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There’s Many
a Slip

Captain of the Mary Jane
Threw Away the Love of
Widow Wells When He Heaved
Love Slippers at Playful Dog.

Adame N!h‘l[ul;n
New York,)
By EARL DERR BIGGERS,

The captain of the brig Mary Jane
held & pair of embroidered wlippers

up te the gaze of hie disgusted mate,

“Beauties, ain't they?' he Inquired
admiringly.

“*Orrible,” sald the mate, with a
wink.

“Made ‘em with ‘er own little ‘ands,”
contipued the sentimental skipper,

“They're big,” growled the mate.

“Slippers or ‘ands?" inquired the
captain warmly.

“Either,” returned the mate cheer-
fully .

“"Sour grapes,” suggested the master
of the Mary Jane, It was a well'known
fact that the mate hoad also been an
ardent wooer of the fair donor,

“Oh, are they grapes,” sald the
mate, closely examining the embroid-
ery. "1 thought they weresturulps or
cabbage”

“They're a lower—I forget wot," re-
plied the skipper haughtily; “they're a
flower wot shows that—wot shows
the state of "er affections toward me.”

“They muft be n late-bloomin' flow-
er, then” sneered the mate, “fer
you're ‘er last chance.”

“'Ow about yourself?" the captain
wanted to know.

“1 ain't in the market,” the mate re-
turned. “I ain’t to be won with slip-
pers.”

“Slppers 'as been your Waterloo,”
anld the triumphant skipper.

“Slippers "as proved wot | suapected
long ago,” replied the mate, “that the
Widow Wells ain’t the wife for me, 1
suspected 'er, an' I withdrew. A wom-
an wot'll give & man slippers ‘Il do
anything almost—kill ‘im even. I'm
glad | escaped. 1 could dance an’
sing fer joy."

“Why don't you?" asked the skipper
sourly.

“It ain’t all joy,” went on the mate;
“there’'s some sorrow when 1 look at
the slippers an' think o' the burden
wot's lald on you."

“I kin bear it sald the skipper. “1
don't ask for no sympathy."”

“They're an elephant on your ‘ands,”
continued the mate, “but not on your
feet. That's the one ray of hope—not
on your feot. Fer o' course you won't
wear ‘em. O' course you'll lock ‘em
up somewhere where nobody'll see
‘em."”

“Ill do nothing of the wort) re
torted the angry skipper; “I'm goin’
to wear 'om—often.”

The mate shook his head sadly.

I've 'eard love turned men's brains,”
he said, “but I wouldn't belleve it be-
fore. Think o' your reputation. An'
il that ain’t worth much thought,
think o' the rest o' us. We're reapon:
sible fer you, in & way. 'Ow'll it be
when your crew “as to blush fer shame
when your name’'s mentioned.

"Lt me catch ‘em blushin' fer
shame,” roared the infuriated skipper,
*““‘an I'Il1 brain ‘em."

“You won't cateh ‘em,” the mate as-
sured him. “They'll make fun o you
in the fo'c's’le, oo, You'll be a stand.
in' joke in slippers”

The captain only snorted.

“When you get' em on,” continued
the mate, “all you'll need ‘1l be a ‘ouse
cont an’ a bottle o' dope to look a
regular Sherlock 'Olmes.”

“Oo's Bherlock 'Olmoes?™
the skipper susplelously,
“'E's the man in England,” returned
the wmate, “oo could convince you that
that dog o' yours {8 a "ardened crim-
inal, An' sometimes [ ‘ave my doubts
if "e could. 1 said you was making a
mistake when you brought Noah
aboard, jest as | say you're makin' a
mistake now."

The captain leaned over and patted
the diminutive Noah, so called because
he was a good sallor.

“'E's a fine dog" sald he, “only n
hit mischlevous—bit [vely, ‘E's fond
o' fun'"

“'B's fond o' vittles,"” growled the
mate; “'e's et up all my fav'rite
dishes before | could get to them."”

“'K's never et mine,"” returned the
skipper; “mobbe I didn't make such a
mintuke, after all. Mebbe 1 ain't mak-
In' & mistake about the slippers.”

