|
“Pratt,” gaye | ‘folomon Pratt." '

“Thanks. No, 1 wouldn't go so far
as to call him a friend; and yet he's |
not an enemy—not openly.” He |
smiled again, and the other chap— |
whose name | found ont was Hartley |
~—Martin Hartley—smiled too.

“He's the man Vau here belongs o, |
explained the Hartley one, They both
smiled agaln,

I kind of jumped, 1 guess, when he |
sald that. It began to look as If tho |
asylum idea was the right one, and |
this feller that was coming was the |
keeper,

“Hum," says 1, and nodded my ln-ad!
just as {f the whole business was as|
plain a8 A B C. “Do you belong to
anybody?" I says to Hartley.

“1 did,” says he, "but he's dolng
time."

“Doing time?" says 1.

“Yes," says he, explaining, kind ot[
impatient llke. “Up the river, you |
know." '

I chewed over this for a minute, and !
all I could think pf was that the feller |
must be in a clock factory or a watch-
maker's or something. |

“Watches?" 1 asks,

Hartley seamed to be too tired of
life to want to answer, but his ehum |
did It for him.

“No,”” says he, "I believe it was
pearl studs on the showdown.”

Well, this was crazy talk enough for
anybody. 1 didn't want to stir ‘em |
up none—I've always heard that you |
had to be gentle with lunaties—so 1 |
went on, encouraging 'em like, |

“Studs, hey?" says L \

“Yes,"” says he. “He was n British
beast, and Martin was all balled up In
the strect at the time—away from his
apartments a good deal-~ugd the B. B. |
annexed everything in sight."” !

“Go 'long!"™ says I, for the sake u!!
saylng something.

“Heg pardon,” says he,

“Nothing,” says I, and we stopped
talking.

They seemed to enjoy the sail first
rate, and acted as rational as could be, |
generally speaking, They didn't know
a topping lft from a center-board, so |
far as boat went, but that wa'n't [
strange; 1'd seen plenty of boarders
like that. Hut never afore had 1 seen E

|

two that acted or talkod ke them,

We got back to the wharf aloug
about dusk, and | walked with ‘em a |
plece on their way to Nate's, | was
keeping a sort of old bach hall juﬂtlf
outside the village and so It wa'n't |
much out of my wauy. They bad me |
guessing and I wanted more time to
work on the riddie.

(TO DK CONTINUED,)
Asparagus an Oid Vegetabhle,

One of the oldest known food plaais

Is asparagus.

, sage of deeper pathos than this.

for Absalom

Sunday School Lesson for Nov. 8, 1608
Specially Arranged for This Paper

LESBON TEXT. -¢
Memory verse, &
GOLDEA TEXT.

Hamuel  15.24-28.

“A foollsh won s n

grief to his father"--Prov, 175,

TIME. ~Three monilie after our last
I=asnn.

PLACE. Jerusalem and Mahanaim, a

fortitied town enst of the Jordan,
the Jabhbok, memorable for Jacob's
wrestling it prayer, Half way hetwoon
the Dond wen and the Bea of Galllee. The
battleftold wae In the Wood of Ephralm
in Gllead, east ¢f the Jordan, within one
day of Mahiunnlas

Comment and Suggestive Thought,

The day that David left saw Absa-
lom taking poszsession of the throne.
Rejecting  the  shrewd advice of
Ahithophel, he walted tll he could
gather a great army with which to at-
tack und overcome his father,

This wax fatal. David and his two
generials, the greatest In all Israel,
planned and organized thelr forces for
defense only, so far as David was
conecerned,

Abgalom relgned three months, and
during that time not one good thing
Is recorded concerning him.

He was aw great a fallure ns a king

near

| a8 he was as & man; and for the same

reason-—he was selfish, He wanted to
be king for his own pleasure. He had
no kingly sims or ideals.

Apparently welf-conceit wag the req-
son why he followed Hushai's advice,
for that wily enemy of his put before
him a pleture of himself at the head
of an Immense army, ke a world-con-
queror, and all the natlons, 28 it were,
singing "Hail to the Chlef."

Among many other significant de.
viees, some beyond the seas have a
pleture of & man, with a full-blown
bladder on his shoulders, another
standing by and pricking the bladder
with a pin; the motto: “How sudden.
I¥!" hinting thereby the sudden down-
fall of all worldly greatness, —
Spencer,

A man selfish in his Inmost soul can
never atlain true success, Selfichness
rulns health, ruing consclence, ruins
Judgment.

