he are utterly unsuit-
4 ed for thé same boat,
'can'tt'nwntal:iutho

marry her-or to tell her you won't?

On the whaole, it is better to run away
than to try and answer
questions like that.

But suppose that one
can’t run away? Suppose
that the place where
you work ls drawn
right by the house

-« where she lives reg-
ularly once a week
by two mules that
can't be either hur-
ried or hid? ,

The whole trouble
started when Cap-
tain Bill of the Amos

" R, Hendricks went
to the Widow Tubbs
for a bucket of wa=-
ter. The back gar-
‘den of the Widow
Tubbs fronted on the

““canal.

It was only a step

* or two from the tow-

“path to-the well. But

" by the well was the
widow.

“In my opinion"—
thus the lady lock-
keeper of Cheeping
Falls, commenting

* on what subsequent~
ly happened —“she

“was fishing for him, \09.@%

- and she got him. /

Captain Bill is toa "h
good natured. He never could say
‘No’ to nobody. -

“And you bet that boy will have
4 time to get along with her. She's
awful set against boys. She bad

Timmy Larkin of the Polly T. Patterson

arrested just for pulling some of her flow-
ers. Captain Bill and that hd has my
pity.”

On the deck of the Amoa R. Hendricks
A small boy sat in a sullen heap regarding
with awful hate a small house in a neat

- garden which flowered right down to the
towpath. Hitched to the neat fence of the

“little house .two mules drowsed and
switched files. ”

From the cubby of the Amos R. came

. the sound of a brush on leather. Captain
-~ Bill was shining his shoes!
When the captain of a canal boat
shines his shoes he is either going to court
or going courting.
“I'd just like to knmow,” sald the small
‘boy savagely to the small house, “I'd just
like to know what he's goin’ to do it for.”
This remark was not original with the

small boy.. The lady lockkeeper at Cheep-
_ing Falls had made it first. The canal,
from tffe basin to “Mortans Slide,” had
~ echoed It.

“If he is thinkin' of marryin’, why

: _don’t he git & girl from the canal?” the
Iuly lockkeeper had saild.

5+ There was deep wisdom in the remark

./ of the lady laborer of Cheeping Falls. A
‘_mmummmuahm

.‘ _~ wwhich is towed from the bay to the moun-

tains, who has never cooked dinner in one

_mmmnmm is apt to

‘be set in her ways and unable to get Into
:\_'IMMmotenmlm .
“And If she refuses to follow her hus-

'tdnkia;m&mﬂ:a

N
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ABOARD THE AMOS R.

By Forrest Halsey .

Hlustraied - h Jlru p‘ Lonsbury.

expression on thetnoeoi\hnmaumn
was rather like that of & whits cut who

hn-bmhunungonthetowpnthandm-'
' -uum}

tured a fish.
“Dave!” The call came trom the uhln

of the Amos R.

The small boy *hnm
 Dbis bagk, Jowered his head

“I'l have the constable arrest yom both.

a dtrtﬂn kind of expression,
niw.'h and more to come.
"Awh. Dave!™ ﬂn‘u mil and m
‘from- “the - pink 1,
‘socked giant to the small m‘hm ‘on
the deck.
-Neothing from the blue huﬂdle——thnt is,
nothing in words, words being not neces-

it mun:

In my

epinion you are a pair.”

e -
7 e

between his shoulders, wiggled his toes,
and said nothing. ¥
"YO“ m"!ll
*Watcherwant?”
. “You come an’ git dressged.” .
Dave was dressed In overhalls and
shirt. 'What more does any boy need?
“Dave.”
"YQ.S-" ‘
“You hear me?” x
Dave heard him. His scow! gave proof
of that, but Dave did not move, The time
had come to make a stand, and he knew it
If the captain mud to make a fool

of himself, all right. Dave was not going

to join him.
Thp mules flapped the fifes. The littlo

house grinned across the neat rows of |

flowers. Mutiny—sflént, furious, deadiy—
was on the Amos R,

The sound of shoe poll.hin‘ cdased,
Out into the sunlight, which pitilessly re-
vealed his shame to the eyes of the crew,
came the captain.

The signs of the shame were: A hard
pink shirt blazing with the shine put on it
by the Chinese laundry at Garrisonville:

a pair of trousers with two rigfd, con- |

tunptm-pmmdmthdrﬁunt«
ahonhm shaved, dmmvedmt
Tuesday.

