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‘Hr. Solomon Pratt began comlical nar-
of story, Introducing well-to-do
Nathan Beudder of hia town, and Edward
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich
ew Yorkers secking rest. ause of
tter pdr"- lavish expenditure of money,
Pratt's first impression was connected
th Iunuuu. The arrival of James
opper, Van Brunt's valet, gave Pratt
;h desired Information about the New
orhnrl. mhwllhad to live what they
atural Life.,” Van Brunt,
was th c successful suitor
M lht Innd of Miss Agnes Page, who
llv- Hmlor up. "“The Heavenlles'' hear
& nn‘- of .the domestic woes of
rs. nnah Jane Purvis, their cook and
nl.ldolnllwoﬂ. Declde to let her go
on, 8o0l. Pratt as chef. Twins
to ve Nate Scudder's abode and
n _ unavalling search for another
Adnn ure at Fourth of July
t Bastwich, Hartley rescued
boy, known as “Reddy,” from under a
HTeE' R M and the urchln proved to bo
of Mtes Page's charges, whom she
\ tl.lun to the country for an outing.
Hartley were separated

and
dil 30!’00 storm, h!ch followed the
“ ut sallin Iusr,

Van Brun
¥, Pratt and Hopper were wrecke
In & squall,

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

“She never sald no such thing,” I
says. “She wouldn't ewear if he was
her husband four times over; she
aln't that kind. And she ain’t hia wife
nor his sister nor his slsterin-law
nor his grandmother’'s cat's aunt neith.
wor. Bhe's no relation to him and
neither's the boy. Who's been giving

3 all this rigmarole?"’

It seems he'd her.rd it from a feller
that lived next door to Ebeneger; and
the feller had heard it from somebody
else that had got it from somebody
lelse and so on and 80 on. Nigh's I
would find out it had started from
Hartley's t2lling me that the boy was
‘A “brother outcast.” Bome idiot with

r ears and worse bralns had
ought he sald “brother Oscar,” and
the whole string of yarns had sprout-
ed from that. Bhows you what good
woll there is for planting lles down
our way. If lies was fetching ten
cents & barrel the whole neighborhood
would have been rich years ago,
All the time me and Nate was pow-
owing this way the yawl was salling
pp the bay towing my skiff behind
ther. There was & nice falr wind and
@ smooth sea and ‘twas so clear after
the rain that we could see the hills
across the bay. But no sign could
we see of the Dora Bassett nor her
passengers. 1 was getting more wor
ried every minute.

We crulsed along till we xot abreast
of the point from where the Old
Home pler was in sight. But the
sloop wa'n't at the pler. No use going
any farther, s0 we come about and
begun to beat back again the way
we'd come. BScudder was worried
too, but his worriment had caught him
in the pocketbook; proves how dis-
ease will always get hold of a feller's
tenderest placo,

“Look here, Sol,"” says he; “do you
ecal'late Hartley 'll want to stay to
my house iIf his chum’'s drowned?"

“l don't know,” I says, impatient.
“No, 1 guess not.”

“Well now, he agreed to take it for
s month and there's flve days to run
yot. Ain't he lable for them days?"
ho says.

I was feeling just mean enough to
want somebody else to feel that way,
#0 1 answers:

“Well, you can't hold a lunatiec,
~ "cording to law. And you and Huldy
- Ann bave agreed that he's crazy.”

He thumped the boat's rail. “Crazy
- or pot,” says he, "I can't afford to lose
. them days, 1 shan't give him back
L pane of his money.” Then he thought
anhuum begun to see & speck
of comfort, “Maybe the sheck of
‘other feller's drownlu 'l make him
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sick,” he says. “Then he'll have to
stay longer than the month."

Trust Nate Scudder to sce a sllver
lining to any cloud—and then rip
out the lining and put it In his
pocket.

By this time he was beating in to-
wards where the Neck Road comes
down to the beach. And there on the
shore was a feller haillng us. And
when we got close in it turned out
to be Hartley himself.

He was glad enough to see me, but
when he found that Van and Lord
James had turned up missing he was
in a state. He'd been kind of scared
when we didn't come back during the
iv.Zht and had walked down to the
beach in the morning to see if he
could sight us.

