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THE BOER WOMEN.

They £pur the Ven to Greater Resistance

by Their Work,

None but the elderly women among the
Transvsal Boers can remember the great
trek of 1836 when their fathers and grand-
fathers abandoned the homes they bad
made in Natal and toiled up the passes to
the lofty plateau where they founded their
republic. Those days were more trying
than any the Transvaal women ever saw
until the present war began. They were
still living in ‘their tent wagons when thore
terrible wars with the Matabele branch of
the Zulu tribe began and no women could
show more wonderful spirit and constancy
than those wives and mothers of the Boer
pioneers in the midst of appalling dangers
and bardships which did not end antil the
Metabeles bad been driven north of the
Crocodile river. Not a few of those women,
and their children with them, perished by
the assegais of savages; but not one of
them would have dreamed of returning to
the peaceful homes and gardens in Natal
which they had left behind. The Britfsh
had proclaimed that country their own,
their colonists were pouring in and the
Boers would die before they would come
again under British rule.

The wives and mothers of the soldiers
who now confront the British are the de-
scendants of those stout-hearted women
who loaded the guns of their husbands and
boys while savages rushed upon the brush
beaps that wcre the sole protection around
their leagers. Perbaps no women in the
world bave changed so little in two genera-
tions. The women of the Boer farmsteads
now are just what their granimothers
were when the Matabeles sought their
lives. The Bible is still their only book,
they still prefer a quiet sedentary life and

the simple duties ot their modest homes,

and they bave rcarcelv risen in any re-
spect above the plane of intellectual culti-
vation which their grandmotters occupied ;
and they are like their grandmothers, too,
in the conzage, constaucy snd sublime de-
votion with which they are facing the awful
trials of ancther crucial period in the his-
tory of their people.

A report sent by the French Consul at
Pretoria to his goverrmewrt, though brief,
is perbhaps the bert statement yet received
of the part the women of the Boers are
taking in the prerent war. He says they
sre doing everything they can to aid the
soldiers in the field. Indeed hundreds of
them are in the field and form the masjority
of the working force in the ambulance and
hospital service. In their denunciation of
the British they are far more bitter and
outspoken than the men themselves but in
their mission of mercy they know no
enemies. All the wounded British soldiers
who have fallen into their hands have been
treated as brotbers and friends. The Boer
nurses extend to them the same care that
they give to their own stricken soldiers.
We all know that despaiches from the
despatches from the British army have
often referred to the kind treatment re-
ceived by their wounded who are prisoners
in the Boer camps.

The French Consul adds that the women
throughout the two republics exerted a
powerful influence in kindling enthusiastic
support for the war when it became certain
that the conflct could not be averted.
They sent many of their sors into the com-
mandos or militia organizations, even
though the stripl'ngs had not quite reached
the sge of 16, when they are liable to mil-
it » duty. One day a crowd at the rail-
way station in Pretoria was cheering a
commando that was going to join Joubert’s
army arouud Ladysmith. A mother in the
throng saw her young son with a gun over
his shoulder and wearing a cartridge belt,
just as be was entering a car. She follow-
ed bim to his seat, and laying her hand on
bis shoulder, said :

‘My boy, whby did you not tell me of
this '

‘Motber,” he answed, ‘perhaps I was
wrong but I could not bear to bid you
good-bye. You were to be told just as
soon as we left. You see, mother, it was
my duty to go socnmer or later snd I
thought the sooner the better. Forgive
me if I bave done wrong ’

“You sre right, my son,’ the mother re
plied, ‘it is your duty to go and I am will-
ing you should go, though I thought it
might be better to wait a tew months. Go,
you bave my blessing, but you should bave
told me.” She kissed him farewell and
there was a smile on ber face as sbe left
the car, though tesrs stood in ber eyes.

Everywhere the movement of troops in
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Interesting Anecdotes of the Principals of the
Present Campaign.

the Boer States, as they have started for
the fighting lines, bas been a triumphal
procession. In all the towns and hamlets
the women cannot do enough for the
soldiers. They have marched with all
the commandos to the railroad stations.
They visit all the camps before the start
for the front, bringing baskets of tood
warm from the ovens and bits of handiwork,
such as the ¢ housewives” many of our
soléiers carried in Civil War, containing
mending material and implements compact
ly packed, and other things that mey
somewhat alleviate the discomforts of
soldier life. The women of Bloemfontein
who, perhaps. are today expecting the
speedy investment of their beautiful little
town by the British army are said have
been especially enthusiastic in cheering on
the soldiers, doing everything in their
power for their comfort and filling the
ranks as full s possible.

