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this tight little city. 

© \ he Himself has written. 

glined to be a trifle nervous. 
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Things theatrical have been at the 

t during the past week, but start- | 

with Monday next they take a fresh 

of life and the boards of both 
ny Agi 

satres will be occupied by attractions 

which it is hoped the public will 

out in hundreds to support. 

ng at the hope from old father 

~Sol's point of view it certainly appears 

“to be a somewhat forlorn one, but there 

48 ‘that glorious uncertainty about it 

that fascinates the visiting manage- 

nt of nearly every company that 

esiinto the town, or for the matter 

‘that every other town visited. 
Ji fie 

The ra House opens its doors on 

0 [night with Neighborly Neigh- 
.#nd if report speaks true, the 

ation presenting this medley of 

is an exceptionally strong one. 

o star is one Tom Waters and his 

tation as a “funny man’ is of the 

“But the proof of the pudding is 

the eating. 
— 

An Opera House booking which is al- 

‘yeady creating a great deal of interest 

9s San Toy, which is due to open here 

on the 17th prox. This is really a first 

‘class musical piece and had a tremend- 

run in London. The music is not 

ply catchy, but good, whilst the dia- 

e sparkles throughout and has 
a 

frue Giibertian flavor about it. If the 
‘comipany presenting it are only 

middl- 

"ing," a rare treat is in store for the 

wv inaatrical and musical loving people of 
Bo put that date 

| your cuff! § 

3 —_— 

A letter received in the city this 

from Chester de Vonde, who 

de a host of freinds during his 
two 

: k’s visit here, imparts the informa- 

‘tion that he has been spending his 

ation oni an automobile trip from ' 

‘which he has derived great benefit. 

i8 a great motorist and when 

ot busy writing new plays, he is sur
e 

to be found doing his best to “manu- 

facture a breese” these sultry days. 

. Speaking. of his arrangements for the 

doming season, he says he starts re- 
he 1s on the 81st inst, and has a 

% ‘Whole crop of hew plays, which he will 
uée in the near future. Dé Vonde 

s a most prolific dramatist and his re- 
pertoire is made up solely of plays which 

‘When in St. 

fon last he was the author of no less 

Share aighty:-two pleces, and as this is 
some ‘three months since, in all probab- 

‘lity the namber is now over three, 

figure : wo 

Mr. de Vonde's leading lady will 

again te Miss Van Auker, and a better 

‘ghoice he could hardly have made. 

Her realistic acting in that terrible 

‘ _nroat slitting scene in the Medical 
Mystery play, even now sends the 

creeps down one’s back nd it made an 

firpression in the minds of those who 

i witnessed it that few wil forget. 
© 'MiNs Van Auker, in private life is a 

charming lady, rather petite, and in- 

: Yet to 
{gee hér in the scene mentioned above, 

% one Would think she couldn't Know 

* what nerves pre. But it is known that 

"5 in that very play, during the scene 

‘where de Vonde murders the little 

child, and afterwards places it in Miss 

Van Auker's arms with the injunction 

to her to take it away, it was a most 

trying time for Miss Van Auker, who 

on inore than one occasion asked 

de Vonde to keep his eyes away from 

her during the scene. 
— 

*. The newspapers have been recently 

‘presenting Lillian Russell as having 

fallen from her horse and as having 

‘sustained a broken rib and other in- 

juries confining her to her bed in the 

hendsome residence which she occupies 

during the summer at Bay Ridge. In 

some of Sunday’s publications circum- 

stantial accounts were given of her 

‘slow convalescence and the great pain 

she was suffering. But if all this were 

true Miss Russell herself was not con- 

scious of it. On Baturday, as radiant 

@s any dream of feminine loveliness 

could possibly be, Miss Russell watched 

the Brighton races from her private 

| box, and her face was wreathed in 

smiles that certainly did not betray 

mcute physical agony... Asked why she 

didn’t deny the published reports of 

her mishap she remarked, “I long ago 
gave up all idea of paying attention to 

matters of this sort. In the first place 

It takes time, and in. the second it 
doesn’t accomplish anything. If I 

were to undertake to refute all the un- 

true tales that have appeared about 

.me in the public press, I should require 

the services of a private secretary.” 

ee J ——— 

A juggler who first attracted atten- 

tion in Amercia has become immensely 

popular in Great Britain by reason of 

royal favor. Horace Goldin is the per- 

former's fame, and he calls himself 

the Queen’s Own Juggler, because he 

appeared before her majesty and her 
guests three times within seven days. 

This was not Goldin’s only appearance 

{ with English royalty, for the last time 

he returned to America, he exhibited 

with great pride a beautiful diamond 

scarfpin that had been présented to 

him by King Edward as a souvenir of 

his entertainment of that monarch. 

