
THE RECRUITERS
One evening I was discussing with the captain of aHolyhead-Dublin steamer the relative merits of the princpal malt products of Scotland and Irelan" when IZman, with "saalor'' writ largely on ^k^^lZ^
rubicund face, came to the cabin door and a^<^ in ^nch brogue if he might come in. He waThot andflustered, and yet smiling.

"I see ye don't remimbcr me," he said, "I sawyour bag wid your name on it in the companion 7d
ab^^d •

'

Ve"""'^ ^\ ^^ "^" '^' -- ^« b^

y^ l"ud" I V u" '" ^'^ '^^^"^ "'8h on t,n'yeare ago ud loike to spake wid him.' * He's wid the
captam,'sezhe,'haveyezacard?'

'I have not"! Ibut ye tell him that Terry Hanlon "
' *

I jumped up and shook hands with him. "WhvTeriy old man, I didn't know you-you have grown ^fat and have no beard now. Sit down.' Captain pll
^.s .s a very, veor old friend of mine. He was mateof the barque Meteor, when i was recruiter. We madea good many voyages together when we were in thel^anaka labour trade in the South Seas "

sW-^LZ' H**!"*
*": ''^^^^y^' the parsons called ut,

sir, sa.d Mr. Hanlon, whose voice was somewhat husky
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