Cape Codder, from Hyannis. “Callate
for a spell ‘now, hey,
Cap’n.” 3 7

“For a spell, ‘yes,” replled Nat.
+wWe'll stay here until we get another
craft to set sail In, and no longer.”

“Another craft? - Another one?
‘Where in time you goin’ to get her?” .
! «gpild her,” said Captain Nat cheer-
fully. Then, pointing to the row of
empty houses and the little deserted
church, he added, “There’s timber and
nails—yes, and cloth, such as ’tis. If
I can’t bulld a boat out of them I'lt
agree to eat the whole settlement.” I

He did not have to eat it, for the
boat was built. It took- them six‘
months to build her, and she was a |
curious-looking vessel when done, but, |
as the skipper said, “She may not be |
a clipper, but she’ll sail anywhere, if |
you give her time enough.” He had |
been the. guiding spirit of the whole
enterprise, planning it, laying the keel,
burning buildings to obtain nails and
fron, hewing trees for the largest
beams, showing them how to spin
ropes from cocoanut fiber, improvising |
palls from the longboat’s canvas |
pleced out with blankets and odd bits
of cloth from the abandoned houses.
Even 1a strip of carpet from the church |
floor went into the making of those
mails, k

At last she was done, but Nat was
not satisfied.

“I never commanded a ship where |
T couldn’t h’ist Yankee colors,” he |
said, “and, by the everlastin’! I won’t
now. We've got to have a flag.”

So, from an old_pair of blue over-
all, a white cotton shirt, and the red
hangings on the church pulpit, he made |
a flag and hoisted it to the truck of
his queer command. They provisioned
her, gave her a liberal supply of
fresh water, and, one morning, she
passed through the opening of the la- '
goon out to the deep blue of the Pa- |
cific. And, hidden in her captain’s!

we'll stay here

istateroom unde? the head of his bunk, !
‘was the ten thousand dollars gold. '

For Nat bad sworn to himself, by “the '
everlasting” and other oaths, to de-
liver that money to his New York
.owners safe and, necessary expenses |
deducted of course, untouched, ’

For seven weeks the crazy nonde-
script slopped across the ocean. Fair |
winds helped her and, at last, she
entered the harbor of Nukahiva, over |
twelve hundred miles away. And there |
—"“Hammond’s luck,” the sailors call-
ed it—was a United States man-of-

war lying at anchor, the first Ameri-,

can vessel to touch at that little
French settlement for five years. The

boat they built was abandoned and:
the survivors of the Sea Mist were !

taken on board the man-of-war and
carried to Tahiti.

From Tahiti Captain Nat took pas-
sage on a French bark for Honolulu.
Here, after a month’s wait, he found

oppor‘urity to leave for New York |
on an American ship, the Stars and
Stripes. And finally, after being away .

from home for two years, he walked

into the office of his New York own-
ers, deposited their gold on a table,
and cheerfully observed, “Well, here !

I am.”

But Trumet did not hear the yarn |

immediately. All that it heard and all
that it knew was contained in Cap-
tain Nat's brief telegram. “Arrived
today. Will be home Thursday.” That
was all, but it was enough, for in that

observed the second ’mate, e b 1

{ doctor watched - her pityingly.

“He'll Never Marry Her, Now.”
‘asked. “Good - afternoon; Captain
- Dr. Parker entered the building, but
Captaln Zeb Temained outside, starn-
meéring that he callated he'd better
stay where he could keep-an eye on
his horse. - This was such a trans-
parent excuse that it would have heen
funny at any other time. No one
smiled now, however. - *

“Igs—is = Mrs. = Coffin—er—Keziah
aboard?” the captain asked. '

“No, she isn’t. She went to the

{ parsonage a few houfs ago. Mr. Ellis

brought the mail and there was a let-
ter in it for her. She said it was ime
portant and that she must go home
to see about some things. She’ll be
bac¢k pretty soon, I suppose.”

Parker found his patient sleeping
soundly and had not disturbed him.
Returning to the living room he spoke
to'Grace: " /

“Humph!” he grunted, watching her
from .undér his brows;, “everything
seems to be all right ip there. He
mustn't be told anyth'ng that- will up-
set him. He's getting well fast and-
I want it to continue.”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Hum! Er—have you heard— BHas
anyone been here?”

“Yes. I have heard. The telegram
came and I answered it.”