Goldin, was originally a grocer in New 

York, but as he grew proficient in 

i feats of dexterity he dropped his ori- 
ginal trade and gradually broke into 

vaudeville, ~ His visits to America 
nowadays are somewhat rare, for the 

reason that there is constant demand 

for his services in the European music’ 

halls. 
Miss Donalda, the French-Canadian 

prima donna, who recently made her 
first appearance at the Royal Italian 
Opera, London, before the elite of the 

English speaking aristocratic and mu- 

sical world, including King Edward 

and his consort, is bearing out the high 

opinions expressed by all the critics, 

as to her exceptional abilities. Pos- 

sibly the most difficult critic in the 
whole operatic world to please is the 

gentleman who writes under the sobri- 
quet of “Lancelot” for the great Eng- 
lish Sunday paper, the Referee, Writ- 

ing on July 9th, he says: 
“To return to the past week, Miss 

Donalda made her first appearance at 

Covent Garden on Wednesday as Juli- 
ette in Gounod’s version of the story 
of the star-crossed lovers, and the Ca- 

nadian’s raven-haired embodiment of 
the heroine was delightfully young. 
Her love for Romeo, if lacking in depth, 

was sincere and excited sympathy. 
There were indications of want of ex- 
perience, notably in the marriage scene 

in which Juliette knelt at such a dis- 
tance from Romeo that I was much 
concerned to know how the good Friar 
would clasp their hands together. Ul- 
timately both had te rise, with the con- 

sequence that their hands received the 
blessing instead of their heads.” This 

is indeed high praise from Caesar, as 

those who know him can testify! 
pf ne 

At the York Theatre next Tuesday 
evening the Misses Furlong are pre- 

senting what they are pleased to de- 

scribe as a Midsummer Musicale, which 
being interpreted means a selection of 

gems from the latest operas, This 

should certainly appeal to all lovers of 
good music, and If it was a couple of 

months hence there ig little doubt but 
that there would be keen competition 
to procure seats, bat with the large 

number of people out of town to whom 

this class of entertainment would ap- 

peal, the Misses Furlong must not be 

disappointed if the audience is not so 

large as the programme would seem to 

merit. 
ef —— 

At the same place on Thursday and 
following days a merry band of 

“knights of the burnt cork” will let 
themselves “go” in an ornate blaze of 
glory. The Saturday matinee should 

offer a chance for the children of St. 
John to hear the funny corner men, ask 

“Massa Johnson” conundrums, and the 

usual time-honored jokes. ‘ 
—_— 

Stella Hammerstein, a daughter of 

Oscar of that name, is another Am- 

erican who seems to have captured the 

fancy of London audiences. Stella, 
who is tall, svelte and beautiful, went 

abroad about a year ago to see what 
she could do for herself as an actress. 
She had not been very much appreclat- 

¢d here, although that condition would 

probably have been reversed if she had 
stuck to her work in America, for she 
has undeniable talent. But Stella is 
impatient, doubtless receiving this 
quality by inheritance from her father, 
who has never brooked restraint. So 

she determined to cut away from her 
early associations, and had little diffi- 

culty in securing a position of minor 
importance in one cf the George Ed- 
wardes attractions. She is now play- 

ing at the Prince of Wales’ Theatre a 
quite important part in “The Lady 

Madcap,” and it is quite apparent that 

there is a future for her. 
JIM THE PENMAN. 

We 
The position a Newspaper holds in its own 

constituency is always apparent in its ‘WANT AD.’ 

: [} 

PACE. It is now accepted as one of the eternal 

verities in the world of advertising, that the news- 

paper which carries the greatest portion of the 

~ £ ABSOLUTE FACTS! £ 
\RARRRARARAARAARARARARAARAARRAAR 

“ Want Ad.” Business of its district, is assuredly 

THE BEST Result getter in that Section The 

ST. JOHM STAR Prints More “ Want Ads.” than 

Any Other St. John Paper. Itis the Uunrivalled 

and Recognized “ Want Ad.” Medium of St. John. 

«0 dear-bought glories of Trafalgar's 

day!” 
—Canning. 

The preparations which are being 

made in England, and whi
ch will, no 

doubt, be made all over the Empire, 

to celebrate on October 21, the centen- 

ary of Trafalgar, are quite natural. 

They will revive the memory of a 

series of eplendid naval triumphs 

which culminated in the s
upreme vie- 

tory of Nelson over the navy of 

France and Spain. Nations wh
ich for- 

get their past history are 
not likely to 

have a future history to be
 provd of; 