1 suppose next wa'll be ‘avin' a lit-
tle party aboard,” sneered the mate,
“with old Danfel an’ Joe an’ the rest o
the crew weoarin' long-talled coats an'
stiff shirts, an’' you dancin’' with the
widow, an’' Japanese lanterns hung to
the masts,™

The skipper attempted a laugh.
"Ldke as not,” he sald. He moved un-
easily. “I—I'm goin' to 'ave Mis' Wells
aboard fer a cup o' ton tomorrow," he
stammered: “she wants to sea my
ship, #o 1 asked 'er, 1 ‘ope you'll treat
or pleasant—ans ‘pleasant as though
vou #till 'ad & chance to win 'er.” This
ihot gave him deep satisfaction, and
his paused to enjoy it. “I'm goin® to
wear the alippers,” he added,

Ia sllppers ettiket fer afternoon
Lleas?" the mate Inquired

Mebbe not,” the skipper admitted,
but she told me to ‘ave 'em on, ‘I
You love e, wear 'em,’ she says. Its
“ sign”

‘I'n & sure sign,'” sald the mate;
the man wot "ud wear them Lo please
n woman is consumed with a burnin
pasalon for ‘er. "E'd do anything—dle
or ‘er—yes, '¢'d eaven marry ‘er.”

Eurly the next aftarnoon the skip

the
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inquired

per, entering the eabin unexpectedly,
CAmM® upon the mate with the precious
slippers in hin band. The drawer
from which they bad been taken was
open,

"Wot's this—wot does thin mean?
demanded the captaln angrily

The muate's grin was & bit sheopish

"It come to me in the night,' he
sald, “that mebbe | was wrong—mel-
be they was beautiful slippers, after
all. So I thought I'd run down an’ ‘ave
a look at them."”

“"You might vave asked me to let
you sea ‘em,” suggested the skipper,

"ARK you!™ maid the mate; “never.
Why, the dee! Wor fun you would
‘ave made o' me,"

"I don’t believe you," remarked the
caplain conclealy,

“An' 1 was wrong,” went on the
mite, Ignoring the slur; “they are
beduties—they surely are. 1 onvy
you, Cap'n. Wot's the secret? 'Ow do
you make such a lmpression on the
ladies?"

The captain drew himselt up slight-

Iy, "Oh, there's something about me
=" he began, and then broke off
abruptly. “l don't belleve you. You

know I'm goln' to wear "em fer a love
slgn, an’ you're tryin’ to steal 'em. It
would be wot you'd call a joke."”

The mate sank limply upon an ad-
jacent bunk

"Well, of all things'" he said. “1
don’t know when I've been mo hurt.
Steal 'em! Well! well! Wolt a poor
opinion you ‘ave o meo, Cap'n”

“It I8 poor,” admitted the captnin;
“but It's founded on wot I've seen o
you in the past.”

“Steal ‘em,” went on tha mate, who
aoemed unable to forget the words:
“why, thers’s nothin' | want more than
Lo 5ee you wear ‘em an’ ‘ave vour littie
romance turn out ‘appy In the end.”

“I'm glad to ‘ear you say that,” re
plied the captain, “an if that's the way
you feel, I'm goin' to make you keeper
o' the slippers, You betier set right
‘ore, fer If anything 'appens to 'em
bofore 1 got ready to wear ‘em, it'll go
‘ard with you."

"Nonsense,” sald the mate,, “wol
d'ye think I am—a safe? I've been
Insulted an’ "urt. 1 refuse to "ave any-
thing more to do with slippers.”

The captain started for the hatch.

“]1 never want to see any again,”
mumbled the mate, following him on
deck.

Despite his last statement, a half-
hour Inter, when he was gure the cap
tain had business elsewhere, he re
turned to the ecabin and took one of
the slippers from the drawer. With a
noiseless laugh, he tossed it amid the
dust and darkness beneath a chest of
drawers, far, far back where the hand
of man. particularly of a portly man
like the skipper, could not penetrate.
Then he mounted to the deck, and
taking a seat near the rall, gazod con-
tentedly at the cottages of Dimport,
whieh were slumbering In the sun,

A moment Ilater the ecaptaln ap-
peared and accosted him jovially.

