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A DAUGHTER ) 
OF THE VELDT 

How Two Enemies Met 
On ““‘Lovers’ Walk,”’ 

o> 

About six miles from our lines I ran 

against a dainty little farmhouse cud- 

dled up against the slope of a shrub 

covered kopje. On one side of the 

dwelling a trelliswork of vines broke 

the wind at both front and rear, while 

a pretty flower garden, fragrant with 

flowers, spread far away in front of 

the substantial dwelling. I was admir- 

ing these things from my horse’s back, 

when it suddenly dawned upon me that 

I had possibly played the imbecile in 

straying so far from camp. But it was 

too late to hang back. If the farmer 

folk were friendly, I was in ‘luck, for 

the inside of such a dwelling could not 

be ill supplied with creature comforts. 

If, however, they were hostile, I was 

at their mercy. I had no desire to 

match my pony's pace against the flight 
of a Mauser bullet, so, humming a 

song and thinking of a psalm, I rode 

forward as if certain of a kindly wel- 

come. An elderly Boer with a kindly 

face met me at the door and gave me 

the time of day with all civility, a ne- 

gro lad took hold of my bridle, and I 

swung myself out of the saddle just in 

time to receive a civil greeting from 

the farmer's wife—healthy, wholesome, 

substantial, well fed and clothed. They 
invited me inside, and there their four 

daughters introduced themselves to 

me. They all talked English as well as | 

I could, and before I had been there 20 

seconds I had arrived at the conclusion 

that I should never get a better chance 

to study the language of the people of 

our foes and determined to sacrifice 

myself upon the flinty shrine of duty. 

Three of the maidens were plain faced, 

good, honest looking girls, but the 

fourth had a face like a young preach- 

er's first public prayer—a face that 

many a man would risk his life for. 

So much of my whole career has 

been passed amid the rougher and 

more rugged scenes of life that a de- 

scription of dainty womanhood comes 

awkwardly from me. But I have read 

so much about the ugliness and clumsi- 

ness of the Boer woman in British 

journals that I should like to try to de- 
scribe this daughter of the veldt, al- 

though only a farmer's daughter. I do 

not know if she should be called short 

or tall, but her cheek could have been 

nestled comfortably on the shoulder of 

a fairly tall man. I don’t know how 

much hair she had, but there was 

enough of it to make a fellow feel as | 
if he didn't care a rap if half the earth 

It was not red nor yellow; 

it was like honey kissed by sunshine. 

She had the sort of forehead which one 

never sees on the face of a fool. na- 

ture’s signboard for an emporium of 
brains. 

ing. 

of those sepulchers 

some feminine faces. not childishly 

small like a bud bursting into bloom, 

but a strong, true mouth. large enough 

for a prayer to slip through. but not 
big enough to swear with. 

would just about fill the crook of a 

man’s arm and make him feel 

there was no room for anything else 

under heaven. The arch of her bust 

was like the curve on a wave as it 

breaks on the beach in the bay, not the 

stiff lath and plaster model one is apt 

to see walking around the streets of 

cities. Her hands were shapely, brown 

and strong. cracked a little by wind 

and weather; not toy hands, but hands 

that could spank a baby or help hus- 

band back to paths of rectitude when 

all the world had damned him past re- 
demption. 

So she looked when I saw her, and | 

said unto my soul. ‘Verily, it is a good 

thing for his enemies’ language.” It | 

was the fifth evening after that, and I 

had registered my fifth visit to the 

farm, when an event befell which put 

an end to my studies in Dutch for the 

A Prisonar’s Relaass 
A Bright Youth of Eighteen Suffered 
80 Badly from Asthma and Bron- 

chitis that he was Forced to 
Remain in the House for 

Months at a Time. 

DR. CLARKHES KOLA COM- 
POUND CURED. 

