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LEM’S WTO HARBOR; 
LAUNCH IS SUNK

STORY OF CABINET 
SPLIT RIDICULED

AT OTTAWA

conference yesterday with Hon. Mr. Puga- 
ley, minister of public works, over the re
sults of the tests. The minister after
wards expressed his gratification at the 
nature of Dr. Ells’ report and said that 
in his opinion it meant a possible new 
industry for New Brunswick.

Dr. Ells has not yet made a report to 
the government. He left last night for 
Ottawa.

tors between 7,000,000 and 8,000,000 bushels 
of' grain. This year this port would be 
asked to handle anywhere from 12,000,000 
to 14,000,000 bushels. This year’s crop 
had all been saved and is estimated at 
110,000,000 to 115,000,000 bushels of wheat;
130,000,000 to 135,000,000 bushels of oats; 
and 30,000,000 bushels of barley. The tre
mendous expansion of the west is indic
ated by the fact that the acreage of afàble 
land was increasing at the rate of 12 to 
15 per cent, annually.

Mr. Castle estimates that five years 
from now the west will produce 200,000,- 
000 bushels of wheat every year. It must 
help one to understand these figures bet
ter, Mr. Castle continued, when it is 
known that in 1900 only 14,000,000 bushels 
of wheat were inspected while this year 
there would be more than 100,000,000 
bushels. All this meant tremendous busi
ness for the east, as it was the belief in 
the west that Canadian produce could 
be handled cheaper through Canadian 
channels than American. In order that < 
thia might be realized, however, it was 
necessary that boards of trade, port 
authorities and civic bodies everywehere 
should grapple with the situation at once.

Mr. Castle urged that when facilities 
were planned to be erected allowance 
should be made for the needs, not of this 
year or next year, but of twenty-five 
years hence. Twenty 'years ago, he said, 
the authorities of Liverpool (Eng.) built 
docks for steamers 1000 feet long. At that 
time there were no such boats afloat, 
but there would soon be because they 
were actually on the stocks now. It 
must be made an easy mater for steam
ers to dock as well as load and unload 
and the general aids to navigation must 
be of such a character that risk would 
be reduced to a minimum.

Mr. Castle expressed himself as being 
impressed with the fine natural harbor 
of St. John and the advantages* of its 
situation as being** nearer the far west 
than Halifax. There would be, however, 
trade enough to swat^p all the1 ports on Monday, Labor Day, at Fredericton 
the Atlantic seaboard, and then,” he Junction, Sir F. W. Borden and F. B. 
idded, “we will have to topk for two or Carvell, M. P.
three more.” % Thursday at Hoyt, E. H. McAlpinc.

Yesterday Mr Castle intervi«wed Hon. Wednesday at Armstrong's Corner.
Mr. Pugsley minister of „..UTTMJT1' ’ Friday at Gagetown, Hon. Win. - tigs-
relative to the facilities for handling gijfo lev. and Hon. C W. Robinson.
here and found him disposed to do alll|tUbat,lmlay at Hampstead, Hon. William
his power to aid m the equipment oT™*"^. an4 Hon. Ç VV. Robinson
the port. Mr. Castle will also interview All ..th_e pleines willbe in the atternoon.

H return to Montreal re- pst Df tolled and wounded on the rail-
latne to the same matters. roads in the Uu'ted States during the year

Mr. Castle was asked about the seeming , ]907 Is appalling. The statistics show a tom I 
luperabundance of harvesters who left o^njure^'Tf "whom6 iS”^
khe east thiij. jear for the wheat fields. pJ8eager3. Many of the injured afterwards 
He replied that in hie opinion there waa died.

really not too many. The whole trouble 
lay in imperfect distribution. If every 
municipality had sent to Winnipeg a list 
of the men wanted parties could have 
been reticketed there and sent forward 
and there would have been no trouble. 
This was not done, however, and the re
sult Was that the men gathered in the 
towns and cities where the labor market 
was overstocked while other districts 
could secure no help at all. Of course 
there were a number of men on all these 
excursions who did not go to work but 
sumply for the excursion. There was an 
element of rowdyism among ymle of the 
excursionists. He was sitting in the din- , 
ing car of a train eating breakfast one 
morning when some one threw1 a large 
stone through the window. Fortunately 
no one was sitting near the window.

