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rises as we doze to sleep on our arms.
‘“Seven o'clock. Confused exclama-
[tions, the rattling of bayomets. We
jare awake in an instant. Did we
sleep two hourg or two seconds? ‘The
/sun has climbed high and its gentle
. warmth makes us forget the clammy

|stones of the raftroad bed. We wrud.
‘vance in Indian dle, treading the mud- “Ddwn the line W 'whistle signal

dy and difficult trails, pipe im mouth,

, boys’ shouts one humorous one.
!“Don’t forget to number your kills.
And a laugh runs down the line.

The Battle at the Farm

“We halt once more, and now the
,engagement opens. Several huge
'shefls go Screaming past our heads,
and our sgeventyfives take up their
|song. Peering through the branches
{we are able to see the ground we are
to traverse. Great fields of beets, with
he:
ten to the road from R— to St.
M- 'On _our left, on the border of
, two big b farm

em. - ;

“The batterles are hunting for one
Above our heads more
ubes circle. Have they discovered

{Happily their range is too long, and
itheir shells burst 300 yards to our

rear,
“Agents of communication, papers
in hand, go from one end of the line
to the other. One approaches.
“‘Are you the Thind, Captain B—7
St (. :
| “‘Wheresis he?™ *., _
[ *‘Down there. .
* “Thanks;* then:as he runs off, ‘you

@are going to advance with the Zou-|

aves and the Turcos!’

“A moment later the chiefs of sec-
tions are d to dn. It
{is about to begin. 'We look at each
other, a dit nervous. Bach one undoes
bis packages of cartridges, sees that
fhis breech-bolt slides easily, that his
bayonet is firmily fixed, adjusts his sus-
penders and haversack. It is an old
story, this preparation for action, but

and there clumps off trees ex-|.

dure. ‘We follow their course closely.
‘They have reached the clump of trees.
‘They pause, then, pieces in hand,
into it. In & moment s serg-
eant reappears and waves his rifle at
arm's - length, The wood is wunoccu~

{

tills. We leave our cover. It was
mone too soon, for ¢he G shells

s

back to the canal in the meighborhood

Q \

of B

of Poek tle and

The f

2
MILES !

™ After the Germans crossed the Yser Camal at Steenstraete and Het Sas, north of Ypres, the French troops fell
i The British further south were obliged to readjust their line
to keep in contact with the French and withdraw nearer to Ypres. The Germans then advanced from the direction
d the village of St. Jullen and the Sclaert farm, which is a little to the southwest. Ad-
vancing from the canal, they also captured Liserme, from which they now have been driven out by the Belgians.

stin from the region of St. Eilol in a curve through Hill No. 60 and back to the Yser
Canal, which positions are held by the British, on the west of the canal to Boesinghe, where the French are sta-
tioned, and further morth, where the Beigians are Bolding the line at Lizerne and beyond.

were coming close. Rapidly we ad-
vance in skirmish order, flanked by a

hind. Some one else shouts their
names, their home towns. It is the

of % and & of
Turcos, one on each side-—white and

through the
soft earth, the sun shining brightly
over -us—4it is wonderful day, A
light breeze lifts the leaves of
the trees, some sparrows fly from the
(s h as we adva Above our
heads a Taube—damnable bird—goes
fiying for thelr lines at top speed. The
ree in one suppie line,
press on with the familiar accompani-
ment of clicking bayonets and

it The de 4s at its

twenty seconds -before, Sapristl, we
must burry!

: Crash of Bursting Shrapnel,

“The Zouaves fncrease their gait!
we follow, with the Muncos close be-
hind, Crash! Three German shrapnel
burst over our heads and actuated by
@ common impulse we dll throw our
selves on the ground. But too late,
Shrieks of pain, & ocomrade who

covered with blood and mud,
other bodies that do not move—all
these remind s on this fine moming
that we are mot at manoeuvres,

“We bound to our feet and hurry on,
our hearts hardendd by similar epec-
tacles, but rage clenches our hands
upon our pleces. Out of breath, we
reach the shelter of woods end sit
down to get our breath while the op-
posing shells scream over qur heads
and burst harmlessly dn the beet field
behihd us.

* ‘Who went down?* asks some one
of the uniforms dotting the flelds be<

ELAD NEWS TO:ALLWITH

INSEANT ‘RELIEF—FEW HOUBS'FOB CURE!

e

BAD. GOLOS

{Nothinpd{lmtoﬂdoneo.
is se Invariably~Sure te
 QOure-as*“Catarrhezone’™

Just. Breathe- Catarrhozone!

