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CE¥ ceasing to gaze at his
steaming beots, which were planted
against the bulging center of the sta-
tion stove, and turning toward the

bor at the lunch counter.

“Yes, sir,” said the boy. He bhad |
taken off -one worsted mitten and beld I
a five cent piece clutched tightly in |

|

his red fist.

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

ed it to his customer.
The bey, & youngster of abeut twelve |
=5 of age, with a Treckled race and |
a pair of bright gray eyes, took hia;
sturnever” to the settee in the cormer
of the waiting room and began to eat. i
He had on a worn cloth cap with an '
attachment that could be pualled down |
to cover the ears and a shabby over- |
coat of man's size, very much too |
large for him. As he munched the |
greasy crust and the thin layer of |
wavaporated” apple he looked around |
kim with interest. :
The station itself was like the aver- |
age railway building on Cape Cod. |
Except for the sign “Harniss” that
hung outside it might have been the
Wellmouth, which he bad

ptation at
‘geen so often. Battered settees |
around the walls; lithographs of ,

gteamers, time tables and year old |
annonncements of excursions and coun-
ty fairs hung above them; big stove
get in a box of sawdnst—all these
wrere the regulation fixtures. Regula- |
tion also were the “pefreshments” on
the ~omnter at the side—*“tnrnovers’” ar-
ranged cobhouse fashion under a glass
cover, with a dingy “Washingten' pie |
unoder another cover and jars of strip-
ed stick candy, with boxes ef “jaw-
breakers” and slmilar sw eetmeats be-
tween.

It was spowing hard, and in the
dusk of the winter evening the flakes |

rustled against the windows as if un- !

geen old ladies In starched summer |

gowns were shivering in the storm and
crowding to get a peep within. The

alr is the shut walting reom 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

. 1t the big lamps In their brackets on

the wall. !
Frem outside came the apunds of
creaking wheels and stamping horses,
the stamping muflled by the snow
which covered the ground. ;
The deor opened, and a big man with .
a face of which gray whiskers and red '
pose were the most prominent features
ecame stamping and pufing inte the
room. He jerked off a pair of leather
gloves, playfully shook the cengealed
moisture from them down Mr. Clark's
neck imside his collar, tossed a long
whip imto the corner and, holding his
gpread fingers over the stove, began to
sing “Whoa, Emma!” with enthusiasm. |
Mr. Clark, being toe busy clawing the
melting snow from his neck to open &
conversatien, Mr. Bedkin ebserved:
“Hallo, Barney Small] How's the trav’'l-
{n’? Have a rough time drivin’ over?”
«0Oh. middlin’, middlin’,” replied the
driver of the Orham stage, unbutton-
ing his overcoat and reaching for his
pipe, “but this earth’'s & vale of tears
anyhow, so what's the odds so long's
you're happy. Hello, Dan!"” The last a
sheuted greeting te the station agent in
the little room, whese answer was 4
wave of the hand and a sidelong nod
across the telegraph Instrument.
“What's doin’ over In Orham,
ney ?” inquired Mr, Clark.
“Prissy and Tempy’s adopted a boy."”
The agent evidently was interested.

* #The old maids?"

“Yup, the old malds. I s’pose they
ecome to reelize that they needed a man
'round the house, but as there wa'n't

Bar-

asked: :
«“When’'s the Nickerson boy comin’

| ever from Wellmouth?”

“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
nothin® "—

The station agent interrupted him
with a sidelong movement of the head.

«Huh?' queried Mr. Small. Then he.
in company with Mr. Clark and Mr.
Bodkin, turned toward the corner of
the waiting room.

The boy who bad bought the apple
“turnover,” baving finished the last
erumb of that viand, had turned to the
window and was looking out through
a hole he had scraped in the frost on
the pane, He had shaded his face with
his hands to shut out the lamplight,
and, though he must have heard the
conversation, his manner betrayed no
interest In It.

Mr. Small interrogated the station
agent by raising hls eyebrows. The
agent whispered, “Shouldn’t wonder,”
and added, “He came on the up traln
this afternoon.”

“Hey, boy,” said Mr. Clark, who nev-
er let conslderation for other people
interfere with his ewn curiosity,
“what's your name?”

The boy turned from the window
and, blinking a little as the light
struck his eyes, faced the group by the
stove. His freckled cheeks glistened
ag the light shone upon them; but, as
if he knew this, he pulled the big
sleeve of the overcoat across his face
and rubbed them dry.

