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ST. JOHN, N.B,, SATURDAY, MAY 23, 1900. 

Had last Saturday 
Last been a fine day St. 

Saturday’s John without a doubt 
Celebration would have gone al- 

most as wild as it did 

on Ladysmith day. As it was the youth- 
ful portion of the populace braved the tor 

rents of rain and plentious mud, and King 
street, as well as the other principal thor- 

' oughfares were vocal with patriotic songs 
and hearty British acclaim all afternoon 

and evening. Mafeking's relief was cele- 
brated right heartily, but not nearly as 

vociferously as it would have been had the 

“‘chestnut” rain held off for a breathing 

spell. Here are a few incidents of the 

afternoon which the daily papers failed to 

find : 
The clerks of Manchester, Robertson & 

Allison's turned out in force and emulat- 

ing the examplé, of their truly patriotic em- 

ployers, who sacrificed the busy half of 

Saturday in honor of the occasion, did the 

town up good with their shouts and joyous 

capers. Abcut forty strong they marched 

into the big stores of Macaulay Bros & 

Co., whose clerks were not granted the 

holiday, and after making a circuit of the 

lower floor departments reached the street 

again. The invasion almost created a 

stampede among the popular firm's help, 

but the M. R. & A. boys were very gentle- 

manly and only stopped a minute to ex 

change courteries. One of the members 

of the Macaulay firm however was a little 

put out by the demonstration and was very 

desirious for a moment of having a police 

man come within range of his vision. But 

he cooled down and laughed the matter 

off by saying, *‘Darn it, why didn’t you 

let us know you were coming and we'd a’ 

had a reception for you?!” 

George Beverly, the hustling little hard- 

ware man on Germain street couldn’t con- 

tain his loyality and found himself incap- 

able of demonstrating as much as he 

would like to, so he got together a crowd 

of Fort Howe urchins and presented them 

with flags and, horns. The leader of the 

juvenile band rode an old plug of a horse 

with long shaggy Boer whiskers on bis 

feet. In groterque get-ups and hauling 

two impoveristed cannon, made of stove- 

pipe, the youngsters went through the 

principal streets, now and then causing the 

the merchants who ‘kept open” a lot of 

anxiety by pointing their ‘‘cannon” at their 

plate glass fronts and with much military 

form set off a jumbo cracker therein. But 

the hottest experience the urchins had was 

when their mounted general led them tri- 

umpbantly through the Country Market. 

Clerk McGonagle nearly bad a fit and 

from the ambush on either side came dead- 

ly volleys of eggs of the Louis XVI'period. 

Bespattered, but nothing daunted the re- 

lief column merged into Charlotte street to 

the consternation of the of the bunch of 

loafers, who own that particular entrance. 

Clarke Bros., the photographic firm, 

built a ten-foot Kruger and had it suspend- 
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ed from a long pole out of their second- 

story window. Poor Oom Paul ! he didn’t 

last long. First the rain, characteristical- 

ly Canadian, melted the glue that held on 

bis whiskers, and the temiliar hoop of cap- 

illary substance than circles the Boer 

king’s round features ‘faded away and 

gradually died.” A few unfriendly brick- 

bats were decidedly ¢ flicacious in bringing 

about the dismantled state of Paul's face. 

Finally Messrs. Clark had to pull the 

efligy indoors to save their glass front from 

destruction, for patriotic bricke, eggs, 

clubs etc., were aimed at it from all cor- 

ners of the compass, and the Clark boys 

commenced to look anxious when they be- 

gan coming ‘‘point blank” fashion. 

Saturday evening a crowd ot small boys 

had great fun with the old man who takes 

charge of the Laborer’s Bell on Market 

Square. While the Artillery soldiers were 

firing the salute they started to toll the 

bell in the wildest fashion. It was only a 

few seconds before the caretaker was out 

from his rain-sheltered position under the 

lee of the corner building in hot pursuit of 

the mischievous ones, but just as he arrived 

at the big bell, the cannon roared snd a 

flash ot flame shot over in his direc- 

tion. He was terrified and retrea‘ed 

in quickest order. The boys returned 

and again clanged the bell, and once 

more the caretaker chased them away, 

only in turn to be frightened off by the 

noise and belching fire of the field piece. 

