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’ How Jimmy Bludso pa
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NO,u ,

MILUDSO

\ TALL, no!l can/t tell whlr he lives,
Because he don’t live, you see;
Leastways, he’s got out of the habit
Of livin’ like you and me.. %

" ‘Whar have you been for the last three year '

tell ;

in his checks

The night of the P_m'rie Bk

He weren’t no saint, them engineers
Is all pretty muth alike,— -

One wife at, m-\ﬁlder mermu,
And anotﬁcnﬂe here. m b

That.you haven't helrd

I reckoi he never knowed hpw.

And this was all the religion he had,—
To treat his engine well;

Ne'ﬂ’hmedonthe rwer,
Tommots

And fﬁemutook fire,—

" A thomsand times he swore,

He’d hold her nozzle agin the bank
Till the last soul got ashore.

All boats has their day on the Mississip,
And hér day come at last,—

The Movasiay was a better boat,
But the Belle she wouldn't be passed.

And so she tame tearin’ alongthat night—
The oldest craft.on the line—

With a nigger squat on her Safety-valve,

And her furnace crammed, rosin and pine.

The fire bust otit as she cleared the bar, -
And burat a hole in the night,
And quick as a flash she turned and made
For that willer-bank on the nght
There was runnin’ and cursin’, but Jim
yelled out,
QOver all that infernal roar,
“Tll hold her nozzle agin the bank
Till the last galoot’s ashore.”

Through the hot, black breath .of “the
burnin’ boat 3
Jim Bludso’s voice was heard,
And they all had trust in_his cussedness,
And knowed he would keep his word.
And, sure’s you're born, they all got off
Afore the smoke-stacks felk—
' And Bludso’s ghost went up:alone
In‘the smoke of the P.mme\Bch,

He weren’t no samt.-—hut %
Pdrun my chanice with Jim, ~
*Longsidé of some pious gentlemen 4
That wouldn’t shook hands with him.
‘He seen his duty, a dead-sure thing,—
And went for it thar and then; '
And Christ ain’t a-going to be too hard
On a man that died for men.
—From “ Pike County Ballad,” by
CoL.’ JouN HAy.
(Born October 8, 1833 died 1905.)
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FARE T0 THE
" MALAR ThooRE

The Malabar’s in arbor wnth the ]mnner
at ’er tdil,

An’ the time-expired’s wa:tm of ’is orders
for to sail.
\0 wrote Kipling. The trooper Mala
N bar, arelic of Victorian days, now
lies, a prey for ship wreckers, in the har-
bor of Hamilton, Bermuda.  Although
almost forgotten, she has one friend left,
and he is Sir James Willcocks, Command-
‘er-in-Chief and Governor of Bermuda,
and the.man who led the Indian in
France in the early days of the war.\ Gen.
Willcocks is not only an old - ldln sol-
dier, but an suthor and poet of distinction,
and recently he visited  the troopship, to
renew her acquaintance and say farewell-
. His reminiscences of the Malabar have
been. published by the Bermuda Royal
Gazetle, and are given here in part :
"It was with teoollectio_nsof many years
; ago that T recently paid a visit:to the .old
Malabar, lying 'eff Frent Street. I had
, voyaged in hesas a young subaltern from
Bombay to Portsmouth, T will not say
how many years ago; andbemgof.
peculiarly sentimental nature, I reverent-
ly saluted as Tenitered by the once famili-
ar gangway. - What a ' in the good
old troopship! My t sank as [ looked
on the shattered wo mk “the decks
deserted byﬁlmocnpu of brass, _iron,
and timbers; the dismantled  cabins, and
empty mess-room. s gi\ised’ for a few|are
minutes to ponder on the muﬁﬂity of
hfe,and!;} 0! to th
What memor
camebaektoﬂh n a mome
forty yeats Vwﬁ..i'., e
were so, but why ask for the .impossi
better is. - Give the younger
tharczm if they nﬁﬁi msel v
it as fortunately as I did th
heine much fo regret.