MAKE BIT SPOUT IS 
LARGE AS POSSIBLE Labor Department Appoints Concilia

tion Board to Deal With Dismissal 
of C. P. R. Engineers. Wm. Spears Throws Life 

Belt Around Him and 
Jumps InHOPE TO HAVE HOAD 

COMPLETED BV WINTER
Dominion's Chief Warehouse 

Commissioner Talks on 
Grain Handling 

Here

Dr. Ells, Geologist, Brings 
Favorable Report on Albert 

County S1-
Ottawa, Ont., Aug 31.—The Toronto 

Sunday World's story of Sir Richard
Cartwright’s dismissal from the cabinet 
and his conference with Goldwin Smith 
with the object of forming a new wing of 
the Liberal party is the subject of gen
eral ridicule here. It is known for in
stance that so far from not having recei
ved notice at attend the council Sir Rich
ard was present at every meeting held 
last week. Other elements of the 
World’s Sunday fable are equally at vari
ance with fact or probability.

S. T. Bastedo of Toronto who has re
cently appointed superintendent of Cana
dian government annuities has arrived 
here and will at once proceed with the.or- Pilot William Spears had a very nar-
ganization of his office. For the present row escape from being drowned Tuesday 
Mr. Bastedo will be confined to the out- night o — rhe Deacon light, 
set to conducting a campaign of publicity steamer Pontiac, while going to sea, 
for the annuities act in order that its in charge of Pilot Wm. Murray, up- 
provisions may be made general!, known, set the motor boat belonging to the 
Numerous enquiries already received at- steamer. Young Spears, who was in the 
test the general interest in the scheme. motor, seeing his danger, jumped into 

The minister of Labor has appointed harbor with a life buoy.
W. D. Lighthall, K.C., of Montreal coun- In leaning over Spears’ leg was severely
sel to represent the department of labor bruised between the launch and the steam- 
in Connection with the hearing of the ap- er. and he was not in time to prevent a 
peal of the G. T. R. Company against collision which, resulted disastrously for 
the Lord's Day Act. The appeal comes the little craft. The seams were opened 
up for hearing on Tuesday. The board is and it began to fill. Facing the double 
expected to decide what constitutes a danger of drowning or being killed by a 
work of necessity and mercy. blow from the blades of the propeller, he

The labor department will appoint a cut the line and while the launch was
board of conciliation to deal with the dif- dropping astern, put on a life belt and
fcrences between the Canadian Pacific Ry. jumped overboard. Almost immediately 
Company and its- engineers and firemen, afterward the launch sank, 
issuing out of the dismissal of certain cm- j Unaware of the accident, the steamer 
ployees. Wallace Nesbitt K.C., will re- ; proceeded on her way to sea. The acei- 
present the company and J. K. O’Dono- dent, however, had been seen by Mr. 
ghue the men. A chairman has not been 1 Gregg on the Beacon light, and jumping 
named but it is .thought Phof. Shortt of j into his boat, lie picked up Spears and 
Kingston will probably act.

COLLIDES WITH STEAMER 1
BACK FROM SC. <UND Thos. Malcolm Talks of the Interna

tional Railroad Progress—Still After 
Strike Leaders.

Towing Behind the Pontiac in Gaso
line Launch to Take Off Pilot Below 
the Island-Short Tow-line and 
Choppy Sea Causes Launch to 
Strike Steamer and Sink.

SHOULD plan for growth COL, McLEAN HAS 
MORE PICNICS PLANNED

Took 45 Tons to Old Country for 
Test and Hears it Works Out in Oil 
and By-products as Well as Does 
the Scotch Article.

