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3 » to its origin and the occurence

CaSOy JOHGS, ;_Poe_t ' i“hich it is supposed to commem-

Wh

.
VERSION OF THE ORIGI

ROAD CLASSIC

0 Got a Bump | An S. P. Legend.

Along the Southern Pacific, in
|California and Nevada, there is
|a legend that Casey Jones, hero
of the song, lies buried at the

NAL OF A FAMOUS RAIL-

*  -Peter Mulligan Tells Who Wrote It, How and Why [foot of the Reno Hill, so feel-

The old Kansas City, Feort
Scott and Mempbis Ra:lroad
claimsto have been the scene of
the historic ‘bump,” the hero at
the throttle being none other than

apparent unknown reason, was
kuown along the line as ‘K. C.’
Jones. Possibly he resided at st

BABES IN THE WO0OD

We give space to the following by request.  The only local

. interest it has is, that it was composed by G. D. Blois, father of
Peter Martin Jones, who, for some | My, Nelson Blois, Young Street, Truro.—Ed:

(Two little children, Jane Elizabeth and Margaret Meagher,
rayed from their homeé on the Preston Road, Halifax County,

ingly referred to, underneath the sas City. April 11th, 1842, Their lifeless bodies were found on the 17th

T | It was Written.

riins of a ‘68 wheeler’ which
left the rails on that grade one
night

Come all you rounders if yon want to hear
A story about a brave engineer.

Casey Jones was the rounder's name, 1
On a six-eight wheeler, boys, he won his fame. {something did in reality ¢ bump,’
The caller called ‘Casey at half past four— fand. Phag the: ehgineer. | whame
Kissed his wife at the station door, {nomd iwls ity Joues, ik a4
Mounted to the cabin with his orders 1 his hand, L eliecctvels with histans
And took his farewéll trip to that promised land. igine that the company did not

| 1 =
;\.;mk it worth while to disinter

away Dback in in, the
eighties.}

It appears from the sto-y that

buried

CHorus.

Casey Jones mounted to the cabin, the remains of either.

Casey Jones with his orders in his hand. "l iis tale, however, is some.
Casey Jones mounted to the cabin, thing on a par with the numer-
And he took his farewell trip to that promised land. |ous lost engine stories current
) ‘lhmng]mll! the West, and has a
Put in your water, and shovel in your coal, very hasy substance at best.

Put your head out the window, watch them drivers roll. |
Tl run her till she leaves the rail,

'Cause I'm eight hours late with that Western mail.
He looked at his watch, and his watch was slow,
He looked at the water, and the water was low;

Casey Jones has been heard of
{50 many times that it
|doubt whether he was really

is open to

{killed so early in his interesting

senger engine for a number of|tragic avent.)
years between Springfield, Miss-
ouri, and Hoxie, Arkausas, taking
the trip to the * promised land ’ in
awreck near Monmontl, Springs,
Arkansas, about ten years ago.

Was He K C Jones?

An old-timer on that line de-
clares that the song appeared spon-
taneously in the shops and cabs
on that system soon after the|Jane Elizabeth and Margaret were their pretty names,
tragic death of K. C. Jones. This | Two fairer creatures never did dame nature ever frame;
old-timer says that he first heard it | They walk’d abroad together and cheerfully did play,

in the roundhonse at Thayer, | But mark what followed after how soon they lost their way.
Missouri. The-text of the song There in the lonely wilderness they spent a dismal day,
was quite different from the pres-
ent version, no reference being
made to Rend Hill or Frisco-
The first verse ran as follows.

Good peopleread these verses that I have written here,

Aund when you have perused them you can’t but shed a tear;
In eighteen hundred and forty two. Aoril the r1th day,
Twolittle girls from Preston R jad into the woods did stray.
Their father and their mother were sick in bed all day,
Whilst those two little cinldrenabont the door did play;
Hand and hand together, they saw them leave the door,
The eldest wasbut six years old, the youngest only four.

way ;
The frosty gale blew very hard, not a star to yield them light,

Comeall you rounders if you want to hear
The story of a brave engineer ;

night.

eter Martin Jones drove a pas-| April. The fdllowing verses were written in commeration of the

The night came on, they thought of home, their streaming eyes gave

The beasts of prey they feared all day, and the screeching owls by

- to ‘Ask Sweeney !

He turned to the fireman and he said :

% We're going to reach Frisco, but we'll be dead.”
L.CHORUS.

Casey Jones going {o reach 8

Casey Jones, but we'll all be dead.

Casey Jones going to reach

We're going to reach Frisco, but we'll all be dead.

isco,

Casey pulled up that Reno hill,

He tooted for the crossing with an awful shrill ;
,‘The switchman knew by the engine’s moans

That the man at the throttle was Casey Jones.

He pulled up within two miles of the place,

Number Four staring him right in the fac

He turned to the fireman, said, “Boy, you'd better jump.
’Cause there’s two locomotives that's a going to brmp.”