and victories forgotten are apt to re- 

venge themselves in defeats. 
At the 

moment of crisis at Waterloo, when 

the Emperor saw that his
 battle was 

lost, his comment was: “It has been 

always the same since Crecy!” He 

was always fighting the ba
ttles of his- 

tory over again. He won many; and 

if he lost the greatest as at Leipsic 

and Waterloo, he saw, clearly that 

history was against him. 
— —— 

History began to turn 
against him 

much earlier than he suspected. At 

Austerlitz in 1805, he wa
s dictating to 

kings after having destroyed their 

armies. It seemed to be the very 

height of his power and g
lory. As a 

great commander he could have no 

more fame to win; he had 
there gath- 

ered it all. Yet at that very time 
his- 

tory was declaring war on
 him after 

many warnings. These warnings had 

begun even before he was 
responsible 

for his country’s safety. Wh
ile he was 

defeating the Bardinians, and beating 

the armies of Wurmser at Castig
lione 

and of Alyinzi at Arcola, t
he English 

navy was capturing the sma
ller West 

Indies. While he was taking Mantua 

and marching to Vienna as comm
and- 

er<n-chief, Nelson and Jarvis were 

destroying temporarily the French 

fleet at St. Vincent. While he was on 

his way to Paris to enjoy hi
s triumph 

and take stock of the state of publi
c 

affairs, his Dutch allies on Sea were 

broken at Camperdown by Admiral 

Duncan. While he was imagin
ing him- 

self master of Egypt, Nelson was 

smashing the French fleet at the Nile, 

and British forces were occupy
ing the 

French territories in India. 
a 8 es 

All this was previous: to 1800. After 

1800 Napoleon was Emperor und
er the 

title of First Consul, and Consul for 

Life. The warnings of history co
ntin- 

ued to grow in fervour. While the 

Consul was winning Marengo, and his 

generals winning victories elsewhere, 

England was gathering in more W
est 

Indies and Bast Indies, and blockad- 

ing his ships in their ports; his army 

in Egypt was being crushed and cap-
 

tured; Nelson was checking him at 

Copenhagen; and the negroes were up 

in San Domingo. In 1804 the Consul 

became Emperor, and the warnings 

began again. He began preparations 

for the invasion of England, in 2a 

very melodramatic way, and gathered 

his hosts at Boulogne. History now 

began to shriek her menaces. The Em- 

peror was like a burglar who has 

broken into a rich house, and Is en- 

joying himself immensely, without 

noting that the place was surrounded 

by the police. The British blockading 

fleets kept his ships in their ports. He 

could not cross the Channel without 

them. When Villeneuve made a dash 

for freedom from Cadiz he wae driven 

back to Ferrol by Sir Robert Calder. 

The whole scheme for the invasion of 

England had failed. The West Indies 

were lost. East India was lost. Egypt 
was lost. There was nothing to do 

with the vast host that had been 

gathered, save to march it off to Cen- 

tral Europe to fight the third Euro- 

pean coalition, 
—— 

The Emperor had put in motion 

forces which could not now be con- 

trolled. Hie fleets had been chased 

round the West Indies and the Medi- 

terranean by Nelson, and. by the Em- 

peror’s orders a battle was to be 

fought. England might still be invad- 

ed when the coalition was destroyed. 

As g matter of fact, it wae nearly 

destroyed. The astonishing military 

genius had, on October 20th, 1805, cap- 

tured the bulk of the available Aus- 

trian army at Ulm, and the coalition 

wae shaking. On the 21st October, 

Nelson met the outcoming French and 

Spanish fleets at Trafalgar and actu- 

ally destroyed them. The coalition 

was saved. After Trafalgar, what 

was the value of Austerlitz? We have 

not at present to go beyond 1805, as 

the events which led to Trafalgar are 

the theme of the story that will, dur- 

ing this year, be in the minds and 

mouths of all Englisn-speaking people, 

tvithout any disrespect to the courage, 

the daring and the genius of the man 

who was beaten or of the sailors and 

soldiers who fought with such hero- 

{sm on that as on so many other days, 

for their Emperor. 

The invasion of England was part of 

a general plan. At first the emperor 

was disposed to convey his army in 

huge barges across the Channel, such 

a short distance, that men have tried 

| to swim it, and nearly succeeded in do- 

| ing so. But when the means of con- 

| veyances were ready: experience of the 

| distressingly restless character of the 

crossing made it obvious that a fleet 

| would have to be used. The point was 

{ to get the fleet together. There was 

still another consideration, viz.,, that 

his Buropean enemies should permit 

the emperor to go on with the game. 

1t was the business of England to dis- 

turb the rear of the great army, the 

front of which was flaunted at Bou- 

logne. Great Britain was equal to the 

two emergencies. She negotiated a co- 

alition against Napoleon in Europe. 

She blockaded his fleet in several ports, 

Thus she conferred on him a boon as 

well as a misfortune. By stopping his 

invasion and sending him away to Cen- 

tral Europe she saved him the fate of 

being captured, with all his army, on 

the way to London. Meantime the dis- 

aster was mere imminent than the 

doubtful boon. There was no part of 

the sea coast of Europe that was not 

watched by a British ship, and wher- 

ever there were Frenoh warships they 

were shut up in a sort of sailors’ snug 

harbor, at once unable and unwilling 

to come out. Part of the French fleet 

was shut up in Toulon, part of the 

| Spanish fleet was blockaded at Carta- 

THE BATTLE OF TRAFALGAR. 
— ee 

What Led Up To The Famous Victory and lis 

Results. 
Er 

gena and Cadiz; and at Brest there 

were other prisoners. 
———— 

The emperor's plan for their release 
was as follows: The Toulon fleet was 
to slip out (the easiest thing in the | 

