cabin.
“Sit down and:enjoy o
He'd fix her. He—waell, he not know
what he would do just yet: but he’d do it
Bhe'd batter - walt. He'd show her.

could meet hér on the docks'
night. Her fate wis wealod. '

Bill, and things would be-all right
- the Amos R.

‘Tmuu.m'thtmmmm?'
* sald Mrs. Tubba, scooping potatoes.

“Yessum!” “gulped” Captain Bill, hold-
ing the end’'of his mecktie under his cup,
muwdmpmthhconmapm

‘ clean c¢loth.

Of course there were napkins om the
table, but they were spread out like fans
in the tumblers, and obviously to both
Dave and the captain.‘were to be part of
the table decorations.

3 + 4+ +

“Beautiful eyes!™ Croakin' was too
good for her. She should die a long, lin-
gering death, Dave knew what he would
do. He'd lead her up behind old White
Face, and then tickle his leg. O0Old White
Face would fix the rest for him.

She handed him the potatoes—nice, big,
round ones.

He took oné and began to eat it the
way any man would, gripping it firmly, an
elbow on the table, so that it could not
slip. Dave knew his manners. That cloth
was perfectly safe.

"“Why, Davie,” cried Mrs. Tubbs,

't eat with your fingers!”

Captain Bill and the crew both blushed

{ violently. The captain’s fingers clutched
| a fork. Spearing & potato, he rested an
elbow on the table and elegantly bit off
hunks of mealy sustenance.

“l gueas I ain't taught him his man-
ners,” sald the captain,

“Oh, Tl attend to that! Tuck your
napkin under your chin, Davie.”

Hurriedly the captain lald hold of a
table decoration and tucked ltundu-hh
chin also.

The two males, confronted with good

-t

food and enmeshed In fine manners, which

prevented their enjoying it, confronted
each other across the appalling table.
The table deserved the word—it was so
clean—everything on it shome -with so
much  unnecessary appetite-destroying
- polish and glitter.
! Glasses and knives and forks without
i number cluttered together, giving no room
for elbows. And in the center was a red
glass dish of flowers. Could fobolishness
go farther?:

“Jt was a weddin' present from Unecls
Henry"” (thus the widow explained the
dish). *I ain't set It out since Hen dled.
Ain’t had the heart to. I declare it does
seem good to see A man enjoying his vic-
tuals again. TYou ain't got mo ddea how
lonely I get at meals, Willie."

swillie,” she sald it—just like that—
*Willie!"

The eyes of the dumfounded crew were
fixed on his hero. Was he going to stand
for that? Had Captain Bill arisen and
fmodthovmwwlﬂlmuwdm

mmmmmk-ﬂm
over between them. Oh, well! :
from the first that all was
woman hated him. He could
way she picked on him

the way, anyhow.
+“He'd—he'd go somewhere.- w

E

1

him—he'd—
‘him to swallow a piece of huckisberry ple
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Ah! mtmmtlmthommhhhnlhv-d:dmthnm H:I.-Mmlon. Th.mwudvmnultoﬂpd
old woman dead away: She'd been listen- Whnlcﬁmtandhohnaﬁmtm The biluwe gingham stiffened.
ing. She knew what had happened in the mmummeb&. tmo:mnm;-ngmwum

The captain did the proper thing un- the other sex.

(der the circumstances—hit him vhhntly '

on the back. 2

“Say—"" the crew hesitated.
The 'situation was unigque. The mlo

Straight as a Johnson could Mvouxhummuoﬂthathomm
tluvwnltmtthommmnuatelvﬂlnﬁmb&unltmhyvﬂmt

“Little boy—Davie!™ He wished he hand at the glass dish. There was acrash hands upon the female.
and the dish was done with life as a dish. “Say,

(}

'lWhﬂutiLm

would Oyer the white cloth streanied the coffes. Bill, if he sees you, he'}ll just tear you n

dish has went!”
Stifled with shame and ple, choking,

gasping, the crew of the Amos R. went, |

“¢roak her; " Then bhe'd forgive ' m +*I @eclare,” walled the widow—"oh, pieces. He's awful sore on women. Iffen
thmmf MME‘W‘IhOﬂ“mMI&JMth

nu:kautdthmn ‘em into the canal -
+ +. .+ _;'
*“Yes, sir. Beju:tthmw-u'ﬂtwhen

nﬁ.ltu!mmdmu,muahemm.m'nm butt.bel.rhlood

Amos R. Down iInto the cabin it dived.
Iis mind was made up.

Iwill suit him.”
("I ain't goin’ back to that poorhou-a,

It would desert then and there. No anyway,” said the intruder, stamping her
use of hoping for anything after that|foot so that the dust of many la weary
catastrophe of the glass dish. And when mile flew again.

