
WAR

mother died when he was bom and I took it

hard. Didn't notice, like I ought, what wai go-

ing on. But Jonathan took entire charge of

Dave. He'd carry the little chap, before he yet

could walk, a couple of miles on his back and fix

him fast in the fork of a trej while he fished.

And when they got home he'd swear that Dave
had caught all the fish. And they'd all have to

be cooked—minnies just an inch long, some-

times!—which always made a fuM between

Jon and Betsy, the cook.

Yes, Jon was a good fisherman, and a

good boss. He always got hb way. But it

was by gentleness. He used to preach to me,

his own daddy, when he got older, about gen-

tleness being stronger than anger, because, I

suppose, I used to break glass when I got mad.

Only one ever got away with Jon's gen-

tleness by kicking, and that was little Dave.

Why, when he grew old enough to fish him-

self, he never caught a thing and he ruined

Jon's reputation as a fisherman. He couldn't

keep quiet a minute! He'd sing songs and
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