S8YNOPSIS.

——

Mr. lolin-on Pratt began comical nar-
atlon of story, Introducing well-to-do
than Boudder of his town, and Edward
Brunt and Martin Hartley,
ow Yorkers meeking rest sonuse of
Btter pa'r's lavish expenditure of money
s frat Impression was oonnoo
[race first | ted

A lunatics. e arrival of James
opper, Vi Brunt's valet, ve Pratt
j- dﬂr% nformation ahout the New
Yorkers, ay wished to live what th

| “The Natural Life.” Van Brun
1 learned, was the succersful sultor
.,,-;‘l;_ ‘hand of Miss Agnes Page, Who
) [Artley up, “The Heavenliea' hear

ol of the domestic woes of
{ Hannanh Jane Purvia, thelr cook and
nald of all work, Declde to let her go
ndd wl‘lre Bol, Pratt as chef, Twins
[T to leave Nate Heudder's abode and
begin _unavallin woarch for another
3 Adventure at Fourth of July

bration at Eastwich. Hartley rescued

Y, known as "Rm‘ld{." from under a
horse's fest and the urchin proved to be

ma of is? 1::[0- rhnrm;a. whtrm“-ho
i en to the country for an outing.
B .ﬂ‘n and Hartley wers separated

r

ng a flerce storm, which followed the
g, Out salling Iater, Van Brunt,
and FHopper wera wrecked In n
1. Pratt landed safely and a soarch
or the other two revealed an fsland upon
hich they were found. Van Hrunt rent-
1 it from Bcudder and called It Ozone

CHAPTER VIl
Sweet Simplicity.

And so that's how they begun to live

he Natural Life, what Van called the
Faccept-no-imitations” kind. [ says
‘they,” but I ought to have sald "we"
or I was In It. 1 was In it over head
nd hands from that time on. I didn't
mean to be. When I said I wouldn't
Wremigrate to Horsefoot Ozone and be
Veook and general roustabout for the
Heavenly Twins I was just as certain
i1 meant what I sald as a body could be,
“No,"” says L
“Yeh," says Van.

§ can [ leave the Old Home
1ol ?" I mays,
“*How ean you I ve us?"' he says.
“But you've James.”

“Yes but Ji
"But I can’

1es hasn't gof, us."”
, * {ord to come,” says 1.
SoWeEAt afford to do anything
«lse,” Bays he. And that's about what
1t amounted to—I couldn't afford to do
‘mothing else. The wages kept jumping
Ilke summer folks' bids at one of them
auction sales of “antigues.” I seemed
to be ms valuable as grandmother’s
busted hair cloth sofa. If I'd hung out
long enough I cal'late the Heavenllies
 would have fixed me so I'd have begun
to feel 'twas a crime to die rich. I
#ive in first; I want everybody to un-
derstand that.
“All right,” says 1. “That'll do: I'
p. -But T hope you'll pay me in &
t room. I'll be ashamed to look
in the face and take that much
1 y.-
They said they was satisfled If I
wis. [ was satisfied, all but my con-
sclence. Made me wish I could swop
<onsclences with Scudder.

Nate's consclence wasa't worrying
fim any; you can bet on that, 1|
wan'n’'t around when he made the deal
for renting 'em the island, but, from
what I heard afterwards, the price
waonld have been high If he'd been sall-
ing It to 'em by the pound to scour
knives with. He agreed to get bedding
for '‘em and tin things, and a pilg, and
crockery, and hens, and grocerles, and
boards to tinker up the barn with, and
anything else that might come in
handy. Likewlise he was to fetch and
curry for 'em between the village and
the island; so much to fetch and twice
that to carry. And Huldy Ann was to
do the washing. :

When the Twins told me about it
you'd think they'd Just pulled through
one of thetn stock "deals" of thelrs,
and come out on top.
~ “Isn't 1t great?' crows Van, happy
‘a8 a clam at high water. “We've ar
sanged it all. Everything is provided
° for and will be done.”

! suld see two things that was go-
e to be done—brown; but I didn't
#ay nothing.

“It'ms mighty good of Scudder to ac-
<commodate us this way," says Hart-
Jey. “He's a gem, a rough dlamond."”