*1 think I'll go below an’ dress now,”
he sald. "1 'ardly know wot to put on,
'‘Ow ought a engaged man to look? "Ow
would you want to look if you was en-
gnged to the Widow Welln?"

“I'd want to look ‘appy.” replied the

mate, “but | know 1 couldn’t. I'd prob-
ably look awful sad an' despondent.
fut she'd look ‘appy, all right. She'd
look ‘appy enough fer two."
“I think I'll wear the purple neck-
tie," musod the skipper; “the ons you
saw me ‘ave on at the longshoremen’s
picnle four years ngo. The purple one
with the yellow flowers."”

“Do,” sald the mate, “do! It'll add
a bit o' color to a sad afternoon.”

The captain went below, and for
iwenty minutes the mate smoked
pencefully by the rall. Then there was
a roar, and the master of the Mary
Jane, gorgeously clad, appeared sud-
denly on deck. One foot was decorated
with an embroidered slipper, the other
boasted nothing save a stocking. He
was evidently in no gentle humor, and
he rushed straight for the mate.

“Where (8 it7" he demanded hoarse-
1y.

“Where's wot?" inquired the mate
calmly; “a engaged man oughtened to
lose ‘s temper.” He glanced at the
captain's fest. “Oh, see 'ere,’ this
won't do,” he remonstrated, *1 didn’t
approve of it, but if you must do it,
don't do It by ‘alves. It's like you,
though, The widow asked you (o
wear 'em, an' | asked you not to, an’
now you up an’ wear only one, as a
sort o' compromise.”

The skipper was speechless with
rage.

“Foollsh, weak compromise,” con-
tinued the mate, shaking his head,

The skipper found a gurgling volce
“You stele it,” he paoted; “you—you

-

“Look ‘ere broke in the mate in &
dignified tone, “this ‘as got to stop. |
aln’t no thief. IU's you wants to make
me out one—it's your mean nature to,
it's my bellef you destroyed the thing
yourself, so as to say | took It.”

Time was passing swiftly, so the in.
turlated skipper decided to try anoth-
er method, He choked down his an-
ger, and gave a poor imitation of &
man smiling.

“You ‘ve 'ad vour little joke' he
snicd, “now suppose you ‘and over the
slipper. There ain’'t no more fun to
be got out o' it. Give the slipper over
—that'n a good fellow.”

“I'm glad you see the joke in it,”
sald the mate; “fer a minute 1 was
afrald you was missin’' the humor ¢
the situstion. But how can 1 give 1t
to you when I ain't got i7"

“It you didn't take it, oo did?" de
manded the captain,

“Wot & RrgUment—a woman's arg
ment!"” sneered the mate. “If 1 didnt
take—" A shrill bark from bolow guve
bim a sudden inspiration “If 1 didn't
tnke It, oo did, you ask. Oo but Noah?"

“Very lNkely,” sald the skipper;

‘very likely Noah opened a top draw-
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er, took out the slipper, an' closed the
drawer again ™

“Nooh's a vary wonderful dog.” the
mate reminded him: “you've sald so
yourself, many a time. There's never
been no feat too marvelous fer Noah
to porform, according to your storles
Why, tukin' that siipper ud be mere
child's play fer tm. Remember the
time ‘e opened the door o a red-'ot
oven an' stole—"

You'll suffer fer this,” roared the
tkipper. "I know you're Ivin', You—"
Btruck by the look on the mate's face,
he pavsed and glaneed behind him.

Slowing moving toward them across
the deck cama’ Noah, the missing slip-
per in his teeth. The delighted mata
noticad that there elung to him much
of the furzy dust that gathers in cors
ners.

“There's my proof.” he said, with
ecstasy, ‘right on time. Now oo's &
lar?"

The eaptain did not reply, but with
the alr of & man stalking & dangerous
animal, moved stealthily upon the
prancing Noah. The latter moved
Hghtly aside, just eluding his mas-
ters eager cluteh, It wans a game
Noah loved to play

“Don't waste time,” urged the mate;
“the Widow Wells s gettin' into the
waterman's skiff  Why don't you take
it from him an’ put It on? It's no
time to play a game."