This see-saw state of affairs lasted until the 

salute was finished, when the fun-loving 

boys were finally put to permanent flight. 

A thousand people laughed until their sides 

ached at the joke. 

Over in Indiantown too the blither 

spirits started ringing the fire bell at the | 

head of the public steps until Offi :er Cova) | 

came along. His cflorts to storm the 

heights upon which the bell stood were 

futile and in this case brass buttons cut a 

very diminutive figure. 

“Bob” Armstrong 

St. John of the Victoria 

Men in Rink has recently 

Sydney, C. B. returned from a 
trip to Sydney, C. 

B., snd, says its the greatest town in 

America, that is for business ventures. In 

support of this broad assertion the genial 

R. J. says that anything fit to buy can be 

sold there, and describes the new iren 

laboring population, as ‘six thousand men 

turned loose every Saturday night with a 

week’s wages they don’t know what to do 

with.” George Strang, late of the St. 

John street car service, is running a res- 

taurant and doing very well while Jim 

Slater “Bob” describes as wearing a “‘silk 

front coat.” Slater declares he only owned 

$35 when he landed in Sydney, but now 

he’s doing well. H. H. Maggee of St. 
John bas one of the best hat stores in Can 

ada over there and has great prospects, 

while fellows from the winter port city are 

sprinkled all over the town. ‘Start an 

epple stand over there and you'll make 

money,’ says “Bob” and he generally 

knows what he’s talking about in that line. 

The stage manager of 
the Lyceum Company 

which played here last 

week has very exact 

ideas as to the price 

he should pay for the hire of properties for 

the various plays put on by his aggregation, 

especially the hire of coffins. Now a cc fli 

is not the pleasantest thing in the world to 

make a barter over, but the Lyceum Co., 

man made no bones whatever in regard to 

his aversion to paying three complimentary 

pastes for the loan of one belonging to a 

South End vaudeville troupe. He consid: 

ered two ‘‘deadhead”’ tickets sufficient to 

meet the obligation, but the man with the 

body box thought otherwise. [t was a real 

pretty coffin too, as ccflins go, with black 

cloth, and silver studding, but three passes 

was too high a figure. It didn’t matter 

much to the showman whether Ophelis, 

Hamlet's sweetheart, was enclosed in a sil- 

ver studded casket or a black painted one, 

so he negotiated elsewhere and procured a 

very modest coffin or the two passes afore- 

mentioned. 

Two Show 

Passes 

for a Coffin. 

On Monday evening 

Hard on the when the Harkins 

Curtain Company opened up 

Hoister. their annual engage- 

ment in the Opera 

House with “Sowing the Wind” Mr. Ar- 

tbur Elliott and Miss Dalglish were accord- 

ed no less than six uproarious curtain calls 

for their dramatic climex in the third act. 

The sensation was delightful to the audi 

ence, that of letting its whole soul go out 

to the artists who had worked them up into 

such an excited state, and certainly delight 

of another brand must have filled the 

breasts of the recipients of such unstinted 

plaudits, but the poor man away up in the 

stage flies who hoisted and lowered the 

curtain, did anybody think of him in the 

turore! Its safe to say he was at that time as 

tar away from their minds as the surrender 

was to Baden-Powell, but he says himself 

if there had been another *‘call” he would 

have bad to let them signal and signal un 

til he took another lease of the atmosphere. 

To hoist the heavily painted and varnished 

Opera House curtain 18 no easy job, al- 

though the labor is greatly facilitated by 

the drum arrangemesnt upon which the 
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steel cords are wound. Six curtain calls 

means six ‘‘hoists” and six ‘‘drops” of 

about twenty-five feet, which when done in 

quick succession is sufficient to start the 

perspiration all right. Yes, Fred Dorman, 

the curtain man, sad it was not like taking 

a spin in a locomobile when they flashed the 

electric light signal on him six times last 

Monday. 