“You did? Well, it’s a miracle and
we're all thankful,. of course. Did
you—er—er——"

“Doctor, I must go home.
stay here any longer. You know why
not. ..I must be at home when he
comes. You must get some one to
take my place. Aunt Keziah will stay,
of course, and perhaps Mrs, Higgins
would come.”

“But stay through tomorrow, at ary
rate. Nat won't get here until Thurs-
day, and I may be able to find anoth-
er nurse by that time. And what I
shall say to him,” /motioning toward
the other room, “I don’t know.”

“Must you say anything? Just say
that I have been called away for a
few days on—on some business. Don’t
tell him. Don’t tell him the truth,
doctor, now. He is too weak and I
am afraid——"

She stopped and turned away. The
Hea

| would have liked to say much more,

but he could not, under the circum-
stances. He stammered a good-by
and, with a question concerning Mrs.
Coffin’s whereabouts, went out to joim
Captain Zeb.

“Well?” queried the latter anxious-
ly. “How is it? What's up? What's
the next tack?”

“We’ll go to the parsonage,” was
the gloomy answer.
see a glimmer in this cussed muddle
Keziah Coffin can.”

Keziah was on her knges in her
room, beside a trunk, the same trunk
she had been packing the day of the

working frantically, sorting garments
from a pile, rejecting some and keep-
ing others. She heard voices on the
walk below and went down to admit
| the callers.

“What’s the matter, Keziah?” asked
Dr. Parker sharply, after a look at her
| face. “You look as

| through the war.
|

Humph!
you’ve heard the news?”

I suppose

Keziah brushed back the hair from+

her forehead. “Yes,” she answered
slowly. “I’'ve heard it.”

I mustn’t |

“If anybody can |

minister’s arrival in Trumet, She was |

if yowd been‘

dispatch was explosive sufficient toi
blow to atoms the doctor’s plans and “Well, it’'s great mnews, and if it
Keziah’s, the great scheme which was | Wasn't for—if things weren’t as they
to bring happiness to John Ellery and | 2re;:T'd be crowing hallelujahs this
Grace Van Horne. minute. Trumet has got a good man

Dr. Parker heard it, while on his' Safe and sound again, and the Lord
way to Mrs. Prince’s, and, neglecting knows it needs all of that kind it can
that old lady for the once, he turned ge‘t‘."
his horse and drove as fast as possi-i Yes.”

le to the shanty on the beach. Fast| — Yes. But there’s the other matter.

as he drove, Captain Zebedee Mayo | ['Ve been to see Grace. She didn’t
say so, but it was easy enough to
see; the man she promised to marry
" and thought was dead, is alive. She’s
a girl of her word—she promised him
and she promised her dying uncle—
and she’ll marry him_ - And then what
will become of John Ellery? He’ll go
downhill so fast that a ship’s anchor
wouldn’t hold him, If he doesn’t die

got there ahead+of him, Captain Zeb
was hitching his white and ancient
steed to the post as the doctor hove
in sight,

“By mighty!” the captain exclaimed,
with a sigh of relief, “I'm glad enough
you've come, doctor. I hated to go
in there alone. You've heard, of
course.”

“Say, ain't it wonderful!
tickled all up one side and sorry all
down t'other. Nat’s a true-blue feller,
and I'm glad enough that he ain’t
shark bait; but what about the minis-
ter and her? She's promised io Nat,
you know. Are you goin’ to tell Mr.
Ellery?”

“Certainly not. And I hope he
hasn’t been told. He's getting well
fast now, but he mustn’t be worried,
or back hell go again. We must see
Mrs. Coffin. Keziah is our main hold.
‘That woman has got more sense than
all the rest of us put together.”

But it was Grace, not Keziah, who
opened the shanty door in answer to
their knock. She was pale and greet-
<2 them calmly, but it was qvidzat
that her calmness was the result of
sheer will ‘power.

“Won’t you come in, doctor?” she

I'm | T'll have to send him away somewhere, |

| and the Regular church will lose the
minister we’ve fought so hard for.”

“Yes,” - concurred - Zebedee, “and
them blasted Damelsgs’ll run the she-
bang and the rest of us’ll have to sing
small, I tell.you.”

“So we've come to you, Keziah,”
went on the doctor.
salvation?”

“Yes, I do.”

“You do? Where?”

