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_ ON A TROOPSHIP, 1515
——
VAREWELL ! the village leaning to the hill,
. And all the cawing rooks that homeward fly;
The beéés ; the drowsy anthem of the mill ;
And winding pollards, where the plover cry.
We watch the breakers crashing on the bow
And those far flashes in the Eastern haze;
The fields and friends, that were, are fainter now
Than whispering of ancient water-ways. !
Now England stirs, as stirs a dreamer wound
In immemorial slumber; lids apart,.
Soon will she rouse her giant limbs attuned
To that old music bidden at her heart. .
Farewell ! the little men ! Their menial cries
Are distant as the sparrows’ chatterings;
_She rises in her circuit of the skies,
An eagle with the dawn upon her wings.
We come to harbor in the breath of wars;
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life in the scrub among the blacks, rather |'he said, * and I'll throw you in a quart of | ¥8s unusually “still, for the lower deck | MEN JOINING WiLL BE GIVEN THE SAME
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want—that, and sleep. P'll get my chest |he said, " we're going out forher. They're | breeches with a cane to mark the number | i possible for men with families here;
| ashore when the cutter comes in for the |getting under way. The Forfune’s men |Of them. Joe drew his hanger from its|jithough a number did enlistin this way,
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In this strange ruin open to the stars And now let’s liquor on it.” - Billy, with these duds.. down. With the enormous increase in tonuage
We find the haven, where her spirit dwells: He poured out two more noggins from| *Oh, that be twisted, Joe,” said Jake, A burly mariner h‘ an: aproni- We" in the Royal Navy since the war, thou-
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A DEAL OF*CARDS

e

COMPANY of seamen sat round a

cabin table, and pledged each other
in a brew of punch. They sat upon
locker tops, on cushions of green velvet
gone rusty at the seams. The stern-ports
were open-at their backs, for. it was hot;
and the room between decks was foul
with the reek of their tobacco. You
could tell that the ship was under way by
glancing astern at the dull track, like a
great snail’s track, which she had drawn
upon the blue water as she dragged in the
light' wint. She rolled slightly now and
again, making a crefking in her gear, and
trembling the silver lamp_upon the cabin
bulkhead. She was an old ship, you
could seé by thé rot upon the beams
She was foul with & long p

and the | ¢

day at'mioon. Where the fire had burned
a woman squatted, & blatwentnm,-‘dratk
as coal, in a plain gown of scarlet. Her
eyes burned in an intense and balefui
brightness. Her lips were apart, showing
white teeth in a grin. In her hand she
held cards.

He looked at these cards. . Indeed, she
held them towards him for him to see,
turning them over that he might see both
sides of them. They were three in num-
ber, and each of them had a black back,
as black as a piece of ebony. The faces
were coloured in intense colours, one of
gold, which seemed to burn, one of
crimson, which glowed, one of black,
which seemed angry like the ,smoke of
hell. The colours of them seemed to be
the tokens of a beanty, a fierceness and
a horror, beyond any words that he could

cabin reeked-of bilge. The blue arras on
the cabin door was wormy with age. The
pérquetting in her deck was dirty. with
the marks of sea-boots. It was heaped
here and there with a sort of loot, such as
clothes with lace upon thém,  and small
armis; chéap jewellery, buckles, and -the
like, for the cruise had been lucky in a
way. Two of the seamen at the rum
were dicing each other, for some uncut
stones in a packet from :the mines of
Esmeralda.

The drinkers were silent for the most
part, puffing out their tobacco like a gang
of Spaniards, only speaking to call a
health, such as, * A fair slant,” or “ Dol-
lars,” or to mark the throw of the dice.
They were a rough lot of fellows, some of
them branded in the cheeks. Most of
them had scars about their faces, and not
one of them but carried. arms—pistols, or
ldxrk.otuseamlnahmxe:—m a belt of

though his wound were painful. = He had
been hurt. with a knife by a mate that
thorning, since when he had been ‘at the
rum. His head was singing like a kettle,
what with the cut, the drink, and the
heat of the between decks. His name
was Joe; he was a runaway from a king’s
ship, once a sailor trading out of Bristol.

Perhaps he was a little touched with
fever, for of a sudden he refilled his
pannikin and drank it dry. e rose un-
steadily, clutching at the table, and at the
shirts of his companions. He leaned his
head through the window, flinging his
empty can far astern into the still, blue
sea.