{we were a very contented crowd, and

i aebecnd m,Admrﬂ‘ to o
glxl th‘en isnﬁeé of:'v

mrethatononeoocasiononeofthese

. did not visit Bermuda. I know the troop-

er Himalaya did do so, but ‘without in-
quiry 1 cannot answer for the others.

officers and erm!rom the Royal Navy,
and the discipline and duties were such

service.
Indeed, it was a very different life to
that now led by -army officers and men

sunh lukury and comfort ‘as the ‘soldiers
of those times never dreamed of. Not
that we minded, we knew no" better; but

‘considered ourselves no small beer as

‘| with uniforms of immaculate cut and

very tightly-strapped abeut theé boots we
marched on board for our first voyage as
soldiers bf the Queen. - -Visions_of glory
floated before us; we were proud that we,
too, were starting on life’s journey to try
and 'add our small.quota to the l’nstory of
our great Empire. b /

*““The very masts and rigging were a

than ‘which none  finer floated on the
waters. It had been the boast of the In- |
dian trooping service that;-although over
a million officers and men had journeyed

between England and India over a spacé

¢ "‘Heﬁven’s hgbt our Guxde, their mot-
to, 0 boldly blazoned round their wreath-

es in gold, had not been ay idle "boast.
Bur this day I looked only on  the’shell;
‘Sic transit gloria mundi ' had ' taken its
place. The old Malabar was now being
shattered ; her lofty sides, instead of giv-
ing ‘shelter to a theusand men or so;

the hammer, saw, and other mundane ' in-
struments of wreck were hard at it to de-
stroy her beauty and wring from_ her as
many almighty dollars as she was still
capable of yielding. - . - ‘

*1 stood on the scene of the captain’s'
bridge—the ‘Holy of Hohes I almost
still feared to ascend to s0 lofty an emin-
ence and unconscnously touched my cap.
¥ gazed at the now sad masts.and rigging
—what a sight! drooping ‘and limp!
There was a time when privileged sub-
alterns swarmed up in the consciousness
that many admiring eyes were fixed on
them. Yes! the ladiesplayed their part
in the lives of the old troopships as -they
do to-day.in the lives of us all, ‘and, God
biess them ! ever will do. It will be dull
were it otherwise.

*“And so I wandered about. The size
of the ship.astonished me. --As I knew her
-there was not a square ifich that was mnot
utilized for something, and to-day it look-
ed like Pompeii, deserted and sad. I strol-
led through the quarters which were as-

to the soldiers’ wives, and in im-
am m they were once more tenanted.
Id\ld'ed more than once to avoid the bare
toesof 'some sleem benuty, as they | pro-
truded beyond her , for it was
one of our most img tant duties to pass
throuch and report ‘that the women’s
q were in order and alt was well.

“1 moved towards the quartef‘ﬁeck,
and asl pucked my way through clumps
of brass and iron, plate glass, and bits of
teak,lcould hear my foot-steps reécho
the warning: ‘Tell them in Bermuda I|er
am listening to all they are saying. They

are not so badly off after all, Sait junk
and potltoeté Ye gods! we looked on
| them as luxuries. What mote do you
need when the times are out of Joint,!
But I was yet to revisit my old quarters,

Ipqynonelhghtofs@ps ‘and I was on the |
Mmcrypdhr such high officials as

the ladies of

ud nnsand
“Pt you pass the.

W climates 'but the duty they owed to their; Queen

ladm qe in very dgs.

h d | And the (rndold Trooper * Malabar" is lyml

“Its odicml

mm' (] oom-

) ﬁ‘mi

15 v"‘mApnl. were also occasionally ||
emphydonotherdnues,and 1 am notl!

They were in those days mned‘ by |.

as to imbue us young ‘landsmen with a |}
| very wholeﬂome respect for the semior |}

who travel (or did before this war) in’

portent that we were on -a Queen’s ship,

were in the hands of the iconoclast; and.