We headed off shore agaln. Nate
watched Hartley pretty close and I
suppose when he seen that the Twin
didn't show any symptoms of geiting
sick, he begun to worry again. He
got out a plece of pencil and an old
envelope and commenced to figure.

“Mr. Hartley," says he, after awhile;
“about them lady friends of yours
over to Eastwich. Do you eal'late
they're golng to like where they are?
Seems to me a place that's as easy
to run away from as that ain't the
best place for a boys' school. If they
was on an Island mow, the scholars
couldn't run off. I know a nice island
they could have cheap. Fact Is, I
own it—that is, Huldy owns it; it's
In her name. That's It over there.”

Hartley didn't answer. I looked
where Nate was pointing.

“Oh!” says I. “Horsefoot Bar.
That's & healthy place for a school
Might do for a reform school maybe,
if you wa'n't particular how the re-
forming was done.”

Horsefoot Bar is a little island about
five milea from the Old Home House,
a mile end a half from the mainland,
and two foot from the jumping-off
place, By the help of Providence, de
cent weather, a horse, two whips, and
a boat, you can make it from Well-
mouth depot in three hours. And
when you have made It, you can set
in the sand and hang on to your hat
and listen to the lonesomeness. I'd
forgot that SBcudder owned it. When
him and I sailed up that morning we'd
passed it on the outside; now we was
between it and the beach.

“It's a nlce dry place,” says Nate,
arguing, “and you might live there
forever and nobody could run away.”

“Humph!” says I, thinking of some-
thing I'd seen In & newspaper; “Hell's
got all them recommendations.”

Hartley was looking at the Bar now.
All to once he grabbed me by the
arm and pointed.

“Sol,”" he says, “what's that stick-
ing up over the point there? There,
behind those trees? lsn't it a boat's
mast?

I looked, and looked once more.
From where we was you could see &
part of Horsefeot Bar that was out of
sight from the rest of the bay. As
I say, I looked. Then I gave the tiller
a shove that brought the boom acroas
with a slat. It took Nate's hat with
it and cracked him on the bald spot
llke thumping a ripe watermelon. Nate
grabbed for the hat and I drove the
yawl for Horsefool Bar. I'd spled the
Dora Bassett's mast over the sand-
spit

In a JIffy we see her plain. She was
lying on her gide In a little cove, just
as the tide had left her. Her canvas
was down in a heap, partly on deck
and partly overboard, but she didn't
of | seem to be hurt none. ‘I beached the
yawl just alongside of her, dropped

the sail, echucked over the anchor and
jumped over mywself. Hartley and |
Scudder followed. We was yelling
like loons,

Up through the bunch of serub pines
we tore, still hollering And then,
from away off ahead somewheres,
comoe the augwer. [ was so tickled 1
could have stood on my head

In & minute here comes Lord Jamaa
to meet us.  His lordship looked yel
low and faded, like a wilted sunflower,
and hig whiskers seemed to be run-
ning to seed. But his dignity was on
deck all right.

“Mr. 'Artley,” says he, touching
what was left of hls hat; *‘ope you're
weoll, sir”

“"Where's Van?"
brisk.

“Mr. Van Brunt, sir?
‘ouse, waliting for you, sir.”

“The house?" says Hartley.

“The house?" says 1. Then I re-
membered.

There is a house on Horgefool Bar.
It was built by old man Marcellus
Berry, and in Marcellus' day they
bullt houses, didn't stick ‘em together
with wall paper and a mortgage, ke
they do now, Consequence is that,
though the winter weather on Horse-
foot made Marcellus lay down a con-
slderable spell ago, his house still
stands, as poert and sassy an old gable-
ended jaill as ever was. The house
was there, and Scudder owned It
Likewise he owned the shedes and
barn in the back, and the sickly bunch
of scrub pines, and the beach plum
bushes, and the beach grass and the
poverty grass and the world-without-
end of sand that all these things was
stuck up in-As for the live stock, that
wans seven thousand hop-toads, twenty
million sand fleas, and green-heads and
mosquitoes for ever and ever, amen.

We fell into the wvalet's wake and
waded through the sand hummocks up
to the house. And there on the piazza,
sitting in a busted cane-seat chalr with
his feet cocked up on the rafling and
the regulation cigar in his mouth, was
Van Brunt, kind of damp and wrinkled
so far as clothes went, but otherwise
as sérene and chipper a Robinson
Crusoe as the average man s likely
to strike in one life time.

