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Glad and Sad Side of War.

LD Loyalst St. John
awcke on Thursday to
 find that the true and de-
} voted camp of Ladysmith,
saway off in South Africa,
had been relieved by Gen-
eral Bnller's forces after
one of the mest remarkable seiges in the
Listory of war. It was long boped-for o w;
and came tumbling upon the surrender of
Cronje with wonderful enthusing power.
Then within & few hours came word of
Colesburg’s evacuation by the Boers and
General Clemens capture of that place,
this glorious intelligence being supple-
merted by inrpiring despatches irom Mat-
eking, which told ot Col. Baden-Powell’s
stout revistance and successes against bis
whiskered beseigers. It was almost too
big a buget of glad tidings and the tywn
became intoxicated with it. Schools were
dismissed, business, save in the ribbon and
bunting line, was paralyz2d and through-
out the city the people were in an eestatic
state of joy. Inride of a few hours the
town was simply swathed in red, white and
blue, every bueiness house, innvmerable
private buildings, public structures, and
barbor shipping being decked lavishly in
honor of the new turn of the war tide. The
late jubilee in honor of Her Majesty was
the only event of recent yesrs which, from
a decorative standpoint, outclassed the
Ladysmith celebration.

What with eight special editions of a
morning newspaper, the town in a fever of
excitement, a blinding snowstorm in prog-
ress, and red, white and blue decorations
everywhere in evidence, the first of March
1900 will long be’ remembered, as having
come in like the lion—the great British
Lion—always coraes in, ¢ enif the preceed
ing circumstances are not very promising.

A ProGrEss representstive, in order
to view St. John in gala sttire from the
view-point ;of a bird, was permitted fo
climb to the top of Trinity chu~ch steeple,
which vantage rpot was arrived at after
no small amount of ¢ffort. A committee
composed Messrs. I Northrup, Hoyt, De.
Scammel, Frank Kivesr and E. Littler,
had just finished the ardous task ot l:tting
to the boistrous breeze four immense
British flags averaging 25x12 1-2 feet in
size, and fastened to long stout poles which
preojected from the lofty pinnacle like giant
arms. The bursting forth ot this bunting
from so conspicuous a place sent long
series of pleasant thrills through the British
beings of the towns‘olk.

St. John lay below.;, From the western
window—a veritable port-hole—the har
bovr was indistinctly visible through the
snowstorm, but flags floated in a maze ot
co!oring on the ships. The Prince William
sireet establisbments presented a most un-
usual appearance in their wealth of loyal
emblems—a rare spectacle on this staid old
commercial thoroughtare which however
stood firm to the traditions of ils revered
pamesake. K'ng street, Dock street,
Douglas avenue afar off, the centre of the
city, South End and Carleton were unitorm
iu their dress of flags and banners. Hurry-
ing crowds dotted the streets as cheer upon
cheer soared even as high as the towering
upon height upon which ProGress stood.

Then noon came. No sooner bad the
clock machivery a few ladders below tick-
ed the five minute warning when a hush
seemed to fall over the town. St. John
was filling its lungs for a united outburat.
It came. The tugs at the wharves started
the uproar wfth their whistles, closely fol-
lowed by the rebeivating boom of the
artillary on the Barrack Square. Then the
chimes beneath started in to peal forth
tueir praises of Buller, White et al, aided

. in the chorus by the loyal bells from many

other churches. North End and its steam
whistles sent forth its contingent of sound
as did also the brazen throats of West
Side. When at its height what an uomusi-
cal but yet truly glorious hubbub 1t was!
No heart, bowever disinterested could hold
out agsinst such an asssult of loyalty and
enthusiasm. The world, the; flesh, the
churchb, yes and even the much-abused
devil joined in it and all were glad.

And in the aftermoon! Did the town

ever go so wild,its safe to say it never did.
Mayor Sear’s proclamation of a half holi-
dr- wer j» ' Le move fitted to let the hilar-
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ious populsce vent its anti Krugerisms.
By two o’clock the principsl throughfares
with their closed etores were blocked with
humanity. It was a hey-day, rollicking con-
glomeration of peopla, such as nevar be-
fore presented themseclves in this old town
in such a role. Nobody was abashed and

| old men, young men, and to quote the Irish

ditty *‘girls who wer2 not men at all,” took
part in the upheaval. Some 313 proc-s

would probably have bad the effect of end-
ing the ' war. The President was,
accompanied by his faithful spouse, re-
presented by the renowned Master Link.
letter, the only too well known neweboy.
Mrs. Kruger was becomingly arrayed in
r:d flanrel with a court train of sail cloth
trimmed with green sacking.