" A rot on all salt water,” he shouted.
Then he collapsed over a Newgate man,
who had long hoed tobacco in the Indies.
Blood was trickling from under his rag,
for the wound was broken out again. A
little blood came from between his lips;
he seemed in a bad way. He had had
some sort of a stroke.

* Joe’s got the shakes,” said the New-
gate man. " Help us hold of him, Bill;
lay him among them prettiments.”

He'pointed to the loot on the deck.
One of the.dicers took hold of Joe’s boots,
and dragged him clear of the table.
They dropped him roughly among the
clutter, with his head on some lace. The
Newgate man went through his pockets.
There were only two copper charms,
some tobacco plug, a steel for striking a
light, and a bail of twine.

" He diced it all,” said ‘Bill, “ that time
we stuck him with the Greeks.”

* I’ll throw you for the plug,” replied
the Newgate man. * He’ll do now. He s
only in some sort of a fit.” .

They then returned to the rum.

When Joe fell across the conmvict his
eyes were burning in a mist of blood,
which seemed to shoot and shake in front
of him. His ears were drumming, as
though a bird were beating his head with
wings, and he felt that he was dropping
from a height into some deep, empty well.
In adittle time the red mist cleaied away ;
the ‘drumming hushed; sthe feeling of
dropping changed. He was in a little
dark room, before‘a fire of embers, which
made a red glow upon the chimney bricks.
It was a lonely little room, darker than
the night, but for the coals, and so-still it
might have been below the ground, below

- the graves éven, beneath the dead with

~ their glazed eyes. So utterly silent it
was, he was glad to hear his heart beat.
It bedt steadily, like a menace, like the
contifiial ‘tdpping of & drum. It was
beating, not like a heart, but like a clock.
Like some clock in hell ticking to the
souls among the fire. It was ticking like
the march of time through the dim roads
of eternity. It was & thing horrible, inex-
orable, that continual tickinc In the

The black woman grinned at him as
she thrust the cards together. She :
¢crouched down upon the hearth, purring
like a cat, cackling, whining. -Her eyes
gleamed as she began to shuffle the cards,
tossing them in the air, -passing, re-pass-
ing, whirling them about, till they seemed
like three afrows of red and gold and
black fire. At last she flung them all
into the air, caught them in one hand as
they fell, bowed very low, her lips grin-
ning, her eyes intensely bright, and held
them out, face downwards, for him to
make his choice. All that he could see
were three black cards, spread out before
him like the sticks of a fan. Yet he
knew that upon his choice of ,a card de-
pended his life, his life hereafter, the life
of his soul between the lives.

“ No,” he tried to gasp. * No, I'will not
choose.” )

The little black hag laughed. -She

| whitled - thecards 'info “the air, - and
watched them fly away, Jike birds. orying

strange words as they flew. The room
burst into a million fragments, flinging
Joe into the night. The light grew very
violent of a sudden, and there he was,
feeling mortal sick, lying in the sunlight,
in the cabin, with an Indmn splashing
water on him.

They made the three Points the next
morging, and were at anchor in the bay
beyond them beforenoon. It was broiling
hot. The sea lay like a mass of hot
gredse. The dark green feathers on the
palms seemed drooped for the lack of
freshness. . One heard nothing save the
roaring of the surf, the birds screaming
in the wood, and the perpetual groaning
of the ship. She rolled heavily, banging
her gear.in a continual clatter. Her
blocks were whining like dogs. The

; "T’“iﬂittﬂye.

-

e's a ﬁni’l._:iﬁﬁ”me. Said J

He began to sing in a voice a little

muffied with the rum. He dwelt upon

. o
The mulatto gnnneﬂ at him and" har
ed hint' the spirits; Joe took a large swig.
" That’s better, Jake,” he said; " have

gach word; singingft W Bust. -

O, the bold Lollonais, so gall-ant and free,
He 'sailed from Saint James in the Jane
chasse-marree,
Oh, there’s rum and there’s wine
And tobacco so fine
For all the bold sailors what sails on the
sea.

- He sang the refrain twice over, ham-
mering on the table with his can. He
was reaching out for another tot of rum
when he fell forward gasping. His panni-
kin fell from the table and rolled away
among the gear. Willy blinked at him
for amoment, beating out the chorus with
his pipe. He thought his mate was mere-
ly overcome with the spirit. He made a
childish attempt to reach the jorum for
another taste, and fell asleep in his chair,
his pipe’s ash spilling Sparks upon the
table. . The lamp flared up a moment to
show the ‘couple to the night, and then
guttered out, leaving them to their ' quiet.