As loog as the commandos are within
reach de¢legations of women from many
towns ere with them, bhelping in the com
maesary department, sewing and bringing
fresh tood from home for the companies in
which their interest is eespecially cartred.
O:her delegations or committees of women
have been permitted to go 'rom Pretoria or
Bloemfontein almost to the fizhting lines
in cbarge of recruits or the hospital service,
and ot the distribution of many supplies.
By every means in their power the women
of the two republics are working day and
night to promote the interests of their
cause, and if their good, honest hatred of
the enemy might sap bis strength and para
lyze his arms there would certsinly be no
fight left in the British ranks. The follow-
ing extract from a letter written by an
educated woman at Pretoris, about a
month aiter the war began, embodies a
sentiment which all Boer women of every
class express.

‘Up to this time, all of my children who
are old enough to study, have studied Eng-
lish ; but I pledge my word that, it I can
belp it, my youngest daughter shall not
learn a word of language we have cause to
bate. If the English win, they will pro-
scribe our langusge. If we succeed in
driving them out of our country we will at
the same time Crive all English words from
our lips and from those of our children.’

Such words may perhaps be critic’sed as
nsrrow and vinditcive but they illustrate
the prevailing feelivg among the women of
a sturdy race whose hearts and lives are
bound up in the suceess of their cause.
While the battle rages around them, and
the eremy is pcuring over their plateaus,
the dauntless women of the Boers are to-
day as brave, decvoted and steadfast as any
women of the past who bave bad the un-
heppy lot to be environed by the horrors
of war.

BOERS IN SOUTHBWEST AFRICA.

The Report That Kruger Will Join Them it
the British Win the Transvasal.

It has recently been reported from
South Africa that President Kruger has no
intenticn of spending bis declining years
in the Transvaal if the Republic he bas
fought so hard to preserve is overthrown
by the British. He had fully decided,
when t:e war began, that in case his cause
were irretrievably defeated, he would re-
tire to German Southwest Africa and spend
the rest of his life under the German flag.
Among the Boers who have settled in the
German possessions is an intimate friend
of the President who bas acquired a large
tract of irrigable land and is engaged in
cattle raising. If the worst comes to worst
Mr. Kruger will join bis friend and live
quietly in this newly developirg regicn,
750 miles from Pretoria. Should coming
events make it desirable for him to sdopt
this course, he will be far from his beloved,
whoee land political and military fortunes he
has belped to share for so many years, but
he will at least be free from such weighty
cares as he hes borne eince the ieflux of the
outlanders introcuced new issues in Trans-
vaal politics.

The ¢xiled statesman would finda good
many of his compatriots in German South-
west Africa. Since the first great migra-

tions of the Boers in the third decade of

this century when they trekked north and
east to get out of sight of the Tritish flag,
there bave b en severs] minor emigrations
from the Transvaal. Some of the people
d'd not find the Traasvaal ¢xactly to tkeir
1k ng and so they set cut to find new
bhomes far north of the Z mbesi and ylod-
ded wearily across the wilderness for fivs
years before they reached the Huilla dis-
trict of Portuguese West Atrics, within a
bhundred miles o the Atlantic Ocean,
where they still live. In the past few years
other Transvaal Boers. believing tbat the
growing troubles with the outlander could
have no peaceful solution, have also songht
new bomes, turning their faces chiefly tc-
ward the vast region on the Atlantic coast
whi :h the Germans were just beginning to
develop. Attha end of last year, according
to the statistics of the Deutechen Koloni-
alblatt, €37 of them, women avd children
as well as men, were living in the rew
country. They already form 22 per cent.
of the total white population and their
familics comprise nearly halt of the white
women and children in the coun'ry, and
these Boers now torm tke m jority of those
whkites who hsave gone to the country to
m:ke it th:ir permanent home. Soldiers
and the administrative force s'ill form tke
largest el-m:nt in the white populaticn.

More than balf ot the Boers are living in
the porthern part of Great Nama Land.
The German explorers say that a large
part of the interior msy be converted into
one of the large cattle regions of the
wotld. It would not be surprising, in the
event of the overthrow of the two Boer
Republics, if another ‘great trek’ should
take place. Husdreds of the Boers who
are determined not to live under the Brit-
ish flag may journey in their tent wagons
across the Kalahara waste to live under
German rule on the plains of German
Southwest Africa.

Fordiog the Modder River,

In connection with the South African
war, readers bave become familiar with the
name Modder River. When swollea by
rain this ““mud”—or Modder— River is ¢x
ceedingly difficult to cross. Bridges are
often carried away and there is nothing to
be done but to ford. In ‘‘To the Cape
tor Diamonds,” Mr. Frederick Boyle gives
a picture of such a passage :

We found a regular camp upon tke hith-
er side of the swollen streaw, snd the plain
was alive with oxen, mules and horres.
The heavy wagon of the Boer and light
carts innumerable were there. Men, black
and white, clothed ornly in their innocence
end the deep river slime, were tearing
about brandishing great whips, and making
the air reecho with their crack. Patient
oxen were grumbling thunderously beneath
the yoke.