“In Nat Hammond. If he knows
Grace doesn’t want to marry bhim, do
you suppose he'll hold her to her
promise? But”—she hesitated—“doc-
tor, you leave this to me. So far as
John and Grace are ' concernmed you
needn’t worry. I'll take it on myself
to see that they have each other, as
the Almighty meant ’em to.. Leave
it to me. Just leave 1t to me. I

‘

tollowing was cheered By the tidi
that Grace Van Horne had left
beach and was at her old home, the
Hammond tavern. ' And Mrs. Pound:

the

. berry. réported her. busy as a be

“gettin’ things ready.” i
.Thursday. was a. perfect day, and
‘the reception committee was ofi hand

and waiting in. front of the Bayport ]
He held out his hand, seized the min-

post office. The special carriage, the
span brushed and curried wuntil their
coats glistened in the sunshine, was
drawn up beside the platform. The
horses had little flags fastened to
their bridles, and there were other
and larger flags on each side of the’
dashboard. Captain Daniels, imposing
in his Sunday raiment, high-collared
coat, stock, silk hat and gold-headed
cane, sat stiffly erect on the sgeat in
the rear. - The other carriages were
alongside, among them Captain Zébe-
dee Mayo’s ancient chaise, the white
horse sound asleep between the shafts.
Captain Zeb had not been invited to
join the escort, but had joined ' it
without. an- invitation. Kyan Pepper
was there also, not yet fully recov-
ered' from the surprise which Lavini2a’s
gracious permission had given him.

“Here she comes!” shouted Ezra
Simmons, the postmaster, “Right on
time, too.”

Sure enough! A cloud of dust in
' the distance, rising on the spring
| wind, and the rattle of rapidly turn-
| ing wheels. The reception committee
| prepared for action. Captain Elkanah
i descended from the cariage and moved
' in stately dignity to the froat of the
' post office platform.

The stage, its four horses at a trot,
swung up to the platform.

“Hurrah!” shouted the committee,
| §ts uninvited guests and the accom-
'panying crowd of Bayport men and
; 'boys which had gathered to assist in
the wele: ‘e. “Hurrah!”

. A passe.ger or two peered from the

‘'poach window.. The stage driver

dronically uched his cap.

| “Thank ye,” he said.

fvery much.”

|| Captain Elkanah frowned his disap-
val,

.. “We are cheering Cap’n Nathaniel

| jHammond of Trumet,” he explained

| lhaughtily, “We are here to meet him

|and escort him home. Where is he?

| [Where’s Cap’'n Hammond?”

“Well, now, I’ll tell ye; I don’t know

here he is.”

“You don’t? Isn’t he with you?”

“No, he ain’t. And he didn’t come

“Thank ye

“Doctor, You Leave This to Me.”

on the train, nuther, He was on it.!
The conductor told'me he see him and
set along with him between stations
as fur as Cohasset mvarrows. But
after that he never see hide nor hair
of him. Oh, that’s so! = Here’s the
mail bag, Ezry.”

Captain Zeb stepped beside the
stage and put one foot on the wheel.

“Say, That,” he whispered, “is that
all you know? Where did he go to?”

“Well,” the driver’s voice dropped
lower. “Well,” he whispered, “I did
hear this much. A chap I know was
on the train and he said he see Cap’n
Nat get off the cars at the Cohasset
Narrows depot and there was a wom:
an with him.” :

‘;A woman? A woman? What woms
an?”

“Blessed if I knew! And he didn’t
nuther. So long! Git dap!”

The reception committee and its|
escort drove slowly back to Tryma.)
The Daniels following was disgusted
and disabpointed.

Trumet speni that evening wonder-
ing what had> become of Nat Ham.
mond. Captain Zeb Mayo wondered
| most of all. Yet his wonderment was
accompanied by vague suspicions of
the truth. And, at eleven o’tlock,
when the village was in bed, a horse
and buggy moved down the Turn-off
and stopped before the Hammond
gate. A man alighted from the buggy
and walked briskly up to the side
door;, There he knocked and then
whistled shrilly.

A window overhead was opened.

“Who is it?" asked a feminine

chatr and started
e would not |
be an-

i eon,| ag fur. as Bayport, hired another team

there and come on to Sandwich. Stay-

g and we had to move

e . .1 swung ‘ber off the

just. the car begun to mowxe.

i g lr Lt
come to anchor on theisetted.. And
/then, John, we had our talk. Seems
i she left Trumet Wednesday afternoon.