* working force in socle&
saké of hoarding the g
: that has aﬂltcted the ml

~He who loves his colint
his savings form the ¢4

of our Canadian home land

- from the Yukon fo Cape Breton, that he save his surplus -

that ‘makes business g0.
.dollar soon doubles itself, andtotal savings of a thrifty
‘people mark out the nation as a really great one.

ases has been a
.. To save for the

husband was away. Even then she did

{l| not complain, but bore with him. 'Then
f | he began to attack the boy—he was use-

less; now that there were nopigs and
fowls for him to look after he ate their
food, and he was accursed of God—a déaf
mute and idiot ; but to her he was all ‘the

I | world, with his strange, plaintive face and y Bt F
§| dark eyes, well behaved and retiring, but “The Civce was built at Toulon i 1907

| | without intelligence, except that he seem-

ed to ted:ze Artonia’s love for him.

ﬁrm of : msamty :

He knows
The

i& no waster.

Love
demands of every resident

dollats against a possible rainy day The thrifty man is

one of Camda s big patriots,

misnomer. In that dingy hole (now pre-

ceded by a hurrricane lamp) I en;o)%M 3

delightful ten minutes. No po

cotild be opened except in harbor, for ‘we {vep:
}were only just above water level ; nobunf*
‘was told off for us very juniors, but a}s
hammock marked and numbered was our |

lot. Lucky was he who could sny*“he
passed a comfortable night; for t th-

less hand of some irrepressible comrade ¢
was ever busy at work cutting  the r0pe§ A
by which th¢ much-mended resting-p,lace_x &t

was supported above the deck.

< ] easily pncked out:the place where I
had passed many a.sleepless but happy
night.
from which I bad hurled a heavily water-

logged sponge at a brother officer of parti- beiﬂ

cularly devilish tendencies and unfortun-
ately missed him, but still more unfortun-
ately struck one of the ship’s quarter-
hwlteré

oy
’n

) : 3
to be landed in irons at’ Malta
nnfortunately an officer, but. no gentle-
man,’ but being of a somewhat democratic
nature, by the grace of God and the
mercy of the commander, Iam still alive:
* Believing myself to be by nature of ‘a
poetic disposition, I immediately compos-

ed a song-in which I eulogized the ferits

of the captain and his crew,.and this was
sung at a deck concert a few days later,
and I became almost popular and had the
honor of a handshake from my sporting
ship’s quartermaster.

* Discipline on those old troopers was
rough and ready. You were givena good

deal of latitude so long as you did notj: .

tread on the corns of the naval authorities,
or touch any bit of brass or other polish-
ed metal which was'so marked, a feature
of a'Queen’s ship. * You might crack the
skull of a military officer, and no one
cared much; but to defile the ship by
leaning over her burnished brass ‘rails or
besmirching the polished decks was a
crime no young officer could hope to
escape from

* Khaki had not been dlscovered in the
British army, and we were all dressed in
scarlet. From the winter of, England to
the broiling heat of the Red Sea was a
change better imagined than described,
but no regu/lntions existed to relieve the
terrible discomfort of dining in mess
jackets and high colfars. Indeed, anyone
suggesting it would be classed as un-

patriotic, so proud were we all_ of British{

scarlet; and so we sat day after day bath-
ed in perspiration and with few or none of
the lyxuries of to-day; wu;h meat and
occasionally equally tough poultry for
dmner. and salt pork frequently for other
meals, but we all landed in Bombay or
Portsmouth better for our voyage and full
of enthusiasm. P w
“But Iwander as 1. recall s0 many
_happy memories. From 'subaltern to gen-
I have known the old Malaoar ; from
Bombay to Bermuda is a long cry, but as
I left the old ship, I turned towards her
and soluted Farewell ! reminder ‘of . my
youth whatever may be thy future, may
God save thee from the Hun! but if fate
should otherwise ordain, as the old troop-
er plunges into the sea, she will assuredly

diupponr as ptoud!y as she rode the,pw

, of British ‘soldiers
with no thought

wateuwhen
swarmed on her d

and the land that gave them birth:
Themomngmi.shinmg o'er. the Harbor_of
Bermuda

A Her lofty uda give shelter to a hundred men or
lconocluuand erannd the word is " Dq&
* Tempora mm now ascends from: dcc&