The Neptune Rowing Club turned out
in & big sleigh drawn by four grey horses,
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not having a good ear for bass drum man-
agement, so he resigned in favor of “‘Dutch”
Ervine, the sporting editor of the
Telegraph. The band played all the well
known and popular airs, ‘“‘Soldiers ot the
Qneen,”’ ‘““‘Rule Britannia,” ‘‘Auld Lang
Syne,” *“The British Grenadiers,” etc.

If the morning was uproarious znd the
afternocn more uprcarious, the evening
| was certainly most uproarious. Only at

ST. JOHN BOYS AT THE FRONT.

ProGress todsy places before its readers a reproduction of a photo taken on the veldt in South Africa, in
which five St. Jobn men. Bugler Holland, the late Joe Jobnston, and Jim Johpston both cf Erin street, Ambrose
Pelkey of City Road and Sergt. Geo. Polkinghorn, are shown. Johkn McDermott is the soldier with the pu‘tee wound

about bis leg and the soliier with the belmet is 8 Royal Munster R fle——an Irishman.

Bugler Holland is in the

hospital with & builet hole in him, Sergt. Polkinghorn is yet nasoatbed and in the picture is standing with the Irish

gold.er.

The cerli® soidier knecling 18 Ja«s M. Johnston wouaded, and the one out to the ieft is Joe Johnseon, killed.

Ambrose Pelkey wounded, is the right hand figure. The sad news of Johnston’s death arrived Thursday caasting a
gloom over his home an1 many others.
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sions or thereabouts, wandered about
town until midnightas well as a
whole convoy of sleighs in all
their moods and tenses, cramfull of
highly hilarious booting humans. The on-
lookers joined in with these in singing
““Soldiers of the Queen” *‘Rule Britannia”
and other suitable and seasonable songs.
While the heartfelt enthusiasm ot all can-

not for & moment be  doubt-
ed, yet with maay their exceed-
ing spirit can be otherwise attribut-

ed. Who says it was not & day of rejoic-
ing? and by the way where were the pro-
Boers ?

One of the chiet features of the dsy’s
celebration was a ‘‘commsando” of Indian-
town Boers, who bore a striking resem-
blance to the genuire article. Armed with
all sorts ot weapons, ..om revolvers to
flintlocks dating from the beginnirg ot
things. They were certainly a very seedy
lot of soldiers and raised lots of amusement
along the rvute. The ‘‘commando” ran
short of armunition on King street, and
started a-demonstration in frent of both W.
H. Thorne’s and McAvity’s, but without
much success, so the Royal Bugtown Fusi-
lier Guards retreated in good order towsard
their *‘laager.’

Next in order wgs a detachment of the
Amazon portion of 1ue torces. These were
arranged in a strange and tearful manner
in remnants of bed quilts and anything else
that was handy.

Their forces were at times ecattered,
but they managed to keep the field despite
that their raiment became rather dishev-
elled and soiled. They were followed by
a gorgeously equipped dump cart, model
several years back, bearing in its luxui.ous
hold a lady of a dusky cast re-
presenting Lady Smith. She was chap-
eroned by Lord Smith, who being of a
singularly retiring and modest disposition
has up to the present been kept very much
in the back ground. This time however,
he graciously consented to appear out in
full covrt regalia, and to protect her lady-
ship from the insults of the vulgar mob.

Other attractions were the two rival
bands of juveniles, one hailed from North
End and the other being recruited where-
ever recruits could be found. These were
marshalled by Master Bond bearing
on a stick a bundle of rags supposed to
represent Premdent Kruger which, ha d
that much maligned Oom Paul seen it,

and containing the Vic's Own Band. The
bass drum was run by Bob Armstrong
whoselbrawny Arm—strong as it is, became
at length unequai to the task, besides Bob
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supper bour, between six and seven
o’clock, did the cheering and shouting
cease about town. Affer seven o’clock the
tirade commenced again. Sleighing par-
ties started in once more to traverse the
town and floats with polymoiphisns and
calithumpiens did much to amuse the
thousands who choked the streets. Three
bands followed by great mobs played
patriotic airs and lots of them. A terrific
snowstorm, accompanied by a high wind
was raging, but tbis was Dbardly
noticed by the crowd in their
paroxisms of jubilation, which seemed like
the proverbisal cat to be postessed of more
than one life. Would the great weve of
loyalty ever grow less ? No, seemingly it
was on the increase and a grand cl'max
vas reached when on Market Square the
Artillery fired salutes from cannon and
musketry. A large bonofire in which the hun-
dreds of big barrels appeared as timber,
cast forth a glow which could be seen for
miles. Other fiery tributes of praise and
love of country were built on Fort Howe,
Wall street, in front of the gaily-lighted
Court House and in North End and West
End.