It seemed to Joe that he was bound
upon- the rim of a whirlpool of flame,
He was being spun about a vortex, help-
legs as a straw; gradually the spinning
became swifter, as though he had been
whirled nearer to the centre. Then tiny
hands seemed to pluck him down into a
pit of utter silence, a light broke upon
him, and there, in front of him, was the
malevolent woman of the cards. She
grinned at him with her prilliant teeth,
and held out two cards—one black the
other crimson. Soon she began to shuffie
with them, tossing them from one hand
to the other, throwing them at her victim,
then snatching{them away. At last ste
caught them, whirled them round her,
bowed very low, and held them forward,
face downwards, watching him mtently
‘with a malignant smile.

"“No,” he gasped:
choose.”

Instantly she screamed in her high,
mocking laugh. She tossed the cards
from her, and they whirled away, crying
like gulls. The whirlpool spun him up-
ward, flinging him upon a sea alive with
sharks. He leaped from them, screaming,
running violently' upon the air; but they
rose after him, flapping their fins, gnash-
ing their teeth. They were barkinﬁ at
him like dogs; snapping at his very feet.
Then he fell, fell, fell, till he was as a
drop of water gaped at by-all the damned
among the fire.

He awoke upon the hut floor, in plain
day, the blood beating on his brain, the
surf roaring. A boat was pulling in from
the ship, the oars keeping time to an old
hauling tune. Willy Crackers was snor-

“No, I will not

noise of her was like a h on the
brain. /

Joe volunteered for the boat, and went
ashore with the water-casks the moment
the anchor held. He had been fuddled
ever since-the day before, and the ship
had such terrors for ‘him, drunk as he
was, there was no staying aboard her.
On ‘the beach he met Willy. Crackers, an
old English sailor, who lived in the huts
above the surf line. He was a bronzed,
ear-ringed man, was Willy, with a bright
eve to him and a_tongue of silver. He
had been in that land many years now,

get gold dust and ivory from the inland,
to trade with the ships'which touched the
coast. He was a friend to the pirates,
and they used to water there before drop
ping down to'leeward. He retdrred to
England in time a rich madn, and diéd in
Salcothbe the Keeper of a sailor’s tavern,
He greeted Joe kindly, and ‘the two
stayed together all day, in the blazing
heat, watching the natives fill the water-
casks and stow them in the jolly boat.

off, when the beach struck ¢old, #nd the
mists rose whitely, Willy bade Joe come
up to the hut for a bite of supper and a
smoke. g

The houoe was a ramshackle affair,
built in One storey alongside the huts. It
swung some three hammocks, all draped
with petting. It had a table much eaten
by the ants, a bench or two, some casks
of ship’s provisions (which might have
sailed with Hawkins), a pipe of rum, a

and some wcapons, beautifully-bright, in
a tropby rack upon the  wall. Towards
lmdmaht. Willy got up to fetch his _mate

a cul

_"Some heathen idol,” he said, * them
blacks give it to me for a whittle.”

It had been placed behind some barrels,
and what with the rum, what with a long
spell of-laziness, Willy was tunable to
shift them. Joe came to his assistance,
canted the casks, and rolled them uuy

ing in his chair, and after trying to rouse
him, Joe helped himself to about a pint of
rum and stagg-red out upon the beach.

and owned several slaves. He used to)

But at sunset, when the jolly” boat went!

few teeth, most of them a little yellow;

The terror of his sleep was strong upon
him. The palm leaves, dangling green
and heavy, were a horror to him. The
surf tesrified him. In every creeper ot
the jungle he saw the eyes of the devil
with the cards, Not for a sack of - mintec
gold would he have stayed in that place.
So when the boat made the landing he
tumbled into her, and fell asleep, in 2
drunkard’s doze, among the breakers in
the stern sheets. He did not_rouse from
where he Iay uatil rough hands beat him
with stretchers, and fierce voices bade
him out of that. For the boat was along-
side the ship, dragging to a tackle, and the
ship was under a jib and topsail, forging
slowly forward, while the hands were
singing at the 'bows, heaving in the cable
They were under way.

