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CHAPTER L

EREZ.” observed Captain Erl
cheerfully, “I'm ftryin’ to
average up with the mis-

BOESY takes of Providence.”

The captain was seated by the open
door of the dining room in the rocker
with the patched cane seat. He was
apparently very busy doing something
with a piece of fish line and a pair of
long legged rubber boots. . Captain
Perez, swinging back and forth in the
parior rocker with the patchwork cushb-
ion, was puffing deliberately at a
wooden pipe, the bowl of which was
carved into the likeness of a very

akish damsel with a sailor’s can sat
upon the side of Ler once naxen uead.

In response to his companion’s remark
he lazily turned his sunburned face to-
ward the cane seated rocker and in-
quired:

“What on airth are you doin’ with
them boots?”

Captain Eri tled a knot with his fin-
gers and teeth and then held the boots
out at arm’s length. 1

“Why, Perez” he raid, “I'm aver-
agin’ up, same as I told you. Provi-
dence made me.4 two lggged critter,and
a two legged eritter needs two boots.
I've always been able to find one of
these boots right off whenever I want-
ed it, but it's took me so plaguy long
to find the .other one. that whatever
wet there was dried up afore I got out
of the house. That's why I'm splicin’
'em together this way. I don’t want
to promise mnothin’ rash, but 'm in
hopes that even Jerry can't lose 'em
now.”

“[{umph!” grunted Captain Perez.
] don’t think much of that plan.
'Stead of losin’ one you'll lose both of
‘em.”

“Yes, but then I shan’t care. b5 4
there ain’'t mo boots in sight I'll-go
barefoot or stay at home. It's the
kind of responsibleness that goes with
bavin’ one boot that's wearin’ me out.
Where is Jerry?”

“He went out to feed Lorenzo. I
heard him eallin’ a minute ago. That
cat ain’t been home sence neon, and
Jerry’s worried.”

A stentorian shout of “Puss! Puss!

Come, Kkitty, kitty, kitty!” came
from somewhere outside. Captain Eri
smiled.

«]'m ’fraid Lorenzo’s gittin’ dissipat-
ed in his old age,” he observed. Then
as a fat gray cat shot past the door:
«There he is! Reg'lar prodigal son.
Comes home when the fatted ca'f’s
ready.” '

A moment later Captain Jerry ap-
peared, milk pitcher in hand. He en-
tered the.dining room and, putting the
pitcher down on the table, pulled for-
ward the armchair with the painted
sunset on the back, produced his own
pive- and progeeded to bunt through
one pocket after the other with a trou-
Lled expression of countenance.

“Where in tunket is my terbacker?”
be asked after finishing the round of
pockets and preparing to begin all over
again.

«] gee it on the top of the clock a
speil ago,” said Captain Perez.

“Was that yours, Jerry?” exclaimed
Captain Eri. “Well, that’s too bad! 1
see it there and thought ’twas mine.
Here ‘tis, or what’s left of it.”

Captain Jerry took the remnant of a
plug from his friend and said in an
aggrieved tone:

“That's jest like you, Eri! Never
have a place for nothin’ and help your-
self to anything you happen to want,
don’t make no odds whose ’tis. Why
don’t you take care of your terbacker,
same’s I do of mine?”

“Now, see here, Jerry, I ain’t so sure
that is yours. Let me see it. Humph®
1 thought so! This is ‘Navy Plug,’ and
you always smoke ‘Sailor's Sweet-
heart’. Talk about havin’ a place for
things!”

“That’s my terbacker, if you want to
know,” observed Captain Perez. “I've
got yours, Eri. Here tis.”

“Well, then, where is mine?” said
Captain Jerry somewhat snappishly.

«“Bet a dellar you've got it in your
pocket,” said Captain Erl

“Bet $10°' I ain’t! I ain’t quite a
fool yit, Eri Hedge. 1 guess I know.
Well, I snum! I forgot that upper vest
pocket.” ‘And fszom the pocket men-
tioned Captain Jerry produced the
missing tobacco.

There was a general laugh, in which
Captain Jerry was obliged to join, and
the trio smoked in silence for a time,
while the expanse of water to the east-
ward darkened and the outer beach be-
came but a-dusky streak separating the
ocean from the inner bay. At length
Captain Perez rose and, knocking the
ashes from his pipe, announced that he
was going te “show a glim.”

“Yes, go ahead, Jerry!” said Captain
Eri. “It's gittin’ dark.”

“It's darker in the grave,” observed
Captain Perez, with lugabrious philos-
ophy.

«Phen, for the Jand’s sake, let's have
it light while we can! Here, Jerry,
them matches is burnt ones! Try this.
»"rwon't be so damagin’ to the morals.”

CaptainJerry took the proffered match
and lit the two bracket lamps fastened
to the walls of the dining room. The
room, seen by the lamplight, was ship-
like, but as decidedly not shipshape.
The chronometer on the 1. antel was
obscured by a thick layer of dust. The
three gorgeous oil paintings—from the

Lrush of the local sign painter—re-
spectively representing the coasting
packet Hannah M., Eri Hedge master,
and the fishing schooners Georgie Ba-
ker, Jeremiah Burgess master, and the

1lying Duck, Perez Ryder master,

were shrouded in a very realistic fog
of the same dust. Even the imposing
gilt lettered set of “Lives of Great Na-
val Commanders,” purchased by Cap-
tain Perez some months before and be-
ing slowly paid for on an apparently
never ending instaliment plan, was
cloaked with it. The Beap of newspa-
pers shoved under the couch to get
them out of the way peeped forth in a
telitale manner. The windows were
not too clean, and the floor needed
sweeping. Incidentally the supper ta-
ble had not.been cleared. Each one of
the three noted tlese things, and each
siched. Then Captain Eri said; as if

to change the sulject, tliough no one

B

-

‘; nad |f>oken: ; .

