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STEAMER DAVID WESTON BURNED; THREE LIVES ARE LOST.
-t !>. ?iI Therfe were boats is abundance ibut they 

could not. ascend to the decks and bear 
those wiho were there. All tihe rescuers 
ooukl do was to stand -by and watch them 
jump, tlhen pole forward and drag them 
on board.

It was a perilous 'leap. Those remain
ing near the stem of the steamer had 
deep water to jump into; those near the 
iborw not more than three feet. The ma
jority of those who leaped were from near 
the bow.

The eases were infrequent where a wo
man voluntarily went overboard. Usually 
a hudband, or brother, or escort picked 
them up, held them out beyond the rail, 
then let K°> to when all had paes-
ed over. The drop was about twenty 
feet and os the women fell, their skirts 
floated, something after the faflkwn of a 
parachute. This, however, was of but 
small affect in easing the fall. Coming 
down from twenty feet and. landing in 
barely three feet of water, meant 
less injury. The majority of those hurt 

pare suffering from strained ankles, caused 
-by landing on rocks.

pie still wandered, all that remained of 
the Weston was slowly falling apart. All 
the upper woodwork hadi been destroyed; 
the smouldering ribs stood gauntly up in 
the erimson glow, the smoke stack had 
fallen over and lay preeling against the 
wreck of the paddle box, under which the 
body of Fred. Downey was supposed to 
be floating. . -

A minute or so later, then fromparty.
diown on 'the main deck came the frighten
ed screams of children , and the hoarse call 

a deck (hand to the effect .that the hay 
as on- fire. ,
Mr. Putnam did not notice anybody 

loitering in the vicinity of the hny as be 
passed, but from another source it is 
claimed the children were playing hide and 
seek about the bales.

The cry of fire was heard soon by all 
along .the -main deck- They had scarcely 
tinnte to comprehend ite full import when 
the hay hales were blotted out in a Shroud
ing of smoke. There was a rush for the 
companion ways . and a similar hurrying 
from overhead Onward the top of the com
panion-way Stairs, for the Shouts of fire 
had -been taken up, and already streams 
of smoke floated lazily up the companion- 
way stains.
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Scenes of Terror on the Doomed 
Vessel—Heroism Marked the Offi
cers' Work—Remarkable Escapes 
of Many, Though Several Sustain
ed Injuries—Official inquiry.

> St. John River Catastrophe One ot 
the Worst in the History of Its 
Navigation—Vessel, All in Flames, 
Run On to Beach at Craig's Point to 
Save Lives—Fire Started In Hay.

&

CAPTAIN DAY TELLS THE
STORY OF THE DISASTER.i

In the Oraig home, Misa Rowan sat by 
the bedside of -Mrs. Spence, and though 
her own anguish was almost greater than 
she could bear, endeavored to soothe and 
quiet the patient.

Captain Day was worn out with the 
exertions of the day. He did not have 
much to tell, merely that he had' heard 
the cry of fire, had given the order to 
beach, had helped lower the 'boat and 
superintend the passage of it between 
ship and dhore.

“Nothing was saved," he said; “all the 
baggage, all the freight, all the mail, 
everything has been destroyed.”

“You have no live stock on board?”
“No; nothing but a cat, if you care to 

call that live stock. I think she has been 
burned. I’ve not seen her.”

Captain Day told practically what every
body who was on board has to say. He 
could not tell what was to be done, or 
what steps would be taken the following 
day.

Tweedie, of Palmer (Maes.) ; F. S. White 
and family cf St. John; Wim. Kerr, -of 
Queens county, aradl Mias M. W. Rogers, 
of Boston.

The David Weston’s company included:
Edward W. Day, captain.
Wan. Whelpley, mate.
Peter Allan, purser.
Herman Allen, engineer.
Cthas. Fleming, Frank Titus, Fred 

Downey and James Paisley, deck hands.
Darnel Starkey, steward.
Mrs. Grfott, cook.
Miss White, Miss Murdoch, of Frederic

ton, and Miss Morrell, waitresses.
Mass Charters, steWatdesB.
Robert Friers, of North End, kitchen

Three lives were lost and 
many people were injured In 
the burning of the Star Line 
steamer David Weston at 
Craig’s Poin*, about fifteen 
miles up river, Saturday after
noon, On her regular down
ward trip, fire broke out In 
some bales of hay on the lower 
deck. Fanned by the wind 
and fed by the dry and oily 
woodwork the flames spread 
with great rapidity, and in a 
few minutes the steamer was 
ail ablaze amidships. Captain 
Day ordered tier beached and 
She was ruh ashore prompts 
Many thrilling incidents mark
ed the catastrophe. Tne three 
people who lost their Ilvés 
were drowned, having jumped 
overboard from the burning
$ THE DEAD.

Etta Morrell, of Indiantown, 
aged about 21, a waitress on 
the steamer ; body recovered.

Fred Downey, of Indiantown, 
aged about 21, a deck hand 
on the steamer, badly burned, 
then leaped overboard; body 
recovered.