The captain swore hoarsely. “Why
don't you ‘elp me?" he shouted,

“'Elp a man wot's ealled me a thief
an’ a Har!™ said the mate, “Wol d'ye
think | am—a statue o' forgivenesns?
Where d'ye think you are—in heaven
among angels? They'd stop that lan.
guage, If you wuna'"

The game of tag between tho burly
captain and the little dog continued,
to the great enjoyment of all except
the former,

“Why don't yon put salt on his
tall™ Inquired the audience lightly.
Numerous other suggestions mot with
comment more forceful than elogant,

"See ‘ere,’ protested the mate, “this
‘an got to stop. The waterman’s akifM's
nearly ‘ere. ‘'Ow'll ‘alf & sign look?
Mabbe she'll take it to mean you only
‘alf love "ar, Call off your little game.”

The maddened akipper made a wild
lunge at Noah, who again stepped
aside. Then, evidently thinking that
the fun had gone far enough, the dog
trotted calmly to the rall and tossed
the object of the chase over the side
into the water. When he turned the
captain had. the remaining slipper in
his hand, and Noah judged it prudent
to run. On the other side of the deck
the skipper let fly his weapon, which
miseed its Intended victim by about
two feet, and bounced over the rall
into the river. Pausing for breath,
the captain saw the mate helping the
widow aboard.

“Very glad to see you, Mia' Wells,"
he sald, with as much dignity as could
be expected of & man in his stocking
teot; “l see you're right on time.”

Mra, Wells regarded him coldly.

“I'm in time to see the slippera wot
I worked on fer days throwed In the
Thames,"” she sald; "I'm in time to
speak my mind, an' then go."

“I'm sorry,” murmured the dazed
captain.

“Sorry!™ eried Mrs. Wells. *'E ses
‘e’n sorry,” she continued to the mate;
“'g's throwed my love token in the
river, an' now 'e's sorry!"

“It's 'Is nasty temper, ma'am.” sald
the mate: “don't mind ‘im. It's ‘is
mean way."

“After this," went on the widow, “1
shall give my presents where they're
appreciated,” She smiled sweetly at
the mate, who bowed low,

“Can 1 ses you ‘oma?™ he Inquired.

“You're very good,” murmured the
falr Mrs. Wells.

Here the captain mumbled some-
thing in which the word explain was
barely audible,

“Thera's no explanation,” sald the
widow In & firm tone; *1 give you a
pair o' slippers to wear if you love
me, an' you throw “em in the river. |
see you. There's no explanation.” °

“l threw 'em at the dog,” sald the
capiain weakly.

“Indeed,” returned Mrs. Wells, “1
suppose you think they was intended
to ‘elp & big, strong man fAght a poor,
innocent dog. That's wot | give ‘em
to you fer—to protect you, Wot a aw-
ful temper!"” she added to the mate,

“Terrible,” mgreed that gentleman
heartily,

“Well, {t's lucky | found out in
time,” she continued; “it's lucky I see
the mistake | was makin'."” Bhe again
smiled at the mate, and motioning to
the skiff, which had waited. *Pleass
‘elp me down,” she said,

The mate did so with alacrity. The
waterman hastily closed his mouth,
which had remained open during the
scene just enacted, and took up the
oars, At the rafl of the Mary Jana
stood her captain, glaring flercely.

“The worst thing 1 kin wish you”
he swld, s that she'll make you slip-

pers—alippers all your life. A palr
a week.”

“Sour grapes,” called the mate
choeerfully,

Genius and Sense.

And what I8 genlus? and what 18
sense? Genlus Is n peculinr native
aptitude, or tendency, to nny one cull
Ing or pursult over all others

It was ns notural, us inevitnhie for
Wilkle to develop hbimself Into &
paiuter, and Into such & pulnter o
we know hlin to have been, ns for an
acorn when planted to c¢ome up an
onk., But genlus, and vothing eise, (s
not enough, evep for a painter; he
must HKewise hove seuse ] and what
I8 senke?  Sense drives, or ought
drive, the coach; sense regulntes
combines, restrnins, commuands, sl the
resat—even the geaius; and sense
ples exuctness annd soundness, power
gnd  prooptitide of wind—Dr, John
Browa,
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By EARL DERR BIGGERS,

The skipper of the John Henry
#tood on the deck and gazed wonder
ingly at the distant guay, where he
belhiold the newly-hired membor of his

crew Indulging in unusunl and ple
turesque contortions.