Persons walking down 

King street after dark 

have perhaps noticed 

away off in the dis- 

tance, across the har- 

bor, a frequent glare of light, lightning up 

the very sky in its lurid flashings, and have 

wondered what it is. Strangers especially 

are curious as to the causes of the inter- 

mittent illumination. The light comes 

from the blazing furnaces of the Strait 

Shore Rolling Mills where for a long time 

both day and night gangs bave had to 

work, to keep up with the rush of orders. 

Progress wetched the iron rolling a few 

nights ago, which proved a very interest: 

ing scene. Heaps ot scrap iron, tin, zinc, 

etc., including an indescribable array of 

cooking utensils, cutlery, horseshoes, nails, 

spikes, building materials, toys etc., were 

tied together in dainty morsels for the 

livid furnaces. Then when they were heat- 

ed spotless white, a leather-clad man with 

heavy goggles protecting his eyes picked 

the big lumps of hot iron weighing about 

160 pounds with giant tongs fastened to an 

overhead trolley. The opening of the fur- 

pace door and shimmer of the heated iron 

is what makes the glare seen on King 

street, a wile off. When taken from the 

fire the hot stuff is trolleyed to the rolling 

mactines and there in a few seconds the 

melted tin cans, old scrap and general 

junk, is flatténed out in nicely shaped bars 

ot good iron, much of which is used in the 

nail and horseshoe factory adjoining. 

That Glare 

AcCross 

the Harbor. 

Summer is right on our 

Dilitory heels, although at times it 

Civil doesn’t appear very much 

Servants, like it, but some of these 

days when we least expect 

it the sun will shoot down his rays with 

greater force and then we'll bea little sorry 

we were growling about the unseasonable 

weather. And yet in view of this near ap 

proach of the sunny months the civic 

authorities have still neglected to have the 

fountain in King Square made presentable. 

It was an unfortunate gale of last winter 

that caused one of the big trees within the 

fountain rail to be blown down, brecking 

the iron fencing, and in conscquance the 

whole railing has been removed. The sod 

ding about the fountain is worn ‘‘thread- 

bare” and badly broken up. Surely sone 

improvements are to be made here and 

what once was the redeeming feature of the 

ill kept square preserved in what little 

beauty it possesses. 

CLief Clarke of 

course did his duty 

by posting those 
‘firecracker, squib 

etc.” posters all over 

town in view of the 24th, and other cele- 

brations, but he might just as well have 

issued a proclamation advising everybody 

to use all the explosives possible, for it ap- 

peared as if that is just what they did. 

Whoever saw or heard so many fire crack- 

ers on the streets of our city as on Monday 

night when the Mafeking celebration was 

prolonged? Every boy and man, yes snd 

lots of the gentler sex too, seemed to have 

the fire cracker fever. It was next thing 
to dangerous to traverse on the public 

way, so fast and furious was the fusilade. 

Beverley, the hsrdware man ran out of 

crackers and telegraphed away for hun- 

dreds of dollar's worth more, Watson's 

were almost depleted of their store of this 

class of goods and the other places about 
town did an unheard-of business. If this 
is for Mafeking what will be done on 
the capitulation of Kruger and when Pre- 
toria is scooped in?” 

Chief Clark's 

Ultimatum 

Disregarded 

Mr. Belyea of 

up river is the 

Hanningtonian 
selection as cat- 

erer in Rock- 

wood Park this summer. Of course Mr. 

Belyea has been impressed long before 
this with the enormity of the crime of sel- 
ling cooling drinks tor parched people on 

the Sabbath day, no matter how inadequate 

the ‘cup of cold water” system is, or how 
hot the day may be. He is about laying in 

a goodly supply of beverages and penny 

sweets, for sale only on week days when a 

crowd at Rockwood is a very uncertain 

quantity indeed. But its altogether likely 

Mr. Belyea knows his position in the mat- 
ter, however ProGrESS prophecies he will 

be wiser on the subject before many weeks. 
A merry-go-round, made up river, is being 
placed in position by the new park caterer, 
by which means Sunday losses are expect- 
ed to be made good throughout the week. 
Hundreds are still dubious nevertheless. 

