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MALONES. CHRISTMAS.

Mr. Michael Malone was by occupation
a porter. He himself could’'nt have told
vou anything more definite than: ‘‘I'min
Mr. Calhoun’s imply.”

Malone was at the beck and call of the
Calhoun family, as well as of those at the
store. Was something to be repaired
about Mr. Calhoun’s house, that gentle-
man, before leaving for his place of busi-
ness, would invariably remark : **Well, I'll
send up Malone.” It was the same when
coal had to be putin, or the back yard

cleaned, or the carpets shaken. Malone
did everything with a smile. e was on

good terms with everybody, from Mrs.
Calhoun to the girl in the kitchen. He
knew all about the Calhoun family, from
the time their ancesters landed to the pres-
ont. He knew all their business, too, for
what he didn’t hear from Mr. or Mrs. Cal-
houn's own lips, the girl in the kitchen told
him.

Mrs. Malone knew all about the Cal-
houns and their business also. Everything
Malone heard during the day was told to
Kathleen at the supper table that very
evening, while all the little Malones
listened with wondering eyes and open
mouths. But they had strict injunctions
that ““if iver ves repate anything phat ye
hears at home, ye'll get scalped in good
stoile, so ye will.”

Malone was a family man, with as many
children as 2 man who had been married as
long as he had could possibly have and
keep within the bounds of common de-
cency. He wasn’t very old, but he was
settled and contented. Kathleen was as
“nate as a pin,” and so were the young-
sters when they left home in the morning.
Not so, to be sure, when they came in for
the night ; but Kathleen consoled herself
with the thought that the neighbors could
see it wasn't her fault if the children wad-
¢d in the mud and slush, and her children
were no worse than their playmates, and
she prided herself that they were cleaner
in the mornings than any of them, if
little Michael was wearing Master Cal-
houn’s jacket, made over, and one of the
twins displayed the abbreviated trousers
belonging to the same suit. For although
Kathleen could make Malone’s 88 a week
go pretty far, it was hard to keep
the children as she would like to sce them.

Christmas was drawing near. Things
were being run on close lines at the Malone
mansion, so that as much of a spread as
possible could be made when the joyous
season did come round. The little Malones
were saving up. Their eyes were open for
all odd jobs the wealthier people on the
street wanted done, and every little Malone
felt happier every time he dropped his cent
into his own particular tin box and shook
it up to see if the other ones were there.

Malone and his wife sat up late every
night after the children had gone to bed;
each busy with needle and knife. Shavings,
pieces of cloth and odds and ends were
close at hand and the bright faces of the
happy couple told what they were engaged
in. Then, just four days before Christmas,
. Malone got off for the afternoon and went
out to the woods with a hatchet. He did
this every year, and he always went four
days before Christmas. He cut his Christ-
mas tree, and also his hand. The wound
was, of course, nothing serious, for he
always did the same thing, as he invariably
told Kathleen when he came home. And
to see Malone walk proudly home with his
Christmas tree in one hand and the hatchet
in the other would have gladdened the
heart of anyone.

Then Malone sawed off the end of a deal
and borrowed an auger from the carpenter,
who lived across the hall; and when the
tree was placed in the block and
lifted on to the table in the best room,
where it would be trimmed by Santa Claus,
the happy father looked as proud as a king,
while Kathleen with beaming face stood in
the door holding the baby ; and what else
could the little Malones do but cheer!

Malone and his wife went to town nearly
every night, and the children never cried,
for they had a vague suspicion of what the
cxcursions meant. Mysterious little bundles
were secreted in hidden drawers, and the little
Malones told each other what they hoped
Santa Claus would bring them. Mr. and
Mrs. Malone listened. They sighed some-
times, because they could not give the
children many of the things they wished
tor, but on the next evening sheir purchases
were made as much as possible in compliance
with the desires of the little ones.

At last all the money was spent. Every-
thing that was needed to make Christmas,
as the Malones knew it, was provided for;
all but the turkey. But that didn’t cost
them a thought, as Mr. Calhoun always
presented Malone with one every Christmas
eve that he had been in his employ, and
that was a good many years.

Malone was at the store all the day pre-
ceding Christmas. Mr. Calhoun was cross.
Things bothered him ot which Malone knew
nothing, and when the latter unfortunately
let a box drop on his employer’s foot,
although Mr. Calhoun did not say much he
was exceedingly cool. Malone apologized
as only an Irishman could, yet he felt sick
at heart, for he imagined that he was the
cause of his employer’sill temper. During
the afternoon Malone was always on hand
in a moment when anything was to be done.
A more faithful servant could not be found.
At last the store was closed, and Malone

started for home. He had failed to receive

his turkey.

