








JAN AND CAP'N DICKER
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My Cornish iron-miner friend, Jan Tregembo, and I were sitting in

Jan's log hunting camp one Sunday noon, eatingf?ornish gasties and resting

the beagles for the afternoon rabbit hunt.
"How long you been an iron miner, now, Jan?" I asked, more to make

conversation-—[rdwavu W 5

s "Twenty-hate years aébsavage hamusement, partner," Jan replied promptly,iéﬂékQ”%
M"U"Didln't, you ever aspire té be a boss?" I inquired. "Shift-boss or even
captain?"
"Naw, naw," Jan replied. "Bosses is too bloody dumb. Hi only haspire
to pay my bills, hown a few good beagles--an' 'unt rabbits ave a Sunday.
Bosses is too bloody dumb.”
"How do you mean 'dumb,' Jan?" I said. "They wouldn't be bosses if they
were dﬁmb."
Jan took a quick gulp of the bubbling lava he called tea. "Ow, they
DWW Al M.f;{aa'w >
wouldn't, wouldn't they? TakeACaﬁ'n Dicker Kermode, say. 'E always prided
'imself big on 'ow smart 'e was. Wan day a bunch of us was hunderground
a-workin' hup in a raise an' Cap'n Vick come daown the main drift an' stuck 'is
'ead an' 'ollered up'n the raise, 'Ow many men are there hup there, partner?!
and Hi 'ollered back respectul, 'Seven, Cap'n Dick,' and 'e 'ollered up,
r'Alf of you come daown tere! !
"Maybe he was only joking," I said.
"Jocking? Cap'n Dicker jocking? 'E wuldn't laugh hif 'is motherin-law
stobbed 'er taw an' plunged 'ead first quwn i bloomin' mine shaft. An' tiuhqiqwxl
poutin' an' pridin' 'imself on 'ow gﬁﬁ;t 'e was!"
"A lot of serious and humorless meghhavé been real smart," I ventured,
rather piously. )
Jan snorted and went on. "Wan day Hi asked Cap'n Dic&:)'Cap'n Dic&i:

says Hi, ''ere's a deep problem: wot 'as three legs an' barks like a dog?!




"Cap'n Dic% 'e pondered for guite a spell an' then 'e give up. 'Wot,'

'e says, 'wot is kik it 'as three legs an' barks like a dog?'
o

”Hanswer's easy, Cap'n,' I said--'hit's a milkin("stool.'

"Cap'n Dick 'e stood there blinkin' an' onderin'Aan' then 'e says,
'Gwan, Jan, no bloody milkin'g ool heverAbarks like a dog.'

"'Hi knaow that, Cap'n,' Hi replied. "Hi just put'n in the bloody dog
to.make 'n 'ard.!'"

Just then one of Jan's beagles started bugling a rabbit in the swamp

below--thus ending the saga of the stupidity of Cap'n Dicker Kermode.
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My Cornish iron-miner friend, Jan Tregembo, and I were sitting in Jan's
log hunting camp one Sunday noon, eating Cornish pasties and resting the
beagles for the afternoon rabbit hunt.

"How long you been an iron miner, now, Jan?" I asked, more to make con-
versation between bites.

"Twenty-hate years ave savage hamusement, partner," Jan replied promptly,
holding his steaming pasty aloft.

"Didn't you ever aspire to be a boss?" I inquired. "shift-boss or even
captain?"

"Naw, naw," Jan replied. "Bosses is too bloody dumb. Hi only haspire to
pay my bills, hown a few good beagles--an' 'unt rabbits ave a Sunday. Bosses

is too bloody dumb."
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were dumb."

Jan took a quick gulp of the bubbling l?va he called tea. "Ow, they

w‘uldn't, wpuldn't they? Take our minqdeaﬁteiﬁ; Cap'n Dicker Kermode, say.

'E always prided 'imself big on 'ow smart 'e was. Wan day a bunch of us was
hunderground a-workin' hup in a raise an' Cap'n Dick come daown the main drift
an' stuck 'is 'ead an' 'ollered up'n the raise, 'Ow many men are there hup there
partner?' and Hi 'ocllered back respectful, 'Seven, Cap'n Dick,' and 'e 'ollered
up, ''Alf of you come daown terel'"

"Maybe he was only joking," I said.

"Jocking? Cap'n Dicker jocking? 'E wuldn't laugh hif 'is mother'n-law
stobbed 'er taw an' plunged 'ead first daown a bloomin' mine shaft. An' 'im
poutin' an' pridin' 'imself on 'ow smart an' hintellectual 'e was!"

MA lot of serious and humorless men have been real smart," I ventured,

rather piously.




Jan snorted and went on. "Wan day Hi asked Cap'n Dicker, 'Cap'n Dicker,

says Hi, ''ere's a deep problem: wot 'as three legs an' barks like a dog?'

"Cap'n Dicker 'e pondered for quite a spell an' then 'e give up. 'Wot,!

'e says, 'wot is it 'as three legs an' barks like a dog?!

"'Hanswer's easy, Cap'n,' I said--'hit's a milkin' stool.!

"Cap'n Dick 'e stood there blinkin' an' ponderin' 'ard an' then 'e says,
'Gwan, Jan, no bloody milkin' stool hever lived wot barks like a dog.!

"'Hi knaow that, Cap'n,' Hi replied. 'Hi just put'n in the bloody dog
to make'n 'ard.'"

Just then one of Jan's beagles started bugling a rabbit in the swamp

below=-thus ending the saga of the stupidity of Cap'n Dicker Kermode.
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