world, of course, to pick up Spanish 
ships at Sartagent and Cadiz) with the | 

British ships quite blind all the time; 

and sail towards the West Indies, Nel- | 
son was to be deluded by this trick | 
and was to hurry off to the West In-| 
dies and waste his time. Meantime the | 
French fleet was to suddenly wheel 
about and rendezvous at Brest with 
the French fleet there. The British | 
blockading fleets were to be outwitted | 
(or even beaten if necessary), and the | 
channel was to be free for the six hours | 

which were all that the modest de- | 
mands of the emperor required, for the | 

conveyance of 150,000 men and equip- | 

ments to England and victory. The! 
best-laid schemes of men and emperors 

will “gang agley.” Port of the plan 
was successful. Nelson was drawn off 

to the West Indies. but discovered in 

part and in part dlvined the plan of 
the emperor. He sent home swift mes- 

senger vessels with the news to the ad- 

miralty. The admiralty was prompt to 

act. Tt flung out at once every ship it 
could find to strengthen the blockading 

fleets, pendinig the arrival of Nelson, 
who was hard on the heels of his mes- 

sengers. 
PO 

The fleet that had escaped from Tou- 

lon and got on its way to the West 

Indies was under the command of Vil- 

leneuve. It was now returning, with 

eighteen vessels, where he had hoped 
for thirty; but he was still strong, and 

hoped to join the Brest fleet still. But 

he was interrupted. Sir Robert Calder 
met him off Finisterre. There were 

fifteen sail of the line British, and 

twenty sail of the line and seven frig- 
ates French. There was a two days’ 

fight; the French were beaten, two 
Spanish vessels captured; and the rest 

of the fleet driven for refuge into Fer- 

rol. The attempt to rendezvous at 

Brest was frustrated. Two results fol- 

lowed, The first was that Sir Robert 
Calder was court-marshalled for his 

imperfect success. A century earlier he 

might have been shot, like Byng. Eng- 
land had got to expeat miracles from 

her navy. When miracles were not 

worked she suspected fraud or stupid- 

‘ty. hat Calder had beaten the enemy 

into Ferrol was nothing; he ought to 

have smashed him into bits—that was 
the view of the admiralty: What was 
the British fleet for if not to smash 
other fleets? - So very unreasonable 

does a victorious nation become. Na- 

poleon’s view of Calder's victory ‘was 
quite different. He saw that it threat- 
ened to frustrate all his plans. He sent 
peremptory orders to Villeneuve to put 

out to sea again, and get to Brest in 

spite of Britain. He tried to do so, but 
there was Calder again with twenty 

sail, and his remarkable seamen: and 

Villeneuve, not having the fear of the 
emperor sufficiently before’ his eyes, 
and having recently met Calder, re- 
fused to meet him again, and ran for 
Cadiz. Then the emperor saw the game 

was up. His fleet was useless to him 

for the crossing. That coalition in his 
rear began to make itself felt. He 

broke up his camp at Boulogne, bid 

farewell to the invasion of Britain, and 

turned his army to European fields. 

But if the invasion of Britdin was 

over, there was still the fleet of France 
to be disposed of. It was in great part 

at Cadiz, and the point was to get it 

out and destroy it. Nelson, who had 

returned to England atter discovering 

the emperor's plans, was now placed 

at the head of the blockading fleet. 
There would be no more indecisive ac- 

tions, Villeneuve was as unwilling as 

ever to come out after his melancholy 
experiences with Calder. It was neces- 

sary to lure him out. Nelson did what 

could be done. He pretended to reduce 
the blockading squadron; and at last 

Villeneuve ventured out. The fleets 

met, owing to Nelson's vigilance, not 

to Villeneuve's design, off Cape Tra- 
falgar. The results of the battle were 

the destruction of the French and Span- 

ish fleets and the sad mauling of the 

British fleet. For it must not be for- 

gotten that the French and Spaniards 

did not stand to be slaughtered or sunk. 

They fought herojcaily. “For Trafal- 

gar,” says Henry Newbolt, whose vol- 
ume on the “Year of Trafalgar” has 

just made its appearance, “was no hol- 

low victory, no massacre of poltroous, 

but a death grapple between two reso- 

lute companies. The seamanship, the 

gunnery, the genius, were ours; the 

courage and unflinching sacrifice were 

perhaps equally divided. The enemy’s 

ships, said Collingwood, were fought 

with a gallantry highly honorable to 

their officers, but the attack on them 

was iresistible; and Blackwood, whose 

position enabled him to judge still bet- 

ter, is equally emphatic: ‘Almost all 

seemed as if inspired with the one com- 

mon sentiment of conquer or die. The 

enemy, to do them justice, were not 

less so. They waited the attack of the 

British with a coolness 1 was sorry to | 

witness, and the fought in a way that | 

must do them honor.” i 

— tom [ 
One of the last comments of Nelson | 

before he died was: ‘‘Anchor, Hardy, | 

anchor.” It was beginning to blow a | 

gale. The question has often been 

raised whether or not this command 
should have been fulfilled, and whether 

the neglect of it was well. To anchor 

in a gale was difficult. Not to anchor 

was to risk the loss of some prizes in 

the confusion of the storm. In any 
cass, the result was disastrous. Three 
prizes were recaptured by the French, 

after the battle. One ship was taken 

by the British and three driven on" 
shore on the 24th. On the 25th three 

prizes were burnt and three sunk; thir- 

teen were driven ashore. Four of these 

thirteen were got off, the others were 

burnt. Of the eighteen French ships 

taken, one was taken to Gibraltar, two 

were burnt, one sank, carrying down 

some of the prize crew, five were 

wrecked, with the loss of ships’ crew 

and prize crew; four escaped and were | 

recaptured; five got into Cadiz. Of the' 