At the Institute, where a public meeting
was held in concection with the Biograph
pictures; at the Opera house, in private
houses, the hotels, the Clubs and even the
churches, the sole topic was, ‘‘Ladysmith.”
Everybody was overjoyed and the forms in
which General Buller’s glorious coup was
celebrated would ‘make a very diversified
list. it must have been fully midnight
when & ProGress representative walked
up King street, but still a few
belsted celebrants were at large. A
glow of embers with a lone policeman
warming his shins, marked the scene of
demonstration on Market Square and the
same at the Court House. A gale was
holding high carnival, greatly aiding the
sifting snow in finding its way inside the
pedestrian’s collar, some stray policeman
sought shelter in doorways and around
corners, but restaurants had not yet em-
ptied themselves of the hungry and feast-
ing. The buildings retained their gaudy
trappings, Union Jacks fluttered yet to
the wind, but the great day of celebration
was past. March 1st. 1900 with its glor-
ious news and St. John's reception of that
news had passed into local history, Buller’s

Umbrelias Made, Rc sovered, Repaired
Duval 17 Waterloo.
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vctory was something more for national
history and Ladysmitk’s wonderful seige,
an item of note for the world’s history.
O !it wasa great day for the British, and
St. John is British!!
The Sad Side,

Amid all the rejoicing of the early week,
despite the fact that loyal St. John was
wrspped up in a field of bunting and that
the hearts of the people were thrilled with
satisfaction at the recent achievements of
British arms, yet there wasa darkened
home on Paddock strcet where none of this
spirit of jubilation entered— the home of
the la‘e Corporal Fred W. Withers.

A weeping mother and deeply sffected
sisters were bearing in scrrow pert of that
price paid for the triumph of Monday, tlke
loss of a dutiful son and loving brother
Everything was saddness in tte cosy home
and had the late here’s remeins reposed
within the house the solemnity could not
have been more pronounced. Mrs. With
ers, the first St. John mother to experience
tb’é borrors of war in their truest sense,
prayed God for a speedy termination of
tte bloody strife. Hor heart was wrung
with anguish and for the sake of other
p rents she invoked this Divine aid. She
was not complaining of her sou’s determin-
ation to seive his Queen and Country, but
bis unexpected death in the Praadburg
fight bas paturslly overburdened her heart.

Could bis body only be brought home,
could she but press ber motherly lips to
his, the load of anguish might be lightened,
but buried far from bome, six thousand
miles away, amid strangers, added greatly
to the sorrow. Another son, Sam, was
also about to enter the battle zone, and in
an acute sense of apxiety, Mrs. Withers
referred to him.

Truly the sympathies of all St. John
went out at once to the bereaved family on
Paddock street as soon as the fateful news
arrived. Callers condoled the weeping
ones, clergymen visited them, sympathiz-
ing friends and strangers rent messages
from all over the province, and in every-
way possible almost the loved ones of St.
John’s first South African bero were shown
that the daring deed mn whbich Corporal
Withers participated bad won for him their
deepest respect, admiration and love.

Corporal Fred W. Witkers was not
susceptible to the influences of s senss-
tion. He did not join the local contin-
gent in a flush of excitement, but cooly
and determinedly had his name listed to
battle for Her Msjesty. He was chosen
erderly, or rather clerk, for Col. Vidal at
the recraiting headquarters in St. Andrews
Rink, because of his qualities as a soldier,
his earnestness and his honesty. He was a
whole-souled fellow, enthusiastic in mili-
tary matters and a young man who feared
God as well as honoring the Queen—a
model volunteer indeed.

A Few Stray Notes.

The beautifully illuminated open air
electric put on the streets in the eatly
evening by the St Jobn Railway Co., was
bailed with unbounded delight snd the
people were deeply gratified with this ex-
pensive token of allegiance. The open
car bad to be fitted with a motor from
one of the winter cars and its lighting con-
sisted of 160 incandescents. The electric
sign ‘‘Ladysmith” and V. R. in red
and blue lights was a beautiful
get-up, and reflected no end of credig
upon the company’s expert electrician.
The Temple of Honor Band played aboard
the car as it traversed the town.

Chiet Clark and Officer Campbell shone
with particular brilliancy from the up-
holstered depths of a stylish sleigh during
the celebration. Officer Campbeil had b's
Victoria Cross, won in the Fox episode,
pinned to bis chest.

Knocking off hats was a favorite pastime
as the afternoon wore on. A strange
chappie with & brand new Derby in front ot
the Victoria Hotel was a victim. He got
‘““weal angwy,” and th-eatened to ‘‘slap
the offender’s face."”

The country people who came to town
with their produce thought they were in
the wrong city, or that a civil war was on,
but when the situation was taken in the
rarsl brethern were as deep in the patrotic

(CoN1_3UED OX FOURTH PaGE)
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