Stephen Hood - Rowan, of 
Manchester, (Eng.) aged 11, 
jumped overboard In fright 
from hie aunt's arms and was 
drowned ; body not. yet found.

THE INJURED.
Mrs. Spence, of 'St. Stephen, 

(N. 6.) foot wrenched and back 
strained.

Mr. Bldfidge, of Boston, In
ternal injuries.

MISS Charters, of New Mary
land, (York Co > ankle hurt.

Mrs. W. h! Shaw, of 5 High 
street, St. John, foot strained.

Mrs. Susan Cavanaugh of 
Burton, (Sunbury Co.) ankle 
sprained.

Waldo Putnam, of Tlison 
Avenue, Boston, foot slightly 
injured.

Wm. Whelpley, of Kennedy 
street, St. John, mate of the 
Weston, badly burned about 
head, shoulders add hand.

Hood-Rowan, the third victim of the 
David Weston tragedy, had been found.

Efforts were made all day to recover the 
body, and at 4 o’clock Edward Deaihey, 
diver, went to the scene of the drowning. 
Inquiry by telephone was made at Wcst-A 
field about 9 o clock, and it was learned 
that tihe grapplers were busy; but the 
work was unavailing. Dater, though, word 
came that the body was found, 
this there were no particulars.

It had been claimed that the Star line 
will be sued for damages, that the father 
of Fred. Downey, the deck hand who lost 
hie life, intends to bring suit.

A meeting of the Star line directors and 
Shareholders was- lull Monday afternoon 
and it is understood that legal advice has 
been given the management respecting 
their present position. Manager Orchard 
calions that the cqptaln and crew of (he 
Weston were vigilant and cannot possibly 
be accused of carelessness.

Several of the passengers, while giving 
Captain Pay and his officers abundant 
praise for their noble conduct during tihe 
fire, are yet of the opinion that careless
ness was dhown because of the fact that 
the inflammable bales of bay were piled in 
such proximity to the furnace.

Mire. Beane; of Northbridge, wild, with 
her husband, was on boa-rd the Weston, 
and lost all (her luggage, says her husband 
will enter a ‘formal complaint against the 
line. Others will act similarly,

Victoria to Double the Service.
The steamer Victoria will for several 

weeks make the round trip daily between 
St. John and Fredericton. She will leavtF 
here at 7 .o’clock sharp, and leave Freder
icton at 4 o’clock. This will !be a tempor
ary arrangement, but as yet the manage
ment cannot say what boat they have in 
view.

Concerning the question of carrying lhay 
on passenger boats, there is general opin
ion at Indiantown that no more should- 
come down or go u-p the river by boat-in
tended for the conveyance of passengers,, 
and the men who talked were not those 
to whom a stringent law forbidding the 
carrying of hay on passenger boats, would 
benefit.

George Macinncss, a clerk with Wm. 
Thomson & Co., was one of the survivors 
of the burned steamer David Weston, and 
is now confined to his bed at his home, 55 
St. James street. Mr- Macinnoas is suf
fering from swollen and strained legimeiits" 
of the right leg. He was one of the last 
to leave the steamer, jumping from the 
forward part, where, lie had been assisting 
other passengers to land. It was some 
time after Ihe reached thdvehore that he 
became lame. Mr. Maiednness will prob
ably enter a claim for damages against the 
Star line company. He will be confined to 
hie bed for some days yet.

Mate Whelpley May Lose Use of His Hand.
Wim. Wihelpley, o: Indiamtown, "tihe man 

wtiio saw (hie diu'fcy a dead sure thing, aind 
went for it itlhar and tihem,” is recovering.
His (humid, (however, may never -be of march 

again. 'His meek amd shoulders, head 
still securely bandaged, amd 

'for 'the remainder oif'iliis days the will carry 
'tihe marks that mow sting beneath tlly». **" 
cotton, marks that are indeed his real 
I badges of courage. Her4h wfhat Secretary

awoke- him and, quickly realizing what 
was wrong, he ran to mount the stairs to 
the deck. A wall of flame and smoke net 
him. There was but one chance and he 
took it. Returning to his room he climb
ed through the window and quickly leaped 
into the sea- He could swim and, as he 
was not far from shore, he was soon' safe.

Beach Her, the Captain’s Orders.
Captain Edward Dày, from tihe saloon 

deck entiled itio the matte, (William Whelp
ley, who was in the wheel house, steering 
to ibeech tihe (boat, and shortly afterwaads 
Mr. Whlelpley called to the purser, Peter 
Allan, -to get out the hose. This was at
tempted, bu-t before am effective Strewn 
could be obtained the flames had eaten 
through the hose, rendering it useless. 
There was (nothing to do mow but race for 
the shore. Already the Weston had 
swept to -the right ; amd with steam at high 
pressure was driving swiftly landward.

more or

Tales of Other Passengers.
ESX/Oupe 
pa#æitger£

MISS ETTA MORRELL'S Beyond
and his son, R. S. Coupe, 
. They smelled the smoke

R.LEAP TO DEATH were
shortly after (hearing the cry, and (hasten
ed to see the extent of the outbreak. Mr. 
Coupe, sr., endeavored to calm those about 
(him, and eventually, in company with his 
son, readied the shore quite -unharmed.