He scrambled aboaid, and went below
to his hammock. - He swung there all that
day, hot with a violent fever, and now anc
again an Indian brought him drink, Just
forward of where he lay, two fiddlers
made music between the guns, and men
sang and danced there till they were toc
drunk to stit. The ship picked up her
consort that_afternoon. They cruised to-
gether till the sunset, when they made the
Gabone Rivér. They anchored at ‘about
ten that night in the anchorage by Parrot
island.

In the morning of the second day, Joe
sat bétween two cannon on a- lashed sea
chest, which had his initials, J. P., burnt
deeply upon the lid. He had a canvas
sack in front of him, for he was busy

you goe-a=pid upor you?”

lieutenant;

They spent ‘the next twenty minues
drinking in turn, and chewing meditative-
ly upon the quid. The ship was under
way, with her topsails set, dropping slowly
hdown the stream. The Forfune’s men,
very drunk, had cast the ropes off and
gone splashing back to moorings.
Through an open gun-port Joe caught a
glimpse of moving palms.

“Hell!” he cried, “I'm off ashore.
We're moving, Jakey.”

“The boats are gone by this,” said the
mulatto, “it's unchancy swimming.
You’d better stay for the play.”

But Joe sprang to his feet, “I'll swim
it,” he cried, as he made a rush for the
hatchway. As he passed the midship
cannon, his foot caught in a ring bolt.
He stumbled on a pace, flung up his
hands and crashed heavily over the
ranged port cable. He had been “over-
taken,” as the saying is. A man in a fine
red coat, with laced cuffs, and buttons of
gold pieces,. came along the gun deck
swearing. He was followed by another
man brandishing a pistol.

“Get to your guns there, you swine!”
the two were, shouting. “ Cast loose
them lower deck cannon! What corpse
is this? What "in hell corpse is this?
Hey there, you, get the guns run out.
We're going out for some yellow boys !”

They kicked at Joe’s body in turn and
passed over him to the groups of drunk-
ards further forward. Away aft a gang
of wits- had cast loose a gun and were
busy firing at thesky. Ondeck a seaman,
bawling an obscene song, was running up
the banner of the trade—a black banner,
stolen from an undertaker, with two rude
crimson figures roughly sewn upon its
face. The chase was under all plain sail,
some two miles distant, her decks full of
men busy trimming her yards. The sail
ing master, watching her through. a tele-
scope from the fo'c’s’le, declared her tobe
a French Guineaman, swimming deep.
Another swore that she was out of I isbon,
a sugar ship bound home. The men
hauled the spritsail yard alongships, cry-
ing out that they would have sweet
punch for supper. The wind freshened
The men aloft loosed the top-gallant sails.
The helmsman stood smoking at the
tiller. On deck was nothing but a babble
of cries, drowned every two or three
minutes by the cannon.

But Joe lay where he had fallen, heed-
less of everything. When some men
came to man the cannon at his side, they
picked him up by his heels and lifted him
nelow to the sail-locker. They flung him
jown upon a mainsail, and went back to
their firing. They were all drunk and
careless. And though, when the chase
ran her guns out and hung out the King’s
colours, they made some sort of a battle
of it; they were too drunk to do much
In a very few minutes their decks were
being swept, their guns knocked over,
their ports beaten from the side, and their
men driven from their posts. The pow-
der barrels exploded\ almost at each dis

the deck, littered anyhow, and she was on
fire in twenty places long before the crew
surrendered.

It seemed to Joe that he was adrift in a
torrent, flying down stream. It was all
black about him, a blakness full of roar-
ing ; and-water whirled in his mouth and
nostrils till he choked. The roaring grew
louder. He felt himself pitched down-
wards. - A vast weight of water beat upon
him, and then he was suddenly flung
ashore in a cave, with pebbles at his. feet
and a great dread shaking him. It was
dark enqugh, but not positively black, in
the cave, for the low roof glittered with'a
metal, and the water was bright, in
spangles, as it hurried past into‘the dark-
ness. As he arose to his feet it grew
lighter, and there was the little black hag
again, in her red dress, with the bitter
smile upon_her lips. She burst into a
narsh chattering laugh, like -the rapid
whirring of a cog-wheel. She spun round
nim once or twice gibbering with her
ips. Then she stooped before him,
plicked out a card, and thrust it into his
hand with a mocking bow. He stared at
ivstupidly for a moment before he turned
it over. It was a black card, black on
both ‘sides, of a black like the black of
swirling smoke, and its blackness made
him shudder. The hag watcheq his face
a moment; and broke into a violent and
mirthless merriment. - Her face wrinkled
in her laugh, and sharpened till she look-
ed like a vulture rocking with some
uncanny joy. Then she screamed in a
long, shrill, wailing scream like the
scream of night birds flying in a company.
She tossed. her hands. upward, and it
seemed to her victim that the wicked

» | figare vanished through his eyes, and as

charge, for the powder was in tubs about s

the ‘sconce, a :
g decﬂihu-ek ofaout. ST

“One hundred and three,” unpithe mm.cﬂwmin force, this

offiers.”