«“What started you talkin’ about the
grave, Perez? Was it them clam frit-
ters of Jerry's?’ 3

“No,” answered the ex-skipper of the
Flying Duck, puilling at his grizzled
scrap of throat whisker and looking
rather shamefaced. “You see, M’lissy
Busteed dropped in a few minutes this
mn%'uln' while you fellers was out,
a PP e

Both Captain Eri and Captain Jerry
set up a hilarious shout.

«Haw, haw!” roared the former, slap-
ping his knee. “I wouldn’t be so fasci-
natin’ as you be for mo money, Perez.
She’ll have you yit; you can’t git away!
But, say, I don't wonder you got to
thinkin’ ’bout the grave. Ten minutes
of M’lissy gits me thinkin’ of things
*way t'other side of that!”

“Aw, belay there, Eri!” protested
Captain Perez testily. *“ 'Twan't my
fault. I didn’t see her comin’ or I'd
have got out of sight.”

“What was it this time?”’ asked Cap-
tain Jerry.

“Oh, a little of everything. She be-
gnn about the ‘beautiful’ sermon that
Mr. Perley preached at the last ‘Come
Outers’ ’ meetin’. That was what start-
ed me thinkin’ about the grave, I guess.
Then she pitched into Seth Wingate's
wife for havin’ a new bunnit this sea-
son when the old one wan't ha’f wore
out.  She talked for ten minutes or so
on that, and then she begun-about Par-
ker bein’ let go over at the cable sta-
tion and about the new feller that’s
been signed to take his place. She’s
ali-for Parker. Says he was a ‘per-
fectly lovely’ man and that 'twas ouf
rageous the way he was treated, and
all that sort of thing.”

“She ain’t the only one that thinks
80,” observed Captain Jerry. “There’s
2 heap of folks in this town that think
Parker was a mighty fine feller.”

“Yes,” said Captain Eri, “and it's
worth while noticin’ who they be,
Perez's friend M’lissy thinks so, and
Squealer Wixon and his gang think
so, and Web Saunders thinks so, and
a lot more like ’em. Parker was too
good a feller, that's what was the mat-
ter with him, His talk always remind-

_ed me of wash day at the poorhouse—

lots of soft soap with plenty of lye in
- Ay

“Well, M’lissy says that the men over
to the station—all cept Langley, of
course—are mad as @M git-out because
Parker #was let go, and she says some-
body told somebody else, and somebody
else told somebody else, and somebody
else told her—she says it come reel
straight—that the men are goin’ to
make it hot for the new feller when he
comes. She says his name’s Hazeltine,
or somethin’ like that, and that he’s
goin’ to get here tomorrer or next day.”
“Well,” said Captain Eri, “it's a mer-
cy M’lissy found it out. If that man
should git here and she not know it
aforehand ’twould kill her sure as fate,
and think what a blow that would be
to you, Perez!”

He took his old fashioned watch from
his pocket and glanced at the dial.

“] mustn’t be settin® round here
much_longer,” he added. “John Bax-
ter’s goin’ to have that little patch of
cranberry swamp of his picked to-
morrer and he’s expectin’ some barrels
down on tonight's train. Jobhn asked
me to git Zoeth Cahoon to cart ’em
down for him, but I ain't got nothin’
special to dv tonight, so I thought ra
hitch up and go and git 'em myself.

1 You and Jerry can match cents to see

who does the dishes. I did ’em last
night, so it’s my watch below.”

“Well, T shan’'t do 'em,” declared
Captain Perez. “Blessed if I'd do the
durn things tonight if the president of
the United States asked me to.”

“Huomph!” sputtered ‘Captain Jerry.
“I g’pose you fellers think I'll do ’em
all the time. If you do you're mistook,
that's all. *Twan’t last night you done
‘em, Eri; ’'twas the night afore. 1
done ’ein last night and I'm ready to
take my chances ag'in if we match,
but I'm jiggered if I let you shove the
whole thing off on to me. I didn’t
ship for cook no more’'n the rest of
you.”

Neither of the others saw fit to an-
swer this declaration of independence
and there was a pause in the conversa-
tion. Then Captain Jerry said mood-
iy:

“It ain’t no use. It don’t work.”

“What don’t work?”’ asked Captain
Eri. 2

“Why, this plan of ours. I thought
when we Tellers give up goin’ to sea
reg’lar and settled down here to keep
house ourselves and live economical
and all that, that ’twas goin’-to be
fine, I thought 1 wouldn't mind doin’
my share of the work a bit, thought
stwould be kind of fun to swab decks
and all that. . Well, ’twas for a spell,
but 'tain’t now. I'm so sick of it that
I don’t know what to do. And I'm
sick of livin’ in a pigpen too. TLook
at them deadlights! They’re so dirty
that when I turn out in the mornin’
and go to look through ’em 1 can't tell
whether it’'s foul weather or fair.”

Captain Eri looked at the winjows
toward which his friend pointed and
signed assent. 2

“There’s no use talkin’,” he observed,
“we've got to have a steward aboard
this craft.”

s Yes,” saild Captain f'erez emphat-
ically, “a steward of a woman. One
of us-'ll have to git married, that's
all.” :

«Married!” roared the two in chorus.