I'turn and ‘% g last‘-adieu. "Funewell biﬂ e

;—Repnnted from Tke Ncw York Emm
05, oy

I saw once more the exact spot

‘Degth,_l:bo t.lstheo :
o e e

“Y was they

HOROCCO DAYS

‘ SACRAMENT OF MARRIAGE

e PT for the writer's house, half
hidden in  its gardens ang woods,
,Valley was uninhabited. True that to
eut and west, on the crown of the hills,
ljg wo Arab villages of thatch huts, with
ks nests perched on their ridge-poles,
nd half hidden ig _thick hcdges of cactus.
£ ini the valley itself the only inhabited
welling was the house until the Span-
iards, Antonia and her husband and her
adomed son, came to the deserted cottage
in_ an abandoned garden half a mile
farfher up ‘the valley. It had evidently
an 1mgated grove at one time, for
the remams of its distorted olive trees,
cruel}y lopped for firewood, still stood
gqnt and grotesque, -and here and there
1e trunk of an almost dead orange
" Fhehedgesof brambles and cactus-

: thx'ough to grue on ‘the
more fettile land within.
sea, edged with yellow sands that stretch
unbroken, except for the outletof the
little river that flows down the valley, to
the town of Tangier over _three miles
away to the west.

The cottage was the mere wreck of a
hut.  The door no longer boasted hinges,
and there wasno glass left in the windows,
Many of the tiles of the roof had been

hospitable and sad.

.. ANTONIA’S STORY :
_Inaifew days the family were installed
‘with their ‘miserably inadequate /goods
and: chattels, and already the writer’s
native servants had been across to offer
to help, and the ice had been broken.
The reports were not very favorable.
The man drank, and his wife Antonia—it’
was the only name they had discovered
—evidently lived in terror of him. The
adopted son was a deaf mute, and appar-
ently wanting in the most ordinary
intelligence. Their poverty was extreme.
But the men, one and all, praised Antonia,
her goodness, her. cheerfulness, tand her
patience. They had found out that she
could sew, and the next day they brought
her across to see: the writer—a middle-
aged, tired-looking woman, who had
evideritly known better ‘days. Yes, she
could sew She had been lady’s maid to
a great Spanish lady before she married,
and she would be pleased to come over
aii w,ork in the mornings. So every
mornlng she came and sat with the Arab
Fservafits in the kitchen and won their
hearts, She told them of her marrmge,
of her childlessness, and of how she ‘had
found her adopted son, a tiny baby, by
the roadside and had brought him home—
and of thow he had grown up deaf and
dumb. | Of her" husband’s cruelty, of his.
drunkenness,’ she said nothing, but the:
Arabs had heard her cries, as in his fury
he had beaten her, or, what pained her
still more, beaten the boy. They had

money .she: earned, and that hadit not
beﬁmfor ‘what' she ate at the writer's
what ‘she took back for the
wotild have starved. =

\rabs, in pity for her, waylaid her
fhnlw ind threatened him, and for a
time  his- “behavior was bet ter, but “only’
for s little while. The cloths that had
given to the boy he took and sold, |
M@oﬂl and pigs went one by one, ‘and

fotblddmherlocomeuain ' He accused
ber of hnvhg~told the story. of her
miserie§, and what she suffered at his

Ity not,tme,butsho dlted
mm»mmmwma

wontnﬂmkedtohe:ﬁhmthe@hen
B

N

7%&;&“ on mm sm» Jiwas [ skRedng obt of alt shape aid torts, gnd

In front lies the

blown off by the gales, and it would be
i difficult to imagine anything more in-

found out that he had taken ‘the little | said

perpetually drunk ; and then |

. The: writer was sorely trouble, for he
@aredfor Antonia and the bey, 'so one,
m g’reat lady with whom she had

NEWSOFTHESEA

_._*-—

~——Paris, Sept. 29—The Frenph sub-
marine Circe, was sunk by an &xstnan
undersea boat on September 20, according
to an official statement issued to-night.
The second officer was the only survivor.

and its gross tonnage was 490. . Its peace
timie complement was twenty-thrée men.

