TTERS BUSTEENENS

Two Letters by the Mail Corres-
pondent, Now Dead.

S

E PROPHESIED

HIS OWN END.

as Sick of the Ladysmith Siege and Believed
He Would Never Leave the Town Alive—

Bombardment Did Neot Bother

Much—A

Day With the Famous Naval Guns—Boers

Were Busy on Sunday.

av. 26, 1899—I was going to give you
ther dose of the dull diary. But I
on't the heart. It would weary you
[ cannot say how horribly it would
Ty me.
. am sick of it. Everybody is sick of it.
-y said the force which would open the
. and set us going against the enemy
-uld begin to land at Durban on the 11th
L get into touch with us by the 16th.
it is the 26th; the force, they tell us,
: landed, and is somewhere on the line
«veen Maritzburg and Estcourt; but of
vanee not a sign.
“iuller, they tell us one day, is at Bloem-
.tein; next day he is coming round to
srhan; the next he is a prisoner in Pre-

ilic only thing certain is that, whatever
i.uppening, we are out of it. Vre kiow
tiing of the outside; and of the inside
.ev¢ is nothing to know.
\\ vary, stale, flat, unprofitable, the whole
g, At first, to be beseiged and bom-
wi-d was a thrill; then it was a joke;
- it is nothing but a weary, weary,
ry bore. We do nothing but eat and
‘ink and sleep—just exist dismally. We
e forgotten when the seige began; and
.. Ywe are beginning not to care when it

‘v my part, T feel it:will never end.
will go on just as now, languid fight-
languid cessation, for ‘ever and ever.
liall drop off one by one, and listless-

of old age. :
d in the year 2099 the New Zealand
.uarian, digging among the buried
tis of Natal, will come upon

The Forgotten 'Covwn

. Ladysmith. And he will find a hand-
.l of Rip Van Winkle Boers with white
lienrds down to their knees, behind quaint,
anvique guns, shelling a cactus-grown ruin.
in-ide, sheltering in holes, he will find a
you decrépid creatures, very, very old,
(e children born durng the bombard-
meat. He will take these links with the
1ast home to New Zealand. But they
will be afraid at the silence and security
sace. Having never known anything
Jombardment, they will die of terror

Bt . z

be it, I shall not be there to see. Bu
a1l wrap these lines up in a Red Cross
and bury them among the ruins o:
erry-grove, that, after the excava-
the unnumbered readers of the
Mail may in the enlightened year
:now what a seige and a bombdard-

were like.

netimes 1 think the siege would be

as bad without the bombardment.
. vome ways it would be even worse;
the bombardment is something to
e and talk of, albeit languidly. But
1 riege is an unredeemed curse. Sieges
. out of date. In the days of Troy, to
. besieged or besieger was the natural
. of man; to give ten years at a stretch
<o it was all in a life’s work; there war
-+hing else to do. In the days when a
.wt victory was gained one year, and
fast frigate arrived with the news the
a man still had leisure in his life for

. Year's Sieze Now and Again.

to the man of 1899—or, by'r Lady,
ng to 1900—with five editions of the
g papers every day, a siege it a
wd-fold a hardship. We make it a
wnve nowadays if we are a day behind
ews—news that concerns us nothing.
| here are we with the enemy ali
us, splashing melinite among.us in
hours of the day, and for the best
of a month we have not even had
ofinite news about the men for whom
ust wait to get out of it. We wait
wonder, first expectant, presently
etic, and feel ourselves grow old.
thermore, we are in prison. We
now what Dartmoor feels lile. 'The
:sed vagabond tires in a fortnight of
-opean capital; of Ladysmith he sick-
1 three hours.
n .when we could ride out ten or a
miles into the country there was
that was new, nothing that was in-
ing. Now we lie in the bottom of
wcer, and stare up at the pitiless
. hills that bark death. Always the
stiff, naked ridges, flat-capped with
-ntrenchurents—always, always the
As morning hardens to the brutal
¢ss of South African mid-day, they
in on you til Bulwan seems to
over vour very heads. There it is
over you, shady, and of wide pros-
and if you try to go up you are a
man.
~wvond is the world — war and love.
.vi» marching on Colenso, and all that
_rin holds dear in

% iittle Island Under the North Star.

1%::i you sit here to be idly shot at. You
e of it, but not in it—clean out of the
To your world and to yoursel
vou are every bit as good as dead—ex-
~ept that dead men have no time to fill
! know now how a monk without a vo-
eution feels. I know how a fly in a beer-
faortla feels.

! wnow how.it tastes, too. -

111 with it all there is the melinite and
hrapnel. To be sure they give us the
v pinprick of interest to be had in

rorhd.

f.iy~uith. It is something novel ito live
in this town turned -inside out.