“Amlidst the scattered fight Absalom
was separated from his men, and as he
fled from a party of the enemy, the
mule on which he rode carvied him
beneath the low branches of a spread.
Ing terebinth and left him hanging by
the head, probably 1n a forked hough.
Perhaps, also, his long, thick halr got
entangled, but there is nothing to sup-
port the common fdea that he was sus
pended merely by the hair., Josephus
says distinetly that Absalom's halp
was entangled. “The first soldier who
came up spared his lfe because of the
king's command, and went to tell Joal,
The unscrupulous chief hurrled to the
spot and thrust three Javelins into
Absalom's heart, There was prob-
ably a true regard for the king and
kingdom in this act of Joab. He knew
that Absalom could not with gafely
be suffered to live, and that It would
be difficuit 1o rid the state of so
foul & member at uny other time than
now, when a just right te slay him
had been earned In open  battle —
Kitto. Absalom's body was cast into
a great pit, and a great heap of
stones was cest upon him, efther in
detestation of his memory or as & mon-
ument to digtinguish the place,

V. 33 "Went up to the chambe:s*
To be alone in his sorroa  The decp-
est  sorrow  “treads (e wine-press
alone.” “And wept,” "gears are the
safety-valves of the heart.” “O my son
Absalom!”™ “There is not In  the
whole of the Old Testament a pas
The
slmple beauty of the narrative is ex-
quisite; we are irresistibly reminded
of him who. while he beheld the rebel.
llous elty of Jerusalem and thought
of the destruction it was bringing upon
itsell, wept over it (Luke 19:41),"—
Cook. “"Would God | had died for thee.”
“So Moses (Ex, 32:32), and so St
Paul (Rom, 9:3), wonld have sacii
ficed themselves, had it been possible,
to save others. His wish to die in
Absalom's stead was no mere extray
gance of grief.”

Absalom and MHis Sin.—He was
young; he sipned with his whole na-
ture; he kept on sinning to the end.
with no hint of repentance, with no al
leviation of charucter. He did not re-
pent even as much as Ksau, who re
gretied the consequences of his action
with strong crying and tears,

David's sin was an incldent—a very
terrible lucldent—in a very great ang
useful life. It was u dangerous eddy,
like the whirlpool below the Niugara
falls; but it was brief, It was not the
main ourrenl of his life, He repented.
and all his alier life showed glnners
the way of repentance, the possibill-
ties of repentance and restoration. It
has been a se'mon for almost 3,000
years on the tender mercies and for-
glving love of our Father in heaven,

Absalom from out the fur-off past s
still poloting our modern youth 1o
certain  great  lessons  his  earcer
teaches us:

(1) "The way of transgressors s
hard.”

(2) The svecess of the wicked is
short, and then he Is ke chaff which
the wind bloweth away. “Not consid-
ering that the successes of the foclish
und wicked form the first rod of 'heiy
chastisement.” '

(3 Bin Is sometimes attractive ot
first, but at last it biteth like a sor.
pent and stingeth ke an adder,

(4) The way to true sucress Is not
thronigh disobedience 1o parents,

(6) No fallure {8 so terrible ag the
fallure of a life; no ruin like the ruin
of & soul.

(6) e death of the
lighted by ne ruy of hope,

17) They that sow Lhe
reap the whirlwind,

wicked s

wind shall

How many American women in
lonely homes to.day long for this
blessing to come into their lives, and
to be able to utter these words, but
because of some nrﬂmic derange.
ment this happiness is denied them,

Every woman interested in this
subject should know that prepara-
tion for healthy maternity is
accomplished by the wuso of

LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S
VEGETABLE COMPOUND

Mrs. Maggie Gilmer, of West
Union, 8, C,writes to Mrs. Pinkham:

*1 was greatly run-down in health
from & weakness liar to my sex,
when Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound was recommended to me. It
not only restored me to perfect health,
but to my delight I am a mother.”

Mrs. Josephine Hall,of Bardstown,
Ky., writes:

“1 was a very jrmnt. sufferer from
female troubles, and my physician failed
to help me. Lydia E. I'Fl’nzhnm’n Vege-
table Compound not only restored me
to perfect health, but I am now a proud
mother."

FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.

For thirty geam Lydin E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Oomm;md, made
from roots and herhs, been the
standard remedy for female ills
and has positively cured thousands o
women who have been troubled with
displacements, inflammation, uleera-
tion, fibroid tumors, irregularities,
Eerimlm pains, backache, that bear-

1g-down feeling, flatulency, indiges-
tion,dizziness or nervous prostration.
Why don't you try it ?

Mrs. Pinkham Invites all sick
women to write her for advice.
She has guided thousands to
health, Address, Lynn, Mass.

LOCATED.

o

“Geodness, sonny, are you In pain?”
“Naw, the pain's In me—boo-hoo!"
No man can seek honestly or hope-
fully to be delivered from temptation
unless he has himself honestly and
firmly determined to do the best he
can to keep out of it—Ruskin. |

Lewis'  Single Binder — the famous
straight OS¢ cigar, always best quality.
Your dealer or Lewis’ Factory, Peorvin, Il

The wind frequently turms an um-
brella, but a borrower seldom returns
it.
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