& captain goes back on his crew, why, the:

“You’ll get some other place, sure.”™

only thing for the crew to do ls to pack The crew, having  removed the danger,

and git. And yet—and yet—

Well, we hate to confess it, but the
crew waa certainly crying.

You see, the captain had been a good
captain. :

The crew _began to pack. It took a
fish-pole, a mouth organ, and 'was collect-|
ing the marvelously colored pebbles ab-!
atracted from a cargo Intended for the

new road at Boonton when——

But the “when” requires another para-
graph for its importance.

Some one had washed the dishes

Yes, sir, thuotheymallpﬂedmd
scoured and shining. Every tin face had
a broad, clean grin. What is morse, some-
body had swept the ﬁoor—comebodywho
evidently did not know t.hn they ‘were
'olngtounlo-dom.lat ﬂIOIIOXtItOD.

“Dgggone it cried the crew in hlzh‘

excitement, “there has been a crook
aboard of us!” To be sure, crooks hapdly
wash dishes and sweep floors, yet what
righthndmbodralmtoukgthonllb-
erties aboard the Amos R.7

And then the crew was aware of an
eye regarding it from around behind the
filour barrel,

Above the eye was a foreshead sur-
rounded by hair dragged asunder In a
painful part. “I ain’'t a crook,” said a
small yaice.

“You—you come out from there,” sald
the crew with a valiant quaver. *“I see
you—an' Captain Bill is right outside.

Hel tear you right in two if—if—— Oh,
gee!” (This last in tones of intense dis-
gust.)

From behind the flour barrel a figure
not much taller than his own, clad in blua
gingham of the severest cut and most un-
emotional hue, had risen to confront him.

4+ 4+ 4+

“Looka here, kid,” sald the crew wit
recovered my
you doin’ hiding in our ¢abin?"

“You scart me,” said the
thought you was the constable.”

“&yl
‘We aln’'t got no use for women.”

~The crew had evidently forgotten tha
it, too, had now no right on the Amos R
“You will, will you?' The tone

‘fmd-ll

and brutal scorn, “wha®

you get right offen this I:M:nn.taL

i was inclined to sympathy. "Yo«l;d hate It
1lwt-w!';\. Itukuunwmtxnnmnto
| stand up to Captain Bill"

“Gimme your hand; it's only & step up,
| Mrs. Tubbs,” sald a voice outside,

She was there—the woman whose dish
he had broken! She was coming for re-
venge. Nothing could be plainer. He was
there—the awful captain who twisted the
| mecks of women and threw them into the
- canal! Even a poorhouse neck ha.l its
| value—to its owner.
.. “I wanta go home; I wanta go home,”
walled the poorhouse girl, w!g‘llng her
hands in awful hdp:uma- W the
erisis.

“Shut up!™ t.ho whih-!aeed Crew.
*“We pgetta hided Our lives my dtpend
. onto it ol

“I wanta go home.” o

“Git under that bunk. Baom close

umnslthewau.noulmlnvamm.
too. An’' don't you breathe too loud,
neither,” commanded the crew.. _
. When the Widow Tubbs, followed by
the captain, entered the cabin of ‘ihe
/Amos R., nothing but inanimsate objects
were visible.

“This is the cabin—Fila,” expla..lned
the captain when they were well in it.

“Ain’t it small?™ said tha widow.
“Land sakes, ain't 1t hot?"

“Yessum,” agreed the captain eagerly.
“It's a wonder we don't git heat pros-
trated. Most people do when they ain’t
used to it.”

“Well,”” sald the widow, with a firm
gleam In her eye, “you'll be all the glad-
der to git back to-a nice, cool hnuae Sat-
urdays and Sundays."

“Yessum,” said the captain in a faint
voice. So she was not going to live aboard
the boat! What would people say?

“I must say you keep it nice and clean,”

the widow. “Them dishes, now, is

|_.

"‘wnnhadlikntheyonghttobe. I. never

rcould stand messes. You wouldn't be-
lieve the way I work cleanin’ up. It near
kills me-in hot weather, but T keep at it.”
. The captain tried to conceal -his aston-
ishment at what he saw in the cabin.

. It was real thoughtful of the kid to
clean up the place. That boy had & head

full of dogged courage and deferminationd fon him. He had realized that the widaw dom

*How you goin’ to do it?"”

mmwmmnwmamuum Eﬁnﬂythemuﬂrﬂm.mmd-l
,Of her own,

mind how I'm goin® to do it. You  © A
“I.won't. ¥m goin’ to-stay right on

this boat an' mmmmu&am;
as a hired girl He needs one. A more.

awiul dirty place I never see.”
“You—you—-~"

the words tight. “Awh!” .
-‘xmw-nmmm-m-

mnmmmu Bhe |
said he needed & woman on board the
Amos R., =0 I cum.”