"t ed overnight there and took the morn-

ister’s, and shook it.

“Good r
“It's a g
day. Hey? isn’t it?”

Ellery’s answer was & question.

“Doctor,” he sald, “why have. Mrs.
Coffin and—and Miss Van Horne
gone? Has anything happened? I
know something has, and you must

tell me what. Don’t try to put me off |

or give me evasive answers.

to know why they have gone.”
Parker looked at him keenly.

“Humph!” he.grunted. “I'l have to

I want

get into Mrs. Higging’s wig. “ You sit |

still. No, 'm not going to tell you

inything. You sit where you'are and |

naybe the news’ll come to you. If

orning, Mr, Ellery,” he said. |
orious day. Yes, sir, a bully !

"in’ train ‘which got to Cohasset Nar
. gows just ahead of the one I was
_comin’ on. She’'d been so fraid of be
! in’ late, she said. Shé must see me
afore I got to Trumet.

whole yarn about you and Grace. She
' trled to break it to me gently, g0 I
 wouldn’t feel too bad. She knew it
| would be & shock to me, she said. It
| wag 'a shock, in a way, but as for
| feelin’ bad, I didn’t. I think the world
| of-Grace, T'd do anythihg she wanted
| me to do; but most the way down on
| the train—yes, and long afore that—
|’ I'q been dreadin’ my comin’ home on
| I dreaded tellin® hev
i that, unless she was real set on it,
- ahe’d better not marry me.”

“Nat, I'want to tell you something

| ude account.

jyou move it won’t. Golng t6 obey or

|ders? Good!
'Mr. Ellery.”
| He walked out - of
‘seemed to Ellery that

e room. It
e sat In that|

I'll see you by and by.b

!chair for ten thousand years before?
the door again opened. And then——

| “Grace!” he cried.

|—you’ve come back.”

| She was blushing red, her face was |

“O Grace! you|

radiant with quiet happiness, but her |

eyes were moist.

forehead.

“Yes, John,” she sald; ‘I've come |

She crossed the
room, bent over and kissed him on the

back. Yes, dear, I've come back to|

—to you.”
Outside the shanty, on the

side |

farthest from the light and its group
of buildings, the Joctor and Captain
Nat Hammond were talking with Mrs. ‘

Higgins.
ed and bubbling with joy.

The latter was wildly excit- |

“It’s splendid!” she exclaimed. "It'sg

almost too fine to believe.
keep our minister, won’t we?”

2Mrs, Higging turned to Captain Nat. }

Now we'll |

|
| #“Yes, John,” She S8aid,
Back to You.”

“'ve Come

" “It’s kind of hard for you, Nat,” she

added.

faction in havin’ a wife

‘The capiain looked at the doctor
and laughed quietly,

“Don’t let my nobhility weigh on
he said.

vour mind, Mrs. Higgins,”
“I'd made up my mind to do this very
thing afore ever I got back to Trumet.
That is, il Gracie was, willin’. And
vwooil 1oLl .8 was Dot oniy willin
but joyful, I—well, I decided to offer
up the sacrifice right off.”

“You did? You did? Why, how
you talk! I mnever heard of such a
thing in my born days.” _

“Oh, well, I— What is it, Grace?”

She was standing in the doorway
and beckoning to him. Her cheeks
were crimson, the breeze was tossing
her hair about her forehead, and she
mAade a picture that even the prac-
tical, unrcmantic doctor appreciated.

The czptain went to meet her.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Nat,” she whispered, “will you
come in? He wants to see you.”

John Ellery was still seated in the

ir by the winZcw, but he no longer
looked like an invalid. There was no
worry or care in his countenance
now, merely a wondrous joy and
serene happiness.

He held out his hands and the cap- |
tain shcok them heartily. |

“2Mr. Ellery,” he said, “as they used
to say at the circus, ‘Here ,we are
again.” And you and I have been do-
ing all kinds of circus acrobatics gince
we shook last, hey? I'm glad you're
pretty nigh out of the sick bay—and
the doctor says you are.”

“Captain,” began Ellery. Hammond
imterrupted him.

“Hold on!” he said. “Belay right
there. If you and I are to cruise in
the same family—and that’s what I
hear is likely to happen—I cal'late
we’ll heave overboard the cap’'ns and
Misters. My name’s
‘Nat’ for short.”