“What's your name, senny?’ gald
the stage driver kindly.

“Nickerson,” sdid the boy in a low
tone.

“I want to know. Your fust name
ain't Bradley, is it?’

".IEE, air.”

“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.

“1 ain't cold,” was the reply.

The trio by the stove fidgeted in si-
lence for a few moments, and then
AMr Small said uoneasily: “Ailn’t it
'most time for that train to be In?
She’s a ha'f hour late now.”

“She was twenty-ive minutes late

at Sandwich,” said the station agent,

#and she’s prob'ly lost ten minutes or
go since. She’ll be along in a little
while now.”

But in spite of this cheerful prophecy
a full fifteen minutes passed before
the train, which had beem started from

h.—’-‘-'-u-‘vl ,

T

“What's your name, sonnyt”

Boston with the vague idea that some |

time or other it might get to Province-
town, came coughing and panting
round the curve and drew up at the

bids in that line they sort of com-
= e ad —gtation platform. Only one passenger

promised on a boy.
“Yeou don't mean the Allen old maids

that live down on the ‘lower road,’ do
you?" asked Mr. Bodkin.

“gartin. I said the old malids, didn't
I? There's plenty of single women in
Orham, but when you say ‘the old
maids’ in our town everybody knows
you mean Prissy and Tempy.”

“What about the boy, Barney?” said
the station agent, coming Into the
waiting room.

“Why,” sald Mr. Small “it's this
way: Seems that Prissy and Tempy's
father. old Cap'nm D'rius Allen—he’s
been dead six years or more now—had
a niece name of Sophia, that married
-Cap’n Ben Nickerson over to Wwell-
mouth. Cap'n Ben and his wife had
ome son. | think the boy's name's
Bradley. Anyhow Cap’'n Ben and his
wife was drowned off the Portuguese
coast two vears ago when Ben’s bark
was lost. Maybe you remember? Well,
the boy was left at home that voyage
with Ben's ha'f brother, Solon Nicker-
gon, s0's the youngster could go to
school. When his folks was drownded
that way the boy kept on livin’ with
Eolon till 'bout three weeks ago Solon
was took with pneunmony and up and
died. Prissy and Tempy's the only re-
lations there was, you see, 80 It was
left to them to say what should be
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got out at the Harniss station, and
he, stopping for a moment to hand his
trunk check to the station agent, walk-
ed briskly into the waiting room and
glammed the door behind him.

«wHello™ he hailed, pulling off & buck-
gkin glove and holding out a big hand
to the stage driver. “Barney, how’s
ghe headin'?"’

Mr. Small grinned and took the prof-
fered hand.

«Well, for the land's sake, Ez Tit-
comb!” he exclaimed. “Where'd you
drop from? Thought you was some-
wheres off the coast between New
York and Portland jest 'bout now.”

“Got shore leave for a fortni't or se,”
gaid the newcomer, unbuttoning his

overcoat with a smart jerk and throw- l

ing it wide open. “Schooner sprung a

leak off Gay head last trip, and she’s |

hauled up at East Boston for repairs.
Dirty weather, ain't it? Hello, Lon:
How are you,JIke?”

Mr. Clark and his friend grinned and
responded, “How are you, Cap’'n Ez?”
in

The arrival was a short, thickset man
with a sunburned face, sharp eyes,
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ed him.”

“The old maids?
Not Prissy and Tempy?”

“Yup. All right, Barney; TI'm com-
in’.”™

The station agent. hurried away to
help the driver with the captain’s sea
chest, and its owner, apparently over-
come with astonishment, climbed mute-
iy into the coach, where his fellow

had preceded him. 3
The old vehicle rogked and groaned

as the heavy chest was strapped on |

the racks behind, Then it tipped agalin
as Mr. Small climbed clumsily to the
driver’s seat

“ A1l 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 in the snow and black-
ness,

] L ] L ] L L] -

The bey, 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 ywanted to
ride in one again.

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

“Heavy sea on tonight,” he observ-
ed. “’Pears t6 me Barney'd better
take a reef. She’s rollin*- consider’-
ble.”

The boy laughed and sald, “Yes,

“@Gein’ all the way to Orham?" asked

the captain,
“T‘Eﬂ, sir.”