““What effect hes 

the war spirit on 
the recruiting of 

your battalion?” 

asked ProGRrESS 

of a 62nd. officer this week. 

“Its brought in a very superior class of 

men,” was the answer. ‘‘Men of excellent 

physique, and beyond their majority in age, 

also a better type of citizen socially. The 
war spirit has enthused a class of men who 

would take little interest in military affairs 

if not especially aroused, and instead of an 

overabundance of more youthful newcomers 

we have a whole lot of big burly and intel 
ligent fellows.” 

Dry 

Sundays at 
Rockwood Park 

Better Recruits 

in 62nd. 

Battalion, 

MiX-UPS IN PRINT. 

Amusing Mistakes Creep into the Best 

Regulated Newrpapers. 

Dreadful execution is done sometimes 

by the man behind the types. Once a 

newspaper man wrote an ‘ad’ for a theatre 

and in it said : 

‘From half past eight till half past ten 

You laugh and laugh and laugh again.’ 

The style on that psper called for ex- 

pressirg the bours-uy figures, so when the 

12 appeared it read like this: 
¢ “From 8 30 to 10 30. 

" You laugh end laugh and laugh again.’ 
The sporting editor of a San Francisco 

newspaper bad among bis notes an item 

which said: ‘The young salmon are be- 

ginning to run.’ The next morning the 

statement was printed on his prge that 

“The young salmon are beginning to swim. 

When the editor asked hc» it happened 

the proofreader said cheerily : 

‘That's all right, Billy. You had that 

"mixed up with your turt stuff, but I 

4 'Wraightered it out for you.’ 

‘But why didn’t you let it go ss I wrote 

it?’ persisted the editor. 

‘I couldn't,’ was the reply. 

heard of fish running ?’ ’ 

Ope morning the readers of an esteemed 

contemporary were perplexed to ree in 

type tte announcement tbat ‘The Scotus 

handed dewn an important decision yes- 

terdsy.’ The afternoon paper of the town 

with whom the morning paper for years 

had held a bitter controversy, interesting 

none but themselves, laughed that day, as 

the poets say: ‘In ghoulish glee,’ and it 

was up to the morning paper the next day 

‘Whoever 

to explain that ‘the types’ made them say 

that the Scotus did so and so, when the tel. 

egraph editor should have known that that 

word was merely the abbreviation of the 

telegrapher for Supreme Court of the 

United States. 

It was the mistake of the makeup man 

that put a face powder puff between two 

death notices. 

Style is everythirg in a newspaper cflice 

and some papers spell ‘theatre,’ ‘centre,’ 

‘livre’ and so on with a final ‘er.’ That is 

why one of these pspers a while ago an- 

nouuced that a celebrated French actor re- 

ceived a salary of “30 livers.’ 

This Minister Not an Expert. 

‘IVs funry our minister never married,’ 

remarked the young husband, who had just 

refused his wife an Easter bonnet, in his 

endeavor to change the subject; ‘I think 

he'd make a good husband.’ 

“Well,” replied the wife, warmly, ‘he 

didn’t seem to make a very good one when 

he married us.’ 

A Lobster For Tea, 

Yeast— Did you tell your wife you were 

going to bring me hcme to tea with you 

tonight P 

Crimsonbeak—Yes, I did. 

‘And what dip she say ?’ 

“Then we should bave a lobster for fea.’ 

No Eartbly use. 

“There, now,’ said Borem, after a long 

and tiresome diseertation, ‘there’s a little 

good advice for you for nothing.’ 

‘Yes,’ replied the longsuffering friend 

‘that just about what it’s good for.’ 

THE SALUTES OF ROYALTY. 

The Czar of Russia is Permitted to Give His 

Hand to Rulers Only. 

If you were a mere monarch you would 

have to salute each person according to 

rules laid down painfully by men who have 

studied these things out for you and your 

brother monarchs. 