“All right. And mine is ‘John.
Captain—eNat, I mean—how can I
ever thank you?” :

“Thank me? What do you want to
thank me for? I only handed over
somethin’ that wasn’t mine in the first
place and belonged to you all along.
1 didn’t know it, that was the only
trouble.”

“But your promise to your father.
1 feel—

“You needn’t. I'm doin’ the right
thirg and I know it. And don’t pity
me, neither. I made up my mind
not to marry Grace—unless, of course,
she was set on it—months ago., I'm
tickled to death to know she’s goin’
to have as good a man as you are.
She’ll tell you so. Grace! Hellol
she's gone.”

“Yed. I'told her I wanted to talk
with you alone, for a few minutes
Nat, Grace tells me that Aunt Kexziah
was the cne who—r>?

“But it’s awful noble and self-
sacrificin’ and everybody’ll say so. Of
course there wouldn’t be much satis-
you knew
cared more for another man. But still
it's awful noble of you to give her up.”

‘Nathaniel'—

Something that only one other per
son knows. Grace doesn’t know it
'yet. Nelther does Aunt Keziah—the
iwhole of it. And if she knew I told
'you even a part I’'m afraid she would,
as she would say, ‘skin me alive’
But I owe her—and you—more than
‘I could repay if I lived a thousand
years.
‘the consequences.”

“Nat, when—that morning after
tyour father died and after you and
Grace had agreed to—to——"

“To do somethin’ neither
wanted to do? Yes, I know.
‘ahead.”

“That morning Aunt Keziah came
‘home to the parsonage and broke the
‘news to me. She did it as only she
‘could do such a thing, kindly and pity-
Angly and I made a fool of myself, I
expect; refused 'to believe her, be-
‘haved disgracefully, and at last, when
I had to believe it, threatened to run
‘away and leave my work and Trumet
forever, like a coward. She made me
'stay.”

“Did, hey?”

“Yes, She showed me it was my
duty to face the music. When I
| whimpered about my troubles she
told me her own - story. Then I
' learned what trouble was and what
. pluck was, too. She told me about
her marriage and—excuse me for

Go

|
|

| speaking of what fsn’t my business;

yet it i8 mine, in a way—she told me
about you.”

Captain Hammond did not answer.
His good-natured face clouded and he
shifted in his chair.

“She told me of you, Nat, all about
you—and herself. And she told me
something else, which explains why
she felt she must send you away, why
she thought yodr marriage to Grace
would be a good thing.”

“I know. She told you that that
darn scamp Anse Coffin was alive.”

The mirister started violently. He
gasped in surprise.

“You knew it?
stammered.

“I know it now. Have known it for
over a year, My findin’ it out was
one’of the special Providences that’s
been helpin’ along this last voyage of
mine. My second mate was a Hyan-
nis man, name of Cahoon. One day,
on that pesky island, when we was
eatin’ dinner together, he says to me,
‘Cap’n,” he says, ‘you're from Trumet,
ain’t you? I owned up. ‘Know any-
body named Coffin there? says he. 1
l owned up to that, too. ‘Well,” he says,

‘I met her husband last trip I was in
the Glory of the Wave.’ I stared at
him. ‘Met his ghost, you mean,’ 1
says. ‘He’s been dead for years, and
a good thing, too. Fell overboard and,

You knew it?” he

“But he wouldn’t have it so.
to know Anse Coffin in New Bedford,’
he says. ‘Knew him well's T know
you. And when we was in port at
Havre I dropped in at a gin mill down

“Well, I went. The engine bell was |

| Got the livery stable man to drive her

“Well, she saw e and told me the |

" | myself a new hat, and all that.

So I'm going to tell and take!

of us;

not bein’ used to water, it killed him.’ | Nai~= e
‘T used |

a8 you say,
3 now why Keziah
ave pers. I could
| ’Bee how she'd en sacrificin’ - her
life for that | ‘ ; "
4, "Da you tell ber—Aunt Keziah—
‘| 'when you met her at-the Ndrrows?”

#ee her again. Bhe shan’t spoil her

life—a woman like that! by the Lord!
‘what a woman!—for any such crazy
‘notfon. I swore it when I heard the

since. That’s  what settled my mind
about Grace. Keziah Coffin belongs
to me. . She.always has belonged to
me, even though my own pig-headed-
ness lost her in the old days.”