Looks to Time Five Years Hence 
When West Will Produce Two 
Hundred Million Bushels of Wheat 
—Will Be Twelve to Fourteen 
Million Bushels Here This Winter.

Thomas Malcolm, the contractor for the 
building of the International Railway, 
was in the city yesterday. He said last 
evening that the railroad would be about 
completed this fall. Work was now beingDates for Several During This and 

Next Week in Sunbury and Queens. ThuAs a result of a visit of Dr. R. W. 
Ells, of Ottawa, to Scotland, a new in
dustry may be started in this province

rushed after the recent strike and if the 
season did not close too early, the rails 
would likely be laid before snow came.

On the Campbellton end of tlip road 
about sixty miles have been graded and 
rails laid for fifty miles. On the St. 
Leonard's end the work was approaching 
'lie fifty mile mark and the. two crews 
would soon meet.

Speaking of the strike Mr. Malcolm 
said i,35U men had been implicated. The 
twenty-five ring leaders were the cause of 

district of Albert County to be all the trouble :-ud an effort had been
made td arrest these. Four had been 
captured and sentenced and the others 

terday, was submitted to a process <>f ; were being traced, some as far as Alon- 
distiliation identical with that to which | treal and would be brought to justice if 
the Lesmaghow shale is submitted. The j possible.
process, which is comparatively new, ex- j The workmen were now hard at work 
tracts not o/ily the oil but several valu- : again on their old contract which they 
able by-products as- well. Jt has been nought to break, and tjie prospects for 
found to pay in tile case of the Scottish an early completion of< the road 
shales. bright.

Supply trains, he said, were now being

Several moc*e political picnics in Sun
bury and Queens Counties have been ar:

If St. John wants to capture the grain 
trade of the west to the fullest possible 
extent the loading and unloading capac
ities of the elevators here must be doubled 
or trebled is the opinion of Charles C. 
Castle, of Winnipeg, chief warehouse com
missioner for the dominion. Mr. Castle 
has full oversight of the gram transpor- 
tation facilities of the country. He ar- 

Halifax and is at the

ranged by Colonel H. H. McLean, Liberal t0 extract 0\\ fr0m the Albert County

sstrjrJraetSRi» Mi**- « - ■*>,—
speakers as announced. The 71st Regi- :go\ eminent Dr. Llls. \%ho had been en
ment Band- of Fredericton will play at j gaged in geological survey work in New 
all. The dates, and the speakers in ad- j Brunswick, for the government, went to 
dition. to Colonel McLean as far as ar- ticot]and some months ago taking about

forty-five tons of shale from the Balti
more
tested. _

This, said DrTElls, in conversation yes-

ranged, arc: —
Thursday next at Waasie, E. II. Mc- 

Alpine.
Friday at Sheffield, Taylor's Wharf, 

Senator Ellis and lion. H. A. McKeoyrn.
Saturday at Glory, Hon. 11. A. Mc

Keown .

rived here from 
Royal. ' ^

In an interview Tuesday Mr. Castle 
said^hc had inspected the elevators here 
and found ’that in point of capacity there 
is nothing much to be desired at the pre
sent time. In his opinion, however, the 
conveyors are not high enough to avoid 
he effect of the rise of the tides. This 
néant considerable delay in loading ves
icle at high tide, and if the people of 
St. John did not wake up to what this 
meant to transportation companies’ some 
other port would and St. John -would 
have to suffer in consequence.

Mr. Càstle gave some interesting figures 
in support of his contention that this ie 
ft most important subject. Last winter, 
be said, St. John handled in the elevar

were

• l)r. Ells said lie had not yet received 
full reports of the distillations. Judging run along the completed sections and 
from wtyat had been learned, however, h-‘ considerable freight and passengers were 
said the Albert County shale compared carried, 
most favorably with the Scottish article 
not only in oil producing qualities but in 
the value of the by-products. From the 
results he was inclined to think it pos
sible a new industry may be started in 
the province to handle the shale.