The Oszomated Alr Cure, better
. Enown. as “Catarrhozone” is death to

| colds. osone” writes J. H. Galvia, of Port
- | .3

o h‘:luum.at t.hoplnawoodl.m. throat trouble or Bromchitis, Catarrh-

I Soothing and antiseptic, it gives in-| 0300e 18 & specific. I know ecores of

stant hawking | PeoPle Who use Catasr and all

and i speak wonders of its merit”

zone, slmpletosus becauss yow dreathe

Get the complete $1.00 outfit,dt does
Fthe work sure. Small size 50c; sampla
or trial size 25¢c..8Sold by dealers every
‘where.

formerly known as the CHARLES

apply to

Farm For Sale

One of the begt old colonlal homestead farmé In Kings county,

Springfield, one and half miles from the boat landing at Hatfield's
Point and seven miles from Norton station with a two-family house In
good repair and two barns, one new last summer with hog house and
| hennery. This farm Is a self-contained hay farm with about forty
acres of flowage Intervale; will give annually from eighty to 100 tons
of hay, together with a large range of pasture land.
forty shéep or without to suit purchaser,

J.-E. MACAULEY & CO.
Lower Mu_m, Kings Co., N. B,

GUNTER FARM, situated In

Will seli with
For further Information

usual ison. Happily our seventy-
fives are still chanting, without pause,
and their well-known voices give us
heart. They must be doing good work
-they are preparing for us a fine
salmi of Boches! Now come our sup-
ports, debouching from the woods be-
hind us. Forward! We force  our
way through the brush, uniforms
twisted, hands torn by thorns, ‘and
arrive at the end of the wood.

“The farm is in plain view, at a
distance of 1,200 metres.” Its shutters
are closed, there is no sign of life
through its open coukt yard doors. ‘A
helmeted head appears. A German,
a pail in each hand, followed by two
others also carrying pails, runs around
the corner of the farm and suddenly
disappears in the ground to the rignt.
Then we perceive for the first time
@ long mound of earth in the midst of
the leaves, and to the right another
one. Trenches! It is there they are,
then, and we will not obtain the farm
without a struggle. But at least we
will be fighting in the open'and the
certainty gives us joy. Two Taubes
pass over our heads and down flutters
8 long string of tinsel that glitters in
the sunlight. It is a signal. A mo-
ment later a battery “of twenty-one
centimetre guns hurls six great shells
| that tear up the vegetables one hund-
red metres in front of us.

into the Hall of Bullets.

* ‘Forward’ shouts our captain, and
jumps out in front, The command
takes us unawares, and by the time
we have adjusted our haversacks he
is nearly ten yards in front of us. A
hail of bullets whistle past him as he
turns to us, sword in hand, with “ace
pale and resolute, with gleaming eyes,
and cries ‘Come on my friends.” We
ace already beside him. With heads
bent we rush through the storm.
With the shriek of a thousand steam
whistles six more shells fall just
where we were the instant previous.
and we hurl ourselves into the holes
that the first ones made—lucky holes!
From the shelter we open fire on the
helmets and fatigue caps that appear
from time to time back of the trenches
while the captain, with a wound in
his arm, curses because his orderly
holds him by main force and gives
him first aid.

“The cannon roar ceaselessly and
the shrapnel is tearing up the beet
field. The Zouaves on our left come
running up likle rabbits, laughing
under the deadily hail and shouting
defiance to the Prussians, To the
right the Turcos with gleaming black
faces and strange guttural cries, ar
rive on the line. All at once, not
twenty yards from the farm, two,
three, four shells burst in a space of
a few yards,

“ ‘It’s all right now,’ cries my neigh-
bor. ‘Our seventy-fives are getting
the range.’

“You'll see them dance in a-mo-
ment,” chimes another.

“The second volley falls short on
the edge of the trenches, and we clwer
as’' we see helmets and arms fiy into
the air. But volleys are still coming
in our direction, cooling our curiosity
a bit. The captain with his good arm
has trained his glasses on the German
trench.

Creep up-on-Trénches

“Great spouts of earth and flame
rise from the German trench as the
netx rafale of shells from our battery
—all four of them—drop neatly into
the trench. Their fire diminishes for
the moment.

“‘Forward!’ The Captain rushes
out a8 he shouts, only to fall as three
balls hit him. He rises to his knees,

turns his agonized face to us, calls
out ‘Forward! France'—and dles, . The

Lieutenant yaves us on as he adyan-
ces afid a thousand roars of anger tell
him that we are following. Shells and
rifie bullets shriek about us—deadly
bees that strike our comrades down.
Some fall without a sound, others roll
cursing on the ground. The Lieuten-
ant drops andl the First Sargeant, tak-
ing his place, calls:to us to halt. We
throw ourselves ' panting on the
ground,

“We-arer still 600 yards- from the
farm and ave gpent for the instant;
out of breath, eovered with sweat,
with parched te and twitching
nerves, with ) hands, with
heaving chests andl ringing ears. And
the shells that tear the air pour their
shrapnel through the leaves; the rifie
ballg are’ knitting their deadly net

about us! Quick, quick! Let us rush
on and end it, sweeping everything.
This immobility is torture! But we
must wait until the Zouaves and the
Turcos come up with us. Ah, here
they are!