Geo. W. Dean and wife, of Northbridge 
(Mass.), with Mrs. Samuel Fowler, also of 
tha-t city, were on the forward end of the 
boat. Al] were obliged to jump, but at 
first Mrs. Dean demurred, but finally took 
the leap. The women were uninjured- 
Mr. Dean gave hia foot a wrench.

Waldo D. Putnam and wife, of Tilson 
avenue, Boston, and Mrs. Brackett and 
eon, of Rochester (N. Y.), were on tihe 
saloon deck, all together, 
were reluctant to leap, -nul Map Putnam 
was obliged to drop them over. Then he 
followed. They landed in three feet of 
water and, .save the.shock, ire quite well.

“My wife and Mrs. Brackett did not 
want to jump, but it was a case of abso
lute necessity. W.hy, I noticed one woman 
trying to climb the flag pole. She ascend
ed but a few feet, then dropped, to be 
picked up and let go over' the side. There 
was nothing else to be done.”

When the alarm was first given, Miss 
Etta Morrell, waitress, was sleeping. The 
noise awoke (her, and’ starting up, just as 
the cries o-f fire were resounding through 
the boat and as frightened faces dashed 
past her in tihe gathering smoke, she ran 
to tihe side, of the steamer and with the 
cry o-f, “I’d sooner drown than burn,” 
leaped overboard, gathering up her apron 
and folding it close to her as tihe jump
ed -well out in the river. Her dread of 
fire was well known, as shti has often ex
pressed her timidity of such.

boy. Whelpley Ws* a Second Jim Bludso.
Captain Day called for all passengers -bo 

go forward, and as (the Weston gradually 
neared he admonished everybody to ob
tain a grip on whatever offered, as the 
(boat would (be fiable to hit hard.

In the meantime a hero was showing 
himself to the wheeHtouse. The malte, Wm. 
Whelpley, although he has emerged from 
the wreak, end will live, is the second 
edition of Jim BfaieO. Perhaps he did not 
employ the language of Secretary Hay’s 
famous creation, but the erremmstonoes at
tending -that character’s dramatic death, 
arid those eurawnding Mr- Whelpley’e 
deed, are singularly similar. (Perhaps Mr. 
Whejpley did not e&orit like Jim Bludso: 
“HI hold her nose agafoæt the batik till 
the last galoot's ashore,” but it may well 
be believed that (he iwtsB (filled With the 
Bludso spirit.

When he finally left the ship, after 
dtlnging to the wheel .through; a Storm 
of cinders and flame; when he erven/tmally 
slid down thle boiw after assisting -women, 
children and men over the side; when he 
finally wallotwed ashore, (Ms (hands and 
shoulders raw, Ms hair and moustache 
singed; clothes dripping,, a. womanl—an 
American* that (had- noticed Ms gallamtry, 
said, and -mut secreatively, “Oh I oonld 
just hiug him—I could b-ug Mm through 
and through.”

JuSt after he gave direlotions respecting 
thle hose (Mr. Wfiedpley devoted Ms attire 
energy to patting the boelt atihone. He 
seeded in turning her, then with the roar 
crackle of the flames: with drifts of smoke 
filling the Wheel house; -With a furnace 
-beneath him, and under -that the waiter; 
with -the liktihood that the means of escap
ing to the lower deck , would be destroy 
ed, (Mr. Whelpley ekmg to the wheel. By 
tihe time the steamier was half way to, her 
body was nothing but a floating bonfire. 
At times tihe wheal bouse would . .almost 
be bidden behind the rolling gusts, and the 
(tends that held tihe wheel, amd the face 
that looked initio tihe snapping sheol, would 
be stung with whirling embers.

When the boat grounded Mr. Whelpley, 
whose condition now warranted immediate 
care, succeeded in making Ms way below, 
and hastened to assist ini the work of 
lowering both the boaits, tihe women and 
ehiMromj.

He climbed over the rail, bung iwimh 
on© (hand, and with the other handed 
down passenger after passenger. The rail 
which Ms hand gripped became ignited-; 
he sMfted the scorched member, amd-took 
a dutch a few fee* away from where the 
wood had caught. And thus he stayed— 
would not go until all were off with the 
exception of the captain; them he quietly 
dropped and madti bis way adhere.

STORY OF THE DISASTER 
IS A TERRIFYING ONE.

" We’ve seen the last of the Weston,” 
he said- “The oldest boat on the river. 
She was thirty-seven years old Aug. 1.”The Story of the destruction of tihe 

Weston is « grim one. OH men, who 
from infancy have lived along the river, 
unite to admitting that within their mem
ory a more tragic event (has never oc
curred upon tihe stream.

To some of the passengers upon tihe 
boat there seem 
be the choice 
bunting, and to many, as they mounted 
-the tot* of the saloon deck, already on fire, 
and looked through twenty smoky feet of 
apace to the water below, it seemed that 
they Were jumping into eternity. Then 
they leaped—through a blinding whirl of 
otoders, sparks, smoke and (heat-fanned 
air to fall into not more than three’ feet 
of water, with the bottom strewn with 
jagged rocks.