It was with a sad heart thet Malone
aseended the stairs of the house in+ which
he lived. He almost broke down as he
entered the door, and the children cast
eager glances at his hands for a sight of
the turkey they expected him to bring; for
the first look at the turkey was almost as
good to the little Malones as the eating.
Then as he saw the disappointed looks on
the faces of the children his heart sank
within him. His wife read his feelings by
his looks and spared him the pain of ques-
tioning. But little Mike was not so
thoughtful.

“Dad,” he said, “‘where’s the turkey?”

«Mr. Calhoun didn't give me wan,” said
Malone, in a voice that sounded more like
that of a disappointed child thana strong
man.

«It's all right,” said his wife as cheer-
fully as possible, ““we’ll get a turkey; but
I don’t think it would hurt us much to go
without fowl for one Christmas, anyway.”

This last suggestion cast a gloom over
the little Malones. No turkey on Christ-
mas day! They were not very rich, but
everybody had a turkey at Christmas.
Their looks made Malone more down-
hearted than ever.

«Mr. Calhoun’s mean,” said little Mikey
indignantly.

His mother quickly silenced him. Ma-
lone was thinking how he could giye the
children a Christmasj dinner. Husband
and wife went into another room.

“Did he say anything *” asked Kathleen,
who took the matter as much to heart as
her husband, and was at a loss how to get
him to speak.

“No!” answered Malone, “‘but what's
wuss nor all, I think I have offinded him.”

«“Well, Michael, we will do what can,
but we mustn’t let the children see us
down-hearted.” .

They went in to the children again. The
little Malones were gathered around a
chair, and had the contents of all their
savings banks spread out before them,
while the eldest of the group was reckoning
the total.

“We's got ’'nough to get a turkey!”
little Patrick announced.

A hundred and thirty-three cents all
together,” added the bustling Michael, jr.
“So we'd sooner have a turkey nor any-
thing else.”

It was decided that the children should
have) their way and buy a turkey; and
when the family returned home that night
Malone carried one by his side.

All the little Malones were up bright and
carly Christmas morning, admiring the
presents of Santa Claus, emptying their
stockings and seeing how the toys worked.
The disappointment of the previous day was
forgotten by the children, and although Ma-
lone and his wife were still troubled over
the supposition that Mr. Calhoun was dis-
pleased with his perter, they beamed with
joy at seeing their little ones so happy.
All was excitement and bustle in the Ma-
lone household until an interuption came:

“Does Mr. Calhoun live here ?”

Malone went to the door.

“Merry Christmas! Here's a turkey
from Mr. Calhoun. We couldn’t deliver
the bird last night, we were so rushed, and
he told me to give you this envelope too,
when I was coming,” and the butcher’s boy
went off whistling.

Malone was mystified, but perfectly
happy. The envelope which the boy had
given him, contained a crisp ten dollar
bill, and not a word accompanied it. The
little Malones danced with glee. *Two
turkeys !” they shouted. *‘Whatcher goin’
to do with ’em, dad ?”

“Eat one New Year's,” said the bril-
liant Mikey.

“No, we'll save one till next Christmas,
fur perhaps Mr. Calhoun might furgit agin,”
said one of the twins. Brooxks.

IPSE—TWEEDLEDEE.

A Contribution to the Great Controversy,
Alleged to be by the Poet Phillips.

To THE Epirors or ProGress: In a
moment of high inspiration, which came
upon me shortly after a number of gener-
ous citizens had made me up the sum of
eight cents, I struck off the following
dramatic verses concerning the great
theological entanglement in St. John, and
as I observe that PROGRESS takes some in-
terest in me, give it the first offer of this
#ruit of my genius. The price is 24 cents
—three eights. PriLLIPS.

CANTO I.
( Enter QUIGLEY—with a huge club.)
¢ Ipse, Ipsa, Ipsum,
Fe, Fo, Fi, Fum;

I samell the blood of an Englishman!

Be he vicar or be he priest

Upon his flesh and blood I'll feast.

The seed of the woman shall bruise Ais head,

And I’ll grind up his bones to make my bread.

CANTO II.