\Vjicre people shourd be, the long, long
Jday ‘rom dawn to daylight shows only.a
dcad blank. .

\Wliere business should be, the sleepy
<l b¥mas droop. But where no business
~ionfd be—along the crumbling ruts that
leacf no whither—clatters wagon after
«wdgon, with curling whip-lashes and piles
oif hread and hay. |
” Where no peop'e should be—in the clefts |
4t the river bank, in bald patches of veldt I
ringed with rocks, in over-grown ditches |

—-all these you find alive with men and
beasts.

The place that a month ago was only
fit to pitch empty meat tins into is now
priceless stable-room; two squadrons of
troop-horses pack flank to flank inside its
shelter. A scrub-entangled hole, which
perhaps nobody save runaway Kaffirs ever
ccl foot in before, is mow the envied habi
tation of the balloon. The most worthless
rock heap below a perpendicular slope is
now

The Choicest of Town Lots.

The whole centre of gravity of Lady-
smith is changed. Its belly lies no longer
in the multifarious emporia along the
Righ-street, but in the earth-reddened,
half-invisible tents that bashfully mark
the commissariat stores. Its brain is not
the Town Hall, the best target in Lady-
smith, but headquarters under the stone-
pocked hill. The riddled Royal Hotel is
its social centre no longer; it is o the
trench-seamed Saiiors’ Camp or the wide-
swept shoulders of Caesar’s Camp that
men go to hear and tell the news.

Poor Ladysmith! Deserted in its mar-
kets, repcopled in its wastes; here ripped
wlth"gon splinters, there rising again into
rail-roofed, rock-walled caves; trampled
down in its gardens, manured where noth-
ing can ever grow; gkirts hemmed with
candbags and bowels bored with tunnels
—the Boers may not have hurt us, but
they have left their mark for years on
her.

They have not hurt us much—and yet
the casualties mount up. Three today, two
yesterday, four dcad or dying and seven
wounded with one shell—they are mnoth:
irg at all, but they mount up. I suppose
wa stand at about fifty now, afid there
will be more before we are done with it.
And then there are moments when even
this dribbling bombardment can be ap-
palling.

I happened into the centre of the town
one day when the two big guns were con-
centrating a cross-fire upon it.

First from one side the shell came tear-
ing madly in; with a shrill, -a blast. A
mountain of earth, and a hailstorm of
stones on iron roofs. IHouses winced at
the buffet. Men ran madly away from it.
A dog rushed out yelping—and on the
yelp, from the other quarter, came the
next shell. Along the broad stra'ght
slreet not a vehidle, not a white man
was to be seen. Only a herd of niggers
cowering under flimsy fences at a corner.

Another crash and quaking, and this
time in a cloud of dust an outbuilding
jumped and tumbled asunder. 4 horse
sireaked down the street with trailing
‘halter. Round the corner scurried the nig-
gers; the next was due from Pepworth’s.

Then the tearing scream; horror! it
was coming from Bulwan.

Again the annihilating blast, and not
ten yards away. A roof gaped and a housc
leaped to pieces. A black reeled over,then
terror plucked him up again, and sent him
vunning.

Head down, hands over ears, they tort
down the street, and from the other side
swooped down the implacable, irresistible
next.

You come out of the dust and the stench
5f melinite, not knowing where you were,
hardly knowing whether you were hit—
only knowing that the next was rushing
on its way. No eyes to see it, mo limbs
to cscape, no bulwark to protect, no army
to avenge. You squirm between iron fin
gers.

Nothing to do but endure.

G. W. Steevens.

Ladysmith, Dec. 6, 1899—*“There goes
that stinker on Gunn Hill,” said the cap-
tain. “No, don't get up; have some
draught beer.” :

I did have some draught beer.

“Wait and see if he fires again. If he
does we’ll go up into the conning-tower,
and have both guns in action toge—"

Boom! 'The captain picked up his stick.

“Come on,” he said.

We got up out of the rocking chairs and
went out past the swinging meat-safe, un-
der the big canvas of the ward room, with
its table piled with stuff to read. Trust
the sailor to make himself at home. As
we passed through the camp the blue-
jackets rose to a man, and lined up trimly
on either side. Lrust the sailor to keep
his self-respect, even in five weeks’ be-
leaguered ladysmith.

Up a knee-loosening ladder of rock, and
we came out on the green hill-top, where
they first had their camp. Among the or-
derly trenches, the sites of . the depored
tents, were rougher irregular blotches of
hole—footprints of shell.

“That gunner,” said the captain, waving
his stick at Surprise Hill, “is a German.
Nobody but a German atheist would have
fired at us at breakfast, lunch and dinner
the same Sunday. It got too hot when
he put one ten yards from the cook. Any-
body else we could have spared; then

We Had to Go.”