‘day the captain, when “that there  “I know what you are” cried Dave at = “Yessum.” : 23
had made his life a misery, would jast, light bursting on him. “You're one "Imhuhi&hrhﬁ.h-» ﬁd“ﬁ’hmtn* .
he hadn't gone back on him. He'd of the town's poor at Belleville. I've seen mw-mwmm“mmmwﬂmﬂﬂ
mmwumut“bWMmhun-ﬂlmwmmmmh But. he's mﬂmnﬂ:’

like that. Git offen this boat. WOIII.'t

‘Self-pity thﬁmtmﬂﬂpmhm-m., ;

I won't. !um'tmn"

-

me

b

*imight want to come aboard. -

“Yessum,” mmmmw-
‘her remarks about messes. “Iﬂn‘tm-
“How'm I goin” to do it? Never mui'thm either.”

!4
“rnghdotmbmthnm

and me will fit in.”"

mmm luqehewln
Ntththwwﬂnuﬂth.-'

|| "Where is that there boy?™

the widow. :
ntmmﬂ-ry’.“""

1 “I guess he's hidin’, mlﬂtﬂ(bu'

' sald the captain. .
%ﬂ’-mmmWMnﬂ

thtvﬁaw mmmmm

mmuhmh th me.”

‘hhm"-- L e Tae
| “Tedwum.”

“All right, then. m

—— 'I‘-’ e

- "

mmw.ﬂnmﬁ-mm mmNtmmm—mmmhm xm mwmm.

blue gingham, misreading the intentions. -

"!-dn“tﬁnlultxmd'

we had been married today: then I coul®
have gave that boy something to remem-
ber Uncle Henry's dish by.”

“Yessum,” saild the craven. mh. ]
mmmm«nnammn' E
giving even a husband mmun
member if his memory was at fault,

"Kuthoo”mﬂﬂmhrth
wmmmmwm .

mmm-mmm
“It's that boy. I see his legs.” Wumm
been listin’ to ofir love-malkin®." '

mwmv-upumw
out the crew. :

ﬁmtﬂr!“msdthom.m,
double. “There is another one. T see more

u'

And then the captain draggeéed out the
boarder. When the boarder found herself
in the clutch of thé twister of necks she
screamed, tore bmolf'loou. and threw
hersslf on the widow. )

“Oh, don'"t let him kill me,” wailed the
boarder. ;

The crew =said nothing, but sidled
against the captain's leg and took snough
of trousers in a small hand to Indicate
thathohadandwmrmtmw
his buddy.,

“Hunh.hmuy soothed the w-ldmr_-
“Nobody sin't goin’ uhnrt mwlthm
mund." e

’Whathn!hotommm.'.f
the ecaptain. 'Inmtmmunhub&
fore.*™ 3
~ “He's awful cruel to women—he throws
them into the canal.” The words came
through strangled sobs of fright.

., The widow sat bolt w:.
llldlo?" 3

'!h-mdm-vhu One of the *_
first laws of the poorhouse is not to tell
tales on a comrade™ 3

“Avr.m.ﬂtuoﬁl."mm”
tain. He took a step toward her, with
the kindest of intentions e

“Don’t let Him git me,”” screamed the

“Git away from her. “You'd oughiter be
ashamed of yourself,” said the widow.
“How'd you come to git here honey 1™
she asked of the suppliant clutching Her.

“I heard the lady that keeps the Jock
say after she let the Amos R. through this
mmmtthatnmIMMW‘
Bill was takin’' thé woman he w
he didn’t want her—that sif§ would never 8
fit onto & boat. Solthmhtlw
wmeudmﬂhomtodm‘ ¥
I'm =ick of that poorhouse.
hm.-nl:luttglvahtmu
work by cleanin’ up.”

“Did you sweep this
the widow.

*“Yessum."

“And wash them plates?’

*Yeasum."

“Then,” with an affectionate light in
her eyes, the widow stood up and took the
small, rough hand, “you come home with
me. '!oudn’n’tmbacktoﬂltw
house, honey.” :

+ + + e )
nemmmm tbom
clinging hopefully to her. Junudurﬂo
fronted the captain, 3
“rnmummmwx
'tkwv“ﬂ“tmmu
marry yow,” she %aid firmly. And: “You
tell that thers woman at Belleville
mmw—mpmmr
want you, anyway, and just took 3
outer pity; and, furthermore, if that the
mudﬁﬂuﬂ-mm&

M-ﬂlﬂ*n

”

0 eat.  Pm




