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Funny, fsn't i1, that what tarng tha
legves red leaves us bhlue?

He 18 n wise jetter  writer

knows what not to say.

who

Somelhing ought to e done to en-
courage the lnngnishing vmbralla In
dustry, too,

If Alfred Austin possessed a sense
of humor he might have a great deal
of fun reading his own works,

The Vienna Academy of Sclences
has =pent nearly $9,000 in working ten
tons of nranlum ore for radium,

Now It is announced that locomoto:
ntaxia is cnrable, The sclence of the
twyatieth century Is evidently going to
he epoch-malking,

Some correspondence school could
make a hit by Instituting a course in
what letters to burn and what not to
write,

Count Zeppelin now has half a mill
lon dollars at his disposal for airship
experiments, The recent destruetion
of his apparatus proved a good adver
tisement after all,

By performing a few more deeds of
herolem during the next six months
Kermit may succeed in making his
own sorles from Afviean worth one oy
two dollars & waord.

A Fieneh countess, noled as a hun
tor of big game, hasg bheen lost In the
wilds of Afriea. It is to be hoped
that the Nons she started ont to find
did not find her sweet enough to eat,

The latest explosion on a French
armored erulser agaln demonstrates
the tremendons efficiency of the war:
ships of France in wrecking them:
gelves and killlug off thelr own crews

To do away with publle love-making
R weslern town has passed an or
dinance requiring young people to he
at home hy nine o'clock. Well, 1t's
getting d ck earlier now, and mueh
can be dove before eurfew.

A Gotham ex-multt-millionaire and
king of Wall street, after having won
and lost two fortunes, is now working
on n salary. This fairly llustrates the
ups and downs of speculation, except
that all ex-speculator kings are not
Incky enough to get the salary job,

A mnn In New York has sued his
wile for divoree on the ground that
she gives him either raw or burned
steak, and that this constitutes cruel
and Inhuman treatment, Which prac-
tieally Indorges the contemptuons view
of the masculine sex in the recipe
glven at a club meeting to make a
husgband happy: “Feed the hrute.”

This year's "senfor wranglership” at
the University of Cambridge, England,
gave great honors to a young Russian
Jew, The resull of the “mathematiecal
tripos” shows that Selig Brodetsky,
whose father had sought an asylum in
ingland from Russian oppression, had
been bracketed with Mr.  Ibbotsos,
scholar of Pembroke, for the coveted
Hritish blue riband of mathematies,

Hopeful visions of the future are al
ways valuable, if they serve only to
stimulate the Imagination. ‘The sec
retary of the Postal Progress league
looks forward to a time when the
rural dellvery shall convey to the
“man at the sources" electric power
for mechanical purposes, frelght and
passengers, and shall furnish tele.
graph and telephone service. Stran:
ger dreams have come true,

Pennsylvania Rallroad Company me
chanies have lately equaled the in
genuity of the automobile owner who
Jacked up his car and used the motor
to run a circular saw. They have
equipped 17 lecomotives in the Pitts-
burg yards with hose and pumping
machinery so that they may be used
as fire engines, A syatem of signals
hag been arranged for calling the en-
gines in case of need.

According to Rlehavd Croker it is
American money which seems to he
keeping Egyvpt golng. “Two-thirds of
the visitors,”

says Mr. Croker, “1 met
all aronnd came from Amerien, and
they represented all  parts  of the

states. They provide the people with
a living not only in the hotels, but in
the streelg. | never saw such people
for begging. As s0on as an Egyptian
child Is born It seems to ask for back
sheesh, and Egyptlans are looking fo
money all the time”

—_ -'_

The name “vandeville” originally
came from the ballads of Ollver Has.
selin, who wag born and fonrished
in the Val de Vire In Normandy. The
Val de Vire ballads enme to be known
an the vawdeville ballads, and these
and shmilary sprlghtly sopgs constl
tuled the vandeville  entertainment
It v A long streteh from thils o dan
eon, nerobatle featy, dramatie sketeh
es amd Johnoy MHayes telllug how |
fesle (0 be un Marathon winner in the
Olymple gemes

Freights

By
W. W. JACOBS [

BULLY OF THE
“CAVENDISH” J

the night watehman, who had nearly
danced hbmsell over the edge of the
wharf In Hinstrating one of Mr, Cor-
bett's most trusted blows, and was
now eitting down taking In sufcient
alr for threc, “they aln't wot they used
to he when | was a boy, They adver-