“Wot's the matter with "im,” he in-
fuired of the cook, “why don't e come
on board? We satls in ‘arf an hour.”

“'E's tryin' 1o make known ‘is awful
state.” returned the cook, solemnly.
“Jou started ashore to fetch ‘fm, but ‘e
‘ollered pot to come anear "Im. 'E
#er as 'ow 'e’'s been exposed to the
#mallpox.*

“Why, that's all right,” satd the cap
taln, heartidy; “iell ‘im not to let that
worry ‘im. I'm not one to ‘old any-
think like that ag'in & man.”

I'here was an eloguent pause,

“The smallpox, 1 sald” ventured
the cook.

“"Well, I'm not deaf—I ‘eard you,”™
responded the akipper, testily, “wot of
It? "E ain't likely to got It, an' if ‘e
does, "oo'd afrald? I've 'ad It, an' so
‘a8 the mate, Joe, row in an' fetch
‘m at once."

Another pause ensued, during which
the cook shifted uneasily from one
foot to the other. His plans for spend-
ing that evening with a Iady friend In
Plymouth had been wrocked by the
captain's decision to leave a day early,
and in the new hand which the master
of the John Henry had engaged there
he saw his only salvation. By a vivid
recital of the crueltion practiced by
the skipper, together with a liberal
purchase of beer, he had induced the
new recrult to play false, seoing In the
delay which the search for another
sentunn would occasion his chance for
an evening of festivity. But the frivol
ous manner in which his smallpox
story was being received took bim un-
prepared.

“Wot alls you, Joe?" the captain bel
lowed, “‘Ave you quit takin' orders
from me?"

Joe eleared his throat, but it waa
the cook who spoke.

“We're pore men,” he said, “but
there ain't no law to make us risk our
lives for nothink. 1f that man comaes
aboard the John Henry, we'll ‘ave to
go.”

“Wot nonsense,” the askipper
sneered, “you ‘ave to die o' somethink,

"an* why not the smallpox? Wot's a

few sailormen, more or less? Why,
they're as plenty as files."

“Of all the 'ard earted talk,” mur.
mured the cook.

“l 'ad some trouble gittin® this fel-
lor,” went on the eaptain, savagely,
“an’ T ain't goin’ to lose 'im now-—no,
not If 'e's been exposed to a ‘ole die
tionary o' diseases. To find another
like 'im would take a day or more, an’
1 ‘aven't even a minute to spare.”

He started for the ship's boat, but
the cook planted himself in his path.

“I'm sorry, sir.” he sald, "but If that
feller comes aboard, me an' the other
lads will 'ave to leave, It aln’'t human
to arak us to stay.”

One glance at the faces of the crew
told the skipper he need expect no
sympathy there,

“Well,” he sald shortly, “mebba
you're right. Mebbe your lives are
wqrth somethink, though it's foolish of
you never to prove it to me" He
walked to the rail and addrossed the
smallpox victim, who was sitting de-
jectedly on the edge of the pler, “Go
away, pore feller,” he shouted, “go
away to some quiet apot an’ die.” Then
he turned to the crew, watch In hand.
“We sall In ten minutes,” he re
marked.

This announcement came as a dis-
tinct shock, espacially to the cook, who
heard it at a time of inward rejolcing
over his apparent victory.

“'Ow about the new ‘and?” he In-
quired timidly.

“It's unfort'nit an' un'appy,” the cap-
tain returned, “but as I said before, |
‘aven’'t time now to look up a new
man. We'll ‘ave to sall without. It's
come at a very bad time, an’ it's ‘ard
on all of us. But It can’t be "elped, IU's
providence, that's wot It Is,

“Yen, it'll be pretty ‘ard on us all,
I guess,” he went on, after a pause,
“gause the boy'll ‘ave to do the cookin’,
an' ‘is repertory ain't large. Soup an'
coffes's the extent o' Johnny's pore
abllity, an’ sometimes iU's ‘ard to tell
which ‘e means fer which™

“An' why will Johnny ‘ave to do the
cookin'?' Ingquired the cook haughtily,
but with no Hitle anxlety In his tone

“Why," answered the skipper sweet
ly, "because you're goin' to tihke Lhe
place of the pore feller wot was ex-
posed to the smallpox. You can be
ready to take your turn at the whesl
tonight along with the rest.”