It is understood that Dr. Ells had a it could handle.

rowed him sat'vjy back to the wharf; ex
cept for a bruised leg, little the worse

Lumbermen were finding the The workmen engaged in preparing the for hie adventure,
roac^ a great convenience. The lumber ground in the rear of the old police star On the Pontiac arriving below the Is- 
busincss in Rcstigouche, he said, was in tion, Chipman’s Hill, for an enlargement land the coasting schooner Reporter,- in- 
good condition. Mills had been running of M. R. As. premises, yesterday came ward bound was hailed. A boat was sent 
full blast and large shipments were being upon an old well, seventy feet deep! across to take off' Pilot Murray <^nd in
made. There was no doubt, he said, that -------------- - —*■ «-------------- the schooner he returned to the city. The
the railroad would have all the business Th engagement of Miss Ethel Baird and Pontiac was bound for Brow Head with

, T. D. Pollard Le win nas been announced, a cargo of deals, for orders.
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BY ALBERT DQRRINGTON • e fisk

(Copyright, 1908, by the New York Herald 
(Co. All Rights Reserved.)

“¥" T E was thickset and cheerful, with 
rH a brick-red face and kindly eye— 

-*■ his right one was concealed under 
a fiesh-colored shield. He joined us 
as we tramped along the -wind-swept 
Australian road, his swag dangling qew- 
(hum fashion from his left shoulder.

“Mary was a good sort though. She 
conducted the chicken fights in the back
yard on Sundays, and weighed'the birds 
when there was money in the cockpit.

“The bird fightin’ is a pretty game 
among you Colonials; an’ I must say that 
some of your game roosters use their 
steels like a sergeant at arms.

“Sandy Thompson, one of the boarders 
at Kennedy’s had a little* red bird that 
beat everything from Botany Bay to the 
Cut. The bird’s name was Kitcho—after 
Herbert Kitchener. Kitcho was the 
games.t chick that ever wore steels. There 
wasn’t a bird in Australia could live with
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■ <9 Xn■ It was the Sydney-Newcastle road, 

much frequented by runaway sailors and 
occasional deserters from the war ships 
stationed at Farm Cove. Newcastle is him. 
the port where the Valparaiso-bound “One mornin’ a woman came round to

Kennedy’s and told Sandy Thompson 
about the yardful of roosters next door 
that was crowin’ her sick husband to 
death. You know what that means. A 
chap lies sick in bed in a room overlook-

X
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Vships depend upon the efforts of the crimp 

house boss to whip a crew together at a 
moment’s notice.

The man who joined us was evidently 
a sailor suffering from a long spell ashore, 
is his ragged clothes and laceless boots 
testified. My mate and I did not yearn 
for his society, but in Australia the tracks 
between port and port are lonely, and the 
long dry space between drinks salts even 
the comradeship of the deep sea blathers
kite.
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) “At first I thought they were seagulls, 

until they started dropping sticks on my 
face. Then a1 white stone fell on me and 
I saw their black wings and beaks 
through the ^branches. Each one had a 
bit of stick or stone in its bill, and they 
were tryin’ to see how much life was left 
in me.

“These Australian! crows are pretty 
good shots, but the droppin’ o’ the little 
sticks and stones didn’t keep me awake. 
I slept an’ raved a bit. an’ woke up to 
see an old man bird skiin’ on my bare 
foot.

“He was a queer lookin’ chap, black as 
a beetle an’ shinin’ with health. He 
seemed to be thinkin’ about things what 
happend hundreds of years ago. An’ 
he never mçved or flapped a feather as I 
looked info his old eyes.

“Alter he'd finished thinkin’ he hopped 
to my chest an’ blinked at me slow an’ 
sorrowful. 1 pusued him away, an’ he 
skipped in the air an’ landed back on the 
same spot. I shoved him again, an’ up he 
went an’ down again. It waa like pushin’ 
away a pendulum.