Women, frantic with fear, would partly 
venture over the rail, then in a bewilder
ment of horror draw back to vainly search 
for some other means of egress. In many 
instances they -were seized by husband or 
brother, bodily 'lifted over and dropped.

Women almost overcame at the know
ledge that their children were in some 
other portion of the boat, literally fought 
their way through fire, that they might 
find, all that was precious to them.

PractioaRy, all the survivons tell the 
tale. A sudden cry of fire, a gust of

The Cook's Story
Mrs. Griott, cook on the Weston, was 

interviewed Sunday to the home of 
friends to Clarence street. Mrs. Griott 
will probably never have a more thrilling 
experience than that of Saturday.

“I was in tihe kitchen When the alarm 
was given,” she said, “and tried to get 
out. I ran -to the door, but the fire met 
me. I ran to another door, and saw the 
flames -bursting through from the gang
way. I went back to the first door and 
found the fire was through and beginning 
to catch the kitchen.

“There was a window, a little one, but 
I can’t tell you how I ever got through it. 
On the outside I found support in the 
shape of a wooden girding that went as 
far as the paddle box. Along this I 
crept, and when the paddle box was reach
ed I thought I should have to jump. There 
were no means that I could see to climb 
by. It was easier for me to climb it than 
to explain how I did get over; but over it 
I got, then jumped onto the main deck, 
from where I was put into a boat end 
rowed ashore. I’ve lost all, lost every
thing. Nothing saved.”

TERRIBLE POSITION The womenOF FRED DOWNEY.in tiheir excitement, to 
leaping overboard or A few «mmites after the steamer ground

ed a boat attempted to draw in close to 
(her paddle !box,"where a figure was discern* 
ed trying to break off the slate covering 
/the padile box. It -was Fred Downey,deck 
(hand. The men in the boat shouted to 
ihim to jump, that they would save him.
Although he had the reputati^ o*f being 
a swimmer, Downey assured them he could 
not swim and would not- jump. With en
treaties and gesticulations they tried to 
make hi.ni leave, and after a brief har- 
rangimg he did jump but not far enough 
to reach the boat. By the time he de
termined to make the leap hie position 
(had become unbearable. The paddle box 
was flaming, his hair had caugfot, hie 
clothes were1 about catching. An effort 
was made to reach him, but once in the 
water he seemed to sink instantly. Some 
are of the opinion that the abrupt change 
from intense heat to the' cold of the water 
baueed hid death.

The betadh had become thronged with 
people. From “Westfield apd beyond; from HU*Camaugh 8 Experience.
•Wattera’ and Day’s Landings; from Oak Mrs. Susan Cavanaugh, when interview

ed at Mrs. Holland’s residence, Clarence 
street, was suffering from a strained 
ankle. She belongs a.t Burton, and was 
coming to the city with country produce. 
She was coining through the door of the 

- ’saloon when she heard children screaming, 
and soon saw the entire lower part bf the 
boat was in flames. She gained the saloon 
deck, and when the boat grounded she 
lowered! herself as far as possible, then 
dropped into the -water. She went below 
the surface. A man and his wife helped 
her to the shore.

The Finding of Fred Downe y’s Body.
Mrs. Aitken, Mrs. Shaw and Mrs. Aus

tin, who, with Miss Rowan and1 the dad, 
Stephen Hood-Rowan, were spending Sat
urday at Evandale, were yesterday pros
trated from the effect of their experience. 
The most heartfelt sympathy will go out 
to Miss Rowan, of the bitterness of whose 
bereavement but few can, form a correct 
opinion.
the home of Parker Craig, while grappling 
parties searched for the 'body of the boy, 
and the body of Fred. Downey.
' The laitter was found Sunday noon, 
dying etaidèt the wreckage of the paddle 
box. The, ffafce was burned slightly. The 
body was brought to the city on the tug 
Polymorphian, and placed in charge of an
undertaker.

There will be an inquetit held over the 
(bodies of Fred Downey and Mies Morrell 
by Coroner Watters, of Watters’ Landing.

f^ujijday the steamer Beatrice Waring 
«tôdk up 250 people bo the scene of tihe 
jd-isaister. Robert Orchard, manager of the 
Star Line, was cm board. Earlier in the 

: day Hermon Allen, the Weston's engineer, 
had gone up in tihe Marguerite to grapple 
for the bodies.

Crowds were' at- Indiantown Saturday 
night when tihe tug Champion arrived 
about 10 o’clock with the body of Mitts 
Morrell and -the injured passengers- Police 
Officer Scrapie and Constable Beckett gave 
good aid in keeping clear ground for the 
"work of disembarkation, which was speed
ily accomplished. Robert Orchard direct
ed mlatters, giving careful attention to the 
injured. James Manchester, president 
of the Star Line Company, was also there, 
■having come from home on learning of 
the catastrophe.