. ——Washington, Oct. l—Naval sub-
marine chaser No. 60 was sunk early to-_
.day in a oolllsion mth the oil stumer ‘s

nohi-housemd_

scared, her clothes were almost in rags,
but clean and neat as they-could possibly
be made to look. The great lady kissed
her, and Antonia wept ; and she-told her

| she must come back to her, and live  in

her service again, and leave the man who
ill-treated he. She should have protection

1 against him ; there was nought to fear

To Antonia the gate of theaven was open-
ed. She closed it.
the boy, she could not leave him. The

I | ' writer - said he would take him into his
| service to work in the garden-—he could
} | sleep with the grooms in the stable and

would want for nething. But still she
refused. She was happy with her hus.
band—and she tried to smile through her
tears—yes, he drank, but so did'so many
men, gnd if he beat her probably she
deseryed it; women were often uncon-
sciously very annoying. The great lady
expostulated ; she urged;she command-
ed, but with no effect. Antonia was
obdurate.  Then she took her by both
hands and looked her straight in the face
and said to her,“Antbnia, you must tell
ne.
for yourself and the boy ?” -For a moment
they stood 'silent facing one another.
Then Antonia shuddered a little, tried to
speak and failed, and then whispered,
“The sacrament of marriage !”

Argument * was of no avail—Antonia
closed the \door of happinegs. The
recollection of the accumulated misery of
all those years of married life, in fear . of
death always, beaten and bruised, her
spirit Broken; victin of abusé and eruelty—

“And Antonla retumed to her hut.

- At sunrise she came across, carrying a
bundle  of clothing. She was pale but
quite calm, and a strange, indefinable
beauty illumined her fac(.g !

“I have brought you back the things
that remain of what you gave me,” she
said, and she opened the bundle—a towel
or two, an old blanket, some clothes, piti-
ful sgd things, but neatly folded.

“Why ?”

“Because,” she replied, “we have no
need of them. The boy Is dead. My
husband came back from town last.night.
He had been drinking, and "asked for
money. He beat me because of ‘the boy,
because heé ‘had to be fed. Then he
called the boy outside into the stable, and
there he shot him. He is there now
lying dead.”

See was so calm, so gentle. It is
better so,” she went on, “but I loved him
with all my heart—and he is dead.
Your men were so kind to me always—
let them have these few .things. It -is so
little, but it is all I have.” iy

“*And your husband?

“I. no not know.. He did wmot come
back into the house. He was drunk.
Probably he went back into the town.”

*“And you, Antonia?"’

“L” shre=mwsked, as if surprised; "I can
die now. ‘I could not die before, you
knov?’ because of the boy.”

We went over to the hut. The boy lay
face down, dead, upon the stable floor,
with a terrible gunshot wound in his
chest. ‘The Spanish  authoritiesiuwere

the writer got back to his house he found
Antonia unconscious, talking a little to
herself at times, but quite happily.

They took her to the Spanish hospital
on a stretcher, and the Arabs walked be-
side her along the yellow sandg In the
night she died. Thegreat ladywho had been
warned, 'went to see her, and told the
writer afterwards that justbefore she died
she seemed to regain consmo@ness, and

said, “You see, I could not leave him—the
sacrament of marriage.”—The Times,

M’l OF ST. AMEWS -
_.._‘—
Customs returns for September. 1918'
Duties collected
Vﬂmfmmow:mpotted
“ datiable goods imported $82022.99
" goods exported S?572763

riage will not be against your father's
will.” He—"T'm sure 1 hope not. It
'would be mighty hard for us if he_ should
change it.”—Boston Transcripl.

In tears she spoke of-

Why will you not accept happiness

the_ sacrament of mamatge oven:oled'

notified, but it was long before they came
to take the body away, ‘and ‘when the

X’CSCM.