The cook drew himsell up loftily

“I'll take no turn st no wheel” he
announced, In a dignified tone, "1l
‘wve you know wir, as ‘ow 1 shipped
with this vessel as cook, an' as ‘ow |
intend to stay cook to the eml o Lhis
v'v'ge, | aln't been no common sallor
before, an' 1 aln't goin” o begin now

“You'll do us 1 my lad,” re
turned the captain warmly, "dooly is
dooty, an' when 1 well you toe do uny
think, | ain't goin' to ‘ave any back
talk. You'll do your turn at the wheel,
or you'll do twelve months fer mn

uny."

Bty

r————.

“Not boln' used to the work o' &
ordinary A. B.” said the cook, with
equal warmth, “ ‘ew do you expect me
to keep awake? 1 arsks you that.”

““fain't none o' my business ‘ow
you do it,” was the skipper'n short re
ply, “only you gotter do It, that's all”
And he wilked away.

A milky crew salled the John Henry
out of Plymouth harbor. During the
romainder of that day the cook went
about with an ugly look on his face
He avolded all friendly conversation,
Spoeulation as to his future course ran
high, but nothing could he discovered,
for when Joe Martin daringly inquired
what hin plan of action might be, he
anawered sharply :

“To do my dooly an’ keep my mouth
ghet, the same as you ought to be
doin’ "

That night, & little past midnight,
the entire ahip, from eabin to fore
cnstle, win aroused by a sharp, plere-
ing whistle. The mon leaped from their
bunks and started up the companion-
way. At the top they met the capiain
and mate, clnd in the garments of
gleep, and forming with them & cau-
tious procession, moved nolseloasly
forward, In a moment they camo in
slght of the cook, standing peacefully
at the wheol, and whistling "God Bave
the King"” in tones calculated to wake
the dead resting In the churchyards of
London,

“Wot's the meanin' o' this, cook?”
fnquired the skipper, very red In the
face,

“Wot's the, meanin’ o' wot,
asked the cook, Innocently.

“Wot's your ides In wakin' up the
‘ole ship In the middle o' the night by
such a ungodly nolse?” siaid the cap
taln, even redder.

“I'm sorry if 1 'ave disturbed you,
cap'n,” sald the cook, calmly, “but
bein’ new at this kind o’ work, I ‘ave a
‘ard time 'oldin' my eyes open. An' so
I whistles, It keeps me awake™

No one slopt that night during the
cook's watch. What was worse, the
next night the same plpreing whistle
roused crew and officers, and the re-
cording angel's oath account must
have been In a sad muddle by morn-
ing. For some time the unaccustomed
watcher's nightly concerts continued,
The captain was roaring mad, and the
crew, while naturally delighted to see
their chief getting the worat of some-
thing, had begun to regret the cost at
which this pleasure was bought.

It was at this point that old Danfel,
master of plots and plans, took the
case In hand. For several hours he
sat thinking in @ corner of the fore
castle, repelling intsurly tones the ad-
vancos of the interested and anxlous,
At length he announced to the walt
ing ones the perfection of his scheme,
and carried It to the skipper for ap
proval,

“Anythink,” sald that harassed gen-
tleman, sourly, “anythink at all jeat
#0 it shets ‘im up.”

Early that evening the entire crew,
together with the cook, sat smoking in
the forecastle, when Danlel suddenly
arose and going over to his chest, took
out an old newapaper.

“1 was jest thinkin',” he soliloquized,
softly, "as ‘ow I fergot to look over
that paper wot I bought when | was
in London.” And sitting close to the
smoky lamp, he bogan to read.