«“That's what 1 said, married, and
take the others to board in this house.
Look here, now! When a shipwrecked
crew’s starvin’ one of ’em has to be
sacrificed for the good of the rest, and
that's what we ve got to do. One of us
has got to git married for the benefit
of the other two.”

Captain Eri  shouted hilariously.
“Good boy, Perez!” he cried. “Goin’ to
be the first offerin’?”

“Not unless it's my luck, Eri. We'll
all three match for it, same as we do
'bout washin’ the dishes.”

“Where are you goir’ to find a wife?”
asked Captain Jerry.

“Now, that’s jest what I'm goin’ to
show you. I see how things was goin’,
and I've been thinkin’ this over for a
considerable spell. Hold on a minute
till I everbanl my kit.”

He went into the front bedroom, and
through the open door they could see
him turning over the contents of the
chest with P. R. in brass nails on the
lid. He scattered about him fish lines,
hooks, lead for sinkers; oilcloth jackets,
whales’ teeth and various other arti-
cles, and at length came back bearing
a much crumpled sheet of printed pa-

per.

“There! There she is! ‘The Nup-ti-al

“Chime. A Jonrmi

——
ey

 Matrimony? 1 |
see a plece abcut it in the Herald the
other day and sent a dime for a sam-
ple copy. It’s chock full of advertise-
ments from women that wants hus-
bands.”

Captain Eri put on his spectacles and

hitched his chair up to the table. After |

giving the pages of ‘the Nuptial Chime
a hurried inspection he remarked:
“There seems’'to be a strong runnin’
to ‘vi-va-cl-ous brunettes’ and ‘blonds
with tender and romantic * disposi-
tions.” ” - 2
“Oh, hush up, Eri! 'Tain’t likely T'd
want to write to any of 'em in there,

The thing for us to do would b_o_to_‘*d' But the butterfly sumrer maiden

write out a advertisement of our: QW
tell what sort of woman-we want/dnd
then set back and wait for an -
Now, what do you say?”’

Captain Eri leoked at the advocate
of matrimony for a moment without
speaking. Then he said, “Do you really
mean it, Perez?”’

“Sartin T do.”

«What do you think of it, Jerry?”

“Think it’s a good Iidee,” said that
ancient mariner decisively. “We've got
to do somethin’, and this looks like the
only sensible thing.”

«Then Bri's got to do it!"sasserted
Captain Perez dogmatically. “We
agreed to stick together, and two to
one’s a vote. Come on now, kirl, we'll
matech.”

Captain Eri hesitated.

«Come on, Eri!” ordered Captain Jer-
ry. “Ain’t goin’ to mutiny, are you?” -
“All right,” said Captain Erl, S g1
gtick to the ship. Only,” he added,
with a quizzical glance at his com- |
paniens, “it's got to be settled that the
feller that's stuck can pick his wife and’
don’t have to marry unless he finds ane:
that suits him.” -

The others agreed to this stipulation,
and Captain Perez, drawing a long
breath, took a coin from his pocket,
flipped it in the air and covered it as it
fell on the table with a big, hairy han&.
Captain Eri did likewise; so did Cap-
tain Jerry. Then Captain Erl lifted
his hand and showed the coin be-
neath. It was a head. Captain Jerry’s
was a tail. Under Captain Perez's
hand lurked the hidden fate. The cap-
tain’s lips closed in a grim line. With
a desperate  glance at the others, he
jerked his hand away.

The penny lay head uppermost. Cap-
tain Jerry was “stuck.”

Captain Eri rose, glanced at his
watch, and, taking his hat fromthe
shelf where the dishes should have
been, opened the door. Before he went
out, however, he turned and said:

“Perez, you and Jeiry can be fixin’
up the advertisemernit while I'm-.'gone:’
You can let me see it when I -come
nack. I say, Jerry,” he added to the
=gacrifice,” who sat gazing at the .pen,
pies on the .table in a sort of trance,
“don't feel bad about it. Why, when
you come to think of it, it's & provi-
dence it turned out that way. ‘Me and
Perez are bachelors, and we'd be jest
green hands. But you're a able sea-
man. You know what it is to manage
a wife.”

“Yes, 1 do,” groaned Captain Jerry
lugubriously “Durn it, that's jest it

Captain Eri was chuckling ‘as, lan-
tern in hand, he passed around the
corner of the little white house on thé
way to the barn. He chuckled «all
{hrough the harnessing of Daniel, ‘the
venerable white horse, He was still
chuckling as, perched on the seat of the
“truck wagon,” he rattled and shoolf
out of the yard and turned into the
sandy road that led up‘to the village. t

CHAPTER 11

HERE is in Orham a self ap:
pointed committee = whose
duty it is to see the train
come in. The committeemen-

receive no salary for their services.

The sole compensation is the pleasure

derived from the sense of duty done.

Mr. Squealer Wixon, a -lifelong
member of this committee, was the
first to sight Captain Eri as the latter
strolled across the tracks into the eir-
cle of light from the station lamps.
The captain had moored Daniel to a
picket in the fence over by the freiglhit
house. He had heard the clock in’thié¥
belfry of the Methodist church strike
8 as he drove by that edifice; buthey
beard no whistle from- the direction of
the West Orham woods, so he knew
that the down frain would arrive at.
its usual time—that is, from fifteen to’
twenty minutes behind its schedule. A

“Hey!” shouted Mr. Wixon, with en-
thusiasm, “Here’s Cap'n Eril Well,
cap, how’s she headin’?”