“‘Advance, crawling, as fast as pos-
sible.’

“On hands and knees, through the
mud we crawl, the sweat blinding us,
while overhead ‘the horrid clamor
rings. One would think that all the
spirits of death and destruction were
shrieking there in chorus on this beau-
tiful morning. One hundred, 200, 300
yards we creep on, without great loss,
the seventy-fives all the time helping,
for the enemy’s fire seems to weaken
a bit.

“Far behind us the rest of the regi-

Oniy 150, only 100
yards now, . Still their machine gung
are sflent. We crouch in the beets.
Will our artillerymen never cease?
Have they not seen us, so close to the
Bosches? Are they going to fire into
our backs. Our comrades are run-
ning behind us. The seventy-fives do
not stop!

Victory Perched on Rifleg

“A sergeant of Zouaves, standing
upright in’ the deadly hail, waves his
chechia frantically on his bayonet.
For two seconds he stands there be-
fore he is riddled, but as he falls our
artillery fire ceases. He has accom-
plished his work.

“Only 200 yards behind us now the
reserves are running, and we hear
their officers urging them on the lin
Ah, pardon, that honor is for us!
Shouting like madmen, the Zouaves,
their haversacks thrown off, hurl
themselveg forward. With one twist
we, too, free ourselves of encumbran+
ces and rush on shrieking with rage.

“From each end of the enemy's
trench comes the deadly clacking of
the ‘coffee mills,’ those terrible ma-
chine ‘guns that spray us with heir
deadly hail. They are firing low, and
the stricken, hit in the legs, turn
somersaults like shot rabbits., But we
are started now and we seem to have
wings. We feel that victory is parch.
ed on our rifles! Some of the Bochés,
terrified, rush away, abandoning arms
{and baggage. We hurl ourselves into
the trenche, now a river of red, and
with bayonet and rifle butt compiete
our horrible job, until only a handful
of defenders are left, imploring mer-
cy.
“The machine guns are silent, their
servants bayoneted beside them. To
the farm!’ cries a Sergeant, and a
handful of men rush inside to Jnd a
group of Germans in the stable, who
hold up their hands. ‘Pas kapout, cam-
arades Francais! Pas kapout!’ they
shout, begging for their lives.

“The Zouaves and the Turcos, push-
ing on to the road, have taken .over
back of the hedge and are firing upon
the retreating Germans. But already
the enemy has shifted the range of
his artillery and shells are falling fast
into the captured tr hes. Sei:

ed ourselves in a few minutes in shel-
ter trenches where we can rest at

Zouaves, ‘plupius’ and Turcos gather'
about the big pump in the courtyard,!
guzzlirtg the water that is so welcome, |
A quarter of an hour later firing cea-"
ses, Two men from each squad go!
back for the abandoned packs. Pa~/
trols are r itring the in in,
front. Over our head the artillery duel!
continues.”

SELECT MEDICINE
CAREFULLY

Purgatives are dangerous. They
gripe, cause burning pains and m
the constipated condition worse. Phy-
sicians say the most ideal laxative is
Dr. Hamilton's Pills of Mandrake an
Butternut ;they are exceedingly mild,’
composed only of health giving vege-|
table extracts. Dr. Hamilton's Pills!
restore activity to the bowels, streng-
then the stomach, and purify the!
blood. For constipation, sick head-!
ache, biliousness and disordered di-
gestion no medicine on earth makes.
such remarkable cures as Dr. Hamil-

ton’s Pills. Try a 25¢. box yourself,
Rt Attty

SEVENTY-ONE HOTELS
IN MONTREAL 6D
OUT OF BUSINESS:

Montreal, April 29—Seventy-one ho-
tels will close their doors at eleven
o'clock tomorrow mnight, not to reopen
them as licensed places, this coming
in accordance with legislation passed
at Quebec some time ago, calling for
the reduction in places lcemsed to
sell liquor until the minimum of 400
was reached.
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Wheat in Elevators

On the 15th of April there were

such tools as we can find in that hor-

318,646 bushels of wheat in the West
St. John elevator.

And Need

That

A

WILL FILL

At This Season of the Year Many People Feel as if They
Would Like To “Lie Down and Give Up”

They Have The Spring Fever

Spring Medicine

What they need is-a-medicine that will'clean out all the impurities from the system and place the blood in
good shape-to withstand the heat of the hot Summer months.

Grand OIld Medicine

BURDOCK
BLOOD
BITTERS

THE BILL

It has been on the market for 40 years, and is conceded by all who have use it to be

THE BEST SPRING MEDICINE

Manufactured only by

The T. Milburn Co., Ltd., Toronto Ont.

battle and fatigue,;