Some of the people bad been sixteen
days waiting. One man bad sactually
trekked along the bank for six wecks,
looking for a break. No ome could tell
how long the river would be in falling.
But the banks, here as elsewhere, were
precipices of mud, most scantly bound with
tborns. Perbaps the sheer descent might
be fifty feet, and what small apology for a
road had once existed was now washed

smooth. But a bullock’s life is cheap, ard
the passage must be made.

With brakes screwed up to the last turn,
wheels chsined down, and men banging on
behind, a huge wagon started sand pitched
downward. Few of the wagonr had less
than twenty-four oxen, most had thirty, to
draw tbem through. There was a mud-
hole two feet deep on ore side ot the in-

cline, snd to drop into this was equivalent
to a ‘stick.’

Sometimes the mud-bo'e was ‘sbaved’ by
an inch or so, and the bhuge cart went top:

pling and screaming in its downward

course. On the rocks telow stood nsked

Keffirs to guide it through. The owner,

tbe driver and all his friende, stripped,

shouldered a mighty whip, and entered the

stream.

Shouts and crackling of wbips followed,

and sbove all rose the bellowing of the

trightened oxen when, as often bappened,

they got ‘stuck’ and the water roee to their

necks. Like thunder they united voices

swelled upward. Above this deeper din
rose the yells and shouts of drivers ard the
ceascless file-firing of whips.

The most serious difficulty lay in the
mud wpon the other bank. This was
frighttul. Worked into puddled clay by
the ceaseless trampling of hocfs and
wheels, it clung to the very axletree. To
draw five thousand pounds of merchandite
tbrough this stuff tested the strength ¢ven
of thirty oxen. Only one casualty did we
hear of—a break by which the hind oxen
were crushed to death.

THE BRITISH SOLDIERS PRAYER.

The Primate of Ircland Composed a Short
Prayer and Lord Roberts Adapts it.

A British ex-chaplain writes to tte New
York Sun as follows:

I have just received a private letter from
Lord Roberts, dated ‘Headquert-rs, Cape
Town, South Africa, Jan. 30, 1900, in
which be ackncwledges bis full apprecia
tion of prayers (flered i America in his
bebalf, ard te adde: *The encloced will, I
ven'ure to thitk, interest you. and I trust
that the ‘Short Prayer for the Use of Sol-
diers in tbe Field,’ ccmpored by my friend
the Archbishop of Armagh, may, under
God’s blessing be a comfort and help to all
serving in South Africa’

What: ver opinions the American people
may have regarding the respective rights
of the Boers and the British, I think this
communication will show that Great Brit-
tain’s grand old Irsh General is as much
snima'ed with a desire to serve God as
President Kruget bhimselt. I forward to
you the enclosures.

A BriTisa EX CHAPLAIN, .

ArRMY HEADQUARTERS,
Care Towx, Jan. 24, 1900.

DEar Sir: I am desired by Lord Rob-
erts to ask you to be so kind as to distri-
bute to all ranks under your command the
““Short Prayer for the Use of Soldiers in
the Field” by the Primate of Ireland, copies
of which I now forward.

His Lordship earnestly hopes it may be
helptul to all of her M:j-sty’s soldiers who
are now serving i South Africa. Yours
faithfully,

NeviLLe CuaMBERLAIN, Colonel
Private Secretary.
To e OrrICcER COMMANDING.

(Note. A copy of the prayer is being
sent to every British soldier in South Africa.

SHORT PRAYER,

For the Use of Soldiers in the Field. By Arch-
bishop of Armagh, Primate of Ireland

Almighty Father, I bave often sinned against
Thee O wash me in the precious blood of the
Lamb ol God. Fill me with Thy Holy Spirit that I
muy lead a new life. Spare me to see again those
whow I love at home, or fit me for Thy presence in
peace.

Strengthen us to quit ourselves like men in our
right and great cause. Keep us faithful unto de:th,
calm in capger, patient ‘n suftering, merciful as
well as brave, true to our Queen, our country, and
our colors.

It ic be Thy will, enable us to win victory for
England; but, above all, grant us the better victory
over temptation snd sin, ver life and death, that
we may be more than conqu:rors through Him
who loved us and laid down His lLife for us, Jesus
our Saviour, the Capta‘n of the Army of God.
Amen.