“ Bout no’theast by no’th,” was the
calm reply. “Runnin’ fair, but with
lookout for wind ahead.”

“Hain’t got a spare chaw nowheres
about you, have you, cap'm?’ anx:
jously inquired Bluey Batcheldor. Mr.
Batcheldor is called “Bluey” for: the
same reason that Mr. Wixon is called
“Squealer,” and that reason has been
forgotten for years.

Captain Eri obligingly produced " &
black plug of smoking tobacco, and Ar.
Batcheldor 'bit off two-thirds and Te-
turned.--the balance. - Afier.adjusting
the morsel so that it might interfere in
the least degree with his vocal; ma-
chinery he drawled: ‘

“] cal'late you ain’t heard the news,
Eri. Web Saunders has got his orig-
inal packagé license. Tt come on the
noon mail.” :

The ecaptain . turned sharply toward
the speaker. “Is that a fact?’ he
asked. “Who told you?”

“See it myself. So did Squealer and
a whole lot more. Web was showin” it
round.” =

“We was wonderin’,” said Jabez
Smalley, a member of the committee
whose standir.z was somewhat impair
ed, inasmuch as he went fishing ocea-
sionally and was therefore obliged to
miss some of the meetings, “what kind
of a fit John Baxter would have now.
He's been pretty nigh distractgd ever
sence Web started his billiard room,
callin’ it a ‘ha’nt of sin’ and a ‘whole
lot more names, There ain't been a
‘Come Outers’ meetin’’ sence I don’t
know when that he ain’t pitched into
that saloon. Now, when he hears that
Web's goin’ to sell rum he’ll bust a
b’iler sure.”

The commitiee received this- proph:
ecy with a hilarious shout of approv-
al, and each member bega® to . talk,
Captain Eri took advantage of this si-
multaneous expression of opinion “to
walk away.

From the clump of blackness: that in-
dicated the beginning of the West Or-
ham woods came a long drawn, dismal
“toot,” then two shorter ones. The
comimittee sprang to its feet and look-

| ‘his best view of the village. It is all
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sharp looking Doy of about fourteen,
with a disagresable air of cheap smart-
seat in the shadow of Mr. ‘Batcheldor's
manly form, tossed a cigarette stump
away and loafed over to the ,!Wéz.f
of th t wagon, which was back- |
ed up against the platform. Captain
 Eri knoeked the ashes from his pipe
| and put that serviee stained veteran
‘in ‘his pocket. The train ‘was really’
“coming in”’ at last. - | :
If this had been an’ August evening
instead of a September one, both train
and platform would have heen crowd-

had. flitted, and. as is his: wont, the -
‘surimer man had fiftted after her, so
_the-passengers who.alighted from the
two coaches that, with the ifreight car,
made up the Orham branch! train were
few in number and homely in flayor.
There was a sim, fot to say gawky,
individual with a c¢fin beard and rub-
ber’ boots, whom the committee hafled
as Andy and welcomed to its bosom.
There were two young men, drummers
evidently, who nodged to Hardy and
seemed very much'at home. Al§o.
there was another young man, smooth
shaven and square shouldered, whd
deposited a suit case on the platform
and looked about him with the air of
being very far from home indeed. . -

The drummers got into the stage.
The young man' with the suit case
picked up  the lattér and walked to-
ward the same velicle, He accosted
the sharp boy, who had' lighted an-
othet cigarefte. s :

:“Can you direct me to the cable sta-

tion?” he asked. \ : s
“Sure thing!” said. the  youth, and
there was no Cape Cod twist to his
accent. “Git aboard.” :

“] didn’t intend to ride,” said the
stranger. '

“What was you goin’ todo? Walk?”

*“Yes, if it's not far.’ : )

The boy grinned, and thé members of
the committee, who had ‘been staring
with all their might, grinned also. The
young msan’s miention of the cable sta-
“aon seemed to have caused consider-
able excitement. _ 5 ?

“Qh, it-ain’t too far!” said the stage
driver. Then he added,: “Say, you're
the new electrician, ;ain’t:you?"! §

The young man hesitated for a mo-
ment. Then he.said, “Yes,” and sug
gested, I asked the way.”

«“Two blocks fo the right. That's the
main . road. . Keep on that for four
blocks, thén turn' to the left, &4nd if
you keep on straight ahead you'll get.
to the station.” 5

“Blocks?”. The stranger smiled. *“I

think you must be from New York.”
. *Do you?” inquired : the ‘youthful
prodigy, climbing to the wagon seat.
“Don’t forget to keep straight ahead
after you turn off the main road. Git
dap! So long, te;lers!" ;

The square shpouldered young man
looked after the equipage with an odd
expression .of countenance. Then he.
shrugged his shoulders,: picked up the
suit case and walked off the platform
‘into the darkness, :

A little later Captain Eri, with a
dozen new, -clean  smelling cranberry
barrels in the wagon bebind him, drove
slowly down the “depotiroad.” It was
a clear night, but there was no moon,
and Orham was almost at its darkest,
which is very dark indeed. The “depot
road” (please bear in’ mind that there
are no streets in Orham) was full of
ruts,- and:- although Daniel knew -his
way and did his best to follow it the
cranbeérry barrels rattléd and shook in -
lively ‘fashion. There are few homes.
pear the’station, and the dwellers in
them consciously.refrain from showing
lights except in the ends of the build-
ings furthest from the front . Stran-
gers are inclined to wonder at this, but
when they become better acquainted
‘with the town and its people they come
to know that front gdtes and parlors
are, by the majority ofithe inhabitants,
restricted in their use to occasions smch
as a funeral or possibly a wedding.