*Wot's the news? Lthe others in-
quired, but with little show of inter
est, Five years before Daniel had
bought that paper and all save the
cook had read the date beneath the
name,

“Nothin' much,” responded Danlel,
in an ofband manner, “nothin’ but a
fow murders an' ‘angin’s an' the like."
Thoen suddenly he aat up very stralght,
an oexcited look on his face.

“Wot's this?” he said, so loudly they
all started, “'Ow lucky,” he went on,
“‘ow vary lucky fer me to come aerost
this at sich n time."

“Wot is 1t? Read it;"” they chorused,
and Danlel began in & roaring volee:

“‘Wot Is a very sirange case ‘as
‘appenaed in the 8t, George horsepittle.
A night policeman named John Davis
‘as been took there sufferin’ great
pain from insanity. Them wol lives
on ‘Is beat says as ‘ow ‘o was accus
tomed to whistle n wellknown toone
all durin' the night, an’ when them as
couldn’t sleop hollered at ‘im, ‘e only
swore fer answer. ‘ls punishment fer
this cruelty 'as come, The doctors
glve out as ‘ow whistlin' the same
toone fer so long ‘as turned ‘Is brain.
‘K can't never recover, 'E leaves one
wife and elght children,'"

Here Daniel glared flercely at the
cook.

“Wall," sald that gentleman un-
eanlly, "It seems to me as ‘ow that's
very pore langwidge fer a newspa-
per.”

Daniel turned yellow, which was his
way of blushing.

“It's not & very good newspapor,"” ha
sald, “an' besides, I 'ad to change the
langwidgo a bit so as to be under
stood by them wol's not well addl-
cated,”

“Indoed,” returned the cook, short
Iy, “will ye& be so kind as to "and wme
the paper, may [ arsk?™

“Indeed,” he sald again,
],uu't-.-d.

When the cook had gone to the gal
loy, they nll praised Daniel until he
turned vellow again.

“'Tain’t nothin', mates,” hoe modest-
Iy assured them, “"but 1 think you'll,
find that cook {s soared out o' ‘Is cruel

abit. | arsked 'Im this arternoon why
‘o allus stuck to the same toone, an' ‘e
pald ‘e didn't know no othar. In that
ciase, 1 think ss ‘ow wa'll get our rost
tonight”

“Wot are you thinkin' of, my lad?"
Danlel Inquired, "'Ave you fergot
minais an’ the eight lttle ones?
I'urn back, we begs you, belore it la
1.'"' llil" "

“Maobbe the Insanity ‘as already gol
a 'old on ‘Im an' ‘e can't turn back,"

#ir"

and de-

your

Ry

awful thing' 1 knowed & man onct ‘oo
‘ad §t; ‘e thought 's was a animal o
some kind an’ used to roar fearful.”

“The only man [ knowed ‘oo ‘ad i.t.
thought 'e was the prince o' Wales,
put in Jog Martin, “an’ ‘s ullus mis
takin’ the fo'c'a'le for the ihrons
room!'"

“Two inaane men 'as come to my no-
tiea.,” sald the mate, who was standing
near by with the skipper; “one mis-
took himself fer a hangel, an’ the other
kept insistin’ the people arornd ‘im
wns articles ‘o food, an’ tried to chew
em."

“Insanity ie & terrible thing,” sald
the eaptain, sorrowfully, “After the
warttin' you ‘ave ‘ud, cook, 1 am sur-
prised at you. Turn back, my lad,
an’ save yoursell from such a awfol
fate.”

Hut the cook was deaf to all en-
treaties,

That night, Instend of being roussd
by the usual whistle, the crew were
awakenad by a roar that seemed to
shake the entire ship, Thoy rushed up
the companionway to the deck. and
there beheld the capiain and mate
backing slowly away from the cook,
who had a frightened look on his face,

“I'm the Hritish lion, that's wot 1
am,” he shouted, stopping betwean
onch word for a rdar, “I'm a llon an’
I'm goin® to eat you, eap'n. It'll be &
tough meal, but 1 think as ‘ow | can
stand 1i."

“Wol's that T said the skipper, roar:
ing In his turn,

“I'm a hangel,” continued the cook,
suddenly very qulet, “ses my wings.
I'm goln’ to Ny."”