He was pacing ‘the floor now, his

own face ‘beaming. 'Here was his
chance. At last he could pay to this
man and Keziah a part of the debt he
owed. '

Nat stopped in his.stride. “Wen!»
be exclaimed. “I almost forgot, after
‘all. Keziah sent a note to you. I've
got it in my pocket. She gave it to
me when she left me at Cohasset.”

“Left you? Why! didn’'t she come
back with you on the night train?”

“No. : That's funny, too, and T don’t
understand it 'yet. We was togeiher
all‘the afternoon.. I was feelin’ 8o
good at seein’ her that I took her un-
der my wing and we cruised all over
that tbwn together. Got dinner at'the
tavern and she went with me to buy
At
Iﬂrst she didn’t seem to want to, bur
then, after I'd coaxed a while, she
did. She was lookin’ pretty sad and
worn out, -when I first met her, 1

: thought; but she seemed to get over

it and we had a fine time. It remind-
ed me of the days when I used to get
home from a voyage and we were to-
gether. Then, when ’twas time for
the night train we went down to the
depot.- She gave me this note and
told me to hand it to you today.

“‘Good-by, Nat,’ she says.  ‘We've
had a nice day, haven't we?

“‘We have, for a fact’ I says. ‘But
what are you sayin’ good-by for?

“‘Because I'm not goin’ to Trumet
with you,” says she. ‘I'm goin’ to the
city. I've got some business to see
to there. Good-by.’

“I was set back, with all my can-
vas flappin’. I told her I'd go to Bos-
ton with -her and we’d come home to
Trumet: together tomorrow, that's to-
day. But she said no. I must come
here and ease your mind and Grace's.
I must do it. So at last I agreed to,
sayin’ I'd see her in a little while. She
went on the up train and I took the
down one. "Hired a team in Sand-
wich and another in Bayport and got
to the tavern about eleven. That's
the yarn. And here’s your note.
Maybe it tells where she’s gone and
why.”

The minister took the note and
tore open the envelope. Within was
a single sheet of paper. He read a
few lines, stopped, and uttered an ex-
clamation.

“What’s the matter?”
| captain,
| Ellery did not answer. He read the
\ note through and then, without a
iword, handed it to his friend.

- The note was as follows:

| “Dear John:
‘ “l am going away, as I told you I
" would if he came. He 1is coming.
‘ Tuesday I got a letter from him. It
| was written at Kingston, Jamaica, al-
| most three months ago. I can’t think
| -why I haven’t got it sooner, but sup-
pose it was given to some one to
mail and forgotten. In it he said he
| was tired of going to sea and was com-
ing home to me.. I had money, he
said, and we could get along. He had
! shipped aboard a brig bound for Sa-
vannah, and from there he was going
to try for a berth on a Boston-bound
vessel. So I am going away and not
coming back. I could not stand the
disgrace and I could n¢t see him. You

asked the

now. Don’t worry about me, I can
always earn a living while I have my
strength, Please don’t worry. If he
{ comes tell him I have gone you do
| not know where. That will be true,
_ for you don’t. I hope you will be
very happy. I do hope so. Oh, John,
you don’t know how I hate to do this,
but I must. Dox’t tell Nat. He would

came, and Nat knew. Just say I have

some time.
all,

Perhaps I may. Love to
Good-by.
“Yours truly,

“KEZIAH COFFIN.”

The captain stared at the note. Then
he threw it to the floor and started
for the door. The minister sprang
from his chair and called to him.

“Nat,” he cried. ‘“Nat! Stop! where
are you going?”

{ Hammond turned.

|~ “Goin’?” he growled. “Goin’? I'm
goin’ to find her, first of all. Then
I'm comin’ back to wait for him.”

“But you won't haye to wait. He'll
. He's dead.”

“Dead? Dead? By the everlastin’!
this has been too much for you, I
ought to have known it. I'll send the
doctor here right off. I can’t stay
myself. I've got to.go. But——"

“Listen! lsten to - ‘me! Ansel Cof-

by the water front and he come up
and touched be on the arm. I thousht .

fin is dead. I tall you, { koow 1. 1

: {ibuilding?

| And he recognized him. Nat, as .

““No. But I shall tell hHer when I

story amd T've sworn it every dav.

tace set like granite. Ellery rose, his |

and Grace won’t need me any more |

do something terrible to him if he

been called away and may be back"

: = e
BUOW du upOUL 1. That was wha; |
wanted to see you about. Dig Keziap
tell you of the San Jose and the sai!
.who died of smallpox in this
In that rcom' there?”