It is from the hill by the Methodist
church that the visitor to Orham gets

about him and, for the: most part, be-
low him. At night the tiny red speck
in-the distanee- that goes and -comes
again is the flashlight at Setuckit point,
;and the twinkle on the horizon to the
soutlr is the beacon of the lightship on
F Sand Hill shoal. . {

‘It may be’that the young man with
the square shoulders and the suit case
had paused at the turn of the road by
the church to.listen té the song of the
gsea. At any rate, heé was. there, and
when Captain Eri stéered Daniel and
the cranberry barrels around the eor-
ner and.into the main road he stepped
out-and hailed. !

“I beg your pardon;” he said. “I'm
afraid I'm mixed in my directions. The
stage driver told me the way to the
cabte station, but I've forgotten wheth-
er he said to turn toithe right when I
reached here or to the left.”

g

fioor of the wagon and held it up. He
had seen the stranger when the latter
‘left-the train, but he had not-heard the
dialogue with Josiah Bartlett, the stage
boy. BEA G ok
“How was you callatin’. to go to the
station?” he asked. 5 :
“Why, I intended to walk.,”
“Did" you'tell them' fellers at the de-
pot-that you wanted to walk?”
" «#Certainly.”
“Well, 1 swan!
the directign?’
" Yyes” a little impatiently. *“Why
shouldn’t they?  So many blocks till 1
got to the main street or road, and so
many more till I got somewhere else,
and then straight on.”. -
“Blocks, hey? That's Joe Bartlett.
That-boy ought to be mastheaded, and
I've told Perez so more'n once. ~Well,

mister, I guess maybe you'd better not
try to walk to the eable station tonight. |
You see, there's one thing they forgot
to tell you. Theestation’s on the outer
beach, and there’s a ha'f mile of pretty
wet water between here and there.”
fhe young man whistled. “You don’t_

And they give you

mean it!” he exclaimed. ey

] sartinvdo unléss there’s been an
almighty drought since-I left thé house.
[ tell you what! [If: you’ll jump in
here_ with. me ‘and ‘don’t mind “waftin’
tilt T leave these barrels at the house
of the mian that owns "em I'll drive you
‘down to fthe' shore, and maybe find.
someb&dy to ‘row ‘you over—that is,”
“with a chueckle, “if you nin’t dead set
on walkin®.m "¢

The stranger laughed heartily. ““I'm

ed interested. Sam Hardy came out of
his ticket office. The stage driver, a

_you said you wanted {0 git ‘to-the cable

. boy sort of run loose, as you might say.

" Captain Eri took hig lantern from the }

D.n!e‘ ; % - iy 7
ma3d in a tolerant spirit. He paddie
along at & jo@ trot for perhaps a ‘humn-1
dred yards, and then, evidenily feeling

into o walk.

m

‘“] don't know as 1 mentioned it,” he
observed, “but my name is Hedge” o
“Glad to meet you, Mr. Hedge,” said
the - stranger. “My name .is Hazel-
tine.” \- $ s
«I kind of jedged it might be when

‘station, We heard you was expected.”.
«pid you? From -Mr. Langley, L
presume.” g A
“No-0o: not d’rectly. Of course we
knew Parker had been let go and that
somebody would haye to.take his place.
1 guess likely it was one of the opera-

tors that told it fust that you was the}

man, but anyhow it got as fur “}A and:preoccupied until they réacbed the

M’lissy Busteed, and after that 'twas
plain sailin’. You come from New
York, don't you? Is this your first
visit to-the Cape?” - Nt

“Yes. I hardly know why I'm here
now. I have been with the cable com-
pany at their New York experimental
station for some. years, and the other
day the general manager called me into
. his office and told me I was expected
“to take the position of electrician here,
I thought it might add fo my expe
rience, so I accepted”” =~ b

“Humph! Did he say anything about
the general liveliness of things around
the station?”

®Ir. Hazeltine laughed. “Why,” he
answered, “now that you speak ot'it, 1
remember that he begani by asking me
if 1 had any marked objection to pre-
mature burial.”,

" The captain chuckled. *“The outer
beach in winter ain’t exactly a camp
meeting for sociableness,” he said.
“And the idea of that Bartlett boy tell-
in’ you hew to walk there!”

“Is he & specimen of your Cape Cod
youngsters?"”’ ;

“Not exactly. He’s & new shipment
from New York. Grandnephew of a
messmate of mine, Cap’n Perez Ryder.
Perez, he’s a bachelor, but his sister’'s
daughter married :a feller named Bart-
lett. Maybe you knew him. He used
to run a tughoat in the sound.”

Mr. Hazeltine, much amused, denied
the acquaintance.