We come to what looks like a sandbag
redoubt, but in the eyes of heaven is a
conning-tower. On either side, fromn be-
hind a sandbag epaulement a 12-pounder
and a Maxim thrust forth vigilant eyes.
The sandbag plating of the conning-tower
was six feet thick and shoulder high; the
rivets were rved earth, loose but binding;
on the parapets sprouted tufts of grass,
unabashed and rejoicing in the summer
weather. Against the parapet leaned «
couple of men with the clean-cut, clean-
shaven jaw and chin of the naval oificer,
and a half-a-dozen bearded blue-jackets.
They stared hard out. of sun-puckered
eyes over the billows of kopje and veldt.

Forward we looked down on the one
4.7; aft we looked up to the other. On
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bow and beam and quarter we looked out
to the enemy’s fleet. Deserted Pepworth’s
was on the port bow, Gun Hill, under
Lombard’s Kop, on the starboard, Bulivan
abeam, Middle Hill astern, Surprise 1lill
on the port quarter.

Every outline was cut in adamant.

The Helpmakaar Ridge, with its little
black ants a-crawl on their hill, was crush-
ed flat beneath us.

A couple of vedettes racing over the
pale green plain northward looked as if
we could jump on their heads. We could
have tossed -a biscuit over to Lombard’s
Kop. The great yellow emplacement: of
tlte'r fourth big piece on Gun Hill stood
up.

Like a Spithead Fort.

Through the big telescope that swings on
its pivot in the centre of the tower you
could see that the Boers were loafing
round it dressed in dirty mustard-color.

“Left-hand Gun Hill fired, sir,” said a
bluejacket, with his eyes glued to bino*
culars. .

“At the balloon”—and presently we
heard the weary pinions of the shell, and
saw the little puff of white below.

“Ring up Mr. Halsey,” said the cap-
tain.

Then I was aware of a sort of tarpaulin
cupboard under the breastwork of creep-
ing trails of wire on the ground and of a
couple of sappers. i

The corporal turned down his page of
Harmsworth Magazine, laid it on the para-
pet, and dived under the tarpaulin.

Ting-aling-a-ling! buzzed the telephone
bell.

The gaunt up-towering mountains, the
long, smooth, deadly guns—and the tele-
phone bell!

The mountains and the guns went out,
and there floated in that roaring office of
the Daily Mail instead, and the warm,
rustling vestibule of the play-house on a
December night. This is the way we make
war now; only for the instant it was half
joke and half home-sickness. ‘Where were
we? What were we doing?

“Right-hand Gun Hill fired, sir,” came
the even voice of the blue-jacket. “At the
balloon.”

“Captain wants to speak to you, sir,”
came the voice of the sapper.

From Under the Tarpaulin.

Whistle and rattle and pop went the
shell in the valley below.

“(ive him a round both guns together,”
said the captain to the telephone.

«Left-hand Gun Hill fired, sir,” said the
blue-jacket to the captain.

Nobcdy cared about left-hand Gun Hill;
he was only a 4.7 howitzer; every glass
was clamped on the big yellow emplace-
ment.

“Right-hand Gun Mill is up, sir.”

Bang coughs the forward gun below us;
bang-g-g coughs the after gun overhead.
Every glass clamped on the emplacement.

“What a time they take!” sighs a lieu-
tenant—then. a leaping cloud a little in
front and to the right.

«“Damn!” sighs a peach-cheeked mid-
shipman, who—

“Qh, good shot!” For the second has
landed just over and behind the epaule-
ment. Has it hit the gun?

“No such luck,” says the captain; “ he
was down again five seconds after we
fired.”

And the men had all gone to carth, of
course.

Ting-a-1' ng-a-ling!

Down dives the sapper, and presently
nis face reappears, with “Headquarters to
speak to you, sir.” What the captain said
to Headquarters is not to be repeated by
the profane; the captain knows his mind,
and speaks it. As soon as that was over,
ting a-ling again.

«Mr. Halsey wants to know if he may
fire again, sir.”

“He may have one more’—for shell is
still being

Saved for Christmas.

.

It was all quite unimportant and prob-
ably quite ineffective.- At first it staggers
you to think of mountain-shaking bang
can have no result; bat after a little ex-
perience and thought you see it would be
a miracle if it had. The emplacement 1s
a small mountain in itself; the men have
run out into holes. Once in a thousand
shots you might hit the actual gun and
destroy it—but shell is being saved for
Christinas.

If the natives and deserters are not 1y-
ing, and the sailors really hit Pepworth’s
Long Tom, then the gunner may live' on
his exploit for the rest of his life.

“We trust we’ve killed a few men,”’
says the captain, cheerily; “but we can’t
hope for much more.”