CHoRrUs.

Casey Jones, two locomotives,

Casey Jones, that's a going to bugnp.

Casey Jones, two locimm-es.

There’s two locomotives that’s a going to bumy

Casey Jones said just before he died:
““‘There’s two more roads that I'd like to ride.”
Fireman said, “What could they be ?”
“The Southern Pacific and the Santa Fe.”
Mrs. Jones sat on her bed a sighing,
Just received a message that Casey was dying.
Sid, “Go to bed, children, and hush your crying,
, 'Cause you got another papa ou the Salt Lake Line.”
CHorus.
Casey Jones ! got another papa,
Mrs. Casey Jones on that Salt Lake Line.
Ms. Casey Jones got another papa,
Aund you've got another papa on that Salt Lake Ling.

career.
Living in Oskiard, California
| In Oskland, ,California, Casey
Jones resides in the flesh, at 754
Sixtieth Street and runs a menial
donk
| For

Jores was an

y-engive on the docks.

twenty-hve years Mr.
engineer on the
Southern Pacific, much of the
time running a pilot-engine up
jand down the slope of the
| Sierras. He to be the
original Casey Jones, in the sense

claims

| that every hoho along-the line
knowing him and his reputation,
for daredevil rans—‘I'll ran her
till she leaves  the rail, as the
song narrates—made up the song
and passed it alopg to the brake.
men and switchmen, who whisti
ed it in their cabs and shancies

Casey Jones, of Oakland, ad
mits that the plaintive wail has
no foundation in fact, asserting
that during his whole career he
never had a serious accident, and
never atany time figured par-
ticularly on taking ¢passage to
the promised land.?

Numerous other railway lines
claim the honor of fumiahiug the
original Casey Jones.

John Luther Jones

Down on the Mobile and
Ohio, John Luther Jones is re-
membered as a brave engineer.

. Some |genius with a pastime gineer named Tohn Luther Jenes, Vhe record is that he pulled the

for figures estimates that the old
railroad song ‘Casey Jomes'— as Casey Joues. He
perhaps the most popular song i C

better known from cdast to coast
was born
¢, Kentucky, in 1863,

New Orleans Limited tor many
years Letween Memphis and Can-
ton, and finally lost his life when

in America to-day among those and lived on a farm until he was | €ngine collided with a freight

who like lilt and humor in their
muosic—has been rendered over
ten million times. Itis not on
secord how this genius made his |
estimate, but the chances are|
that he is somewhat short of the |
correct figure.

‘Who was
‘How came he to be the hero of | until he went on the Chicagy

until his death.

|

did the song originate ?’ )nm, at midnight,

These questions have been|

nineteen years of age, then he e
went firing on the M. and O, the night of March 18, 0 1
Railroad, and later on the 1. C.

train at Vaughans, Mississippi,

Is asserted that the ‘bnmp’ of
that collision is the identical one

‘In 1890 he was promoted to referred to in the song now so
engineer, which position he held popular, which, it is maintained,
He was trans-| was first written by his negro
ferred from Water Valley, Mis- firrman soon after the accident.
Casey Jones? "sissippi, and ran a freight-engine | T'his is as Messrs, Newton and
o and
this toe-tingling melody?’ ‘Where | New Orleans Limited. On this
March
1900, he was killed in a rear-end

Seibert state.

The fact that Casey Jones of
the song, as it appears to-day,
in hisdying throes, expressed re-

18,

% | collis wit el i s
horled at the Railroad Man's\co ision with a freight train at gret that he had never ridden the

. Vaugha Mississippi.
Magazine for more than two| & 0% Mississippi.

Solthern Pacific or the Santa Fe

years. - ‘This is his history, as near as|is pointed to as proof that the ac-
The writer, in mk‘ing up the, W€ can trace it. We have search.|cident in reality took place on

editor's burden to find out, asked ed back, and so far as we can
a dozen men who should i, learn, an old darky by the name
known, and in turn, he was told of Wallace Saunders, working in
a round house, started the first of anickname by which John Luther
We took

the Casey Jonmes song.

some system distant from  those
lines.

Casey is supposed to have been

Jones was known to his associates,

K. C. Jones was the hero's name,
He lived without fear and he died with.

If you have a dollar handkaut when the shacking news
give it to LuNN'S WEEKLY for | Each manly heart with pity swell'd and thus for grief atoned,
a year's subscription.

They might have been discovered, but for thdt simple race;
You Preston Negroes wash your hands, and wipe off your disgrace ;
3 You cruel Brown that heard them cry and did not take them in,
May God reward,or punish you according to your sin.

out blame.

did reach the neighboring town,

Saying, poor Meagher your b h-sare lost and you are left forlorn,
How true it is, as Burns rema:k’'d, that man was made to mourn.