Green socks ﬂlcd with large feet hesi-
tated on the deck. A shoe, on which was
& dull, black blush, clothed one large
hand. The ofice admired captain of the
Amos R. was a sight for gods, men and
small boys, as & man generally is when
hohtobeallthtformm.

'Whnt'nthemtterwithmnun""

mmmmtntnnthenndtobo
mm-«-m addressing a
crew ln mutiny; pleading, pruﬁt&tlon
utm—ﬂlmmmﬂdmmtom

"Nothln”'uidthemw.nntmof
~ the three p's registering.

When a mli bw says "Nathh’ " with

R VRN

mmmammmmn"umibut
™ “Léoka here, Dave’—the gaptain ad-

/' vanced the boot with tbedunmhlndr

n pleading—“you- gota get dressed. We

can't Keep Mra Tubbs waltini I¢'s most
time for diriner now. Bhos-.enokin | S
Thuhsthdretermcotn.mnmlot

| amoke from the chlxnnnr o! tho little
l ;henle.

“I don’t need women rouu\q cook my
dinner.. 1 can do ft mrsel.f." -ud the
mw,whk.'h was true.
it "Butahomutomymmu."im-
iplored the captain,
mmwmobﬁmottbenmwhlt
jone eys filled with deadly scorn was shift-
tdnmnthentuohouutothebucapmn.
"Iaunhar that's enough,” said the
crew, \chotn;thormarkot thc lady la-
borer of Cheeping Falls.
| A lover would have rennud! this re-
muk.bntthnqnuﬂonﬂu.tthodar.alm
asking ‘was, If Captain Bl was one?
Captain Bill was a bachelor. The Amos

.andthomhlhndham-ohm-ga-
factory wonsorts up to the time when the
¢rew had added itself unto them.

The crew had come nburdobonl;ht
‘When thoharhorpolloelndbcﬁapotlns
‘under the docks with searchlights. ' It
‘came ahvlml very uobtmdu!y and
cupmmnhdmuaheovuﬂthchct
mmmwmmtmmﬂdm-
mmwmemmﬂm

C It was a halr-&rrullltﬂo
drew, and
relieve him of the Iwwmuy, C‘nptﬂn Bt
hndlitnedlton.

. The lh'ew had proved itself, ;n able
mmnmw‘lmnlt mtoumuu
mules. ore, the crew bad taken
10 the umambonoi-u. All
h’dmdwd!fortwom

Cnpta!nlndmhd fitted

two in a pod, ormutyom-
m:.w-wm mm*m

green- . .-

the dark day when the capiain had gone
wmmv-mam«-mm;
hook in his gills.

"~ “That ain't the way to talk, Dave,”
protested the eaptain. *““You'll get on fine
smhh-m:um-rhu-. She likes
lt*‘"l”' : N-.
Mth-mmlkﬂ.mmtu
“Tittie boy"™. Whmtwom@u
they had been comrades had the captam
insuited him like that before. It was
clearly the Influence of “that there”
woman.
"!Mmln"'mwhdb.“hklul

mmcnhhm

“But she told me to bring you,” tim-
jdly - explained the captain. “She—she
says she’ll be a mother to you.*

“Awh"—a mnarl—"what do I want wit’
a mother? I had one onct”—very muech
mmmnuotamuemanvho-n
be has had an unfortunate experience
and is not going to be fool enough to
” repeat it

Truth forces the confession, the
erew's experience of mothers had
hoentwm'uxonq.mmmmw

ternal desire for
lquor,
*, The large captain
looked helplessly at
the small crew. He
wanted the kid to
make a good Impres-
sion up at the little
house, Something
. told him that it be-
" hooved the ecrew of
the Amos R. to stand
well with the new
S owner.
~ He was very fond
. . / of his crew, was Cap-
1aln Bill. “Don‘t talk like
. that, Dave,” he persuad-
L 4 i “we need a woman
to lock out for us. Every
boat had ought to have a woman aboard.”
This & canal axiom,
“Say”—the crew gave the captain a
new attention—*is that why you are git-
tin* married?" The tone was that of one

'm“’mﬂ!ﬂ' their usual manner of
-m

> Before the eaptain could answer the

_¢oero£ the littie house was thr@wn open,

and a lady In a whltq apron appeared and
rang a dinner bell.

“Great Scott!” cried the concerned cap-
tain, "wem!u-ua.llntouu Come,
hustle, kid.”

But the crew in flat mutiny squatted In
a small blue bunch on the deck, hands
locked about knees,

“Not me,” snaried the crew:

every stroke.

of calling :heuwto =