And yet, if they never hit a man, this
handful of sailors have been the saving of
Ladysmith. You don't know, till you have
tried it, what a worm you fecl when the
enemy is plugging shell into you and you
can’t possibly plug back. Even though
they spared their shell, it made all the
world of difference to know that the sail-
ors could reach the big guns il they ever
became unbearable. )¢ makes all the dif-
ference to the Boers, too, I suspect; for
as sure as Lady Ann or Bloody Mary gets
on to them they shut up in a round or
two. To have the very men among you
makes the difference between rain water
and brine.

The other day they sent a 12-pounder
up to Caesar’s Camp under a boy who, if
he wera not commanding big men round
a big gun in a big war, might with luck
Le >
In the Fifth Form.

“There’s a 94-pounder up there,” said
a high officer, who might just have been
his grandfather.

«All right, sir,” said the child, serenely,
“we’ll knock him out.”

He hasn’t ki%cked him out yet, but he
is going to next shot, which in a siege is
the next best thing.

In the meantime he has had his gun’s
name, “Lady Ellen,” neatly carved on a
stone and put up on his emplacement.
Another ginpit bears the golden legend
«Princess Victoria Battery,” on a board
elegant beyond the dreams of suburban
preparatory schools, A regiment. would
have had no paint or gold-leaf; the sailors
always have everything. They carry
their home with them, self-subsisting, self-
relying. Even as the constant blue-jacket
gays, “Right Gun Hill up, sir,” there
floats from below ting-ting, ting-ting,
ting.

Five bells.

The clock-rending double bang floats
over you unheard; the hot iron hills swim
away.

Five bells—and you are on deck, swish-
ing through cool blue water among white-
clad ladies in long chairs, going home.

O Lord, how long?

But the sailors have not seen home for
two years, which is two less than their
usual spell. This is their holiday.

“Of course, we enjoy it,” they say, al-
most apologising for saving us; “we so
seldom get a chance.”

The Royal Navy is the salt of the sea
and the salt of the earth also.

G. W. STEEVENS.

NEW BRUNSWICKER KILLED.

Michael Tracy Lost His Life
In the Philippines,

TORTURED BY NATIVES.

He Was In the American Army and
With Two Comrades Fell Behind
a Marching Column and Was
Captured, Tortured and Killed--
Was a Native of Woodstock.

Boston, TFeb. 15—A speccial cablegram
to the Globe from a correspondent at
Hoilo says:—

“It has just been discovered as the re-
sult of an investigation: that three Massa-
chusetts . sqldiers of the 26th Regiment,
U. S. V., have been tortured to death
by insurgents.

“The men were Dennis Hayes, William
Dugan and Michael ‘I'racey, privates of
Co. ¥, under Captain William M. Tuth-
erly. They remained behind the column
at Calinog last November, to get a tuba,
and refused to accompany the corporal
sent by Capta‘n Tutherley to bring them
aionz.

“Ihey were captured by the insurgents
hanging on the rear of the column and
were cruelly tortured and murdered by
the rebels in the public plaza of Calinog,
the action being countenanced by the
padre. (Spanish priest).

“I'he padre has since left his parish
for the mountains. When the men remain-
ed behind they had with them ther full
equipment * of arms and ammunition,
which was captured. All three men were
members of Co. ¥, 26th Regiment.

“William Dugan, who was 26 years old,
enlisted at Springfield, Mass., giving Pat-
rick Dugan of Leominster, this state, as
his nearest kin.

“Dennis L. Hayes enlisted at Platts-
burg Barracks, N. Y. He was 29, and
was a son of Mrs. Jeremiah Hayes of
Concord, Mass. .

“Michael. racey, was 21, and enlisted
at Lawrence. In the regimental roster,
Alex. Tracey of New Brunswick, is given
as his nearest of kin.”

Lowell, Mass., ¥eb. 15—Michael Tracey
came to Lowell from Woodstock, N. B.,
about three years ago. He enlisted in
Lawrence, Mass. Tracey was formerly a
night watchman in the Tremont and Suf-
folk mills in this city. He is survived by
his father, Alexander 'I'racey, two
brothers, Daniel and Alexander, and five
sisters, all cf whom are at home in Wood-
stock, N. B.; with the excéption of three
sisters in Bangor, Me.

ALMOST A WRECK IN MAINE.

St. Stephen, N. B., Feb. 14—The very
heavy rain storm on Tuesday loft the
sireets mnearly bare of snow ‘and many
cellars were flooded with gurface water.
An accident was barely averted on the
W. C. R. R. at Harrington when a span
of the bridge at that place was carried
away a few m'nutes after the evening ex-
press train crossed. A force of men were
sent out from Calais during the night"to
make repairs.