“The game went on until it made my 
arm tired. And the sun soaked into me, 
an’ the dry wind seemed to bleach my 
throat and lunge. The old crow wasn’t 
hurtth’ me, so I let him sit on my chest 
an’ do his thinkin’ 
floated away, an’ I began to listen again 
to the water breakin’ round the ship an’ 
the wind roarin’ down the shoots into 
the bunkers.

“Then. I woke as though somethin’ had 
hit my forehead with the claw of a ham
mer. The crow was standing on my 
throat, his wings half -lifted, hie beak 
shinin’ like a cheese scoop. I wanted 
to scream as the beak hit me again— 
here in the eye socket. It was like a 
steel chisel driven into my head. I 
fought with my hands as the big black 
wings whipped my face. The beak 
fîteraed to dance in the air just above 
my eyes. I remembered then >what I’d 
read about crows blindin’ sheep an’ lambs 
in the big paddocks out back. Nobody 
understands these carrion; they trap and 
blind the best bushmen an’ the wariest 
old battlers. Shoot ’em when you see 
’em! is the cry, but they geit you in the 
end.

“Australia’s a red hot hole to a chap 
that’s used to king’s highway and a pot 
of four .’arf every two miles,” he began. 
“There’s isn’t enough water in the conn- 

__ t ry to wash a little dog’s face.”
We admitted regretfully that our legis- 

iitprs were denuding, the country of the 
nld grog lazarettes, where the stately bush- 
man was wont to poison the atmosphere 
With his eloquence. We made other ref
erences to the dismal state of the coun
try, which fell dead on the ears of the 
red faced sailor man.

We pushed on, hugging the railway, 
. until the sun stared ahead of us down the 

long white road. It stayed in our eyes 
until each -man tasted the brine from his 
own sweat-parched skin. We called a halt 
and flung ounselves at the foot of. the 
Waitara railway embankment.
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in’ a back yard full of poultry and roos- 
ters that bugle the top of his head off 
every ten minutes or so. Hundreds of 
'sick men are crowed to death in the back 
yards of Sydney. »

“Well, Sandy Thompson walked round 
to the yard where the regiments of cheap 
roosters were crowin’, a dozen at a time. 
Sandy said there was nearly twenty of 
’em, the size of ostriches, stridin’ up'an’ 
down making noises under the sick man’s 
winder.

“Sandy took Kitcho from under his 
coat and dropped him with his steels on 
over the fence. I wasn't there to see the 
fight; but they say that little Kitcho 
sliced up the ostrich farm in seven min
utes, while Sandy was round at the front 
door yarnin’ with the man who kept the 

j fowl run.
! “The yhrd, after Sandy got Kitcho out,

S3The' one-eyed man took out his pipe and 
watched us fill ours, while speech hung 

"*Jdead between us. He waited fifty seconds 
! until our tobacco returned to our pockets. 
Then, with a sigh, he drew out his plug

n
:a pity to let him stay with a chap like 

Sandy, who allowed him to sleep, 
lump of coal every night. I didn’t know 
whether Kitcho liked beirtg taken away 
i-i a parrot cage, but he never crowed 
once while I was leaving the house.

“I’d been told that one or two cab
bage sefuatters lived in the Mtidgee dis
trict; so I got my railway ticket and 
put Kitcho in*the guard's van. If there 
was money in chickens fightin’ out hack, 
I .reckoned I owned a bird that could 
beat anythin’ on thé wing bar‘eagles.

“At Mudgee they told me that I’d have 
to1 coach or foot it for thirty miles be
fore I reached Grogan’s Station, where 
rooster fightin’ was allowed after the 
sheep had been dressed and shaved.

“I started off with the cage under my 
arm, feelin that a good walk would give 
me an appetite for
lot of nice country round Mudgee, wine 
orchards and cow farms, an’ bees swarm
in' over the vines. I kept my weather 
eye on the ranges as I tramped along so’s 
not to get off the track.