“Got folks over there, I presume

likely. Friends or nothin' but jest re
lations 7"

“Relations, I—I guess.”

“Sp! Well, I've got a good many re-
lations ever there myself. Fact Is,
I've got relations, seems to me, "most
everywheres. Father used to have 80
many of 'em that when he went vis-

Not the old maids? |

‘Prissy.

itin’ he used to call it ‘goin’ cousinin’.’

My name’s Titcomb. What do ﬂ.'IEJ"! and taking as

----

g
.......

Miss Temperance.”
“Yes, Bradley,” colncided “Miss
Tempy,” “we're real glad to see you."

hair was not worn plain, like her
ter’s, but had a little bunch of curls
over each ear. She also wore & hailr

breastpin, but her earrings were gold- | ambarrassment
Bradley shook the extended hands, | sopcerning the.

Miss Prissy’s red and dimpled and
Miss Tempy's thin and white, with
two old fashioned rings on the fingers.

“Won't you—wen't you set down
ventered Miss Tempy after a rather
awkward pause,

“Why, yes, of course,” said Miss
;d!"rf-:sr. “and take your things right off

Bradley placed the carpetbag on the

corner of the mat and pulled off the
ghabby overceat. The jacket and
trousers beneath were also shabby, but
it was at his shoes that Miss Prissy
glanced, and, oddly emnough, their con-
flition served to break the formality.

“My goodness me!" she ejaculated
“Jest look at his poor feet, Tempy
Allen! Come right over to the stove
this minute and take off those shoes.
They're soppin’ wet through.”

“No, ma'am,” protested the boy.
“They ain't, honest. They only look
mﬂ'

“Don't tell me!” commanded Miss
“Go right over to the stove
this minute.”

Bradley reluctantly obeyed, stepping
gingerly across the spotless ollcloth
long strides as possible.

all the way.
“Why—why, 1 @o declare!

gure I didn’t!” exclaimed
gister. “Did he—
he was comin’,

“No, I'm
the flustered younger
did he tell you why

Bradley 7
heard him tell the

«No, ma'am, but I
man that-drove the coach that be had
week ‘cause his

ghore leave for a

This remark caused guite as much
and agitation as that
eaptain’s presence in
the coach. The two ladies again glanc-
ed hurriedly at each other.

“Goodness gracions!” exclaimed Miss
“aAnd the settin’ room not

Prissy.

gwept and the windows not washed!
I'll have to get up early tomorrer
mornin’, I'm so glad I fixed that ruf-
fle on my alpaca,” she added in an ab-
sentminded soliloguy.

“And I must finish that tidy for the
sofy,” said Miss Tempy nervously.
“I've only got a little more to do on it
thank goodness! FPrissy, I'm goln' to
put sn iron on. 1 want to press my
other collar. Did—did the cap'n say

more about me—us, I mean "
ghe added, looking at the stove.

“No, ma'am, he didn't,” replied the
bey, “He jest asked about me and
told stories and talked.”

Miss Tempy seemed a little disap-
pointed and made no comment. Her
gister, too, was silent Presently
Bradley yawned. He tried to hide it
but Miss Prissy, coming out of her

trance, saw him.
“My sakes” she exclaimed, “what

are we thinkin’ of, keepin’ you up this
way? It's after 9 o'clock. Let me get

the lamp. Tempy, you do up that

call you when your back ain’t turned ?” | i
The bey langhed again in a puzzied | El;ﬂ'r::ntp;d :hnt:e hﬁfﬁ'&’fﬂltgmmﬁ ! Sckptione: T3 M Lo
way—he i Mg what to make | jnt, the center of the rope mat, fold |
iy - said that his | tne jatter carefully togetber and dis- | i1 and his dressing was a sort of Jig,
| for it was freezing cold. When he

name ‘was Bradley Nickerson.

|
wi
«Nickerson, hey? < That settles it; | appear with it into the kitchen.

Miss Prissy piloted him to the chintz

you're a Cape Codder. Minute I meet | .,p0red rocker b “ '
body . . y the big “airtight’
s g o hltn:;ersuu : kl; I:ar;l stove, Then she proceeded to unlace = oyme out of the sitting room, bearing a
tnn;r they ;’E bgt?:s t;' t“?"; nI ':;t' the patched brogans, commenting in 82 | proom and with her “alpaca” gown
sand in their 5 ave. = f undertone upon the condition of the covered with an apron. Miss Tempy,

Obed Nickerson's folks you're goin® to

seel”

“No, sir. I'm goin’
Priscilla Allen. Her and her sister.
They was some of mother’s people.”