Mr. W. H. Allen, the well known cus-
toms official of Calaig, wa§ buried Tues-
day - afterncon,under the’ auspices of the
G. A. R. post.

The many friends of Mrs. J. N. Clarke
will regret to learn that she has been quite
ill during the past week.

Would-be mine owners are prospecting
for the precious minerals on both sides of
the river. Calais men are more persistent
at this time of the year and think the
vein of the Carroll and Hall mines cross
the St. Croix and that quite a mining
boom will be on in the spring.

David Maxwell, C. E., i3 home on a
short visit. Mr. Maxwell is employed on
the works at Sydney and reports a b'g
beom on at that place, with plenty work
for all who may go there.

SUSSEX NEWS.

Patriotic Fund Concert--A Marriage
--Medley Memorial Hall--Increase
in the Insurance Rates.

—

Sussex, N. B., Feb, 15—A concart in aid
of the Patriotic Fund will be held shortly.

Frank L. Goddard, of Springdale, and
Miss Cora Berry, of Sussex, were mariied
yesterday at the home of the bride’s mother,
the Rev. W. Camp officiating. The bappy
couple wi'l reside at Springdale.

A mecting will be held at the Oddfellow’s
hall (brick block) on Morday evening next,
for the purpose of orgunizing a Red Cross
society. The meeting has been called in re-
sponse to a letter received from Lady Tilley
of St. John.

The handsome and spacious new building
in connection with Trinity church and
known as the Medley Memorial Hall, is
about completed and will be open to the
public on Tuesday evening uext, when a
hot supper and concert will be provided,
and it is to be hopel there will be a full
house on this occasion.

To the Jadies of Trinity church sewing
circle great credit is due for the substautial
financial aid given by them to the building.

The hall will be quite an addition to the
many new buildings here. and will mark a
new era in the history of Trinity chucch,
Sussex.

The contract for the building was pushed
forward steadily and satisfactorily by the
firm of Wallace Bros. of this place.

Hariy Brown, who has been on the Sus-
sex Record staff for the past eight years,
lett for Campbellton the first of the week to
fill the position of foreman on the Lesti-
gouche Telephone. Previous to his de-
parture he was tendered a complimentary

this beartifnl Houvy Go
Chain Bracrlet for sell'ng only one aores
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dinner at Brown’s Cafe by he Citizens
Band of which he was a leading member.

The 30 per cent raise in insurance rates
that has been mooted for some little time,
and which the advocates against incorpora-
tion claimed was merely imaginary,becomes
a reality on March Ist. The fire under-
writers decided at a meeting held in St.
John on Monday to raise the rate as before
mentioned on account of the inadequate
water ~supply at Sussex for fire protec-
tion.

ABANDONED BRIG PASSED.

The J. C. Hamlin of Liverpool, N .,
but Largely Owned in Portland.

Boston, Feb. 16.—The British brig J. C.
Hamlin, jr., from Turks Island January 15
for Portland, Me., with salt, was passed
abandoved February 12 in lat. 37.20 north
and longitude 27.16 west. The vessel was
apparently in good condition excepling the
bowsprit, foremast and after boat were
gone, The decks looked to be in good
shape. There is no trace of the crew. The
Hamlin is owned in [iverpool, N. S.

Portland, Me, Ieb. 16.—The officers
and crew of the J. C. Hamlin were as fol-
lows: Thomas Suttin, master; G. Steffens,
first mate; I. A. Trankenfeller, seeond
mate; John MecLachlin, steward; Andrew
Murphy, Patrick F. Britt, Flect C. Vout,
Alex Daffrood and Magunus Lunde, seamen.

The brig while of British register practi-
cally made Portlaad her home port, and
Mr. J. H. Hamlin of this city was one of
the largest owners in her.

Philadelphia, Pa., Feb. 16.—The British
steamer Bloomfield, now at Marcus Hook
from Cette, reports that on February 12, in
Jat. 37.20 north, long. 67.16, passed the
abandoned British brig J. C. Hamlin, jr.
The brig was apparently in good condition
with the exceptiou of the loss of the bow-
sprit, foremast and after boat.

Chatham News.

Chathamn, Feb. 1+—The Miramichi Na-
tural History Bociety celebrated their
second anniversary on Tuesday eveniag by
holding an ‘At Home” in the council cham.
ber of the Town hall. Aboat 200 guests
were prescnat.

Bishop Barry arrived here ycsterday
afternoon. -In the evening a musical and
literary entertainment was he!d in the con-
vent in his honor. Addresses were made
by Bishop Rogers, Bishop Barryand the
Rev. Father Mcrrissey. Bishop Parry offi-
ciated at the regular 8 o’clock mass this
morning, after which many members of the
congregation went to the bishop’s parlors to
receive his lordship’s blessing.