Wa'n't we glad to see him!
was just as glad to see us,

“Hello, skipper,” says he, reaching
out his hand. "“So you got ashore all
right. Good enough., 1 was a bit fear-
ful for you after you left us last
night.”

After I left him! I liked that. And
he was fearful for me.

“Humph!" says I, “I had a notion
that 'twas you that did the leaving.
Talk about dropping an acquaintance!
I never was dropped like that afore!
Look here, Mr. Van Brunt, afore you
and me go to sea together agaln we'll
have a little lesson in running rigging.
I want to learn you what a maln-
.h“t 1....

“Oh,"” he says, careless like, ‘T guess
I found it, after a while. At any rate
if It's a rope I cut it. I cut all the
ropes in sight.”

“You did?" says I,
open.

“Yes. That's an acrobatic boat of
yours;it seemed to want to turn som-
ersets. [ judged that that sail made
it top-heavy so I told James to take the
sal] down. He didn’t know how but we
decided that the ropes must have
something to do with it. Bo I cut
‘em, one after the other, and the sail
came down."”

“Sudden?” says I.

“Well, fairly so. Some of it was in
the water and the rest of it on James,
I resurrected him finally and we pulled
most of it into the boat. It went bet-
ter then."

“Did, hey?" says L
seamanship fast.

“Yes," says he. “If I were you 1
wouldn’t have any sail on that boat.
She does much better without one.
Then It began to rain and I got some
of the dry sall over me. 1 belleve I
went to sleep then—or soon after.”

Nate Scudder's eyes was blg as pre-
serve dishes, I guess mine was bigger
still.

“Good Lord!" says 1.
James go to sleep too?"

“No," says Van. “I think not. I be-
lileve James was holding some sort of
religious service. How about Iit,
James?"

His lordship looked sheepish. “Well,
gir,” he says. “I don’t know, sir. I
may 'ave been a bit nervous; I'm not
usged to a boat, slr.”

“l shoulda't mind your praying,
James," Van says, sober as a deacon;
“it you didn't yell so. However, we
got here on this island about five
o'clock, I belleve. Rather, the boat
came here herself; we didn't have
anything to do with it.”

I never In my life! They say the
Almighty looks out for the lame and
:)ha lazy. Van Brunt wa'n't lame,

ut—

“Well,” says I. "I'll belleve In spe-
cial Providences after this."

Van jumped out of the chalr.

“By George!" he sings out. “Talking
of special providences; Martin, come
here."

He grabbed t'other Twin by the arm
and led him down off the plazza and
up to the top of a little hill near the
house. The rest of us followed with.
out being Invited. I know you couldn’t
have kept me back with a chaln cable,
I haven't visited many asylums .ud
1 wanted to see the patients perform.

“Look here, Martin," says Van, when
we got Lo the top of the hill. “Look
around you."

We all looked, I guess; 1 know I did.
There was the old Berry house, square
and weatherbeat and gray. And there
was a derelict barn 2nd a half dozen
pig pens and ben houses stranded
alongside of it. And thete was Horse

asked Harlley,

Up at the

And he

with my mouth

I was learning

“Did his—did

foot bar all around us for a half mile
or 8o, sand and beach grass and hop-
toads, all compiete, And beyoad un

one slde was the bay, with the water
looking blue and pretiy in the fore
noon sunshine. And on tother side
was the mile and a half strip we'd juat
salled across, with the beach and
mainland over yonder. Not a soul but
us In sight anywheres, The whole lay-
out wonld have made a first-rate pho-
tograph of the lagt place the Lord

made; the one he forgot to finish.

“Look at 1t!" hollers Van. "Look at
it! Now what s jt?"

I begun to be sorry the keeper
hadn't arrived that time when |
thought he was coming. 1 callated
he wag needed right now. Martin
geemed to think =0, too. He looked
puzzled.

“What is 1t? he says. “What's
what? What do yon mean?”