“Well, 1 s’pose you wouldd’t, nat'ral-
ly,” continued the captain. ‘“‘Anyhow,
Perez’s niece’s husband @ied, and the

Went to school when he had to and
raised Ned whett' he'didn’t, near’s I can
find out. ’Lizabeth, that’s his ma, died
last spring, and she made Perez prom-
ise—he being the only relation the
youngster had—t6 fet¢h the boy down
here and sort of bring him up. Perez
knows as much about bringin’ up a
boy as a hen does about the Ten Com-
mandments, and 'Lizabeth made him
promise not to lick the youngster and
a whole lot more foolishness, School
‘don’t commence hereitill October, so
we got him a job with Lem Mullett at
the liv'ry stable. He's boardin’ with
Lem till school opens. He ain’t a reél
.bad Doy, but Le knows too much "bout
‘some things and not ha’f enough ’'bout
others. You've seen fellers like qi.at.
maybe?” . t iy

Hazeltine nodded. “There ate & good
many of that kind in New York, I'm
afraid,” he said. - b : Y
. Captain Eri .smiled. “I shouldn’t

_wonder,” he observed. “The boys down
here think Josiah’s the whole ¢rew, and
thie girls ain’t fur behind. There's been
more deviltry- in-this- village sence he
landed than there ever was afore. .He
needs somethin’, and needs it:bad, but
I ain’t decided jest what it is yit. Are
you a married man?” s
- .‘NO."

“Same here. Never had t‘ disease.
Perez, he’s had -symptoms every once
in awhile, but nothin’ lastin’. Jerry’s
the only one of us three that's beem
through  the mill. His  wife died
twenty year ago. I don't kmow as. 1
told yonm, but Jerry and Perez and me
are keepin’ house down by the shore—
that is;, we eall it keepin’ house, but”—

Here ~the ' eaptain . broke  off and
seemed to meditate.

. ‘Ralph Hazeltine forbore to interrupt,
and occ¢upied himself by scrutinizing
the building that they ‘were passing.
They were neariig the center of the
‘town now, and the houses were closer
together  than they had been on the

“depot road,” bit never so close as to |

bé in the least crowded. “There was an
occasional ‘shop, too, with signs like
“Cape Cod Varie#y Store” or “The
‘Boston Dry Goods Emporium” over
their doors.. On the platform of -one
a small crowd was gathered, and from
the interior came shouts of laughter
and the sound of a tin-panny piano,

“That’s the billiard saloon,” volun-
teered Captain Eri, suddenly waking
from his trance. “Play pool, Mr. Ha-
zeltine?” ; b

“Sometimes.”

: “What d'ye play it with?”
“Why, with a-cue, generally speak-
lng." .
.. “That so! ‘Mosc of the fellers in there
_play it With. their motiths. “Miss a shot
and then spend the rest of the evenin’
telliw’ how it happened: - Padker played
it considerable.”

“I judge that your opinion of my
predecessor isn’t a high one.”
© “Who? Oh, Parker! He was all
right in his way.. Good many folks |
in this town swore by him.’ I under-
stand the fellers over at the station
-tholight h¢ twas about the ticket.”

“Mr. Langley included?’ -

“Oh,. Mr. Langley, bein’ manager,
bad his own ideas, I s'pose! Langley
dor’t play. pool much, not at Web
Saunders’ place anyhow.. We turn in
here.” AT

They rolled up a long driveway, very
dark and overgrown with trces, and
dfew up at the back door of a good
sized two story house. There was a
light in the kitchen window. . o

“Whoa, Dan’ly’ commanded the cap-
tain. Then he began to shout “‘Ship
ahoy!” at the top of his lungs. = =

door opéned and & man

The kitchen 5
came out, carrying a lamp, its light
shining full upon his face. It“was an
old ‘face, a stern face, with white eye-
brows and a thin lipped mouth. There
wus, however, a tremble about the
chin that told: of infirm bealth. . . .

“Hello, John!” sald Captain EfT
heért y. “John, iet me make you ac-
guainted with Mr. Hadeltine, the new
man at the cable station. Mr. Hazel-

“1¢'s mighty good of you. all the same.”

“Don't s2y a word,” sald the eaptain,

b

pot so stubborn as all that” he said. }

e e At S

tine, this 1s my friend, Cap'n John
Baxter.” : T

had ?’% 11 that could be ex- |
toward his companiom | thamiki

; - " | but he “stood by,” as Qtpcted,e:ld the4»
‘ unloaded. As7}

- and said: o

oy

:?:m always does, by the mot his

_teeth. - Stand’ by now, ‘cause I've got

to deliver Mr. Hazeltine at the sta-

tion. -and it's gittin® late.” t

A Baxter said ‘Bothing beyond
g his friend for the good tu

“barrels < were quickly
they were about to. drive out of the
yards Captain Eri* turned ‘ip his seat
“John, guess I'll be up some time to-
morrow. - I want: to talk with you
about: that: billiard room business.”
The lamp in Baxter’s hand shook.
“God A’mighty's got his eye on that
place, Eri Hedge,” he shouted, “and

- on them that’s runnin’ it!”

«That’s all right,” said the captain.
“hen the job’s in good hands, and we
“ain’t gotto worry. - Good night!”

. But in spite of this assurance Hazel-
tine noticed that his driver as silent

end of the road by the shore, when he
brought the willing Daniel to a stand-
still and announced that it was time to
“change cars.” = {

1t is a fifteei minute row from the
mainland to the outer beach; and Cap-
tain Fri made it on scbevule time.’
Hazeltine protested that he was. used
to @& boat and could go alone and re-
turn. the dory In the morning, but the
captain wouldn’t hear of it. The dory
slid up on the sand, and the passenger
climbed out. ~ “.- !