A very handséme silver cup is on exhibi-
tion in Mr. Edward Johnstone’s book store.
This cup has beeu presented to the Chatham
Curling Club by Mr. Jas. Robinson, M. P.,
and is to be played for as the rinks decide.

Mayor Winslow has returned from his
trip to St. John.

DEATHS IN ST. JOHN COUNTY.

Mace’s Bay, Feb. 13.—The community
was startled a few days since by the in-
telligence of the death of Mr. William
Correscaden, one of the oldest residents
of this place. Mr. Correscaden had started
on the evening of Feb. 1 to walk to —.p-
per Har,” but only succeeded in reach-
ing the home of Mr. Anthony.Thomson,
where he fell unconscious and soon ex-
pired. The deceased was 68 years of age
and leaves a widow, five sons and two
daughters. The remains were interred in
the Church of England burying greund at
Dipper Harbor.

Death too has entered the homie of Mr.
Alfred Hope, of Little Lepreaux, taking
therefrom the eldest daughter, Mary, a
bright lovable young girl who for months
had borne without a murmur the heavy
hand of sickness.

ST. STEPHEN NEWS.

St. Stephen, Feb. 16.—The mnew civic
league recently organized at Calais held a
public meeting last night and several
speakers were outspoken in denouncing
the authoritics for not enforcing the pro-
hibitory and other laws.

Mr. C. E. Rose, who has for years been
the mechanical manager for the Calais
Times, has taken charge of the Calais Ad-
vertiser, of which he will be editor and
publisher.

Mr. George Ray, formerly of Milltown
and now speaker of the Wisconsin house
of representatives, is prominently men-
tioned for Republican candidate as gov-
ernor of that state. Another instance of
the ability and popularity of New Bruns-
wick boys.

C. P. R. IMMIGRATION LITERATURE.

The Canadian Pacific Railway Company
has just issued two excellent immigration
pamphlets for 1900—“Western Capada” and
“British Columbia”-—which contain a great

deal of useful and accurate information

about the country west of Lake Superior,
and are of special interest to those who con
template settling cither in the Canadian
Northwest or British Columbia. Large
editions of these pamphlets are distributed
gratuitously in (ireat Britain and the United
Siates, as well as throughout the Dominion,
and are eagerly read by those who are seek-
ing 8 new home and desire to know some-
thing of the best country in the world in
which to find one.

COURTS.

Replevin Suit Bezun.

Dorchester, Feb. 16.—The case
Charles Willis vs. David Wheaton,
action in replevin to recover value of seven
carloads of lumber which plaintiff, who
is purchasing agent for a large Knglish
lumber company, claims defendant,
Wheaton, sold to him, was commenced
betore His Honor Judge Hanington yes-
The defendant denies having sold
the lumber. Mr. B. B. Teed and Mr. M.
(. Teed appear for plaintiff; Messrs.
Powell, Bennett and Harrison for the de-
fendant.

of
an

terday.

Funeral of F. H. Risteen.
Fredericton, Feb. 16.—The funeral of the
late F. H. Risteen took place this afternoon
and was one of the largest seen here for
years. Among the mourners were members
and officials of the provincial legislature
and leading citizens, all anxious to pay their
respects to his memory. The tloral offer-
ings were beautiful,
he house adjourned this afterneon to
give all membeis an opportunity to attend
t1e funeral.

Because a man’s a barber that does not
g've him any license to lather his wife.
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(OHR'S RESTORINE :-

New Century,—the most wonderfui Medicine ever s
covered. It’is astounding the Medical

world. 10.000

cured in one month in Paris. The National

Medical Board has recommended this Remedy for use

e Insane Asylums where, as is well known, a

majority of the maleinmatesare victims of lost Vitality

most terrible form. In Kurope the remedy is

endorsed by all governmentsand is now used as a
Specific in the great standing armies of both France
and Germany. Stops
so that they never rezurn.

losses in from seven to ten days
Drains entirely cease

a few day’s treatment. The skin becomes clean,

the eyes bright. Confidence returns. step elastic, howels
" regular. X
mory, the mind becomes bright and active. A Fi
for Brain and Dlcod.

how chronic the case.
and address plainly written anda
of Restorine will be’ sent FREE

Headaches disappear. No more weak me-
A permanent cure no matter
Just send us to«day your name
5 days treatment
in plain sealed pack-

Do not hesitate a moment. We will treat you

with success and with hionest confidence.

Dr. KOMR MEDICINE CO., P.O. DRAWCR [ 2341, MONTREAL:

A FIRST CONTINGENT MAN.

A Breezy Letter from One of

the St. John Boys.