Among the American passengers there is 
a feeling that the Star Line could be made 
responsible for the lose of their baggage. 
Mr. Orchard says that unless it can be 
proved there' was wilful negligence by the 
ship’s company this cannot be. Mr Orch
ard says the requisite number of life pre
servers were aboard. In the excitement, 
they were not used-

At Indiantown there is comment re
specting the conduct of a steamer which 
they say passed while the Weston was 
burning and did not offer assistance. It 
is a so said the Weston’s fire fighting ap
paratus did not work when brought into 
use.

All Sunday the remained at
roc-

same
smoke and am orange 
the baker of hay on the main deck, then 
a panic among the passengers and the cool 
assurances of safety by the captain and 
thda officers, the sudden ewetrving of the 
boat from nmd stream, as the pilot 
beaded her for the beach; the lightning 
like mounting of the flames over the en
tire bedy- of tine boat; -the final- grating of 
her keel as she slid upon the ehoele; the 
frenzied attempts of the -passengers as 
they jumped Or were lowered from beyond 
reach of those scarlet feeders that search
ed every nook of the boat* with their 
deeb -tying touch—all tell the same story— 
a story’ that will lire.

Point and Evandale; from every homo 
along that .pa^ti of thé' river came teams 
bearing anxious occupants who viewed the 
column of smoke with grave misgivings. 
Every house in the neighborhood was 
-thrown open for the reception of the un
fortunates. ‘

Dripping, and shuddering they landed 
from bdati aift*r boat, to foe immediately 
cared for by the residents, among them 
being the Craig, Brown, Woods, Whelp
ley and Watters families.

Ward Sent to the City.
. Some came fed’ the shore alonejsome alto

gether. It was painful to hear the in
quiries, the tearful searching through the 
crowds for some loved one; the pitiful anx
iety with which Miss Rowan asked again 
and again if her boy had been found. 
Women, tripping over their drenched 
skins and with sodden hair hanging over 
th-edr .shoulders, stumbled beyond the 
water’s reach, to painfully make their 
waiy, with the assistance of the neighbors, 
up the beach, and into Parker Craig’s 
(home.

Men, wet and with body and clothing 
singed, congregated on the shore to de
termine what steps should be taken now 
that, presumably, all on the steamer had 
come ashore.

A messenger was despatched to a tele
phone office to communicate With the 
city. The building in which the telephone 
os in wtas locked up, so, hastening to the 
railway station, he sent a telegram to the 
Western Union, and from there a tele
phone message was sent to Robt. Orchard, 
the Star Line manager here, who, secur
ing a tug, went up river.

Body of Mist Morrell Recovered.

The Scene of the Disaster. -
MMrs. Shaw’s Rescue.

Mira. iW. H. Shaw, of High street, had 
an experience quite similar. Like Mis. 
Cavamough, she retreated to the saloon 
deck. She could not see the water plain
ly for the smoke, was uncertain of the 
distance and of the depth of water. With 
great fortitude . he waited until the steam
er struck, then bravely mounted the rail.

“I stood for a moment looking down,” 
sard Mis. "Shaw, “and thought, my God, 
have I got to leap down there. I could 
see tlhdm jumping around me, there was 

. constant flop, flap, just Mike that, as body 
oifter body struck the water. I could see 
them lying in all positions. One woman’s 
head I could see, she appeared to be up 
to her neck. Others were floundering,

"Once I almost made up my mirid I 
wouldn’t go, but at last I slipped down 
and let go. Don’t ask me how I felt 
whirling through that smoke, for I hate 
to think of it, although I cannot tMnk of 
anything else.

“I was helped to stand to tihe water and 
managed to hobble ashore. I cannot speak 
too highly of the conduct of the captain, 
his officers and crew, nor can I sufficient
ly praise the kindness of the people of 
.Craig’s Point and Westfield.”

Craig’s Point is about four miles above 
Westfield Beach on the same side of ttie 
river. The home 
white frame ho™ 
road about fifty ; 
lawtn stretching d 
The bottom of the lawn is fringed with a 
grove, a path winds through it, then you 
come out on tihe (beach, slightly crescent

barker Oraig, a small 
abdtix from 
, with a 1] 
from it to

ie main
mg graefcy 
the river.

and cheeks are

shape, the shore broad and sandy.
It was pleasant weather up river Satur

day, water sparkling and air breezy. Mr. 
Craig was at work near (his farm, the 
family were performing the customary 
chores, on the rivet a yadht or sail boat 
coursed flippantly past, or a woodiboat 
lurched heavily along, (the time was about 
3.20 o’clock. Presently from up stream 
but not more than a half mile away, came 
a steamboat whistle, several efharp blasts. 
Those of the Craig family looked and saw 
the David Weston, nestor of the river, 
steaming down mid channel, then swing 
round and bead directly for their shore, 
with smoke vomiting from her aides.

,*

VCAPTAIN STICKS
BRAVELY TO WORK.

Captain Day had gone quickly at work 
to get .the boats out and- then to tihe labor 
Of rescuing the passengers he applied him
self with a will. There were two boaits, 
both oammodious and strong, the custom- 
atty number for inland navigation craft.