Spanish ships, three only were saved 

and sent to Gibraltar; three were de- 

stroyed in action, four were wrecked, | 

five escaped into Cadiz. Out of the en- | 
emy’s thirty-three ships twenty-three 

had been captured or destroyed, and 

ten escaped in a state of ruin; not one 

ever put to sea again. The British 

fleet had suffered deeply, too, but not 

in proportion to the enemy, whose gun- 

nery was not as good as that of the 

British. The fleet lost more than 1,600 

men. And it was, as has been said, a 

funeral procession of half-crippled 

ships that slowly made its way, first 

to Gibraltar, and then to England, 

many ships being towed along by thelr 

less crippled companions. 
ga 

The other question raised now is as 

to Nelson’s plan of “breaking the line” 

adopted at Trafalgar. All the plans 

published of the battle differ in details, 

but all agree in substance. The plan 

of breaking the line was lald down in 

an old writer on the subject, whose 

volume was a favorite with Nelson. 

It had been adopted in at least one 
previous naval engagement. It was 

admitted to be dangerous with a strong 

enemy. Mr. Newbolt discusses it at 

some length. Some naval authorities 

contend that the victory would have 

| been won more easily by an attack in 

line, ship to ehip. That it was cus- 

comary, conventional, and of regulation 

pattern there can be no doubt. With 
a light wind—and the wind at the hour 
of attack was iight—it kept the ships 

in the rear long out of range of effectu- 

al service. It was a courageous experi- 

ment on the part of Nelson, adapted for 

the first time; and its success precludes 

all criticism of it in fact. As a theory 
ef naval tactics it still remains chal- 

lenged. Success in the case in point 

is not decisive. We cannot always 

count on the supply of Nelsons, nor on 

the rivalry of Villeneuves. For good 

or evil the battle wag fought and won; 
and the lesson of history for the em- 

peror was that he was powerless at 
sea, that colonial possessions were. not 

to be his, and that England was safe 
frm his designs.—M. J. Griffin, In 
Montreal Gazette. ‘ 
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LonNDON 

LIFE. 
By JAMES WATSON 

The following is the eighth of a series 
of sketches of life in the great city of 
London, written by a member of the 

Star staff, who while engaged in 

newspaper work in that city was 

brought into intimate acquaintance 

with the types described. 

No. 8—THE NEWSBOY. 
“*QOrrible slorter-of the British. One 

man and two dawgs killed.” This sen- 

sational and alarming announcement 

set me thinking that some very inter- 

esting information might be got from 

one of these young terrors; so selecting 

my victim, I got him to tell me the 

story of the “Newsboy.” 

“Buy a paper, Kernel!” “All the lat- 

est war lies!” “Yer don’t want one?” 
“Garn, yer ain’t got the bloomin’ 

price.” “Does I want ter make a bit? 

well, yus, I finks so. I begs yer pard- 
ing, Milford, for gassin’ likes I did ter 

yer.” “Yer wants ter know how I earn 
my livin’? Why, a sellin’ noospapers, 

o-course. But competition’s awful nah, 

and I don’t make the brass at it I 

used ter. Oh, ah! its bin much better 

lately, and if this ’ere war would only 

last for a bit we'd ’ave a chanst of 
gettin’ our own back a bit. I always 

sticks ter the City, ‘cause I ’'as my 
reglar beat, and then I makes a decent 

bit out o’ collecting ‘slips’ for the torfs 

what ’as a bit on with the bookies. Yer 

see it’s much safer letting the likes 0’ 

me do this for them, fer the coppers 
are always after the ‘bookies’ and don’t 

trouble us much. - Oh! I only works fer 

one bookie, 0’ course—’e keeps the ap- 

ple stall in the court. ’Oofy’ ah, I be- 
lieves yer; there’s many a toff could 

do “with his brass; no offense, Kernel. 

“I only sells the evenin’ papers, but 

that means startin’ early enuff, as the 

“second edishun’ generally comes out 

soon arter eight o'clock in the mornin’. 

1 always goes up ter fetch mine, and 

when I gets them I makes straight fer 

this ’ere pitch, where I've been fer 

years. Yus, I've got my regler custom- 

ers, and they wouldn't fink of buyin’ 

off any other bloke. 