“Why this whole business, Island

and house and scenery and quiet and
all. You old blockhead!” hollera Van,
giving the other Twin an everlasting
bang on the back; “Don't yon see? It's
what we've been looking for all these
weeks—IU's the pure, unadulterated,
accept-no-dmitations Natural Life!"
I set down In the sand. Things were
coming too fast for me. If this kept
on I'd be counting my fingers and
playing cat's cradle along with the

rest of the loons pretty soomn. 1
knew it.
But, wonld you belleve It, Martin

Hartley didn’t seem to think his chum
was out of his mind. He fetched a
long breath.

“By Jove!" he says, slow;
know but you're right."

“Right? You bet I'm right! It's
been growilng on me ever since I
landed. We'll be alone; no females,
native or Imported, to bother us.
Here's a bully old house with some
furniture, bedsteads and so on, already
In it. 1 broke a window and elimbed
In for a rommage, Jolliest old ark
you ever saw, Here's a veranda to sit
on, and air to breathe, and a barn for
a cow and plenty of room for a gar-
den and chickens—whew! Man allve,
It's Paradise! And I want to locate
the man that owns it, I want to find
him qulek.”

He didn't have to say it but once.
Nate Scudder was so full of joy that
he had to shove hig hands In his pock-
ets to keep from hugging himself.

“l own it," he says.

“You do! Beudder, you're a gem,
I begin to love you like a brother. Mar-
tin and I hire this place; do you un-
derstand? It's ours from this minute,
for as long as we want it.”

Nate commenced to hem and haw.
“Well, I don't know,” he says. "I don't
know's I ought to let .you have it.
There's been conslderable many folks
after it, and—"

“Never mind. They can't have It
We outbld ‘em. See?”

“What will we do for groceriea?”
asks Hartley, considering.

“Scudder "1l bring 'em to us,”
Van. "Won't you, Scudder?”

*Well, I don't know, Mr. Van Brunt.
I'm pretty busy now, and—"

“We'll pay you for your time, of
course."

“What about beds and cooking uten-
sils and 80 on?" asks Hartley, consld-
ering some more.

“Scudder’ll buy 'em for us some
wheres.”

“And milk, and eggs, and butter?”

“Scudder—till we get our own chick-
ens and cow.”

“And—er—well, & cook?
the cooking?”

Van Brunt stoops down and slaps
me on the shoulder.

“Pratt,” says he “Pratt will come
here and cook for us, and navigate us,
and be our general manager. Pratt's
the boy!"

“Hold on there!” I sings out. “"Avast
heaving, will you. If you think for
one minute that I'm going to quit my
summer job to come to this hole and
live, you're—"

“You're coming,” says Van, “Never
mind the price; we'll pay it. Now shut
up! you're coming.”

What can you say to a chap like
that? 1 groaned.

“Live on Horsefoot Bar,” I says.
“Live on it!”

“Horsefoot Bar?" says Van, “Is that
its name? Well, it's Horsefoot Bar no
more. I've been evolving a name ever
since I began to breathe here. Breathe,
Martin,” he says., “Draw & good
breath, That's it. That's pure ozone.
Gentlemen, permit me to introduce to
you, Ozone Island.”

Scudder grinned. He was feeling
ready to grin at most anything just
then.

“Ozone Island?" says Hartley,
“Ozone (sland. A restful name, Well,
it's a restful spot. Ismn't it, skipper?”

“Yes," says 1. “As restful as being
buried alive; and pretty nigh as pleas-
ant."”

“l don't

says

Who'll do

(TO BB CONTINUED.)
KNEW SOMETHING OF ARGUMENT

Daughter Mustered Logic to Answer
Father's Objections,

Isaac L. Rice, the chess enthusiast,
whose daughter is a devotee of the
motorcycle, tells a story about the
way In which he was Induced to buy
the first machine for the young won-
an. Mrs, Rice and Miss Rice were In
Europe at the time and arrangements
had been made to ship & machine
abroad, when a man was thrown from
& motorcycle In New York and killed.
The accident Impressed Mr. Rice so
that, instead of sending the desired
cycle, he forwarded a letter saying
that he had decided not to buy one, as
he thought the sport was too danger-
ous, Hy the next mall came back a
letter carrying inslde a newspaper
clipping with the heading, “Man Dies
in Theater.,” With it was the mes
sage: “"Now, father, do you Intend to
keep me from golng to the thealer
because a man once died there?' Mr.
Rice decided that argument was use-
less against pwrh sn wxtagcaist

e metropolis Christmas treads upon the heels of ,Thanksyiv-
gy cager to exploit its wares.