“8cudder,” says Van, “Is one of Na-
ture's noblemen.”
~ Of course 'twa'n't none of my funer
al; I couldn't Interfere, But I'm a
democrat myself, so the nobllity don't
appeal to me much, and if Nate Scud-
der's & diamond I'm glad I can't af
ford jewelry,

: next day was a busy one for all
hands, each In his own particular
Nate commenced running “ac-
commodation” trains, so to speak, be-
tween his house and the village and

Horsefoot Bar—Ozone Ieland, 1 should
' As for me, I went up to the Old

right off, explained mat-
manager and cleared out
job. The Heavenlies moved
@ that very morning. Lord
James with ‘em and the simple

turalness commenced.

Fast" Nate would arrive In his
_ a cargo of dunnage I'd cart
it up to the Berry house and dump It
on the plazza. Lord James was flying

<l

£

i

1]

“Where?" says I, sliding a trunk and
& coal hod off my shoulders, and mop-
ping my forehead with my shirt sleave,

“Why ‘ere, on this ‘orrible sand
t“p.ll

“You want to be careful” says I,
“how yeu call names. This is Ozone
Horsefoot island, and it's a branch sta-
tlon of Paradise. Didn't you hear the
boss say so?"

“But ‘ow long are we golng to stay
‘ere? "he says again.

“Well,” says I, “when a feller gets to
Paradise it's the general idea that he's
there for keeps. What are you growl-
fng about? BSuch a nice restful spot,
too. Don't you like to be restful 7"

He looked at his hands, they was
all over blisters from.the broom.

“Restful!” he groans, "Good 'eav-
ens!"”

“Come, James,"” says Hartley, loaf-
ing around the corner, with his hands
In his pockets. “Get a move on. We
must bave this house in order by to-
night.”

The Twins was awful busy, too.
They done the heavy superintending.
Hartley superintended the house and
plazza and Van Brunt bossed the un-
loading and trucking of the .dunnage
from the dory. As for me, I was the
truck. After the first day was over
[ could see that all the natural living
I'l done in my time wa'n't the real
thing at all. Not a circumstance to it

I carted dunnage all the forenoon.
Then I cooked dinner and washed dish-
6s. James was golng to help me wipe

“What's the Use of 'Er Lowering "Erself to Marry a Man Whose
Got 'ls Money In Trade?”

‘em, but Van's clothes had got wet
when he was adrift in the Dora Bas-
sett and they had to be pressed. So
1 wiped and cleaned up and carted
more dunnage, Including stove pipe
and blankets and flour and quilts and
nails and pork and plllows and a rake
and sugar, and the land knows what,
Then I cooked supper. And how them
Paradise tenants did eat!

“By gad, you know!" busts out Van
Brunt, with his mouth full; “this is
what we've been looking for, Martin.
This {s getting back to nature.”

Hartley grunted, belng too busy with
a fried mackerel to talk with comfort.
But it was easy to see he was satisfied.

They went on, bragging about how
good it was to qut loose from the fight
and worry of the Street, At last, ac
cording to Van, they realized that life
was worth living.

“No more speculation for me,” he
says, joyful. “No more fretting about
marging. 1 don't give a continental if
the bottom drops out of the market
and carries the sldes with It. I bhere-
by solemnly swear for the fifth time
never to buy another share of stock."

Then he reaches after another half-
acre slab of my johnny-cake.

Lord James was upstairs in' the
sleeping vaulta sorting out bed clothes,
The shegts and blankets and things
was more or less mixed up with the
bhardware and grocerles. 1 was out
in the kitchen getting really a second
relay of mackerel. The dinlng room
door was open, 80 I could see and hear
everything. - ’

“By the way, Martin,” says Van,
buttering the johnpy-cake, “how did
Agnes look? Well?"

"Yes,"” saye Hartley, short.

“She must have been surprised to
sea you, Did you tell her we were
paturalized citizens, or on the road
to it

“No."

“No? Why not?  Bhe probably
thinks that we're down here organls-

Agnes has developed queer ideas, 1
suppose [ ought to go over and see
her,” he went on. "You sald she had
another girl with her., Who It Is?"

“Margaret Talford." ‘

“Talford—Talford? One of the New-
port Talfords? Oh, I know. Prettly
little gir), dark huair and brown eyes,
and—and A way with her?"

“I guess so. Very likely.
seen her."

Van seemed to be thinking.
g0 over to-morrow,” he says,

Then he commenced to whoop for
more mackerel and 'twas time for me
te load up the platter. I thought I'd
cooked supper enough for six men, but
when the Twina got through I had to
fry another ration for me and Lord
James. Eat! [ never gee such sharks
in my life. .