Only one was taken of tihe davits—and 
dhé was on the windward side; .tihe other 
ride being suoh a dheet of lolling red 
flohguiês tibait to tower tihe (boat there was 
an impossibility. Already on tihe upper 
deck terrified women and children were 
scrambling toward the bo.w to obedience 
to the captain’s, injunction.

The steamer had barely struck, when 
the boat; on the windward sidle was dip
ped, and instantly choked with passengers. 
The boat was pushed and poled to land,, 
then rushed back for more—all taking 
place to the blistering heat of the oom.- 
pamionway. But all on board were not in 
«he immediate vicinity of where tihe boat 
was plying. Some where on tihe saloon 
deck—had hurried from saloon and calbdn 
with the first call of fire- They could but" 
dimly see what was taking place around 
them.

The crackle and snapping of the flames; 
the gushes of smoke,obliterating for miniufea 
everything to sight; tihe ones of terror, 
sabs of women and children, «bouts and 
orders from (below; the blasts of rinder- 
laden air; the heart-rickeming contempla
tion that the choice was water or fire- 
made it not strange that there should be 
a panic.
The Drowning of the English Boy.

In the crowd pressing toward tihe boat 
was Miss Jean Rowan, and in her arms 

her nephew, Master Stephen Hood- 
Rowan, who three weeks ago arrived with 
his aunt from Manchester (Eng.), to 
spend a year here and go to edhool. His 
fcttroo* was so great that it required Miss 
Rowan’s utmost strength to restrain him. 
As hé struggled in her arms, a billow of 
fire swooped near him. He screamed, and 
fought beyond her grasp. She vainly essay 
ed bo reach Mm as he wavered on tihe rail, 
knd the last recollection tihe has of him, 
is seeing him tot ter and then vanish down
ward in a swirl of «parks and smoke. Al
most in-nne, at whait she beheld, Miss 
Rowan attempted to mount the rail and 
follow, but was field by two men, who 
tiheu lowered her carefully over to tihe 
boat.

.Wrapped almost from bow to stem in 
foifiowB of flaihe, through xtthidh her forty 
passengers fltruggled frantically for safety, 
itihe. David Weatool (the oldest boat upon 
the river) was driven ashore at Craig’s 
Point, near Westifiéîd, âbout 3.30 o’clock 
Saturday afternoon. The disaster has not 
been 'Without its fatalities, three lives have 
been sacrificed and (tihe circumstances of 
each death were pitiful in the extreme. 
One, a. lad Of eleven years, became so ter- 

. rifled ait the dheete of fire and bursts of 
flmoike that be* writhed from out the arms’ 
off his aunt to lea<p diretetly overboard.

Another, e deck haad^after all but roast
ing on the paddle ibox, jumped for safety, 
missed1 the boat that had come for him, 
end sank. <

The other, e wai trees, roused from sleep 
by shrieks off fire, rtœflied to a window, 
clambered through and dropped. Her 
body was reouvrened m hour later floating 
face downward.

The' boy was Stephen Hood-Rowan, eon 
of Mr. and Mre. Hood-Rowan,Manchester 
■(Eng.) He was in company with his aunt, 
[Miirei Jennie Rowan, off thti, local school 
teaching staff. AcOmpanying them were 
Mil Yi . D. Shaw, Mrs. Douglas Austin, 
Ân>à Mrs. Amanda Aitken, all off Cedar 
street-, North End.

1 1

Fire-Fiend’s Work,
The river at the point is not more than 

a half mile wide, the boat was about in 
the centre, and ifronn the time the Craig 
family first saw the steamer, as she flung 
round, until! she struck the shore, not 
more tlhan eight minutes could have 
elapsed. ,

Tiie sight viewed by the family was little 
leas tlhan appalling. Blfemketed in smoke, 
amd flame, the latter showing in crimson 
waves through the inky masses, and the 
former in giant clouds drifting sluggishly 
aloft, the Weston was approaching her 
final resting place, and she was approach
ing it fast.

With bubbling 
prow she ran 
slid upon the shallows and plough
ed a long groove thro,,gJh the rocks 
and sand of thé river bottom, then with 
her nose . fairly fixed upon tifle beach, 
shopped. Her beam ceased1 its movement, 
the machinery became silent, hdr thirty- 
seven years’ work had ended.

About 5 o’clock, while tihe wreck was 
stiGl a mammoth torch, and while the sur
vivors and the rescuers still crowded tihe 
shore, a team drove up from he direction 
of Westfield. It conveyed a body, that 
of Mia* Morrell. Down in a small cove, 
about a mile below the wreck, Miss Amide 
McDonald and her two sisters, daughters 
of the late Mont McDonald, were paddling 
in a canoe, when they noticed floating 
near, whtaft they thought was a log. In
vestigation revealed the body of a woman- 
Crotedng the river in a row boat was West- 
field Day, and, observing the Mc
Donald gilds’ signals, rowed to the body 
and (turned it over. Misa Morrell was 
floating face downward and had her arms 
folded tightly against her breast, holding 
as if it were some object, which was in 
fact her apron. Mr. Day towed tihe body 
ashore, secured a team and drove to the 
point, where Qoroner Day viewed it and 
gave directions to have it removed. Later, 
when the tug Champion came dowii to 
the city, the body was placed on board, 
and taken to an undertaking establishment.