“Why, when I was laid up fer a weels’| 

last year, believe me, lots of ‘em never 

bought a paper the whole time! Oh, 

it’s true, s’elp me never. Yer know, 
Sir Henry, I does a bit with the gloves 

in the evenings, and I'm reckoned a 

bit ’andy with the mauleys. Only 

once did some one get here afore me, 
and, believe me, 'e was glad ter chuck 

it pretty soon; I was just a-goin ter 

bite 'is ear off when they called time. 

In course, times like the present, is a 

bit of luck fer us, fer the papers all 

sell like greasy lightning. But, take it 

all rahnd, there ain’t such a lot of fat 

in the game even fer us wot ’as a pitch 

in the City, and then them blokes wot 

works the Subbubs ’as a much worse 

time. W'y, only the other day a pal o- 
mine 'oo works a pitch near Stephney 

station, ‘Shirty Bill’ 'is moniker: well, 

re tells me the on’y time ’e wos sure o’ 
fairly regler meals wos when ’e was a 

workin’ off a three months’ ‘jug’ fer 

stoppin’ a bloomin’ kindergarten in the 

street an’ a takin’ off their wipes, 

wraps, and things, and runnin’ em up 

a ‘lug’s chovey” (which, being inter- 
preted, means that a friend of his, re- 
joicing in the soubriquet of “Shirty 

Bill,” says that the only time he ever 

enjoyed regular meals was when he 

was up in prison for stealing some 

wraps and handkerchiefs from a small 

children’s school, who were out for a 
walk, and then pawning them). “If it 

wasn’t for the brass that I makes out 

of the betting game, I'm blessed if I 
wouldn't ‘list up’ and have a go at old 
Monkey Brand” (Kruger), ‘although, 

mind yer, I'm much obliged ter 'im, for 

it was a-gettin’ awful slow afore ’e arst 

us ter wipe ’im out. I reckons as ‘ow 

I'm doing my little bit ot ome a keepin’ 

the public supplied with the latest news. 
Did yer ’ear about that dawg being 
killed? Wasn't it ‘orroble, Lor’ luv 
yer, Kernel, the thort of that there pore 

dawg a lying dead massacred by them 

and I feels-as if I must go and fight ter 

death, if on’y to save the ‘onor of that 

pore dawg. What do I reckon the best 

day in the year? Well,( a speakin’ fer 

myself, I always does most on the Ep- 

som Races—'cause I gets the winners 

down early, and as yer Knows every on
e 

‘as a “bit on” the Derby, and the
n I 

makes as much as thrupence a ti
me fer 

my papers. Then there's the kricket 

matches wi’ the Horstrallans; we al- 

ways sells a good many papers when 

these is on, but they don’t come every 

year, worst luck. One thing I reckon’s 

a shame, and that is a good ma
ny of 

these 'ere interfering shopkeepers
 ‘ave 

taken ter shovin’ the scores u
p every 

arf ‘our or so. I thinks they ort ter 

be perceeded agin, fer corsing an ob- 

struction; a doin’ a ’onest man
 out of 

"js livin’ like that. 

“No, I don’t mind & lettin’ yer 
‘no the 

price I pays fer the ‘sheets.’ I only 

takes on the ’appenny papers
, and I 

gets ’em at 9d. a quire. 'Ow many in 

a quire? W’y, 27, in corse. It ain’t 

bad profit if yer could only 
sell enuff, 

but ter make a ‘bob’ (shilling) at the 

game, yer ‘ave ter sell 72 of ’em, 80 

I'm better off than a lot of ‘em
. ‘Where 

does I sleep? Well, now, you've arsk- 

ed me summat. Yer wants ter go up 

ter the Palace Theatre, in Shaf
tesbury 

Avenoo’, the larst thing at 
night, and 

watch the blokes a waiting 
ter get the 

larst breath of hot air from the 
wen- 

tilators; then some of\’em 
goes off ter 

a ‘doss-house,’ and those that 
ain't got 

the price turns in where they can. 

That's all yer want fer ‘no? 
Wot, ho! 

You're a torf. Good-night, yer wor: 

ship.” ‘“Hextra Speshal.” 

A ————— 

«PRIDE GOETH BEF
ORE A FALL.” 

Me 

We all have our little
 vanities, and 

usually one pet vanity
. in particular. 

We either think our hai
r is a little bit 

curlier than the rest 
of the world’s, or 

our eyes a little bit 
brighter—and sO 

n. 

. A young girl came 
sauntering down 

the street the other d
ay whose figure 

was divine, Every curve was perf
ect. 

And the young lady w
as. quite consci- 

ous that the symmetr
y of The Temple 

of Her Soul was a thin
g to be admired. 

She wore one of those up-to-date 

sweaters (instead of a coat)
 which but 

ton down the front. It was
 apparently 

quite new, and as she s
wung along she 

looked very jaunty and 
chic. 

An old colored man was lea
ning ag- 

ainst the sunny side of a wall, warming 

his rheumatic joints in old Sol's friend: 

ly rays. As the girl in the sweate
r ap- 

proached he raised his tattered cap 

from his gray wool. 