When they'd finished everything on
the table, except the knives and forks
and the dishes, the Heavenlies went
outside to amoke clgars and prom-
enade up and down the beach. His
lordship and I set down to have a bite
ourselves.

“Say,” says I, “that Page girl 1s a
good looker, aln't ghe?"

He was horrified, same as he always
was when you mentioned the New
York big bugs without getting up and
bowing.

“Miss Page,” says he, “ls & member
of one of our first families.”

“Want to know,” says I
what?"

“First In everything,” he says. "Her
father was one of our oldest resl
dents."”

“S807" says 1. "“Oldest inhabitant,
hey? I suppose he could remember
way back afore the town hall was
built, and about the hard winter of
‘38, and how his ma's cousin used to
do chores for George Washington.”

I knew pretly well what he meant,
but, you see, 1 llked to stir him up, He
was auch an Innocent eritter; always
swallowed hook, line and sinker. It
done me good to see him stare at me
after 1 sald things like this.

All he sald now though was “‘Or
rors!"

“How about your boss, this Van

T haven't

“n

“First in

Father

Brunt?" says 1. “He's another first
rater, hey?” .

The Van Brunts was even more
“Arst families” than the Pages, so the
valet sald. They'd been there ever
since New York was bullt, 'Twas
their ancestors that got up the first
barn-ralsing, or words to that effect,

“And Hartley?" says I.

That was different. The Hartleys
was another breed of cats. Martin's
dad was born In Chilcago or some-
wheres outside of New York. He'd
repented of it, of course, and tried to
live it down, but he never had been
quite the big apples on the top layer,
like the Van Brunts. He was dead
now, old man Hartley was; been dead
three or four years.

“How about ma?" says I.

She was dead, too; died a year or
more ago. Martin was an orphan.

And then I cal'lated It was about
time to heave out the question that I'd
been leading up to all along., -

“What made the Page girl cut loose
from him and take up with Van?” ]
says. “She don't look like the kind
that would be too hard on & chap fust
because his dad made the mistake of
belng born out of township limits.”

Lord James fidgeted some over that.
First he sald he didn't know.

“Well," says 1, “let’'s guess then.
Guessing's & good Yankee trick and
you'd ought to bave picked it up by
this time. You guess first.”

He didn't want to guess, but I kept
at him, throwing.out all sorts of fool-
ish maybes and perhapses., Fipally he
got tired of saylng “No.”

“Oh, I don't know,” says he. “I 'eard
as ‘ow ‘twas because ‘e was too mer
cenary. 'E was an awful chap dn the
Street after 'Is old man died. 'E wa
there night and day. 'Ardly came 'om«
“ .ll«“

“Humph!"” says I. “I'd never sus
pleioned It to look at him, Wan't h
doing well at his job?"

]

calling him a “born financler” and all
sorta of names,

“S80?" says 1. “Then I don't see that
Miga Page had any complaints, ‘Tain't
usual for & young woman to kick be-
cause her steady company is making
too much money. There's something
else. Out with it. 1I'll keep my mouth
shut."

So then he told me a little—much as
he knew, I guess likely. Seema that
he was acquainted with the feller they
call the butler—sort of a steward, 1
judged he was—over at the Page girl's
house, And this butler was sweet on
the “mald"’—the young woman valet
who took care Of Agnes' duds and
spare rigging. And one night this mald
happened to be in the “conservatory”
~—which 1 presumed llkely waa the
high-toned name for the preserve clos-

~—and Miss Page and Hartley was In
the setting room. And Agnea was
laying into Martin for staying down-
town and neglecting her,

The mald sald she could hear only
part of the talk, but ‘twas more than
average sharp and vinegary. Agnes
told Martin he was getting more mer-
cenary every day he lived. That all
he thought of was the office and ma-
king money. B8he detested a mercen-
ary, hard, money-grasping man, BSald
money-loving was the worst vice there
wag, and she thanked God she had
none of it, meaning vice, of course—
she had money enough to sink a ship.

Then Martin he speaks up proud and
short and says he has been working
bard and had been trying to make
money. Sald he had a good reason for
it, and some day he would tell her
what it was, Bhe =ald he could tell her
now or hang his May-baskets on some-
body else's door—or words to that ef-
fect. He says "Very well,” and she
says something else, but the mald
didn’t hear it because just then old
lady Page come in and give her her
walking papers for listening,

“And so,” says Lord James, “the en-
gagement was broke off. And a good
thing, too, 1 say. W'at's the use of 'er
lowering 'erself to marry & man whose
fathor got 'ls money In trade?"