“Yes. John, you—"

“I'm not raving. 'It’s the truth. That
sallor was Ansel Cofin. 1 wary d
with him -and.ene night, the .
before he died, he spoke Ke; g
name. He spoke of New Bedford 4
of Trumet and pf her, over and oy,
agdin. 1 was Sure who he was )
but, I called in’ Ebenezer Capen,
used to know, Coffin in New Bedio,

or

Very

len,

f ey re
as you and T'dre here this min,

Angel Coffin, Aunt Keziah’s hushung
is buried-in the Trumet cemetery "

CHAPTER XX.
" A Y 3 .
In  Which Mr. Stons Washesg Hig

i witeia . Hands,

Mr. Abner Stone, of Stone & Dy
er, marine outfitters and ship cyn.
dlers, with a plaee of business
Commercial streef in Boston, ap; ,
bank account which commandeq ...
spect throughout the city, was 7.,
ing rather irritable and out of <.,
Poor relatlons are always a nyj.,., .,
' Mr. Stone had “washed hi: 1,
of his ceusin, Keziah =)
thought he had. After l-r ;
Solomon died she had writy .
asking him to find her a nosiigy (f
some kind in Boston. “I don't wan:
money, I don’t want charity ™ . ...
Keziah. “What I want is wor:
you get it for me, Abner?
because father used to tell ¢
you said to. him about gratituin
how you would mever rest unii
had done something in return for -
he did for-you.”

Captain Ben Hall’s kindness wa- +
one thing Mr. Stone forgot wh«
paid no one had ever helped hin
digliked to be reminded of it. i .
@ long while ago and the captain «
dead. However, being remindcd
kad called upon a friend in the 1
ing line and had obtained for K
the place of sewing woman. She
cided to become housekeeper ut -
Trumet pargonage and so noiii:
him. Then he washed his hands
her., ‘

But now he was compelled to -
them again. - Keziah had appearod
his office, without warning, 211
manded that he find her a positi
“Demanded” was the proper w
Certainly she had not begged. ¢
seemed to feel that her demand w
right and proper, and his acceding 1»
it the least he could do.

“What a fine place you’ve got her:
Abner!” she said, inspecting the ofiica
and store. “I declare it's finer than
thé one you had when you first went
into business, afore you f~*'~d. T with
father could have livea 10 see it.
He’d have realized that i, judgment
was good, even though his investme:n:
wasn’t.”

Captain Hall had invested lar=~v
in that first business, the one w!
failed. Mr. Stone changed the
ject. Later in the day he again soi. !

a

“Listen! Listen to Me! Ansel Coffin

Is Dead.”

her there and come away, ieeling th:!
an unpleasant matter was dispos
of. He had made some inquiries as
where she intended staying, even &
ed a half-hearted invitation to din:
that evening at his home. DBut =
declined.

“No, thank you, Abmer,” she sa''
“I’'m goin’ to find a boardin’ place
I'd just as soon nobody knew wh:
I was for the present. And the!
one thing I want to ask you: d¢
tell a soul I am here. Not a soul.
anyone should come askin’ for 1 :
don’t give ’em any satisfaction. I :
tell you why some day, perhaps. '
can’t now.”

This was what troubled Mr. S!
as he sat in his office. Why sb
this woman wish to have her wi-
abouts kept a secret? There .
reason for this, of course. Was !
respectable reason, or the other ki’
If the latter, his own name migh!
associated with the scandal. He w1
. ed, for.the fiftieth time, that tho”
were no poor relations.

A boy came into the office. “Tbj‘ )
is some one here to see you, f
Stone,” he said.

“Who is it?”

“T don’t know, sir. Looks like 2

' say—but he won’t give his name. Si!

seafaring man, a sea captain, I shou
it’s important and nobody but you®
-do.”

“Humph! All right. Tell him ™
wait, I'll be out in a minute.”

Sea captains and ship owners We'd
Stone & Barker’s best customers. TL3
senfor partner emerged from the OF
fice with a smile on his face.

“Ah!” he said, extending his harl_Jd‘
“Glad to see you, Captain—er——

“Hammond,” replied the visito™
“Qama to voun. Mr. Stone.”

(To be Continued)
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