(Cogry elght, Dodd, Mesd Company. )

tige in the paperg for months and
monthg about thelr fights, and when
it does come off, they do It with

gloves, and thev're all right agin a day
or two arter,

“The strangest prize fighter I ever
come acrost was one wol ghipped with

me on the Cavendish. He was the
most eggstrordinary fighter U've ever
o or ‘eard of, and ‘e got to be

such a nulsance afore o'd done with
ug that we could ‘ardly eall our gonls
our own. He ghipped as an ordinary
seamnn—a unfalr thing to do, as ‘e
was anything but ordinary, and ‘ad
ro right to be there at all,

“We'd got one teryor on board afore
he come, and that was Bill Bone, one
o' the biggest and strongest men U've
ever seen down a ship's fo'e's'le, and
that's saving a good deal. Bailt more
like a bull than a man, '¢ was, and
when he wag in hig tantroms the hest
thing to do wag to get out of 'ils way
or else get into vour bunk and keep
quiet.  Oppergition used to send ‘im
crazy a'most, an’ il ‘e sald a red shirt
was a blue one, yon ‘ad to keep quiet.
It didn't do to agree with 'im and
call it blue even, cog if yon did he'd
call you a liar and punch vou for tell-
ing lies

“The v'y'ge I'm speaking of—we
used to trade between Australin and
London—Bill came aboard about an
hour afore the ship salled. The rest
of us was already aboard and down

below, some of us stowing our things

“You Better Not."

away and the rest sitting down and
telling each other lieg about wot we'd
been doing. Bill ecame lurching down
the ladder, and Tom Baker put ‘is "and
to ‘im to steady 'lm as he got to the
hottom

“'Who are you putting vour
on? ses BUL glaving at ‘im.

“Ouly ‘olding you up, B ses Tom,
amiling.

‘Oh," ses 1N

“He put ‘Is back up agin & Yunk and
pulied hilssell together

T 0MIng of me—up--was you?!' he
ses; ‘'whaffor, if I might be g0 bold as
1o arsk”

“1 thought
B, old man

‘unds

your f{oot
sew Tom;

wd slipped,
but 'm sorry

Mo ‘adnt)
“HIN Jooks at im ngin,' ard.
“Sorry if my foot  dldn't  slip?
Lo ses
‘You know wot | mean, 1M ses
Tom, smillng 4 uneasy smile
‘Don't lawgh ut me, roars 1)
1 wasn't laughing. WML old pal
wes "Tom
Ve called me o o @1 i
' looking rouwad ot ous called e p lia

p———

'‘Old my coat, Chartes, and I'll split
‘Tm In halves.'

“Charlie took the counl llke a lamb,
though he was Tom's pal, and Tom
looked ‘round  to see  whether he
couldn’'t nip up the ladder and get
away, but Bl was just In front of it
Then Tom found out that one of 'is
bootlaces was undone and he knelt
down to do it up, and this young or-
dinary seaman, Joe Bimms by name,
put his ‘ead out of his bunk and he
gew, quiet like:

“‘You alut
mate, are yon?'

“Wot? sereams Bil, starting.

“‘Don’t make such a noise when I'm
speaking,’ ses Joe; ‘'where's your man-
nerg, you great ‘ulking rascal?

“I thought Bl would ha' dropped
with surprise at being spoke to like
that. His race was purple all over
and ‘e stood staring at Joe as though
‘o didn't know wot to make of ‘im.
And we stared, too, Joe being a small-
Ish gort o' c¢hap and not looking at all
slrong,

afraid of that thing,

“'(3o easv, mate, whispers Tom;
‘vou don't know who you're talk-
Ing to.

““You touch that man,’ he ses,

quietly, pointing to Tom, ‘and I'll give
yom such a dresging-down as you've
pever ‘ad afore. Mark my words,
now.’

“1 wasn't goirg to ‘it him,' ses Bill,
in a strange, mild volce,

“You'd better not,” ses the young
‘un, shaking his fist at 'im; ‘you'd bet-
ter not, my lad. If thoare's any fighting

to be done in this fo'e's’le I'll do it
Mind that.

“It's no good me saying we was
stagegered, becos staggered aln't no

word for it, To see Bill put ‘is hands
in ‘is pockets and try and whistle, and
then sit down on o loecker and seratch
‘is head, was the most amazing thing
I've ever seen. Presently ‘e begins to
ging under his breath.