“How did Van's dad get his money?'
I asks.

“By in'eritance,” says he, "Of course
Mr. Edward dabbles in shares, but,
Lord love you, only for the fun of it.”

“How was the inheritante come by
in the first place?" says 1. He dldn’t
know, but I found out afterwards.
Grandpa Van Brunt was an alderman.

The Twins come back into the house
then. They come In slappiug and
jawing. I judged that the mosquitoes
was living the Natural Life too. The
Heavenlles get down on each slde of
the fireplace—I had a wood fire golng,
just for soclableness—and smoked
and talked,

By and by Van rummages out that
Natural book and spreads it open.

“Martin,” says he, “"hark to the
volce of the oracle. Come in here,
gkipper, and improve your mind."

But me and his lordship was fm-
proving the dishes juststhen, and,
when that was done, he had beds to
make and I had bread to mix and fires
to lay and wood to chop and a eouple
of milllon other chores to do. The
Twins read and talked until they got
sleepy, which was about half past nine
or 8o, earller than usual, but neither
of 'em had rested well the night afore,
I guess. Anyhow, they went upstairs
to turn in and 1 kept on with my work.

| Lord James turned in too. He had the

ba¢k bedroom,
kitchen.

‘Twas still as still could be. The
door and windows was open and there
wa'n't a sound except the mosquitoes
humming glad and thankful, and the
breeze whining In the pines outside
and the waves moaning along the bay
shore of the Island. Once In awhile I'd
hear his lordship thrash over In bed
and fetch a grunt or a groan in his
sleep. * He had one of the late Mar-
collus' cornhusk mattresses, and [
wouldn't wonder if there was a cob
end or two In with the husks. A rake
across the back from a corn cob ain't
the most comforting thing in the world
even when a feller is used to it, and
l.ord James had been brought up
tender,

Protty soon I went to the back door
to throw out some fish bones and
things and then I heard momebody
tramping through the sand up to the

the one over the

house. Neighbors are scarcer than

snake's fingernalls 'round Horsefool
Ogone and I couldn't think who was
coming at this time of night. I ain't
& nervous chap, generally speaking,
but I remember how old Marcellus had
died in this very house all sole alone,
and the ghort hairs at the back of my
neck Mwgun to bristle up. I cal'lated
If anything would fetch & sot old cod-
ger like Marcellus out of his grave,
the doings of the Heavenlies was that
thing.

But in a minute more the walker got
into the light from the door and 1
could see him. And I was 'most as
much surprised as if he had been Mar-
cellus himself. "Twas Nate Scudder,
with bis arme full of bundles,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

: “ " Prudence,

“Why did you bit that boy when he
was down?' asked the gray-bearded
man, "“Don't you know that was a
cowardly thing to do?"

“It wasn't cowardly; it was just pru-
dent,” replied the boy who had deliv.
ered the blow. “He was down because
he slipped, and I was afraid he might
not step in the same place again if |
let him geot up.”

His Investment.
Old Lady (who bad given the tramp
a nickel)—Now, what will you do with
I?
Hungry Hobo—Waal, ye seée mum,
sf 1 buy an auto, there aln't enough
‘eft to hire a shofur. Bo | guess I'll

—

ing another syndicate. For A girl| Lord James satd It wa'n't that. Sal | et & schooner. 1 kin handle me
wuoywwuaagwwmrm. '@ was dolng mighty well. Folks was ' self.—~Bohemian, ' P
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Two @Gostumes

HE cestume at the left i# violet satin finished cloth. The blouse is trimmed
in an odd way with bands of the material, buttons and straps of cord.
The plastron and sash are of black liberty, the latter knotted low in front

with fringed ends.

The wrist rufMes and those on the blouse are of lace, as is also the little
gulmpe. The plain skirt is simply finished at the bottom with rows of stitch-

ing.

Green velvet s uned‘ for the other costume. The blouse, with lapped

tallor seams, crossed slightly In front where it is ornamented with passomen.

terie buttons.
with motifs of passementerie.

the girdle ia of green llberty.
correspond with the blouse.

The wide revers are also ornamented with these buttons and
The crossed walstcoat Is of tan-colored satin,
trimmed with cord and embroidered dots.