Mr. L. O. Lemienes, C. PR. Engineer, 556 Alex- 
ander Street, Winnipeg, Man , writgs: ‘My son 
who is just eighteen years of age has Been a terrible 
sufferer from asthma and bronchitis during eighteen 
years, He became worse each year in spite of the 
hundreds of dollars I spent on” doctors a d many 
reinedies. For several years he has had to remain in 
the bouse during the winter mon hs, and for h ‘urs at 
a lime treated with pou:tices and mus ard plasters to 
keep him from ch king. Time after time wa thought 
each attack would be his last. About the first of 
Septemb:r, 1898, we heard of Claike's Kola Com- 
pound and purchased in all seven bo tles. While 
taking the first four bottles the change was gradually 
for the better; soon after taking the fifth bottle he 
could go out any day without any sign of his trouble 
watever, and since completing the treatment has 
been completely cured. This grand medicine cer- 
tainly has been a blessing to him. Du-ing the lat 
year, since being cured, he has developed wonerfully 
Piysically and is altogether a changed boy. I give 
you this letter that it may bring the light of this 
wonderful medicine to some other sufferer, as I have 
every reason to thank ths gentleman in Vancouver, 
whose testimonial I )ead.” 

Don't take any substitute for Clarke’s Kola Com- 
pound. Ali druggist. or from The Griffiths & Mac: 
pherson Co., Limited, Torento, Can 

Yor sale by John M. Wiley, druggist. 
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| the blue skirts switched 
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timé DPEing. "1 hdd dined with the 
farmers, the plain sisters had made 
music for me. They had lifted their 

voices in song also, for I was an hon- 

ored guest, having been enabled to do 

some little deeds of kindness through 
the favor of the courteous general to a 

relation of the ladies who was a pris- 

oner in our lines. They had given me 

blankets and rugs for the poor beggar, 

and the general had handed them to 
the man. 

The night was a beautiful one, so, 

lighting a cigar, 1 rambled down to- 

ward the quarter mile long avenue of 
orange trees. It was to be my last vis- 

it, for our troops were on the move #f 
dawn. As [ sauntered forward I 

heard the rustle of a woman’s skirte 

amid tle bushes on my right, and, look- 

ing in that direction, I saw the navy 

blue dress and the red gold hair of the 

girl who had been teaching me Dutch. 

[ had not many seconds to look at her. 

but brief as the time was I had long 

enough to notice that one band held 

up so that 
about a foot of white petticoat was 

displayed. I also noticed that she was 

heading toward the orange wall: which 

I iad long since learned was kno. a in 

the family as ‘the lovers’ walk.” She 

did not look in my direction, did n.t 

turn toward me at all, but like many 

another fool I was puffed up in my 

folly. ‘What harm is there in it,” I 

mused, “if I take my leston in Dutch 

in the shade of the orange trees?” 

Tossing my cigar away, I sauntered 

after the flying figure out of the flower 

garden, over the field, into the shady 

walk. I meandered like a he goat 

through a gap in a hedge, I walked 

| about 50 yards and saw no one, heard 

Then all at once I found my- | no one. 

self looking right into the face of a big 

hairy savage who wore a tweed coat 

and a bandolier full of cartridges. In 

his hands he carried a handy little 

Mauser carbine. 

“Well, Mr. Spy,” said the hairy indi- 

vidual, “you are my prisoner.” 

1 tried to smile, 

springs in my face had got out of order 

and would not work. 

“What did you want sneaking after 

me for, you beastly Englishman?" 

snarled the man with the gun. *I could 

want to bring trouble on this farm. 

What do you want to hunt me for?" 

I found my tongue for a moment 

then. 

“Hunt you? 

chap existed.” 

He lowered his carbine an inch or 

two. 
doing in the lovers’ walk?" 

“What are you doing here?" I blurt 
ed. 

We stared at each 

I didn’t know such a 

other 

edged a foot or two away from the 

gun. Just then | heard the patter of 

girlish feet on the gravel behind me 

and, turning my bead. saw one of the 

Her eyes were large, brown | 

and fearless. not bold nor yet waver- | 

Her mouth was perfect—-not one | 

which disfigure | 

Her waist | 

that | 

plain sisters burrying toward us. and 

almost at the same second the reddish 

=old head of the “beauty.” the head of 

the girl who had been teaching ine 

Dutch, passed from a patch of shad- 

ow into the streak of starlight where 

the hairy young giant was standing 

fondling his gun. I saw her clasp his 

arm. heard her hurriedly whisper some 

thing in Dutch which caused the giant 

to grin as if half his head ached to 

part company with the other half. The 

“beauty” pointed toward me and the 

plain sister, who had come to a hal 

beside me. The plain girl put her hand 
kindly on my shoulder and whispered, 

“Don’t you think it's too chilly out 

here?” 