“that was a good crack you | gimply have robbed +hw army. The
gave him. Skase him. down among the

minaléy . vedizing that many men in Can-
ada would rather serve in the navy than

Late in the afternoon Joe woke from| he army, asked the Canadian Govern-

his fever.

lying near him.

“ Where am I1?” he cried.

* Hold your jaw !” said a hoarse -voice,
” Hold your jaw.
You're-aboard the frigate Swallow, if you
And you’ll be hanged for
a damned rogue to-morrow dawn."—From
A . Mainsail Haul, by John .Masefield.
London: Elkin Mathews. 3s. 6d. net.

through the grating.

want to know.

NEW FLOUR MILL FOR CHARLQTTE
COUNTY

Sl

To encourage the farfiiers of Charlotte
county to go in more extensively for the
raising of wheat, for whicn the soil is well

He was lying chained hand
and foot in a dark prison lit only by a
battle lamp. One side of him was pressed
against the bulkhead of the prison; the
other was riveted to a wounded man, a
man in high fever, who babbled in his
pain. He could distinguish other bodies

ment to raise five thousand  men for the
King's Navy.

This was at once agreed to by the Can-
adian Government, as a part of Canada’s
half million men for the Imperial service
overseas, with arrangements whereby
men enlisting for sea service shall be
given the same rates of pay and other
considerations as the land soldiers with
the expedmonary forces. No sea experi-
ence is necessary, and men physicially fit
between 18 and 38 are given the unusual
privilege of joining the Royal Navy at
full seaman’s rank, at @ wage many times
that paid in the British Navy, while they
are rated two ranks higher than that
allowed ordinary green recruits.

ASSESSMENT FOR PATRIOTIC FUND
IN NEW BRUNSWICK
i %

Fredericton, Jan. 4—New BrunstWick

adapted, L. B. Moore, of Moore’s Mills, is | cities, towns and municipalities will assess
to erect a $10,000 25-barrel capacity flour | for $524,790.13 for Canadian Patriotic
mill next July. The building will be|Fund in 1917, this amount having been
completed and ready for operation by the | agreed upon by the provincial government

time of the fall harvest.

. Moore ac-

in session last evening. The final amount

companied by Hon. Herbert H. Allan, of | is about $25,000 less than the apportion-
Dennysvil e, a former state senator of | ment submitted to the government by
Maine, and twice a member of the House | patriotic fund committees in this province,
of Representatives, was "g visitor in the | members of the government deciding that

city, registered at the Victyria. Mr.

a little over $24,700 was sufficient to allow

Allan s one of the largest dealers in|for shrinkage, instead of $50,000, as—at

potatoes in eastern Maine and has numer-
ous other interests throughout the Pine

Tree State.

first suggested.
The order-in-councj passed at.last even-
ing’s meeting compels the various cities,

A recent fire in Moore’s Mills deprived | towns and municipalities to make their
Mr. Moore of his grist mill, wagon facto-| first payment to the treasurer of the

ry, machine shop and saw mill.

But he | Canadian Patriotic Fund at Ottawa on or

believes so earnestly in the future of | before March 1, 1917. This payment

Charlotte county as a wheat growing{must  be
centre that he will devote a large share of | amount. Hereafter,
his time to developing the raising and |of one-twelfth must be made.

three-twelfths of the “total
monthly payments
The order-

milling of the grain there. For the first|in.council also empowers municipalities
year or so, Mr. Moore intends to bring|to borrow money, either by temporary
his wheat from the west, over the C. P. R.| |oan or otherwise, if their assessment is
lines, grind it in his mill and supply the | not made in time for payment.

local markets. With St. Stephen and
other growing commuities nearby, there
‘| is little doubt in his mind as to the de-
mand for the product and the excellent
marketing possibilities. He told a repre-
sentative of The Telegraph that if he
could but supply fifty pet cent. of the
flour used in his com:nunity he would be

satisfied.

St. John city, $150,000.