TBE PALACE, Armaghb, Dec. 28, 1899,

His Gestures. =

Probably the Catholic Standard which
prints this dialogue did not intend that stiff
and awkward elocutionists should take it
as a helpful hint :

Teacher— Your recitation was extremely
good, Jobnny. The gestures were partic-
ularly natural. Where did you get them P
Johnny—Git what P

Teacher— The gestures.
Jobnny—I ain’t got the gestoors. It's
bives !

A Wise Parent,
‘No, 1 never take the newspaper home ;
I've got a family of grown-up daughters,
you know.’

‘Papers to full of crime, eh P
‘No, too full of bargain sales.’

Catel =iseCatch-Can,
Mrs. Church: ‘Did you ever catch your

husband flirting P’
Mrs. Gotham: ‘That’'s the way I did

catch him.’

STORIXS OF KI. CHENER.

The Famous General Once Didthe Work
ofa Spy.

Cool, daring, resourceful, and pos:essed
of a wonderful power of seif restraint,
Lord Kitcheuer, says the London Daily
Mail, is not the soldiers’ idol that Lord
Roberts, his great chief, is, because Kitch-
ener never spares his men; nor, for that
matter, does he spare himself. Once a pro-
ject is afoot, once a goal isto be reached,
Kitchener means to get there.

It is hardly to be wondered at that a
man of this hard, cool, calculating dispos-
ition is not loved; and “Tommy" will
never make a pet ol Lord Kitchener. But
he admires him and places implicit faith in
his judgement, and would {ollow him where
ever he chose to go. And what more
would a commander have P An authority
who was with Kitchener in the Soudsn
wrote to him: ‘‘It seems to be the Sirdar’s
policy to advance deliberately step by step,
to make his porition secure after each step
before venturing on another, to run no
unneceesary risks, but at the right moment
to strike bard with unexpected suddenness,
and to follow up the blow with energy.”

Every soldier hopes for a chance,” and
many hope in vain. Kitchener’s chance
came in 1882, when the rising tide of Mah-
dism threatened to sweep from end to end
of the Soudan. Baut it was expected that
the false prophet’s successes were being
exaggarated, and young Kitchener was
deputed to make investigations and report.
He dressed himeelf as an Arab trader and
entered Omdurman, taking his life in his
hand. He went among the wild Kababish
and treacherous pashas, who bad they once
penetrated his disguise, would have shown
him little mercy.

One day he witnessed the execution of &
supposed spy in the town. The poor
wretch was sul jected to such torture that
Kitchener procured a tiny phial of cyan=-
dide of potassium, which he concealed
about his person. As he subsequently re-
marked to a brether cfficer:

“Death at their bends I did not fear; in
fact, I expected it. But such a-death!’

For two years Kitchener lived under
such conditions, never knowing when he
might be brought face to tace with a violent
death, but all the while communicating to
heads of the Egyptian intelligence depart
ment information of the utmost importance
regarding the Mahdi and his movements.
So strictly wes his indentity preserved that
the British troops did not know him, and a
“Tommy” on the occasion flung a brickbat
at the brave young cfficer, whom he mis-
took fcr a ‘blooming negro’. The blow
iv flicted & ratber nasty scalp wound, and
had the additional result of creating a pro-
verb :

‘Throw a stone at a negro and you’ll hit
the Sirdar.’

Adventures by the score happened to
Kitchener in the exci‘ing role of detective
of spies. On one occasion two suspected
Arabs were brought into the British camp
and confined in the guard tent. Shortly
afterward they were joined by a third. The
trio held an animated conversation for some
minutes, and then, much to the astonish-
ment of the sentry, for the latest arrival
stepped forward and said in indisputable
English:

‘All right, sentry; I'm going to the
General.’

The third prisoner was Kitchener, who
by this daring ruse, coupled with a perfect
knowledge of native languages, confirmed
the suspigion that the fcllows were danger-
ous spies. They were promptly shot.
Perbaps the most striking trait in Lord
Kitchener’s character is his disinclination
to put a married man in a position of res-
ponsibility under bim. He appears to hold
the opinion that matrimony interferes with
business. He backs up his precept by ex-
ample, as, everybody knows, Lord Kitch-
ener is a bachelor. Like many a notable
personsge before him, he does not shire
in the society of ladies. It is related that
on one occasion he was presented to a cer-
tain well known Countess at Cairo, and
opened the conversation by asking :

‘Do you find Cairo nice at this season of
the year P’

‘Delightful,’ she replied.

There wes a pause of five minutes, dur-
ing which Kitchener tugged thoughttully
at his moustache. Then be raid :

‘Ah, [ am glad !’

Lord Kitchener does not claim to be ‘a
ladies’ man.

Magnetic Dyes have been giving satis-
faction to thousands of home dyers for
twlenty-ﬁve years. None give better re-
sults.