«“There’s the station,” said the cap-
tain, pointing to a row of lighted win-
 dows a quarter of a mile away. “It is
straight ahead this time, and the walk-
“ih's Detter'n it has been ‘for the last
few -minutes. Good night!”

The electrician put his hand in his
pocket; hesitated and then withdrew it,
empty. .

_«I'm very much obliged to you for all

"this,” he said. “I'm glad to have made
" your acquaintance, and T hope we shall
see each other often.” 3

“ugame here!” said the captain hearti-
Iy. “We're likely to git to ether once
in avwhile, secin’ as we're next door
neighbors, right across the road, as
you might say. That’s my berth over
youder, where you see them lights. It's
,jest round the cormer from the road
we drove down last. Good night! Good
Juck to you!”

-And he ‘settled himself for the row
home. .

CHAPTER IIIL.

HE bouse where the three cap-

tains lived was as near salt

4 water as it-could bé and re-
&EEW]  main out of reach of the high-
est fides. When Captain Eri, after
“beaching and anchoring his.dory and
stabling Daniel: for. the night, entered
the dining room be found his two mess-
mates deep in consultation -and with
evidences ‘of strenuous mental struggle
written upon their faces. Captain Pe-
rez's right hand was ‘smear‘ed with ink
and there were several spatters of the
- game fluid on Captain Jerry’'s perspir-
ing nose. !

 ‘#Well, ‘you fellers look. as if you'd
“had a rough v’yage,” commented Cap-
tain Eri, slipping out of his own jacket
and pulling his chair up beside those
of his friends.. “What's the trouhlez”
- #Gosh, Eri, I'm glad to see you!” ex-
.claimed Captain Perez. . “How do you
spell conscientious?”’ .. .. -

I dop’t, unless it’s owner’s orders,”
was the answer. “What do you want
to spell it for?” S 3 :

“We've writ much as 400 advértise-
ments, I do believe,” said Captain Jer-
ry, “and there ain't one em fit ‘to
.feed to a pig. Perez here, he’s got such
‘hifalutin notions that nothyjn’ less than
_a eircus bill 'l do him. I don’t see why
‘somethin’ plain and sensible, like ‘We-
man wanted to do dishes and cieam
house for three men, wouldn't be all
right; but, no, it's got to have more
“fancy trimmin's than a Sunday bun-
nit., Foolishness, I call it.”

rn,

Rt

‘Baxter and me as if Cape Codders
a kind of animals, the way some of the
summer folks #io. He had the sense.
not to offer to pay me for takin’ him
over to the station, and I liked that.
ap—for a New Yorker,”
he added as an afterthought.
“But, say,” he said a moment later,
“I've got some more news, and it ain’t
‘good news, either. Web Saunders has
got his liguor license.”
o] want to know!” eéxclaimed Captain
Perez. 3 :

“You don’t tell mel” said Captain
Jerry. & Il

Then they both said, “YWhat will John
Baxter. do now?” ' And: Captain Eri
shook his head dubjously: -

The cod bit well next morning, and
Captain Eri did not get in from the
Windward ledge until afternoon. By
the way, it may be well to explain that
Captain- Jerry’s remarks concerning"
_“gettlin’ down” and “restin’,”” which we
chronicled jn ‘the first chapter, must
not be accepted too literally. While it
is true that each of the trio h ven
up long. voyages, it is equally true that
none had given up work entirely. Some
people might not consider it restful to
rise at 4 every week ddy morning and
sail in a catboat twelve miles out to
sea and haul.a wet eod line for hours,”
rot to mention the sail home and the
cleaning and. barreling of the catch.
Captain Eri did ‘that. Captain Perez
was what he called *stevedore”—that
is, general caretaker during the own-
er's absence at Mr. Delancy Barry's
summer estaté on the “cliff road.” As
for .Captain:Jerry, heiwas janitor at
the schoolhouse. :

The catch was heavy the next morn-
ing, as has been said, and-by the time
the last fish was split and iced and the
last barrel sent”to the railway station
it . was: almost supper time. Captain
Bri had intended ‘cailing on Baxter
early in the day, but now he deter-
mined to wait until after supper..

The captaih bad bad luck im the
“mateching’” that followed the ‘meal,
and it was nearly 8 o’clock befgre he
finished washing dishes. This distaste-
ful task being completed, he set out for
the Baxter homestead.

The captain’s views on the liguor
question were broader than these of
many Orham citizens. He was an ab-
stainer, generally speaking, but his
scruples were not_as_pronouncéd as
those of Miss Abigail Mullett, whose
proudest boast was that she hadwre-
fused brandy when the doctof: pre-
seribed_it as_fhe-stimulant needed to
save her life: On general principles the
captain objected to the grant of a
license to 'a fellow ﬂke,#eb Saunders,
but it was the effect that this action of
the state authorities might have upon
his friend John Baxter that troubled
him most.