——Copenhagen, Oct. 2—Four German
torpedo boats, whose crews mutinied -and

during August, were pursued by cruisers
and sunk, aooording to information re-
ceived here to-day, The occurrence is
said to have been confirmed by the wash-
ing ashore of 160 bodies.

Thirty-six German ‘sailors were execut-
ed at Kiel recently as the result of a
mutiny against submanne duty, it is re-
ported.

>

——An Atlantic Port/ Oct. 2—The mas-
ter of the Nova Scotia fishing schooner
Jellicoe, got a bad scare this morning when
his vessel was a few miles off shore.”"With-
out warmng, the roar of a gun washeard,
and a cannon shot passed the bow of his:
schooner. He turned ‘thinking to see a
Hun submarine near at hand. Iustead,.
he discovered the shot had come fiamr a:
patrol boat, which had sent the shot across
to attract his attention and to have: the
schooner come close for a message. When
within hearing distance, the captain of
the patrol boat told him that he had sight-
ed a submarine off Cape Sable and appar-
ently headed in the direction of Halifax.

He also advised the master of the Jel-
licoe to make for the shore with all pos-
sible speed, saying that the patrol would
be engaged in warning other fishing craft
in the waters.

o vessels were reported as havmg been

wnk by the: Hnn whmn'me.

Those who had the privilege of hearing
Frank Stockdale in the board ¢f trade:
rooms last evening carried a&ay with
them many new ideas which will be of
benefit to them in getting the best results
from their employees. The basic idea as
emphasized by Mr. Stockdale was co-
operation between the merchant and his
sales force. “A man who isn’t trying to
lift up his help shouldn’t be in business”
he said, and on the other hand “An
employe should be willing: to uplift his
employer.” A

“The customer comes before the clerk
though it is hard'td make some people be-
ieve this.. The customer runs all mer-
chants’ stores. In other words the mer-
chants carry what the customer needs or
wants,” said Mr. Stockdale; and he went
on to say that the way" bring this before
the people was to study their needs from
past experience and to keep them posted
through the medium of advertising from
time to time as to what they could pro1-e
to meet their wishes,

The clerk could be of the greatest as-

sistance only in knowing the geods and
where tofind them readily. ‘This meant
proper classificationr and mtelllgent dis-
play.
* Mr. Stockdale advised the merchants
to cater to'the needs of the people, and
hls point was well illustrated by suggest-
ing that at this time druggists should ad-
vertise special preventions for Spanish in-
' fluensza and should have ajlist prepared _
‘of the best remedies. Yesterday after-
a special round-table talk for the drug-
gists was given by  Mr. Stockdale in the
association rooms, Germain street.. Si.
Jonn Telegraph.

L 4 oan

DISILLUSIONMENT

“whes yo' sess acullud ‘puhfessah rise
up and pick at dem crinkly side ‘whiskers
o his’'n and smoove down dat f vest
yo' am amazed at de ponderosity ¢’ de
spettacle,” said old Brother  Buckaioo.
*But when yo’ listens to his transplavicat-
ion yo' finds dat when ye behilt dem
whisker and dpt vest yo’ seed it all. Ain’t
dat ’hout so, Brudder Jurdnn ?"—Kansa®
Czty Star.’ b

ﬁms Passny—-“ Children nowadays de
not pay the proper amount of respect to

87684.22Jom age.” Miss Pert—" And I suppose
$1195.89 that annoys you a great deal. "—me;

Tranamﬂ.

.
\

get out of public life?” “ Well,” r

[ brand-new tnlent. 1 thought maybe it
might be a good idea for me to retire ’ for
awhile and see if I can’t get a reputation
for inexperience.”— Washington Star.

and attempted to take them out of harbor -

“ What are your reasons for wanting to i

“

\

In port, the master of the
llicoe, which arrived safely, said that

She-——“l trust, Jack dear, that our mar- Senator Sorghum, " this is the era f’

r