“It yow're n hangel, all 1 can say In
you're out o' place on this vessel,” sald
the captain,

“l afn't no hangel,” cook went on,
haughtily, “I'm the prince o' Walea—"

“Aln't you overdoin' it a bii, my
Ind?" put in the mate, but the cook
made a leap for him.

“You're the king.," he shouted, “an’
I'm goin® to kill you so I can ‘ave the
throne."

“He careful,” sald the ukipper, “be
careful there!"

“Look out, old ‘am sandwich,"
shrieked the cook, turning on him, “If
you was a plece o' ple, 1'd eat you"

With that he fastened himself onm
the mate,

“You're buttered ‘ardtack,” he cried,
“an’ it's my meal time™

The captain pulled him off,

“Wot's the meanin’ o' this non.
sense?” he asked, angrily. “Go an'
take your place at the wheel.”

“Wolt,” shouted cook, “d'ye want a
ravin’ maninc steerin’ this ship? I'm
Insane that's wot 1 am. Whistlin' one
toone 'as turned my brains."

“You're a liar," roared the akipper.

“‘Old on.” sald the cook, fiaring up,
“1 aln't no fool, an' 1 guess I kmow
when [I'm insane.” "

“You've as sane & mind as wot [
‘ave,” sald the captain, ; '

“Mebbe,” returned the AR, BAr
eastically, “mebbe, But that ain't say-
in' much.” bty 5 1

The nkipper's face changed, asd
crew walled for him to knook
down. But he suddenly con
pelf, e M

“We warned you that this would

‘appen,” he asald sadly,
wouldn't ‘eed us.™

“I'm a hangel,” sald cook,

“George,” went on the caplain, turn-
ing to the mate, “I'm afruid we'll "ave
to put the pore creaturs In frons till
the end ‘of the v'y'ge, when we can
‘and ‘im over to a horsepittle to ex-
periment on. 1 think the hold is the
safest place to keep "lm."

The cook turned pale,

“I'm & lon,” he sald softly, “an’ &
hangel. I'm kinder dazed like. Where
am 17" And then he added, s bit too
hastily, “There, I feel much better."

“No, you don't, pore lad," said the
captain, pityingly, “you only think you
do. Them wot's Insane never knows
‘ow they feel.”

“1 aln’t insdne—any more,” sald the
cook.,

“You think you ain't,” replied the
skipper, helping the mate to lift the
hatch over the hold, “them wot's in-
sane allus say they ain't. Chuck "im
down, mate. Pore un'appy wretch!

The mnext morning the skipper
opened the hatch a few inches and let
down a bottle of water and some
bardtack into the hold,

“Good mornin’, pors lunatie,” he
sald,

“Is this all T gets? inguired the
cook, anxlously.

“That's all” sald the eaptain, “1
read In a book that it's best not to
overfeed Insane people, an' I'm not one
to do anythink wot's wrong."

Then he cloned the hatch to shut
off the awful nolse coming up from be-
low,

“Wot It he should mistake the ship
fer a tupenny bun, an' eat It?" sald
the mate, smiling,

“Or wot If he should think the sea
was o ‘ot chocolate, an' drink It?" sald
the skipper, smiling back.

For two days the captain kept the
cook In the hold, letting down his
bread and waler at each mealtime, At
the end of the wecond day he came and
took off the hatoh,

“An' ‘ow I8 the Ingane man tonight ™
he inguired pleasantly.

“Much better, thankes,”
meek volee from bealow

“Wot doos 'e feel like now.” asked
the captaip, “a llon, a hangel, or the
prince o' Wales?”

“'E ferls like ‘lmself
an even meeker valce.

“That's good,” sald the skipper, “an’
does "o fecl us thourh ‘@ would like Lo
take a bite out o' ‘ia cap'n ™

No, sir, the vary sight o 'is eap'n
makes ‘tm sk,

“Wot? roared the skipper.

“Vigwed as provigons, | mean, o'
course,” sald the cook, very hastily.

“Yery waell,” sald the skipper, “‘s

“but you

came =

agnin,” came

sald BIY, pityingly, “lnsanity @ a

way come on deck"