Chilly was no name for it. I was as 

cold as Klondike. The sight of that 

carbine in the starlight had taken all 

the warmth out of the atmosphere as 
far as I was concerned. 1 turned to 

go, when a little hand touched mine, 

The girl who had been teaching me 

Dutch was at my side. “Before you 

gentlemen leave,” she said, “1 want 

you both to make a promise. You 

are enemies now. Some day when the 

war is over you may be friends. But 
promise not to hurt each other by talk. 

ing of this meeting. Otto had no busi: 

ness to come. Father had forbidden 

him until the trouble ended with the 

British.” 

“1 came out of love for you,” grunted 

the man with the gun. 

“And you came out of fondness for 

me,” murmured the plain girl, het 

voice shaking with laughter that was 

almost choking her. [| muttered the 

biggest lie I had ever parted with. 

The hairy individual rested his gun 

against a tree, stepped forward and 

lifted his slouch hat to the plain girl, 

“Yor your sake I promise.” 

I lifted my helmet to the ‘“beauty” 
and said something similar. A few 

minutes later as I was buckling my 

girths I heard him galloping off south- 

ward to join Olivier's commando. As 
I swung into my saddle the plain sister 

slipped away, and the “beauty” lifted 
her hand in farewell. As our hands 

met she said, “Why did you come to 

lovers’ walk?” 
“To get a lesson in Dutch,” 1 said, 

with a sheepish grin. 
“Well,” she answered, “I hope you'll 

remember your lesson.” And | heard 

the two of them laughing as I galloped 
out on the veldt.— Argonaut. 

McLaren's Imperial Cheese 

Cpened today at G. T. Whelpley’s in 
small and mediam jars.—d. 

VICTORIA &£ 

To-morrow, FRIDAU, May 24th > 
Pris 

Will be VICTORIA DAY. Have you your Light Clothes to celebrate this great day ? ()=¢ 

If not, our Stores willbe open until 10 p. m. to-night to enable everybody Pees 
to provide with all the usual summer garments. It will [>> 

be a hot day to-morrow. 1} 

For Gentlemen's Wear. Bike Pants 95 cts., $1.15, $1.30 ppg 
to $2.00. : 
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but somehow the | 

have shot you last night and the night | 

before that if I had liked, but I did not | 

New Summer Suits in Light Golfe Hose 40 cts. 50 cts. and 
Homespun Cloth and Navy 28 ota. 7) ; 
Serges, Coats unlined, good com- 
fortable fitters, at $3.00 to $6.00 
per suit. 

Neglige Shirts, in endless 
varieties, all the newest patterns 
out, at 50 cts., 65 ets. to $1.15. 
New Straw Hats, the biggest 

stock in the city, any shape you 
can call for, at 25 cts., 35 cts. and 

50 cts. 

New Summer Ties, 10 ects., 15 
cts., 20 cts. to 50 cts 

Alpaca Coats, in black and col- 

ored from 80 ects., $1.00 and $1.25 
to $3.00. 

Whice Canvass Boots and Shoes, 
with Leather and Rubber Soles, 
at 50 cts, 70 cts., 90 cts. to $1.50 
air. 
Flags of all nations, in all sizes, 

mouuted on neat sticks, 5 cts., 10 
cts., 15 cts. to 30 cts. 

Bunting, red, white and blue, all 
wool quality, 20 cts. and 30 cts. 

For Ladies’ Wearing Garments. 
We are headquarters, because 

we can fit out a lady from head to 
foot at one-half the cost than if 
you've be walking the city over 
and buy your garments in piece 
lots. 
Come and see our Crash Skirts 

at 80c, $1 to $150. 

Fancy Duck Skirts, nicely 
braided, perfect fitting, at $1.30, 
$1.50 to $1.90. 
New Shirt Waists in endless 

varieties. This season’s styles only 
from 39¢, 50¢, G5c to $1.50. 
New Sailor Hats, 15¢, 35¢ and 

45¢. 