G. H. VERNON, LL.B.

Barrister, Solicitor, Ete

Insurance at lowest rates in

Collection of accounts promptly made,

Law Offiice - .Inglls street

Office No. 25

Early the next morning went out one hundred men,

And there they found poor Meagher and _wife searching the lonely
glen,

First casting their eyes to Heaven and then upon the grove,

With prayers and groans and touching gries, distress'd as they rove-

General Law Practice  |All that week they hunted, but alas *twas all in vain,
So in the lonely wiideruess those infants did remain,
Though oft they stopp'd te listen, they ne’er could hear their sound :

5ong ' | compRnies At twelve o'clock on Thursday a bloody rag was found.

Think, gentle reader, what a sight, if we could them behold,
Dying in the wilderness, with hunger, fright and cold ;

Not a mother by to close an eve, nor a friend to wipe a tear,
Pharoah’s heart would surely melt, their dying cries to hear, »

TRURO, N. §.

Telephones :

On the 17th of April went out a valiant zrew,
To search the woods and dreary plains as hunters used to do ;
From Halifax and Dartmouth, Preston and Porter’s Lake.

Residence No. 321

Tip Top Tea

lS She kissed them both a thousand times though they were dead and

Great Tea

[ry the 40c grade

Twelve hundred men assembled, a final search to make.

’Twas Peter Curry found them at twelve o'clock that day,

On Melaucholy M untain, but lumps of breathless clay ;

The hair was dragged out of their heads, their clothes in Ppieces tore,
Their tender flesh from head to fuot the prickly thorns did gore.

TIT

The frost it stole upon their hearts, their ‘blood began to chill,
Their feeble nerves could not obey, with all their heart and skill ;
Headlong they fell, their souls unwillingly took their way,

And left their tender bodies on a dismal rock to lay.

No longer did they leavethem for the hirds and beasts to tear,

On decent b ers they luid them, and graced with a tear,

To their father’s house they carried them fof their mother to behold

cold.
Their father quite distracted was, and overcome with grief,
His neighbors tried to comfort himy but could yield him no relief
The cries of their poor mother were terrible to hear,
To think that death had her bereft of those she lov'd so dear.

On the nineteenth day of April they were in one coffin laid,
Between Ellen Vane and Allan’s Farm their little grave was made,
Where thousands did assemble a last farewell to take,

Both rich and poor lamented sore for the poor children’s sake.

The rain was fast a falling, most dismal was the day,

The Choicest - Meats, Fowl

While gazing on Elizabeth, methinks I heard her say—
Farewell my loving neighbors, return dry up your tears,
Let us two lay in this cold clay, till Christ himself appears.

fHIS IS

Cw Five pounds reward was offered to the minthat did them find,
But Curry he refused it as a Christian just and kiad; {

TO BUY

May God forever bless him and grant him length of dayl!
Your humble poet D. G. B. will ever sing his praise.

You gentle folks of Halifax that did turn out so kind,

I hope in Heaven hereafter a full iewa™oou'll find ;

Not forgetting Dartmouth, that turn'd out, rich and poor)

= And-likewise those of Preston, and round the Eastern Shgre.

song;

Now to conclude and make an end of this my mournf
I beg you will excuse nie for writing it so long;

Then he asked the authors of the old séng and made a new one

the song as it is known today.
T. Lawrence Seibert wrote the
words and Eddie Newton com-
posec the music. These gentle-
men state that they wrote ‘ Casey
Jones’ froni an old negro song.

‘Nobody knows how many
verses it had,’ the authors tell us,
‘and as near as we can trace it
iﬂ' it started about an old en-

The song written by the colored
rimester, whose name is remem-
bered as Wallace Saunders, con
tained a score or ‘two of verses,
aftet the mauner of railroad an
! There is no doubt that Casey |cowboy doggerel, the first stanza
Joues has existed as a waif of the [runsing as follows :
rails for many years, is the posi- | Throagh the South Memphis yards, on
ive dec) i . the fly,
tnAc declaration of scores of old Fireboy said, ** You've got a white e
railroad men, and each has a|The switchinan knew by the engine’
4.3 3 moans
separate and distiuct version as The wan at the throttle was Casey Jones
. B 4

from it, and to-day it is the great-
est song hit that has ever been
published. The song was two
|years old on April 1, 1911,

Fish, Vegetables, Eggs, and
other foods of those kinds.

That I another theme like this may never have to pen,
This is the first, I hope the last, God grant it so, AMEN. ’

MacKenzies' Market

OUTRAM STREET,
TRURO.

THAT CREASE

decreased:: call again’ at
J. W. CASEY'S, INGLIS STREET Corner Branswick

TRANSFER

Express and Heavy Trucking
If that crease in your pants has Tndsferiug.

H. O. CHRISTIE
and Yousy Street

£,

He is an expert cleaner and repairer, |TgLEpHONE 188,