“Mornin’, Miss Evelina,”
 he said very 

graciously, bowing low. 

“Good-morning, Henry,” repli
ed the |”: 

1.35—No 81, Express from the Sydneys, girl, acknowledging the saluta
tion. 

«Yoh lookin’ mighty fine an’ 
dandy 

this mornin’, Miss Evelina.
” 

“Thank you, Henry.” 

“Thet’s a mighty exquis't’ jumper yo
h 

has on, Miss Evelina,” 1 has noticed 

it two or free times latély—you cer- 

tainly am a pixter in thet 
jumper. It 

am a good, warm jumper, ain
’t it, Miss 

Evelina?” / 

«Yes, quite warm, Henry,” replied 

the young girl,—"only it isn’t a
 jumper, 

it's a sweater,” she corrected
 with a 

touch of pride. ; 

“Yes, yes, yoh cer’ainly an a pixter
 

in thet jumper,” the old man went on
, 

gazing at the sweater with apprec
iative 

eyes and quite ignoring the corr
ection. 

“Yoh makes scenery when yoh w
alk 

down the street, Miss Evelina. My 

olew oman an’ me. was jes’ sayin’ the 

other evenin’ thet there wasn’t a pre
t- 

teir girl in this yere town than Mi
ss 

Evelina. Such a stylish walk! Such a 

lovely—er—er halr! Such magnif’'cent 

teef! Such—" 

“Oh Henry, I shall have to be going,
” 

said the girl, laughing and blushing. 

“You are getting to be an awful flat- | 

terer—"’ 
Henry started forward. 
"Why—er—Miss Evelina, befo’ yoh g0 

I'd like ter say thet if yoh doan want 

thet jumper, why, my ole woman is 

jes’ yoh figger.”—Lippincott’s. 

OBEYED ORDERS. 
——f = 

“Speaking of the vital question of the 

hour, the servant,” said Mrs. Young 

Matron, “I engaged a cook-lady last 

week who came well recommended. 

After she had been with me several 

days I said to her, ‘I will stir up a fruit- 

cake but I want you to attend to the 

baking of it. Bake the cake, sald I 

impressively, ‘one hour by the clock! 

pointing to cone of those cheap affairs, 

made of metal of some kind, that hung 

on the kitchen wall 

«Sure, Mum,” Nora replied. 

“I went upstairs, took my sewing, 

and soon tne hum of the sewing-ma- 

chine broke the stillness. After a while 

my nostrils were assailed by a 
most 

peculiar odor. I sniffed the atmos- 

phere, trying to determine what the 

smell might be, for sometimes trash 

was thrown into the furnace along 
with 

the coal. It smelled neither like burn- 

ing rags, paper, nor rubber. I threw 

down my sewing and hastened 
to the 

kitchen. ‘ : 

« What is burning, Nora? I exclaim- 

ed. 

« Faith, Mum, it must be the clock,” 

she replied. 

« «The clock! what do you mean? 

“Nora opened the oven door, disclos- 

ing the cake and what was left of the 

clock ‘side by each. I grabbed the 

‘coal-scuttle and huriedly raked into 
it 

the smelly mass. 

« “what on earth, Nora,’ I demanded, 

‘made you put the clock in the 
oven? 

Are you crazy? 
« «Crazy, is it?” she made answed in 

tones that a tragedy queen might 
have 

envied, ‘and I just a-followin’ your 

orders. Didn't you tell me yourself, 

“Nora, bake the cake one hour by 
the 

clock?” * "—Lippincott’s. 

Po 
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18 Ibs, Granulated 
Sugar for $1.00. 

Ohoice Butter in Tubs. 
Fresh Hggs. ; 

MEGARITY & KELLE 
Telephone 820. 

‘SING LEE, 
First-Class Chinese Laundrv 

530 MAIN ST. pais 
Family Washing 30, 50 and 75 ce 
per dozen. Best Hand Work. G 
called for and delivered. 

Indian Souvenirs 
for the Tourist. 
Baskets, Birch Bark Canoes, Paddles, 

etc. Indian Slipper Moccasins, etc. 

DAVIDSON'S VARIETY STORE, 
176 Union St. 

Look for the sheep at the door. Open 

Intercolonial Railway 
On and after JUNE 4, 1905, trains wil} 

depart and arrive daily (Sunday ex- 
cepted) as follows: 

TRAINS LEAVE ST. JOHN. 

6.00—No. 2 Express for Point da 
Chene, Halifax, Campbellton, 

Pictou, the Sydneys. 
7.46—No. 6, Mixed for Moncton, 
11.00—No. 4, Express for Point du 

Chene, Quebec and Montreal, 
11.45—No. 26, Express for Point du 

Chene, Pictou and Halifax, 
13.15—No. -136, Suburban Express for 

Hampton. 
17.15—No. 8, Express for Sussex. 
18.15—No. 138, Suburban Express for 

Hampton. 
19.00—No. 134, Maritime Express for 

Quebec and Montreal, Point du 

Chene. 
*2.40—No. 166, Suburban Express for 
Ld Hampton. 
+ y25—No. 10, Express for Pictou, Hall 

fax and the Sydneys. 
TRAINS ARRIVE AT 8ST, JOHN, 

0.25—No. 9, Express from the Syd- 
neys, Halifax and Pictou. 