Were you the Emperor of Austria the 

only sign of your friendship that you could 

give to sn ordinery mortal would be to 

bend your bead slightly and smile faintly. 

Y ou might give your band to other sover- 

eigrs or to ministers or to particular friend 

but ceremony prescaibes that if you do 

such a rare thing you must merely lay 

your august fingers into their trembling 

palms and then withdraw. If they act 

after the ceremony as if frostbitten you 

have lived up to the traditions of the im- 

perial house. 
The Czar is permitted to give his band 

to rulers only. But be basa great com- 

fort. Itis not only bis prerogative, but 

his duty, according to court etiquette, to 

kiss his cousins, and as most of his cousins 

are females it is a duty that is the reverse 

of unpleasant. There was terrible trouble 

among the old ladies of the Russian court 

when President Faure of France was on 

bis way to make a visit to St. Petersburg. 

‘He is a ruler,’ said one, ‘consequently our 

august master must shake him by the 

hand.” ‘No! said others, shocked beyond 

measure. ‘No! His father was only a 

person in trade, and he himself was only a 

tanner. Our Czar can not shake sucha 

creature by the hand !’ 

So acute did this question become, His 
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Majesty finally received the President in 

private, and his form of greeting was kept 

secret. 

Mo:t Wonderful of All. 

The broomstick train, as Doctor Holmes 

called it, the electric car operated by the 

overhead trolley system, had just been in- 

troduced to Aberdeen, when two farm ser- 

vants came to the Scottish city to spend a 

holiday. 

They made their way at once to the ter- 

minus of the street railway, and looked 

with much wonder at the new creation. 

Finally they resolved to have a ride. At 

the end of the ride one of them expressed 

their united opinion. 

‘Waull,’ he said, ‘this is a graun’ inven- 

tion. In Edinburgh I saw them drive the 

cars wi’ an iron rape aneth street; in Dun- 

dee they pu’ them wi’an engine; but, 

michty man, wha wad ‘a’ tbocht they could 

ca’ them wi’ a fishing-rod !' 

Moses Sought feclu: ion. 

Mr. Jackson: ‘Mose Johnson got fine’ 

two dollabs an’ costs fo’ drunkenness, an’ 

his wife ceme 'roun’ an’ paid it an’ took 

him home.’ 

Mr. Linkum: ‘Yes. She suspected dat 

he wanted to go to jail so’s to get out ob 

house- cleaning !’ 

R, LP 

‘] am content to be numbered among 

the politically dead,’ said one politician. 

‘I don’t blame you, said ths other. ‘If 

I were in your place I'd rather bave an 

epitaph than to bave nothing at all said 

about me.’ 
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Proved Too Much, 

The troubles of housekeepers with their 
‘help’ are endless, and many that actually 

happen are quite as funny as those that 

find their way into print through the active 

imaginations of the gifted young men who 

write for the comic journals. 

The mistress of an establishment went 

into the kitchen one morning to see how 

her new cook was getting along. 

There was a wash basin in the sink, 

half-full of water, and a cake of soap wis 
floating in it. 

“This is wasteful, Keturab,’ she said. 

‘When you wash your hands, always take 

out the soap and empty the water.’ 

‘I haven't used that wash-pan at all to- 

day, ma'am! replied Keturab, indignantly. 
The next day Keturah was hunting for 

a new situation. 

The Villain Triumphs. 

‘For the last time I ask you,’ he hissed, 

‘will you give up the notion that you can 

recite melodramatic poetry. 

‘Never !" replied the woman, his wife, 

pale but resolute. 

His face grew terrible to behold. 

“Then,” be cried, in a voice vibrating 

with passion, ‘I shall assume that I can 

tell Irish dialect stories. 

Now she grovels at his feet and implores 

him to be merciful. 

So Far as John is Concerned. 

‘Marry you! cried the widow,” ‘snd 

dear John dead enly a month.’ ? 

‘Oh, well,’ replied the eager suitor, ‘he 
won't be any dearer in ten years. 