Her stepfather is Mr. Flewelling, who 
lives in the vicinity of IneWuhanW Brook 
Bridge, Adelaide street. By dark all the 
survivors, injured and well together, had 
been taken by the' tugs Champion and 
Captain to the city, ïvfoere at the public 
wharf, Indiantown, coaches were in 
waiting, ordered by the Star Line au
thorities.

News first came to the city about 4.30 
o’clock. Some were inclined to discredit 
the report; some believed the boat was 
burned -but were skeptical regarding dead 
or injured, but all doubts were swept 
oiway; all uncertainty disappeared as tihe 
'tugs came to the wharf and the injured 
■were lifted or hobbled ashore, and the 
ghr.etly details of the three deaths were 
told over and over again to a crowd that 
grew as the narrative continued.

In the Parker Craig home, which, with 
the fields surrounding it, was lighted up 
by the flickering fires of the Weston, were 
Mrs. Spence, of St. Stephen; Miss Rowan, 
Captain Day, Peter Allan and Joseph 
Thompson and family- Mrs. Spence was 
in bed, suffering from injured back and 
foot.

On the beach* where small kntite 'bf ‘pSo-

Coroner Berryman was called to In- 
diiantowra Sunday to view Fred Dow
ney’s body and gave permission for re
moval.
Vilued About $25,000} Insurance About

$10,000.
The David Weston was built at a cost 

of $55,000 at the old fort, Carleton, by 
John Retalliick, for Small & Hatheway, in 
1866. Her first captain was David Wes
ton' and she was thirty-seven year ago 
considered a marvel. For several yearn1 
Robt. Humphreys had charge of her, then 
Richard Retailick and Captain Ludlow 
lEstalbrooks until she became the property 
off the Star Line. She was built along thé 
lines off the old Rothesay. She raced her 
once to Fredericton, and the Rothesay 
won by four minutes. The Weston was 
valued at about $25,000 and insured for- 
$10,000 or $11,000.

The Brava Mate.
Win. Whelpley, the .mate and pilot, was 

seem yesterday at hie home. He lay on 
the lounge and in plain, direct way re
counted what he knew of the disaster, 
taking care, however, to make himself of 
small consequence.

Hie head was bandaged, his neck and 
tihouldeie were swathed! in lint and flannel, 
hie ears were' peeled', hie right hand 
bound up, his eyebrows singed, his hair 
scorched', hie moustache was ragged where 
the qparks had eaten through it.

“Oh,” he remarked slowly, “the boat 
just caught fire, that’s all. I was in the 
wheel house and heard Pete Allan sing 
out ‘fire.’ Then the captain yelled for 
me to beach her, and I dhoufced back for 
somebody to start the hose going.

“The fire .prevented .the hose from work
ing, then the flames got hotter. We were 
about half a anile out in thé stream,when 
I got the order to beach, and all the time 
it took, I think, to get her ashore was 
about five minutes.

“Some droned,

water at her 
toward tihe shore,

WM. WHELPLEY,
Mate of 'the Sbr. David Weston, Who Did 

'Brave Work in the River Disaster.
TWO BODIES HAVE Hay’s “Jim Bludso” did m the old Prairie 

Belle o,n the 'Mississippi river and there’s 
a good deal off similarity to the action of 
Malte Wihelpley on Saturday last:—

BEEN RECOVERED.
The body of Miss Morrell, after being 

viewed by Oj>t- Day, coroner at Day’s 
Landing, was brought to the city Satur
day night. The body of Fred Downey was 
found yesterday and brought to tihe sad
dened home of Ms people to Douglas 
avenue. Up to last night young Rowan 
lad not been found. -

A FORMER DISASTER
IS RECALLED.

WHAT FOLLOWED
THE CRY OF “FIRE.”

Rut tihe met of her grounding was only 
tihe begiraiirwr df (tihe worst for those on 
'board. For tihe tiue, minute after the out
break was discovered1, perhaps a few were 
influenced by the aittiit do of Gapt. Day 
and Ms officers, who endeavored to im
press upon tihe passengers the fact that 
nobody should become needlessly alarmed.

The passengers were Mattered all 
through the (boat—some aft, some forward, 
some to saloon, or on saloon or main 
decks—none with any .thought of impend
ing danger—except one man named Waldo 
(Putnam, of Boston. He was on tihe saloon 
deck with Ms wife and. a friend when he 
had occasion to go down Stairs to the main 
deck. This was. aboutit, as near as he is 
able to recall, about 3.15 o'clock. He passed 
by tihe bales of hay, stacked two deep 
along by the engine room door, noted 
them with (particular interest.

'II thought,” ea&d (he, “about whait tihe 
eomsequencee would be if those (bales would 
happen to Catch fire.”