“3ho, well 1 swan!” muttered the

captain.

to live with Miss 5
|
|

stockings beneath.

L ] L L L L ] L ] L]
Bradley was up early the next morn-

went downstairs it was evident that
things had been golng on. Miss Prissy

her curls done up in papers, was busy

“I'm :frlid." said Bradley fearfull¥, | «{th the “tidy” for the sofa. Each of
*“that I've got some SDOW water OD @ (pe gisters was nervous and excited.

your floor, ma'am."”

Miss Prissy said a stiff little grace at

i n |
Don't say a word. Thank goodness | the breakfast table. Miss Tempy had a

5 , | your feet ain't so wet as [ thought they
Prissy and Tempy. bey? | was Put 'em right on the rail of the | gng urged Bradley to partake, but the

large cup of “pepper tea” for herself

Then Dan wa'n’t foolin’. And you're | gtove there while I go up ta the gar- | gjjer sister came to the rescue and

goin’ to live with 'em ¥
“Yeg, sir. Do you know ‘em?”
“Who—me? Obh, yes!

is,” he added cautiously, “l call on 'em i

them fellers at the depot say anything
"hout me and them did you? Na! Well,
all right, I jest thought— es! 1
know 'em. Nice folks as ever@fas, bn:

what you might call a liftle B o wot |
in their ways’ Do you always Wipe |

your feet when you come into the
house?’
“Why—why—yes, sir, if 1 don’t for-

get it.”
“all right It's a good habit to git

into, 'specially if you're goin’ to walk |

on Prissy’s floors. Sometimes I've

. wished I could manage to put,my feet

in my pocket when I've been there. 1
wonder If I knew your father? What

was his name?”

Bradley told his father’'s name and In |

response to the captain's tactful ques-
tioning a good deal more besides. In
fact,
knew all about the boy, where he came
from, how he happened to come and all
the rest. And Bradley for his part
learned that his companion command-
ed the coasting schooner Thomas Do-
ane, that he had been a sallor ever
since he was fourteen, that he had a
marvelons fund of sea yarns and knew
how 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- |

eat, and, suspecting the reason, he
ceased to talk. A few minuotes later he
leaned forward and smiled to find his

fellow traveler, who had slipped down
upon the cushion, fast asleep.

When Bradley awoke Captain Tit-
comb was standing on the ground by
the epen door of the coach.

“Good night, Brad,” he said. *“Here's
where I'm bound for. -You've got a five
minute ride or so more 'fore you git to
the old mai—that is, to Prissy and

| Tempy’s. I'll see you tomorrer. You

and me’s goin’ to be chums, you know."

The door was shut. Mr. Small struck f

up “Camptown Races,” and the stage
bumped on again. This time the boy
did pot sleep, but, holding on to the
gtrap, tried to peer through the snow

| erusted window. He saw a light here

and there, but little else. After a short
interval the coach turned a sharp cor-
per, rolled on for perhaps twece 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 lighted doorway,
with two female figures, one plump

| and the other slender, standing in It

From behind them the lamplight
streamed warm and bright and sent
their shadows almost to his feet.

“Ceme on, bub,” said the stage ériv-

-
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1 know ’‘em. |

before long Captain Tltcumb]

: “Here's where you git out Miss |
3 M.""llg shouted, mmm

I'll be right back.”

| ret and get those slippers of father's. y gave him hot milk and water Instead.

After the meal was over and the dish-

, . She hurried out of the room just as h ] t
I'm a partic’lar friend of theirs—that | her gister entered it by the other door. | ::edw::e e:cnl: :.Budszgl e?ezinguwitt:
*H “Nuﬂ"‘ set ﬁ,ﬂ:ht Eﬂ-ﬂ.’. !ﬂ.!d Miss Tm' ; h'E'rq Thﬂ' house, seen h}- 1 L a
once in awhile jest to say ‘How are | py, bustling about, with the steaming | pjz square b ailding, bad] [‘“I . end““ ol
you? Why? You didn’t hear any of | teakettle jn her hand. “I'm goln’ to . » y

make you some pepper tea. There's
nothin' in the world like pepper tea
when you're likely to catch cold.”
“Pepper tea” was a new prescription
for the boy, and he watched with Inter-
est while Miss Tempy turned some
milk into a bowl, flooded it with boil-

]

| ter.