“ Stop that 'umming,” ses Joe; ‘when
I want yon to 'um, I'll tell you.'

“Bill left off 'umming, and then he
gives a little cough behind the back of
‘Is "and, and, arter fidgeting about a

bit with ‘is feet, went up on deck
agaln,

“OStrewth,” ses Tom, looking round
at ug, ‘‘ave we shipped a bloomin’

prize fighter?

“He was a ordinary seaman, mind,
talking to A, I).’s like that, Men whao'd
been up aloft and doing thelr little bit
when ‘e was going ahout catehing cold
in ‘is lMttle pettieuts. Still, if Bill
could stand it, we supposed as we'd
better.

“Bill stayed up on deck :ill we was
under way, and 'is spirit seemed to be
broke., He went about ‘is work like a
man wot was walking in 'is sleep, and
when breakfast come ‘e ‘ardly tasted it.

“Joe made a splendid breakfast, and
when he'd finished ‘e went (o Bill's
bunk and chucked the things out all
over the place and sald ‘e was going
to 'ave It for himself. And Bill sat
there and took it all guiet, and by-and-
by he took ‘is things up and put them
in Joe’s bunk without a word.

“*You've been in a scerap or two io
your time, I know,” Tom ses, admiring
like. ‘I knew you was a bit of a one
with your fists direckly 1 see you.'

“*'Oh, ‘'ow's that?' asks Joe,

“*1 could see by your nose,’ ses Tom,

“You never know how to take peo-
ple like that. The words ‘ad ‘ardly
left Tom's lips afore the other ups
with a basin of ‘ot tea and heaves it
all over 'hin.

“*Take that, you
he ses,

“*Get up,” ses Tom, dancing with
rage. ‘Get up; prize fighter or no
prize fighter, I'll mark vou.'

“'8it down,' ses Bill, turning round.

“*‘I'm going to "ave a go at 'im, Bill,

insulting raseal,’

ses Tom; ‘if yvou're afrald of ‘im, 1
ain't.’
“ISit down,” ses DBill, starting up.

“'Ow dare you insult me like that?

“*Like wot?' ses Tom, staring.

“*If 1 can’t lick 'im you can't,; ses
Bill; ‘that's 'ow it Is, mate.’

“‘But I can try," ses Tom.

“*All right,” ses Bill. ‘Me fust, then
Il you lick me, you can 'ave a go at
‘im. If you can't lick me, 'ow can you
lick ‘im?”

“That was the beginning of it, and
instead of ‘aving one master we found
we'd got two, owing to the eggstror-
dinry way Bill had o' looking at things.

“In about three days our life wasn't
worth living, and the fo'e's'le was
move ke a Sanday school elass than
anything else. In the fusgt place Joe
put down swearing. He wounldn't ‘ave
o bad langwidge, he sald, and he
didu't neither. If @ man used a bad
word Joe would pull ‘Im up the fust
time, and the second he'd orvder N
to ‘It ‘im, being afrald of "wrting ‘im
too much ‘imself

“Then Joe objected to us playing
cards for money, and we ‘ad to ar
range on the quiet that brace buttons
was ha' pennles and coat bhuttons pen-
nles, and that lasted antil one evenlng
Tom Baker got up end danced and
nearly  went  off ‘vnd with joy
through havin® won a few dogzen, That
wns enough for n by his
took the cards and pltehed ‘em
the side

is

Joe, nnd
orders
LYy
whiethe

I wonder vou'il see that

Hitle gal at Melbourne agin this []lll_l M W

M s Newd
What gal s that, Ned? sos Joe
whe wuag i the next bunk te bim. and

[ saw Bill's eyes acrew np tizh:, and
‘e suddenly fell fast asleep.

““1 don’t know ‘er name,’ ses Ned,
‘but ghe was very much gtruck on
Il they used to go to the theayter
togethor.”

“‘Pretty gal? ses JJoe, leading
'im on.
“‘Rather,” ges Ned, “T'rust Bill for

that, ‘e always gets the prettiest gal
in the place—I've known as many as
six and seven to—'

" "Wot!’ sereams Biil, waking up out
of ‘is sleep, and jumping out of 'Is
bunk.

“'It was only a little joke o' mine,
ses Ned, whosaw 'e'd put 'Is foot in it.
‘Bl ‘ates ‘'em worse than—worse than
—pison.’