He squeezed past them, (then re-aaoemd- 
ed tihe stairs, where (he met Mr. Dean, of 
Boston, with where he entered faite con
versation, es they strolled to rejoin tire

The fire burst out as she cleared the bar 
And burnt a hole in the night,

And quick as a flash she turned and made 
For the wilier bank on the right.

There was runnin* and cursin,’ but Jim yel
led out

Over all the infernal roar ;
“I’ll hodd her nozzle ag’in the bank 

Till the last galoot’s ashore!”

It dis .recalled tihat tihe last serious acci
dent on New Brunswick waters was on the 
31 i rami chi river some six or seven years 
ago. The steamer 3Iirami<lhi was going 
up the river, and the" captain had allow
ed his mate to go ashore at Black Brook. 
Pausing up tihe river the captain went be- 
lmv, leaving a deck hia ml at tihe wheel. 
The schooner Osceola, owned by J. Wil
lard Smith, off this city, was beating down 
the river. The man at the wheel of tihe 
Miramidhi concluded that he knew enough 

-about navigation to cross the bows of the 
schooner, and made tihe effort. The re
sult wau that the bowsprit off the ixJiooner 
pawed across Ube—deck cif the steamer 
abaft of t.kfi/riheel house, sweeping every
thing clean. There were five ladies on tihe' 
steamers deck* a mV all of them were i-we-pt 

Robert Friers, the kitchen boy, had a overboard- Two were sawed by the rchoon- 
remarkable escape. Tired, the lad lay ei's boat, but three were drowned. The 
down in his bunk after the nocm day captain lost his certificate for three' years, 
work and soon was fast asleep. Either and iwias tried for manslaughter, but was 
no one knew he had gone there or else aoauitted. 
all forgot him, for he still slept while tm.«i vuu
flames were fast destroying the steamer ° y 0 V ct . ^
and a wild soenc wo#s being enacted on Inforamtion reached the city Monday 
ddek. M'mt tihe crackling of tihe lire * night to the effect that the body of Stephen

some jumped', some fell, 
some were lowered over. Burned ; Ohr 
yes. I’m touched a bit, but I guess it isn’t 
serious.”

was

\ A Boston Lady.
Mi* M. W. Rogers, of Boston, was re

turning to the city from a visit up river. 
With her was her cousin. Will Kerr, cf 
Summer Hill (N- B.) Miss Rogers 
aft when the steamer was beached and, 
assisted by Mr. Kerr, she climbed over 
the rail and slid down a post to the' dmall 
boat below. She praises the officers off 
the Weston most highly for their brave 
work. Mil s Rogers lost her dress suit 
ease, which, was in the saloon.

THE PASSENGERS
BROUGHT TO THE CITY.

Of t)ie forty odd passengers fully one- 
ttintlh have received injuries of greater or 
lets severity, and none but are suffering 
from .the shock of a tragedy whidh wdi 
rank as one of the most thrilling in the 
history of the «Maritime provinces.
. Mrs. Spence, and Mr- Eldmdge, of Bos
ton, two of the burned, remained at West- 
field, but the remainder were brought to 
the city by tihe tug Champion and taken 
to tihair homes or hotels,coaches being call
ed to the landing by the! Star line Co.

Others on board the boat were Thomas 
Lee, John N. Gélimfc, R. B. Cotipe and 
his son, R. 6. Ooonle, of St. John, Waldo 
D. Putnam and wàw, of TUeoh avenue, 
Boston; Mrs. Brackett and son, of Roch
ester (N. Y.), Geo. W. Dean and wife, 
pf Northbridge (Mu*), «&*> Mrs. Samuel 
Fowler, of the same câtffj Boodh W.

Througl^t1116 black breath of jiûu burniip

Jim Bludso’s voice was heard,
And they all had trust in his ciiisaedness 

And knowed he would keep his word. 
And sure’s you’re born, tihey all got off * 

Afore the smokestacks fell,
And Bludso’s ghost went up atome 

In the smoke of the Prairie Belle.
He weren’t no saint, but at lodgment 

I’d run my chance with Jim 
’Longside of some pious gentlemen 

That wouldn’t shook hands with him 
He seen his duty, a dead sure thing 

Amd went for it tbar and them, ’
And Christ ain’t a-gain’ to be too hard 

On a mam that died for men.

was

Kitche i B< y's Close Call
Othtr Boats to the Rescue

Said an indignant mother to her little son* 
“Why did you strike little Elsie, you naughty 
boy?” Dick, indignant in his turn, exclaim
ed: “What did she want to cheat fôr, then?'* 
“How did she cheat?” asked mamma, 
mildly. “Why,” exclaimed ODdck, “wo 
playing at Adam and Eve, and she had the 
apple to tempt; mo with) and she never 
tempted me, but went and ate it up herself.’t

By this time tihe steamer was about sur
rounded by small boaits wthiidh (had put to
ward (hier from 'tihe various farms along tihe 
river for miles.

With them was the tug Champion,wihirih 
was not mjjn; tihan a mile jÿway whan the 
Weston caught fire.
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