The chemlisette is of dotted tulle,

The long sleeves and the skirt are trimmed to

PARTY DRESS OF VELVETEEN.

Rich Costume Daesigned for Girl of
from Fourteen to Sixteen Years.

There are so many beautiful shades
in velveteen that It Is difficult to
know which to select; the skirt of
this Is quite plain; it Is a circular
shape. The velveteen (s arranged In
one deep fold over each shoulder, and
smaller folds form the sleeve. Whe

vest 18 of finely tucked soft silk and
Insertion, and the under-sleeves are
the same; the walst-band is shaped
and cut in scallops In the front, but:
toning over.

Materials required: 10 yards velve:
teen, 6 yards Insertion, 1 yard silk,
30 Inches wide.

The 8mart Scarfe.

* Just at the present moment the
sliks being used for the manufacture
of the smartest scarfs have patterns
which would seem to owe thelr in-
spiration to various phases of nature,
Frults and flowers figure very largel

in the designs now as do all soris o{
flowering plants and vinea. The new-
est scurfs of this type show anather
phase of nature in r design. They
bave round balls of color suggesting
suns croased by fleecy clouds. As the
majority of these scarfs are made of
gray brocade, the cloud effect is per-
fectly apparent, One had red “guns,”
while dark blues and browns also ap-
pear in some of the patterns,

The Little Bartha,

All sorts of berthas are used for
trimming the draped bodies of crepe,
volle and chiffon cloth gowns, Bome-
times these berthas are of broadcloth
iv a matching tone and embroldered in
self-colored sllks. Again they are of
coarse net soutached, embroldered or
appliqued In sell or contrasting colors;
but In nearly every instance they are
shaped lke the erstwhile popular
jumper—the shoulder straps terminat-
ing just below the bust line and at
the top extending out over the sleeve,
To accompany these berthas there are
bandings to fnish the sleeve and nar-

row edgos to finish the collar,
- \
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ROSES'ON ALL WINTER HATA

Of Every Color and Hue, and the
Larger the Better.

Roses of every color and hue, big as
cabbages, are smart on winter hats. It
is the color that takes, Of course a
luxuriant big rose, though of satin and
silk and in the shades of pink never to
be seen on a real flower, helps to en-
liven the feelings. A rose hat makes
one feel positively young, and young
faces more than ever llke flowers
themselves.

The ribbon roses which adorn a
dressy hat fust from Parls are made
of many shades of pink satin ribbon In
one instance, and in another of curlous
shadea of dead White and greény white
to look like g bride rose.

It may seem folly to'pay four dollars
for a single artificial rose, yet that ia
what fashion {s doing, and the ribbon
roses cost as much If not more.

“The keynote of the year Is simple
elegance,” sald the milllner as she
carefully extricated a large hat to fit
on my head for the reception. Simple
elegance.”

Truly it looked so. It was & turban,
rather large, 534 over the maline
finished frame was folded a point lace
scarf with little ermine and sable
tafls rounding the erown. A mnarrow
twist of vieux bleu supple ribbon gave
the color note—that was all, Other tur-
bans—the coming hats—were as su-
perb In scarfs of ottoman silk In rich
colors.

Cretonne Bed Spreads,

The renewal of things Colonlal has
brought about the fashion for bed
spreads of old world chints. These
substitute the spreads of Marsellles.
They hang nearly to the floor, are
slashed to fit the two lower posts, and
are edged with three-inch linen Iace.

There I8 an oblong plece made to
match for the pillows, It is always
better (o use whut Is known ms day
pillows under this. They are stuffed
with a hard substance and made to
stand firm and full,

Fancy Muffs,

Fancy muffs will be a fad of the
season, and in them there Is a chance
for employing all the cleverness In
design and needlework that a woman
possesses. In a muff broeade and
feathers may be most charmingly
combined, and a neckpioce to match
may be evolved. Black velvet with
black ostrich tips can be worked to-
gether with astonishingly artistio re-
sults, while artificial flowers, elther
;: :1 substitute or in combination, are

vely.

| The Turnover Back,

The very stiff linen collar has fallen
into disrepute except for business
wear. Bofter neck effects are consld-
ered desirable, and the sheer, embroid-
ered turnovers are belug worn agaln

In combination with flulty jabots, rabat

ties and tasseled silk or
vats, Worn thus, the
course, fastens im froat
collar, and the edges are
together by a fancy brooch.