“*Oh, very well then. I'm going to
‘ave a bit of fun now,’ ses Joe., ‘Bill'’

*“*Yes," ses Bl

“*1 won't "It Ned myself for fear 1
ghall do 'im a lasting Injury,’ ses Joe,
‘®0 you just start on 'Im and keep on
tiil ‘e tells all about vour goings on
with that gal.'

“'HiIt 'Im to make ‘im tell
me?' ges Bill, staring 'Is 'ardest,

“*You ‘eard wot 1 gald’ ses .oe:
‘don't repeat my words. Youn a mar-
ried maan, too; I've got sisters of my
own, and I'm golng to put this sort o'
thing down, If vou don't down 'Im, |
will.'

“Ned wasn't much ol a fighter, and
I "alf expected to see 'Im do a bolt up
on deck and complain to the skipper.
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Nasty, Low-Looking Little Chap Was
Dodgy.
He did look like it for a moment,

then he stood up, looking a bit white
as Bill walked over to 'im, and the
next moment ‘is fist flew out, and
afore we could turn round I'm blest if
Bill wasn't on the floor. ‘I got up as
it 'e was dazed like, struck out wild
at Ned and missed ‘i, and the next
moment was knocked down agin. We
could ‘ardly belleve our eves, and as
for Ned, 'e looked as though 'e'd heen
doing miracles by mistake,

“When Bill got up the second time
'e was that shaky ‘e could 'ardly stand,
and Ned ‘'ad it all ’'is own way, until
at last ‘e got Bill's 'ead under ’is arm
and punched at it till they was both
tired.

AN vight,! ses  Bill; ‘I've
enough. 1've met my master.’

“'Wol? ses Joe, starting.

“'I 'ope 1 didn’'t hurt you, mate,’ he
ses, kindly.

“*Hurt me?" roars Bill, ‘You! You
it me? You, you little bag o' bones.
Walt till 1 get you ashore by yourself
for five minits, Ned Davis, and then
you'll know what ‘urting means.'

“It was a mystery to all of us, and
it got worse and worse as time went
on. Bill didn't dare to eall ‘i soul 'is
own, although Joe only hit ‘im once
the whole time, and #hen not very
hard, and he excused ‘is cowardice hy
telling us of & man Joe 'ad killed in a
fight down in one o them West End
clubs,

"Wot with Joe's Sunday school wavs

ad

and B backing ‘em up, we was all
pretty glad by the time we got to
Melbourne,

“Arter we'tl been thave two or three
days we began to feel a'most sorry for
Bill. Night arter night. when we was
ashore, Joe would take ‘tm off and
look arter 'fm, and at last, parctly for
'Ia suke, but more to seo the fun, 1Tom
Baker managed (o think o' something
to put things stralght

“There'll e an end o' that bully-
Ing Joe ses Tom, taking Bill by the
arm.  ‘We've arranged to glve ‘lm a
lesson as'll lay ‘lm up for a time.'

"OL," sor ML looking C‘ard at n |
boat wol wan PHEEINE '

We've gt Iadey Pete comine to
teenlght,” pes Tom, In & whis

per; ‘there'll only be the secom offievs
nbuaird iindd he 1l Nikely ha asJeop
Lodgy e & the best Meht - welghte

In Auvstralia, ana if ‘e don't fix up Mis
ter Joo, iU be a pity.

“At about ha'-past six Dodgy comnes
aboard, and the fun leging to com-
menee.

“"He war a nasty, low-looking litile
chap, was Dodgy, very fly-looking and
very concefted, | didn't {tke the look
of “Im at all, and unbearnble as Joe
was, i didn’t seem to ‘ba quite the
gort o' thing (o get a chap aboard to
‘ammer a hipmate von ecouldn’t ‘am-
mer yourself,

CUCAR what's that in that bunk over
there?' ses Dodgy, pointing with 'is
cigar at Joe,

“'Husgh, be careful,” ses Tom, with
a wink: ‘that’'s a prize fighter

"Oh ses Dodegy, grinning, ‘I thought
I was a monkey.'

B, who is that ‘andsome, gentle-
manly-looking young feller over theye
smoking a half-crown cigar? =ges Joe.

“That's 1 yvonng gent wot's come
down to 'ave a look ‘round,” sez Tom,
as Dodgy takes 'is cigar out of ‘is
nmouth and looks ‘round, puzzied.