The windows of the great stores, that have been fringed
Autumn leaves, now present the entire gamut of holiday goods.
of Santa Clays appear in bas reliefs, backed with reindeer lnd
sledges, capacious chimneys and laces. Toys and twcatuwau

riot upon the counters, and hristn r appears mincingly in’
nent storés.  There are yet many days for

long aisles of the great de
making Christmas choices \thg shopper has about her none of that mad,
scrambling air so noticeable d the last few dgys of the runaway season.
In the streets Santa yforks' eyery comcr. asking alms for the ncedy
and tho sick, that their Christitfas, too, mdy be brightened and of good

cheer. ' With the giviny lﬁ‘ﬂ’cudmccrwdwkeonlhapplalmib

{

o

the heart is W of ! will on earth.” Inch by,
inch we are drawn intothe mnl:ig‘. husucandthespiritdthn
time. In ouf minds v nd the problem of what

this dea; one antl hat thnt—s an«;ur t we include those who,
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less dpe-to-be Joyous n wc aré—and now comes the
na.ljoyofChmyhu the doing good)m makesourhcaﬂalinzwith
happiness| =

There is the httle girl we a pm
who will be delighted with a ttyvzzr the {lame boy who sells papers
at the corner of Mit and Miss. ut;‘ee&, the' w who takes in washing
out'in the suburb where we ljv€, the jolly boysfriend of a business associ-
ate who has s0 many thi one cannot) just \dec:du on his present, the
elevator man who has mét uf morning \and njght with a cheery good
morning and a mpectﬁ;l‘{gdod night=—and\ there are the closer ones:
the mother, father, Wife and babies! \

What a gn!axy§ needy folk—for all are\ needy on Christmas day!
Those who do not need food, or clothing, or maney, need something that
will prove our love, (prove that we have not forgotten them and that on
uﬂn.mudayoommmoraﬂng the coming of the King of Bethlehem, our
heart is attuned to, theirs in gladness and rejoicing.

And now the kﬁllﬂgdﬂwmhﬂctoeappearu
and rushing business fi stop on their hurried way homeward to buy
the red to hang in the of their homes
npd&ommuchandchcuofg\drhmgrm
On ?} Christmas!
Like a mighty enveloping ~of 'sunshine; it breaks” through ~the
clouds of every-day mediocrity and racing across the world sends its glow-
ing Garlands hang everywhere, bells chime and

pine woods last summer

“the “street " corners

crystal spheres, peace spreads her mantle likelclonhlndplant'
throned among the merrymaking and the praise!
“Peace om earth, good-will to men.”

1 E hear of Christmas carly in
days faded into oyl at’ g
. ,.f,. X Re &

)\\\.; h lMtnlgh;lhuwnlnd '-"'“

ﬂn.
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""’"'.-. ﬂwdsytnowmanmhnmsmm'
thdrheu*uupontlwthrendsandpauedthcmawkmrdlywmy
maids with hair braided down their backs, with ruby lips and cyecs that
sparkled with the first love glances!

And the Christmas parties, the sleighrides, the renewing of friendships
with those who have been away at school and have returned for the season,
of gayety and good cheer!

And the stockings that are hung on Christmas eve in the country!
every héme they reap their harvest year by year on Christmas
Reap their harvest as the “Merry Christmas!"” salutation rings throughout
the house.

And it is mother, usually, that steals in upon the slecpipg ones. and
whhuﬂma;hduﬂham(:hrwuml

And always on Christmas morning she will do this! Though she be in
the land of bliss beyond, or in the flesh of the present, she will speak to us
dmmmwmmmmmmmwhhm
happiness, Nwﬁmmdnﬁkmchnmmtmmuﬂm
ever can take from a man this Christmas wish of mother's;

“A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!"”

Pmtheendloumduwmrqumelkyﬂutpahwmoﬁ
Christmas morning —and she speaks to you, too—but, mayhap, nearer by,
for Christmas in the country is indissolubly associated with her, Andlr
thmrnnn.cmisunuinthooounuyndoublydu:mma—mm

sacred.
“With trembling fingers did we weave
The holly round the Christmas hearth;

m]“nl!!l,\n T o
e

)