7.45—No. 135, Suburban Express from 
Hampton. 

-9.00—~No. 7, Express from Sussex. 
12.50—No. 138, Maritime Express from 

Montreal and Quebec. Point du 
Chene. 

15.30—No. 137, Suburban Express from 
Hampton. 

16.30—No. 5, Mixed from Moncton. 
17.00—No. 3, Express from Point du 

Chene and Moncton. 

Pictou and Campbellton. 
21.20—No. 1, Express from Mocton. 

‘Hampton. 

Halifax, 
, (Sundays only). 

All' trains run by Atlantic Standard 
Time; 24.00 o'clock is midnight. 
CITY TICKET OFFICE—T7 King St. 
GEO. CARVILL, C. T. A 
St. John, N. B. Telephone 1053. 

D. POTTINGER, 
General Manager. 

Ask Your Grocer 

8t John Creamery Butter 
and Cream. 

If he .does not handle our 
goods call on us direct. 

Creamery open for inspec- 
tion every day, 92 King St. 

Tel. 1432. 
W. H. BELL, Manager, 

FOR SALE! 
At greatly reduced prices, clothing, 
watches, jewellery, spectacles and eye 
glasses, musical instruments, firearms, 

carpenters’ tools, etc. 

Remember the address 
H. GILBERT, 

42 Mill Stret 8T, JOHN N -B. 

ALARM CLOCKS ON . 
; GRAVBSTONES. 
ra Bh ns 

The Indians of Pala, in the foothills 

of the Coast Range in the southern 

pert of the State of California, were 
ccnverted to the Catholic faith by the 

Jesuit Fathers, who founded a mission 
among them. ‘Though some supersti- 

ticns prevail, their belief is the resur< 

rection is strong. 
Belleving that the dead must remain 

for some time in the grave, they ob- 

serve exactly the hour at which the 

spirit departs, and the rude wooden 

cross over each grave in the cemetery 

states the exact hour, minute and day 

on which the person died. Suspended 

from the arms of one of the crosses is 

an alarm clock, with the hands set at 

6.57. The alarm at .the back of the 
back of the, clock had been set for the 
same moment. The person who 

placed the clock there believes that at 

the proper moment the alarm will 

sound and will awaken the sleeping 

spirit. Another alarm clock, that once 

hung from the cross above it, has fal- 

len down, and now lies in a damaged 

condition on the ground. Bottles, 

lamps, pitchers and other pieces of 

crockery and glassware are also seeh 

on the graves. The cemetery is at 

Agua Caliente, or Warm Spring.—Am- 

erican Inventor. 
EER AC Ee 

A DISCREET SERVANT, 
—_— 

A certain duke was dining in full 
kilt dress at a highland anniversary 

dinner, his piper standing behind his 
chair. At dessert a very handsome and 

valuable snuffbox belonging to one of 

the guests was handed round. When 

the time came to, return it to its own- 

er the snuffbox could not be discover 

“A practical joke,” said Barne
y Old- 

fleld, the automobilist, “was play
ed on 

me last season. I had my revenge, | 

though. The practical joke took the 

form of a telegram. It was-a teleg
ram! 

from a friend of mine travelling in 

Italy. It came ‘collect;’ it cost me $7; 

and when I opened it all I read was: | 

“I am well.” “To get back on my | 

friend for playing such an ‘expensive 

trick on me I went out into the road | 

and found a cobblestone. I wrapped 

this stone up in excelsior and pink | 

paper, sealed it up in a handsome box, | 

and sent it by express, ‘collect’ to my 

friend abroad. It cost my friend $8 for 

the box, and on opening it he found | 
along with the stone a note from me 

that said: ‘On the receipt of the news| 

companying 

there Boers is more than I can stand, 

that you were in good health, the my | 

load rolled off my 
heart. i 2 

ed anywhere. A search was made, 

but with no result, the duke being es- 

pecially anxious about it. 

On the next anniversary he again 

donned the kilt—which- he had not 

worn in the interval—for the annual 

dinner. As he was dressing he hap- 

pened to put his hand in his sporran 

and there, to his astonishment, found 

the box which had been lost at the last 

year's dinner. He turned to his piper 

and said: 

“Why, this is the snuffbox we were 

all looking for! Did you not see m 

put it away in my sporram?’’ : 

“Yes, your grace.” 

“Then why did you not tell me?” de~ 

manded the duke. 
“Because I thought your grace re 

quired the little matter kept quiet,” re- 

sponded the piper, with a knowing 

wink. { : : 

. 

Pictou and Moncton. 

\ 

4 

Fancy Sweet Hay 

17.15—No. 26, Express from Halifax, ' 

22.05—No. 165, Suburban Express from 
} 

/ 