. T

ing water, added a spoonful of sugar
and vizoronsly shook the pepper box |

over the mess, "

“There!” she said. “Now, drink that, |

every drop. Ain't you hungry?’
Bradley, with tears In his eyes, the
result of the first swallow of pepper
tea, gaspingly protested that he wasn't
hungry, not very. The sight and smell
of the loaded supper table were B0
temptinz that the denial was rather
half hearted. A
“Not very! When did you have any-
thing to eat last?”
‘“Mr. Bartlett—he's the s'lectman

_er_ihummwm

Wellmouth—gave me a sandwich at
the depot 'fore I started, ma'am, and I
bought a turnover at Harniss.”

«“My sakes! Prissy”"—to her sister,
who came rustling in—*“he hasn't et a
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paint. The roof was four slded and
sloped upward to a cupola Ip the cen-
From Its closely shut frunt door
snow covered box hedges In parallel
lines defined the path to the front gate,
also locked and fastened and, like the
front door, only used on occasions.
There was a large tumbledown barn,
with an empty plgpen back of the

house anll & henhouse and yard In the
vear of the barn.

Next door to the left—on the right
wis a4 vacant field—was a small story
and a half cottage, separated from the
Allen household by a board fence. One
of the boards in this fence had fallen

' down, and as Bradley, wading in MIiss

|
i
i

' “what

J'rissy's wake, passed this opening he
saw a girl, apparently about.his own
age open the back door of the house
next door and look out at him. He

at | wanted to ask who she was, but didn't

feel well enough acqualnted with his
gulde to do so just yet.

Just as the dozen hens and lomesome
looking rooster were fed—Miss Prissy
informed him that by and by lsoking
after the poultry would be ene of his
duties—Miss Tempy’s voice was heard
calling excitedly from the kitchen door.

“Prissy,"” she ed—*Prissy,come
in the house quick!
cap’'n’s comin’!"

“My land!” exclaimed the elder sls-

ter wildly, and, ber dignity forgotten,

gshe almost ran to the house, followed
by Bradley, who didn't understand the

cause of the excitement.

“Oh, my sakes,” ejaculated Miss
Tempy as they entered the kitchen,
made him come so early?
You'll have to see him first, Prissy.
| I've got to fix my hair.”

Miss Prissy rushed Into the sitting

instead two inches from the edge | “Oh, she’s upstairs for a minute.
and her own halr with her | She'll be right down,” answered Miss
hands, dedging in front of the big | Prissy carelessly. “Tell me what
gilt framed mirror as she did so. | brought you bome so unexpected.” |
Then, as & smart knock sounded on | “Sprung a leak and had to lay the
the dining room door, she assumed her | old hooker up for repairs. That's a
“company” smile and marched sedate- | specialty of my owners— repairs.
ly to receive the visitor. They'd rather patch up for a hundred
mewrmlmmmmm I—I—
knocked, after cleaning snow | Brad, fetch them bundles

frem his boots en the “scraper” he en- mm-n‘::- oo
wrapped in brown paper. N

“Well, Prissy,” sald the captain, lay- |

ing down the packages to shake hands,

“how d'you do? Didn't expect to see

me 1n this port jest now, did you?”

““No, indeed, Cap’'n Titcomb,” was the

all the same. Come right in. Take

§

He's comin'! The
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PRETTY
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Bring Your Picture ih
{ and let usquote you
for a Frame on it.

CTURE

| Is always worth Framing and
| you will often be surprised at
it's appearance when Frawed.

i We have just received
ag large shnipment of

American Moulding |

and will give a Special
Low Price on W ork re-
ceived during the next

Kent-st.

{ Henley Bros.,

Near the Market

door, and sald cheerily:
“Mornin’, Brad. Well, how are yeu |
after your shake up last night? Wan't '
seasick after I got out, was you?” ‘
Bradley grinned bashfully and stam- |
mered that he wasg “all right.”
“Good! We had a rugged trip comin’
over, Prissy. The old coach rolled so
I felt like goin’ on deck and shortenin’
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W. F. McCARTY
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McLennan & C0
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Clothes Wringers
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Wheel Bar rows
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