“I’m a sailor by trade, an’ not much 
of a hand at matin’ fires on the rftarch. 
But make one I did until it blazed for 
ten miles around mv billy.

“I took fright. I’d heard of sea farin’ 
quiet. chaps get tin’ ten years and a floggin’ for

“Sandy trained and fed his bird regu- burain’ the squatters’ grass and fences, 
larly, and Kitcho was always fit to put Thé wind carried the fire over the sky- 
the mufflers on with a heavier bird than line, and you could hear the crack and 
himself. I've trained torpedoes to hit a roar of it for miles. I didn’t stop walkin’ 
battleship in the stummick in me day, until I found myself breathin’ hard/*in 
but I never saw anything to come near the middle of a big mulga forest. Some 
the little red rooster when he was in the of the timber was as thick as a gunboat 
ring. and high -as the ranges. There was mil-

“One mornin’ I started early for the lions of ferns and not a blade of grass 
Australian back blocks with Kitcho cov- anywhere. Still it looked a nice cool 
ered up in an old parrot cage. It seemed place to sleep. So I filled Kitcho’s water

«8» * # The bushon areluctantly.
We had met his kind before on the out- 

htâe tràdkE, where the mean man with the 
silver. tongue preys upon your tobacco 
plug with the rapacity of a Shylock.

„ He laughed good-humoredly as the smoke 
wreaths marbled the air above. We de- 
jÿfèà/ in a flash, that we had misjudged 
him, for no true seaman can ever learn 
the tricks of the Australian hunger track.

“Never been so hard up since I left the 
nzivy,” he said huskily. “I ran away
jbm the old Karrakatta because the, . ,. ,, , ^ i • abanker space waüti’t ttg enough to let vou was strewn with disabled Dorians and 

Sneeze without barking your shine. I hid j murdered Buff Orps^ They say all the
liens stopped laying for three months al
ter. The fowl yard owner told the police 
that a burglar with a scythe had des
troyed his fleet of roosters. Anyway, the 
few birds that was left used to crow in 
a hushed voice for fear that Kitcho might 
hear ’em.
/'Kitcho was kept in a shed under my 

winder. Sandy told me that the little 
bird was worth ten pounds for up coun
try matches. Y’see, some of the old 
cabbage tree squatters was partial to a 
bit of chicken fightin’ when things were

m

ltin from my bag, gave, him a bit of com, 
and lay down.

“The heat woké me an* the blamed 
silence got on my nerves, so without 
stoopin’ to boil my billy I started off 
with the cage under my arm for Grogan’s 
Station, and the harder I walked the 
hotter it grew. And somehow the trees 
wouldn’t let me,out into the open. . After 
four hours’ walkin’ rrl found myself back 
in the same place where I’d started.

“I made a fire—pretty careful this time 
—an’ opened the cage door to give Kitcho 
another drink. Jüst as I turned to put 
down the water bag the little devil jump
ed through the door and flapped away in
to the scrub.

“That made me wild. I’d brought him 
away in a terrible hurry from the board
ing house and I’d. left his spurs on scZs^to 
save mè from carryin’ em in my pocket. 
Up an’ down the bush I hunted, but 
there wasn’t a tdgn of his red feath 
anywhere: The heat fairly poured down 
through the trees till my tongue grew 
hard as a stick. I walked back to where 
I’d left the cage and water bag, an’ 
blamed if I could find ’em!

“ ‘You’re bushed, Joseph,’. I says to my
self, ‘an’ the Lord help you! Off I started 
again, and I must have walked ten miles 
before I found myself back at the old 
spot. The sun was pretty low, an’ my 
head seemed to be hittin’ the sides of my 
hard felt hat. ‘Palpitation of the brain,

I heard a bugle call in the scrub 
at my elbow; then something red 
flew over my body an’ hit the king- 
crow with a pair of shinin' steels.

Joseph,’ says I. ‘Take care your bloomin’ 
hat don’t melt.’