THE TORONTO'S FAVORED.

e

Colonel Otter Gave Them the First
Chance, and the Reports Were
All Toronto---The Story of a
Fence, Another of a Star--Varie-
ties of Weather.

One of the privates in company *“G”
of the first contingent, now in-South Af-

rica, writes a very interesting letter to

Major W. C. Magee which is as follows:—
Belmont, South Afsica, Jan. 4, 1900.
Dear Sir,—1 thought I would write a
few lines to let you know how we are get-
ting on. The boys are all well. Jack Me-

Dermott is down at Cape Town doing
g

guard over the goods we left there. Al
we carry is our great coat and a change
of shirt and socks.
down at the Cape. We have plenty of
duty to do as we supply nearly all the

outposts and there are a large number of

posts.

I can’t write you much about the war
as you can read more in your own papers
New Year’s day “C’ company
(Col. Otter’s company) went out with the
Queensland Mounted Infantry and Royal

about it.

Horse Artillery to Douglas, a place about

25 miles out, to attack a position held by

the Boers there. I suppose you have seen

all about it in the papers long before this
“(” company
so does Col.

Of course
and

reached you.
comes from Toronto
Otter.

When we came to Belmont there was
a fine camping ground near the station.
The colonel started us building a fort.fi-
cation around it. KEvery day in the broil-
ing sun fatigue parties slaved on until we
had a wall of stone and earth about a
hali mile or more long and five feet high.
When everything was finished a staff offi-
cer came up and asked him what he want-
ed to build death traps like that for. Then
we had to move camp over the track on a

sandy plain where we get piles of dust.

I've read a big pile about Africa but
The country
in this district is all sand plains and rocky
mountains and the greatest variety of
weather. Getting up in the morning you
About 9
o’clock you get roasted to death with the
sun and frozen to death with the wind
and then about dinner time along comes
a typhoon or sand storm that. no Canadian
Atter
that it clears up for about an hour, then
locusts, one that
Then up come a lot of
clouds from nowliere and we have a tropi-
Then it is fine for an hour,
then a sunset that could mot be put on
canvas, mixed with thunder and lightning.
We then turn in and put on our great |
coats and pull our caps over our ears.
When the showers come the drops must
be measured in buckets but when the rum
is issued it is measured in thimble fulls.

January 7—Since starting this note 1|
I had
1 thought I would be all right
and went out on outpost duty but betore |

I fail to see anything of it.

have to put on an overcoat.

snowstorm could hold a candle to.

we have a storm of
clouds the sun.

cal shower.

have been placed on the sick list.
dysentry.

my tour of duty ended 1 could hardiy
stand. Nothing weakens a fellow as

quick.
and feel a great deal better.

The column that went to Douglas has
returned, bringing back 42 prisoners, the |
our own and
a large number of refugees. 1t was a piti- |
see the women carrying their |

wounded of the Boers and

ful sight to

Everything else is

1 was to the hospital this morning

very fast. Well, I did not know what to
| do. I reported to the sergeant of the
| guard. He said as long as I was sent T
| must report, so up I goes and wakes the
oficer. Well, the boys got hold of it and
the sergeant heard it more than once.
We got a new captain in the form of
Captain McDonald, formerly of the Fred-
ericton Infantry School, and a fine man
he is; cool as can be. The other day an
alarm was given and he remained cool as
if nothing was the matter. Please write
a few lines.

I remain,
i Yours truly,
R. G.
Address “G Company, Royal Canadian
Regiment, South Africa.

TE\TH OF ISAAC A. PALMER.

By the death of Isaac A. Palmer, which

| orcurred at his residence Douglas Harbor,
Queen’s Co., on the 6th inst., that commu-
nity loses one of its oldest aud most re-
spected residents. Mr. Palmer was born in
Canning. Queens Co., in November, 1824,
| and marrielin Jonuary 1854, Lizzie, eldest
| daughter of the late Deacon Jaryis Esta- ;
brooks, who, with one son, survives him,/
and mourn the loss of a kind husband and
an indulgent parent.

Mr. Palmer was for many years President
of the Grand Lake Branch Bible Society,
and the present prosperous condition of that
institution is largely due to his untiring
z3al in, and devoticn to the cause.

Although of an unassuming disposition
he always took an active part in everything
that had for its ohject the moral improve-
mant and spiritual advancement of his fel-
low-man. Possessed of a kind heart and
generous disposition, he won for himself a
host of friends who will cherish his memory
as a man of high moral attainments and
christian principles.

Wedding Anni\;ersary.

Springfield, Kings County, Feb. 15.—On
Tresdav evening, February Gth, the many ¢
frierds of Mr, and Mrs. William Urquhart,
of Springfield, Kings county, met to cele-
brate the twenty-filth anniversary of their
marriage, the day being Mr. [ﬁqnh&rt’a
62nd birthday. .