St. John county—Parishes of Simonds,
Lancaster and Musquash, $21,072.13.

Kings county, exclusive of town of
Sussex, $24,188.

Town of Sussex, $5,447.

Queens county, $11,739.98.

Albert county, $10,629.05.

Carleton county,

Mr. Moore’s mill will be the only one of | Woodstock, $38,652.49."

its kiud in the county. He says the

Charlotte county, exclusive of  towns of

farmers In Charlolte county have had an | S¢. Andrews, St. Stephen, Milltown anq
unprecedented year in so far as prosperity | St. George, $11,532.27.

is concerned, and were unable “to supply
the d°mand of the market.
or three years he expects to see a great
deal more attention devoted to the raising
of wheat in his neighbourhood, and says

Within two

Town of St. Andrews, $3,546

Town of Miltown, $3,836.25.

Town of St. George, $1,740.

Town of St. Stephen, $8,826.38.
Gloucester county, exclusive of town of

the farmers can find few products more | B thurst, $15,874.

profitable, with wheat commanding the

the present high levels.—St. Jokn Tele-

graph.

RECRUITING IN NEW BRUNSWICK
- L e

The official report of the result of re-

cruiting in the Province of New Brunswick, | towns of Newcastle and Chatham, $25,-

Town of Bathurst, $3,607.

Kent county, $14,749.98.

Madawaska county, exclusive of town
of Edmundston, $12 857.

Town of Edmundston, $4.579. ~

Northumberland, county, including

for home and overseas service, for the |817.88.

week ending Jan. 6, is as follows:

St. John Co.—
236th Battalion
Canadian Engineers
65th Field Battery
8th Field Am. Train
9th Siege Battery
165th Battalion
Machine Gun Draft
R.C.M.V.R.

Westmorland Co,—
Canadian Engineers
236:h Battalion
Draft D. A.C.
165th Battalion

York Co.—
236th Battalion
Oth Siege Battery

Carleton Co.—
65th Field Battery
Sth Siege Battery
236th Battalion
Composite Battalion

Restigouche Co.—
236th Battalion
. 9th Siege Battery
'Home Service

Victoria Co.—~
236th Battalion
9th Siege Battery
Home Service

Northumberland Co.~—
165th Battalion
Charlotte Co.
Albert Co.

Campbeliton and Dalhousie, $17,963.88.

including town of

Restigouche county, including towns of

16 Victoria county, exclusive of town of

12 | Grand Falls, $12'749.
Town of Grand Falls, $1,096.75-
" Westmorland county,

and city of Moncton, $33,116.03.
Town of Sunny Brae, $484.
Town of Shediac, $1.818.
Town of Sackville, $5,039.50.
City of Moncton, $16,265.58.

émr—lw»—-wm

$38,402.

. City of Fredericton, $25,000. -

- County of Sunbury, $357.48,
Total, $524,790.13.

lmmr—-ﬁ
ot

—Telegrath.

TR
s
for

——

w o 9

, exclusive of
towns of Sunny Brae, Shediac, Sackville

York county, including town of Marys-
ville, but excluding city of Fredericton,

{MUCH TRAVELLED MAN IN. COURT

Henri L. Ferrier appeared in the Harlem
Court to-day to reply to a charge made
by Patrolman Sexton, of the East 136th
Street station, with failing to haye a
muzzle on his Great Dane dog. Magis-
trate Breen suspended sentence, and then
halted court proceedings while Ferrier
told how he left Paris twenty-seven years
ago determined to visit every country on
the globe. He was dressed in a eorduroy
walking suit, hobnailed bocts, and soft
hat—his coat and-vest, and the cloth

A. KENNEDY: 4

Beaut:fugiﬁ' Situated on Water quta N

Rooms S

Trains
lied with H

ldRunmngWater ;
RATES-—SZOO to $2.50 per day. Spechlnﬁubvﬁewé&.

THE ROYAL HOTEL
ST. JOHN, N. B.
THE RAYMOND & DOHERTY CO., LTD.

200 Rooml, 75 with Private Bath. Elevater and All

veniences. Rate, A

Room and anal'.e

Plan, $3.50 a D
oy R

H. A. DOHERTY & T. K. RAYMOND, MANAGBIS

Gifts For

Ties,_

Umbrellas, Cuff Links,

Gloves, Handkerchiefs, Shirts, Braces.