New Gloves in Lisle Thread, 
Taffetas and all Silk, any color you 
wish, from 10c, 15¢, 20c to 50c 
pair. q 
New P. K. Shirts, $1, $1.20 and 

yd 

Come and see our new DRESSING ROOM. 

“Then what the devil are you] 

like two 

| grass fed calves in the starlight. and I’ 

Bicycle Suits, this season’s style 
at $2.00 and $4.50 suit. 

$1.50. 
New Canvas Shoes and Boots, 

G5e, 80¢ to $1.25. R
R
R
R
R
R
R
R
R
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The only one of its 
in this city. 

M. FICKLER & CO. 
The Progressive Dealers in Fredericton. 
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MEN! 
“H WHRNING VOICE” 

Is the title of an interesting little book 
that shows how 

SEXUAL STRENGTH 
Is LOST and how it can be 

REGAINED 
It is securely sealed in plain envel- 

ope Free on receipt of 2¢ stamp for 
[ames We are the leading special- 
sts in curing all cases of Kidney and 
Bladder trouble, Sexual Weakness 
and Impotency, Syphillis, Gonorrhoea 
Night Losses, Gleet and Stricture, 
quickly and permanently. We have 
cured thousands at their own homes. 
All letters kept strictly private and 
answered in plain sealed envelope. 
Consultation by mail free, Write to- 
day. Address 

Dr. W. H. Saundars & Co. 
Station C, CHICAGO, 1LL. 

I wish to Convince you that 
it would be Money in 

Your Pocket to 

call on 

ROBERT B. ADAMS 
When you are wanting 

to purchase a 

COFFIN OR GASKET 

Or anything in the Undertaking 
Line. As I import all my goods, 
they are far superior to those made 

by hand. 

R. B. ADAMS. 

FIRE INSURANCE CARD. 

est purely Fire Office in the world. Founded 
A. D, 1710. 

SPEAKING OF A 

Spring Suit.. 
I have the finest line of Worsteds, Tweeds and Serges at present in stock 1 have 

ever carried. Those celebrated Divonia Serges. Also * Cowes” Yachting Serges, 

the bestin the world, color and wearing qualities guaranteed. WANTED—Five 

tons of Wool in exchange for Eureka Tweeds, Yarns, Blankets, etc. 

WwW. E. SEERY, 
226 QUEEN STREET. 

MERCHANT 
TAILOR. 

Trust the bicycle Headquarters Here. [iu ibe blevele 
the very best sundries and oir Come here for 
Tires (single and double tube), Chains, Saddles, 
Bells, Pumps, Lubricant, Handlebars, Pedals, Toe 
Shee Let us put a Rubber Chain Stall on your 
wheel. 

BARRETT’S Cycle Shop 
143 Queen Street, Fredericton, N. B, 

Bicycle 

Sundries 

- = 

Never too Late too Mend, but better still, 
A Stitch in Time Saves Nine. 

It would be money in your pocket to have your furniture that needs repairing, at- 
tended to now before it is gone too far. But no matter what condition it is in, we 
will put it in good order for you at the least possible cost. This kind of work is 
one of our specialties. 9 

GEO. W. ADAMS, Fini repalrer and Ploture 
—— 

MONEY TO LOAN. 

A Large Sum to Loan on first mortgage 
security, and in amounts to suit applicants. 
First class city loans made at 5 per cent. 

R. W. MCLELLAN, 
Barrister, City SEN 

INSURANCE OFFICE 

March 9—dtf 

ee 

nd CURE YOURSELF! 
CURES Use Big & for unnatural 

in1to 5 days. discharges, inflammations, 

Hm Raed i - irritations or ulcerations 
THEEVANS CHEMICA of mucous membranes. 

L0o Painless, and not astrin- 

gent or poisonous. A 

Sold by Druggists. = 
Circular sent ob requests 

(Fire only), of London, England. The old- 

AVA shies aa ne Ste 

Local Agent, 

N. B. Telephone Office, Fredericton, N. B. 
may 22—d6m-MwWF 
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