“Take that lovely little gentleinan
and kicek ‘im up the fo'e's'le ladder)
ses Joe to RBill, taking up 'is jacket
agin; ‘and don’t make too much unoise
uver i, cos I've got a bit of a ‘eadache,
else 1I'd do it myself.'

"Wot's the game?
staring.

“1'm obeying ovders,” ses Bill, ‘Last
time [ was in London, Joe ‘ere half
killed me one time, and ‘e made me
promise lo do as ‘e told me for six
months I'm very sorry, mate, but
I've got to kick you up that ladder.

““You kick me up? ses Dodgy, with
a nasty Hrtle laugh,

“'I ean try, mate, can’'t 1?7 aes Bill,
folding ‘is things up very neat and put-
ting '"em on a locker,

“The fust blow Bill missed, and the
next moment ‘e got a tap on the jaw
that nearly broke it, and that was fol-
lowed up hy one in the eye that sent
im staggering np agin the side, and
when ‘e was there Dodegy's flats were
rattling all round ‘im.

“I believe It-was that that brouvght
Bill vovnd, and the next monient
Dodgy was on ‘is back with a blow
that nearly knocked his ‘ead off
Charlie grabbed at Tom's watch and
began o count, and after a little bit
called out "Time." It was a s8illy thing
to do, as it wonld ‘ave stopped the
fight then and there if it ‘adn't been
for Tom's presence of mind, saving
it was two minutes slow. That gave
Dodgy a chance, and he gob up again
and walked round Bill very eareful,
swearing ‘ard at the small slze of the
fo'e's'le,

“He got in three or four at DBl alfore
you conld wink a’'most, and when Tl
‘it back ‘¢ wasn't there.

“Cahrlie called “Time' again, and vwe
let 'em ‘ave five minutes.

“In five minutes more, though, It
was all over, Dodgy not being able 1o
see plain—except to get out o' Bili's
way—and hitting wild. He seemed 10
think the whole ‘o's’

so3  Dodgy,

fo'e's'le was full o
Bills sitting on a locker and waiting to
be punched, and the end of it was a
knock-ont hlow from tha real Bil
which left ‘im on the floor without o
soul offering to pick ‘im up.

“Iil ‘elped ‘im oup at last and shook
hands with "im, and they ringed thelr
fnces in the same bucket, and began to
praise each other up. They sat there
purring like a couple ¢ cals, until at
last we ‘eard a smothered volee cone
ing from Joe Simmins' bunk

“Is it all over?” he asks.

“Yes,' ses somebody.

“‘How is Bill? ses Joe's voice agaln,

“‘Look for yourself,’ ses Tom,

“Joe sat up in 'ls bunk then uand
looked out, and he no sooner saw
Bill's face than he gave a loud ery and
fell back agin, and, as true as I'm sit-
ting here, fainted clean away. We
was struck all of a 'eap, and then Hill
pleked up the bucket and threw some
water over 'im, and by and by he
comes roumnd agin and in a dazed sort
o way puts his arm round Bill's neck
and beginsg to cry.

“Mighty Moses!' sea Dodgy Peie,
juniping up; ‘it’'s a woman!’

“Cit's my wife!' ses BiIL

“We understood it all then, least-

ways the married ones among us did.
She'd shipped aboard partly to be
with Bill and partly to keep aun eye
on "im, and Tom Baker's mistake
about a prize fighter had fust suited
her book better than anything, Iow
Bill was to get ‘er home ‘o couldn't
think, but it ‘appened the second of
fleer had been peeping down  the
fo'e's'le, walting for ever 8o long for
a sultable opportunity to stop ths
fight., and the old man was 80 tlckle
gbout the way we'd all bean done ¢
gave ‘er o passage back as stewirdesy
to look arter the ship's cat.”

What Is Success?

He has achieved success who has
lived well, laughed often and loved
who has gained the respeet of Intelli-
gent men and the love of Hetle chll-
dren; who has flled hig niche aod -
complished his task,; who has Jeft
the world bettey than he has found it
waether (AT
foct poem, or u rescued soul; who has
never lacked appreciation of earth's
beauly foiled o express i, whoe
has niwanys looked for the hast In olh
ern and glven the hest he had, whoss
o war an nsplration; whoss mer
ary u hea Litehiviite Mulletin

by an Improved seed,
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