The

Armlets, |

Special Discount on Our
‘Sweater Coats

It's a Pleasure to Show Our Goods—Give Us a Chance.
A Prompt, Courteo 1§ and. Efficient Service Rendered to
Every Customer, no Matter How Small the Purchase.

Sweatexs, Caps, Muﬁlm -
Garters, Hose, Tie Pins, - Shoes, aShppen. 3 |

Profit Sharing Checks Given With Every Dollar Purchase at

STINSON & HANSON

ST. ANDREWS, N. B.

L—O —-—-—.ﬂJ

-

~* XS THE EVENINGS GROW Lo‘mm

THE LAMP QUESTION

IS IMPORTANT

We have Hall"Lamps, Hanging
Lamps, and Table Lamps
ALL PRICES

We have also a complete stock of Dinner Sets, with

many open stock

patterns where you can buy just

what you need, and match up when you break a piece.

Everything in th

e-way of Fancy China. Giveusa

call and look over our stock.
Mail orders promptly attended to. .

R. D. ROSS & .CO.

ST, STEPHEN, N.B. -

: mrosr’oma

THE SCHOOL CHILDREN'S-FUND

RSy Sy

The New Brunswick school children's
contributiun to the Belgian Relief Fund is
$33,584.86, announcement to this effect
having been made at the Education Office
this morning. This amount has been
handed to Lieutenant Governor Wood and
forwarded by His Honor to the Lord
Mayor of London. A very favorable rate
of exchange was obtained and the contri-
bution in English money amounted to
£7,048. The success of this fund was
very gratifying to those in charge, the
amount secured being much larger than
anticipated, and great credit is due ‘the
school children and the teachers through-
out the province for the success of the
campaign.—Gleaner, Fredericton, Jan. 5.

THE NEW SWISS PRESIDENT
R W

"Edmund, Schulthess, the new Swiss
President for 1917, d the duties of
his office on January 1. He comes from
Brugg, Canton of Aargau, has been Vice-
President of the Confederation, and is_an
eminent lawyer. In the year 1914, whep
the war broke out, it was Dr. Arthur
Hoffmann, of St. Gall, also a German-
Swiss, who was the nation’s Chief Execu-
tive. Dr. Giuseppe Motta, a. reprelenu-
tive of the Italian-speaking Canton of
Ticino, succeeded him for 1915, and a
French-Swiss, Camille Decoppet, has been
holding the President’s office for 1916.
This arrangement illustrates the careful
consideration which is shown te each

region of the Alpine republic, and this is|é

a.llothereuonwhytheSwlsntﬁon.

Mr, Schulthess was born in the year |00(

/1868 at Villnachern, near the Baths of |

\ALSE tho‘obebehomeandlove
TI'll ne’er pursue revenge ;
For still the charmer I approve,
Tho’ I deplore her change.

In hours of bliss we oft have met.
They could not always last ;
And tho' the present I regret,
I'm grateful for the past.

_ Wnuam Ct;mnm
(Born 1670; died January.19, 1729.)

NORTH AMERICA WILL BE
DRAINED OF WHEAT
PRS-y
New York -Jan, 3.—& W,-

will be drained of whut be!ore a_new
crop year rolls around, withpdoeauu
sured only by human necessities for food.
Already we exported the majet portion of
our surplus, and that with only half the
crop vear gone.

"Thi-nutymmintohmoryuthe
worst season from an agncnlmrﬂmd‘
point that has been experienced by the
American farmer in many years,
last-fall, a winter of low temperature with
ice sheats covering the neold. wet
late spring, a summer of heat
and unprecedented drought and these ex-
tremess finally followed by a killing frost
wenhbdorethemaletpamm
only p:

corpse: !klﬁedwchkehimnlf.bib

though the skinny fingers clutched. at his Madawaska Co.
oouldnotpﬁr Hetriedwcrylknd;
: _arrest

heart from inside him. - In another second Querns and Sunbury counties

the cave had torn apart and flung hinr Co.

| upward. He gave a gasp and a cry and m"c"'co.

awoke in the darkness of the sail-locker, Gloucester

in a silence only broken by scuirying rats ‘“"“::‘“‘" ““""i“"”“""‘

¢ ; and the dull gurgling of the bilge. .

- ‘He picked himself up and went on deck, Total 94
throbbing like a drum. Hesaw ——

g‘nmmuuﬁmm shot: Mt M ww

LSdmsuch,intheCmmofAm-'

_;g
cocooo M-