For forty-five years John Baxter was
called by Cape Cod.people “as smart a
skipper as ever trod a plank? He
saved money, built an attractive home
for his wife and daughter and ‘would
fu the ordinary course of events have
retired to enjoy a comfortable old age.
But his wife died shortly after the
daughter’s marriage to a Boston:man,
and on a voyage to Manila Baxtér him-

| self suffered from a sunstroke #nd a

subsequent fever that left him & phys-
ical wreck’ and for a time threStened E
to unsettle his reason.' He reco a
portion of his: health, and the threat-

religious fanaticism that causéd him
to accept the Bible literally and to in-
terpret it accordingly. When his daugh-
ter and her husband -were drowmed in
the terrible City of Belfast disaster it
is an Orham tradition that Joh®i Bax-
ter, dresséd in gunny bags and gitting

on- an' ash- heap, was -found his
friends mourning in-svhat he eved
to be the -Biblical “sackcloth’ and

ashés™ *His little-baby granddaughter

. “You'd have a whole lot of women
answerin’ that advertisément, - now
‘wouldn't you?’ snorted Captain Perez
hotly. “*To"do ‘dishes’ for three men?!
That's a healthy bait te catch a wife
with, ain’t it?  I-can see 'em «comin’. I
callate you'd stay: single till-jedgment,
and-then you wouldn’t git oné. No, sir!
The thing to do is to be sort of soft
‘soapy and high tonéd. “Let Jem think
g:g’re goin’ to git a bargain when
v git you. Make believe it's goin’ to
be a privilege to git sech a husband.”

" WWell, 'tis,” declared. the sacrifice in-
dignantly. . ‘They might git a dum
sight worse one,” :
%9 cal'late that's so, Jerry,” said Cap-
tain’ Eri. “Stil], Perez ain’t altogether
wrong. -Guess yowd better keep the
dishwashin® out of it I know:dish-
- washin’ -would never git me. I've got
%0 1 hate the sight of soap and hot wa-
ter s bad as if 1. was a Portugee. Pass
“me that pen.”

“Captain Perez gladly relinquished
the writing materials, ard Captain ErT
after two or three trials produced the
following: oo

Wihe Wanted.—By an ex-seafaring man

of steady habits; must be willing to work
and Kkeep house shipshape and above-
 poafd; no sea lawyers need apply. AdS
ton. ll.ll». ! s

- The line relating to-'e;el;r\;yen was
Insisted apon by Captain J . ““That'll
.hut _out _the tonguy kind,” ‘he ex-
plained. The advertisement,’ with this
addition, being duly approved, the re-
nuired 50 cents was inclosed; as was &
letter t0 the editor of the matrimonial
journal requesting all answers to be
_forwarded te Captain Jeremiah. Bur-
gess, ‘Orham, Mass. - Theh the envelope
was directed and the stamp affixed. -
| * “There,” said Captain Evi, “that’s.
F qone, All you've got to ‘do now, Jerry,
i* to pick out your wife and let us
gnow what you .want for a weddin’
present.  You're a lucky man.” #
«Aw, let's talk dbont sbmethin’ else,”
said the lucky one rather gloomily.

friends  in-Boston., Only Captain Exi
knew that John Baxter’s yearly trip to
Boston was made for the purpose of
visiting the girl who was his sole re-
minder of the things that might have
been, but even the captain did not
know that the money that paid her
‘board and as she grew older for her
gowns and: schooling came n the
bigoted, stern old hermit living alone
in the old house at Orhai. * -

&

In Orham and’in other sections of the
Cape as well taere is a sect cdlled by
the ungedly the “Come ©uters.”. They
were originally seceders from theé Meth-
odist churches who _disapproved of
modern innovations. They “come out”
once a week to.meet at-the houses of
the members, and theirs are lively

den of" imiguity. - Since it became
known that Web had made application
for -the license it 'was a regular amuse-
ment for the unregenerate to attend
the gatherings of the {‘Come Outers”
| and_hear John Baxter call down fire
from heaven upon the billiard: room,
its proprietor and

examination day took a fancy to add
refused to laugh at the little chiap who
tremblingly yentured. to assert that he

warm.” The two had changed places
until now it-was Captain Eri ?o pro-
tected and advised. e S :
k ;“M > > ;é‘ & .‘-t_w .

Baxter's E:;: en door answered,

one
and after yelling “Ship ah&!’* h

“What's the news up at the depot,
Eri?" 8.3
' _They received the tidings of the com-

S I

to sueh an event. Captain Eri
them ‘& detailed account of e g.
with the new electrician, tting,

however, in consideration for the feel-

ings of Captain Derez; to: tion: the
fact that it was the 'Ba _boy w

started that gentieman upon his walk
to the cable station. {

{
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was finished. - {
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The fr7o sbook fiands, and then Cap- -
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just across the road. “He’s gone to
: , “Come Outers’’ meetin’, I s
ing of Hazeltine with the interest due ' There's one up to Barzilla Small’s to-

0 ~£-A» he:
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ened insanity disappeared excephfor a

had- been looked out for by some kind )

‘meetings, .Johr Baxter was a “Come -
‘Outer, 'inaj"!:'v‘ei'méetheen rprising

Mr, Saunders opened his billiard room
' the” old ‘mian’s tirades of righteous
wrath had been ted against this

b

its pghwon‘.. “Orham -

people had begun: to say that Jobhn
Baxter was “billiard Saloon crazy.” ;
And John Baxter was_ Oapi BEri's
friend, a, friendship that had begun in =
School when jhe declatmer. of Patrick
‘Henry’s’ rty -or death” spe on

loved “little pussy, her coat is so

in’ § the keyhole 2 numbe
~ | foreed to the conclusion that his fi et
was notathome, v o
“You ‘lookin’ fer Cap'n g
queried Mrs. Sarah Taylor, 5

. 4 % man-ia this town Has nesd to b
Seemed to me like a: pretty good , g . ;
ol auewered. Capiate I 20 L ientnger T A e
erately. - “He didn’t git mad at the] - Gl :

played him, . one :

plased n him, for o -, .. (T8 e Oontiunad -
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