“I must have slept a bit, but I woke 
pretty sudden an’ began walkin’ about 
until I Started on the run. It was all up 
then. I felt that my clothes were made 
of fire. I tore ’em off an’ began racin’ 
round and round aii old gum tree that 
looked like a devil with a broken neck.

“I lay down an’ the sun woke me again. 
I tried to crawl on my knees, but the 
ground heaved and rolled like a ship in 
a beam sea. So down I lay, laughin’ and 
cryin’, thinking it was all a joke.

“There didn't seem to be any sense in 
movin’, so I lay until I thought I could 
hear the sound of water under the ship’s 
keel an’ the quartermaster’s voice callin’ 
from below.

“ ‘Steady, Joe,’ I says. ‘Steady, my 
lad, you’re wanderin’ in your head.’ Then 
I heard the whoop , whoop of heavy 
wings and ca! ca! in the old tree over
head as I fell into doze No. 2.

myself on the rocks for a month, S’truth 
the navy’s a hot place for shysters, but 
the habifs of the Sydney larrikins are hot 
enough to melt a six inch gun!” he added.

“My boarding house was back of the 
Argÿle Club. At the table where I used 
to eat was a cargo thief and a govern
ment rat catcher, a bottle — oh, and a 
landscape artist—one of those chaps that 
draws waterfalls on the footpath.

“There was fightin’ every evenin’ among 
the ‘lames.’ I don’t like fightin,’ but I’d 

, sooner put in ten minutes with a burglar 
than stew in the stokehole of a gunboat. 
Talk about heat! Why, when a stoker

' dies, an’ wakes up in-----he goes on with
his graft just the same. *

“A wQman named Mary Kennedy kept 
thé boarding house. Mary used to throw 
pâvjmg stones at the boarders who for
got to pay up. I asked her not to throw 
kerb ornaments at me when she felt 
husky. When Jack’s ashore he doesn’t 
want to crack blue metal with his face. 
So I gave her the office to cease firm.’

supper. There’s a

“I couldn’t fight the old bird with my 
hands. When I struck it floated up as 
easily as a sparrow. So I put both fists 
over my eyes an’ took a spell, while the 
pain of the beak cut shot right down to 
my heels. I could feel its claws pinning 
my flesh. Then my head seemed to 
float into the waves of heat an’ the pain 
stopped.

“But I could feel the crowds of birds 
wheelin’ about me from overhead, watch- 
in'* rheir king bird perched on my neck, 
his wings lifted, his bill waitin’ to strike 
into my other eye.

“I heard a bugle call in the scrub at 
my elbow ; then something red flew over 
my body an’ hit the king crow with a 
pair of shinin' steels. The red tiling

. Simil iinHE>
i
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hopped back an’ the blood from its heels 
dropped on my face an’ chest.

“The crows flew back to the tree top 
like a gang of thiev.es disturbed. I turned 
an’ saw the old king bird flapping on hie 
side, a spurlike hole in his neck. Five 
yards away Kitcho was struttin’ up an’ 
down waitin’ for his nibs to get up. The 
crowd of carrion up above watched him as 
he high stepped through the hot sand and 
crowed again.

“A black taste got into my mouth as I 
fell back agam. The brown gum tree 
creaked over me in the dry wind; the sun 
peeped through the leaves like a devil 
with a shakin’ eye. * * * I heard the 
sea again an’ the sound of the port watch 
at cutlass drill. I dreamt that I was drin- 
kin’ water out of a great white cup—pure, ,
clear water that never satisfied my thirst.
But when I opened my eye—the king 
crow had the other—there was always the 
‘ca! ca!’ overhead, the Shinin’ beaks and 
the black, dry furnace in my throat.
“‘Ca! ca!’ says they, stobpin' an’ bal

ancin’ on the boughs to get a look at me 
‘Ca! ea!’

“ ‘Cock-a-doodlc- do!’ says Kitcho, strut 
tin’ underneath. ‘Oome an’ have some
more,’ he says, hittin’ the air with both 
wings.