After one hundred and ten people had
partaken of a sumptuous repast the com-
pany gathered jn the different rooms to en-
joy themselves.

Deacon Lemuel E. Spragg expressed the
pleasure all felt in attending’ the festival,
and wished Mr. and Mrs. Urqubart many
bappy years in the future.. Mr. Ur m
replied thanking their many idem?z ;i
their kindness and for the many useful &
clegant gifts. ’

o
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TO REDUCE RAILWAY FARES.

Portland, Me., Feb. 16.—At the directors
meeting of the Maine Central R. R. Co.
held today a revision of the passenger
tariff rates was unanimously agreed upon,
to take effect March 1, which makes a
material reduction in the passenger rates
over its main line and branches, and re-
duces the fare, which in some instances
was as high as five cents a mile, so that
in no case will the fare after the first of
March exceed threec cents per mile.

As the average life of a car wheel is ten
years, there are needed 1,200,000 new
wheels every year to replace those worn out
in the service.
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IN STOCK.
70 Pails and Tubs Pure Lard;
Choice Hams and Bacon;
20 Bbls. Silver Skin Onions;
20 Bbls. choice Apples.
PRICES LOW.

JAMES COLLINS,

I
i 210 Union Strect, St. John, N. B.

95 Cut this ont and return
to us, with name of
your nearest express office
_and we will send this wateb
there jor you to It is an
open-face, gold-plated, dust
<az0, handsomely amavad. ted
with American model 7 jewelled

rabies aboi g nth old, | stem wind aud set movemen!
babies, some aboa_b a mol . s | | m.::'
a great many having nothing ut | [ oatin ieca. _'l"-“n
what they had on their backs. Otlvnf:rs‘ gn%%;c%‘!gt%ho,.oovﬂ"v
with a little bundle or a tea kettle. The truding “p *1f, on

majority came from comfortable homes.

One lady belonged -to Ottawa.

the papers.
despatches called “C”
ontos,” and the scction that did the charge
was a transfer from another company.
They also called the Maxim “the Toronto
Maxim,” when they only had one corporal
in it. “G” company had two; one lance
corporal from the Island, and Private
(icorge Campbell, formerly of “1Y’ eom-
pany, 62nd Battalion.

company ‘‘the Tor-

We had a great Christmas dinner. We |
had one regular punk and tea, a piece of |
pudding, 1} inches by 2 by 1, and after 2 |
great deal of talk the commanding officer |
paraded us and told us not to get fussie |

over the beer. Then we each got a half-

pint of beer.

flags, clothing, saddles, cartridges, ete.
Mr. Jones sent a shell home and it cost
him $2.90.

and shipped it. 1f I can get a parcel

down I will send you some white flags |

and cartridges, but it is hard to get a par-
cel down.
post duty. The sergeant fell asleep and
left the sentry on for three hours.
pretty hard for N. C. 0., as he can’t go

to sleep at all by night, and as he has to

stop in one spot the eyes often begin to

drop. I was on railway patrol the other

night and one very bright star came up
about 2 o’clock a. m. Tt looked
powerful light.

port to the field officer. By the time

got to camp the star had got up quite a l

distance in the sky as such stars travel

1 suppose
vou have read the account of the fight in |
In the Cape Town papers the !

There ave plenty of curios
lying about the hills, such as shells, white

lle got it taken to the Cape |

There's a serzeant and private
up for court martial sor sleeping .on out-

It’s |

like a
The sergeant in charge

sent me with a man back to camp to re- | ol
1 | mail your watch free. Unsold Doylie |}

we
the e
SR, B
-Terry Watch Coes
Toxronto. Cane

FAMILY KNITTER,
Eimplest, Cheapest Beat.

AGENTS WANTED.

Write tor particulsrs, Dune
ds«w Kot tiog Machine Co.,
Dundaas, Ont.

PRICE §$8 00

q

Mention this paper,

Bostou, 9 A #hburicn Place,
BO:TUx UNIVE&SITY

Law School.
Full form opens Wednesday, Ccet. 4,
circulars sddress 5
NAMUERL C, BExNETT, Dean.

For

CASH

Paid for co signmexatsolf

Oats and Potatoss,

N S. SPRINGER. - - St. John,, N

This beautiful little
Lady's Watch for
selling 3doz. of
our fullsized Liien Doylies at
10 cents epch. Fine Boy's Jig
‘Watch for i*uw‘.'du:. Latest
and prettiest designs: sell at sighi.

| No Money Required. Simply. g
write and we send lies pottr-h{
Sell them, return money, an .

returnable,

LINEN DOYLEY CO.
BOX ©0, TORONTO