“The crows seemed to have made up 
their mind that I was theirs, an’ they 
waited * till Kitcho had strutted round the 
far side of the tree. Five of ’em swooped 
at my head, strikin’ at my eye. 
know how a sheep protects its peepers, 
unless it sticks its head in a hole. These 
five hit me in a bunch, three from the 
rear, two from the front. Their long 
bills dug an'scooped through my fingers 
till the blood ran over my face.

“Flap! bang! clink! That’s how it 
sounded. Clink! clink! clink Kitcho—he 
seemed to come out of my dreams—hit 
and clapped’ his blades about their heads 
like a guardsman among a pack of nig
gers. Up and down he struck, under an’ 

hittin’ like lightnin,’ slicin’ his spur»

I don’t

ever,
through their tough, black skins.

“A crow knows what to do when he’s 
hit in the air by a hawk, but when he’s 
stabbed an’ crippled on the ground he 
flaps about makin’ a blamed dust with 
his head an’ wings.

“But Kitcho overreached himself. Clap
ping his heels at the head of an old bird, 
the steels pinned in the tough skin an’ 
held him. He rolled an’ lay with the 
crow flappin’ under him.

“They’ve got you now, Kitcho,” I 
thought. ‘They’ll mal^e raspberry stuffin' 
of him when they’ve cleaned me up.’ I 
stretched out my hand to jerk him loose, 
an’ my head seemed to swim through the 
hot sand until it floated out to sea. Then 
I felt myself workin’ in the stokehole 
tearin’ out whijte firebars with my haiide 
when Something turiied me over and 
Something wiped the blood from my face. z

“ ‘Hullo, old chap! Yer fellin’ better?* 
said the voice.

“A couple of Australian bush lads were 
standin* over me. One of ’em, with a 
spoonful of brandy, wafs kneelin* by my 
head. A fire was homin’ about a yard 
from their camp, a big billy was bangin’ 
over it.

“I felt the brandy movin’ through my 
body ; it seemed to kill the dry devils of 
thirst in my throat. An’ the cool wet 
bandages on my face stopped the burn in’ 
in my eyes.

“You’ll be all right after a spell,” says 
one of the lads, slippin a pillow Under 
my head. ‘We’ll get you into a hospital 
as soon as it’s safe to move you. Have a 
drop of this broth,’ he says, bringin’ a 
cup from the fire. ‘It’ll put life into you.’

“I looked at him pretty hard, an’ then 
I noticed one or two red feathers lyin’ 
on the ground near the fire. I pushed 
away the cup of broth.

“Where’s the little red bird that was 
here?’ I saicl. ‘The one with his spurs 
locked in the crow’s neck?’

“The little gamecock?’ says he, smilin’.
“ Ts that him in the pot?’ I says, tryin’ 

to sit up. ‘Gawd’s truth, chaps, if you’d 
known you wouldn’t have done it.’ An*
I broke down like a four-year-old baby.

“ ‘What’s he talkin’ about’ said the lad 
by the fire. ‘Hold hard, mate,’ he says, 
cornin’ over to me, ‘you’ve got the wrong 
end ot it. D’ye think we didn’t see some 
of the fight? Look here.’

“He slipped into the tent an’ brought 
out the parrot cage, with Kitcho inside 
lookin’ at me through the wires and click
in’ his steels.
“‘Give me some of that soup,’ I says,

’an allow me to ask your pardon, mates.
It would have been unsportsmanlike, 
wouldn’t it?’

“ ‘By Gawd, it would!’ they says.
“I pulled through all right. And Kitcho?

Well, I sold him to a station owner at 
Mulga Downs, who was rearin’ prize 
birds. He gave me a job, too, lookin’ 
after horses an’ cleanin’ up the yard.

“Kitcho got to know me better after a 
while, especially when I used to pop 
around with a pocketful of com. But he 
never heard a ‘ca! ca!’ overhead without 
looking up at me.”
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