(M. DAVENPORT appears—with a scalping knife.)
Ipsum, Ipsa, Ipse,
Ye Idolators flee;

For after your scalps I'll surely be.

Ye Jesuits, now have a care,

Your sophistries shall be laid bare;

Exposed shall be all your most hollow cant;

I'm a truly Catholic Protestant.

CANTO III.
( Chorus of General Public.

Ipse, Ipsa, Ipsum,

Tweedledee, tweedledum.

Ipsum, Ipsa, Ipse,

Tweedledum, tweedledee.
There’s just the difference—don’t you see?
If ever, in decades to come,
You reach the end and final sum,
If any one should be there to See,
He'd fad just the difference "twixt dum and dee.

THREFE, BRITISH BEAUTIES.

The Countess of Dudley, Lady Colin
Campbell and Mrs. Gordon-Baillie.

Long residence in England has given me
the gositive conviction that, although the
English talk admiringly of *‘French cuisine”
and ‘‘foreign beauties,” they have but a
superficial liking for both, and prefer Brit-
ish cookery and British beauties to every-
thing else of its kind in the world. At Re
same time it must not be supposed that the
blonde is the only type of Eritish beauty.
The yellow-haired, blue-eyed race are ot
the Anglo-Saxon descent, and of course
form a numerous element in the mass of
British female beauties, but the Norman
strain is also desp and wide, and deriving
from the French nobility which came over
to England with William the Conqueror,
it shows itself particularly among the aris-
tocracy of England. To this cause is to be
attributed the number of exquisite beauties
of the peerage who have dark hair, dark
eyes and even the dark complexion of
Frenchwomen ; now in course of time modi-
fied by the peculiar manner and passionless
expression which render their charms quite
as thoroughly English in their rature as
are those of Anglo-Saxon women. In this
class ot beauties stand the peerless and un-
approachable Countess of Dudley, and
longo intervallo, that fascinating personage,
Lady Colin Campbell. Both are slender,
dark-eyed, dark-haired and of pale com-
plexion. Lady Dudley was a Miss Mon-
crieffe, of Scotland; Lady Colin was a
Miss Blood, of Ireland. It is not impos-
sible that both sprang originally from the
Norman stock.

Irish beauties are generally supposed to
have dark hair and blue eyes. This is a
bewitching conjunction, certainly, and one
frequently seen in Ireland, but it is not the
only type of loveliness extant there. Red-
haired beauties with dark eyes are numer-
ous in Ireland ; and when these charms are
wedded to a complexion of pure lily and
rose they are really irresistible ; at least so
the London male public of Peg Woffing-
ton’s time must have thought, for that
fascinating actress was of this striking
type. Scotch beauties follow the Scotch
type of red hair, blue eyes and florid com-
plexion—the type of the Duke of Argyll.

These are the facial characteristics, from
which, however, many noted beauties
differ. The Countess of Dudley has been
already mentioned for her radiant loveli-
ness of the dark type. Another instance
which may be named is that of that now
notorious person, Mrs. Gordon-Baillie,who
has just been sentenced to five years’ penal
servitude in England for passing worthless
checks and in other ways defrauding the
public, This woman, it has been dis-
covered, was the illegitimate daughter
of Scotch peasants, and yet for
aristocratic bearing, for dark-eyed,
dark-haired beauty she is the equal of the
noble Dudley herself. I have scen the self-
styled Mrs. Gordon-Baillie frequently, when
she was mingling with the world as a person
of position, and never looked upon her with-
out feeling a glow of admiration for her
beauty. Her form was absolutely faultless,
although she had brought four childreninto
the world. She was ke a Greek statue.
She never knew the touch of a stay lace.
She called on me to ask if I thought she
could get audiences in America to listen to
her lecture on the folly of tight lacing. I
told her that she had only to exhibit herself
on the lecture platform in America and
state that her beauty was the result of any
course of action, hygienic or the reverse,
and she would obtain instantaneously at
least a hundred thousand converts to her
system. It is a pity she did not put this
Klan into execution, for she would certainly

ave earned honest money by it, Whi(.’il
might have saved her from the irretrievable
degradation into which she has now fallen.
—Olive Logan in Philadelphia Times.

Palmam Qui Meruit Ferat.

The Arts and Crafts Exhibition society-
of London, of which William Morris and
Walter Crane are leading members, are
carrying out, in the main successfully, their
scheme to give the actual producers of ar-
tistic lamps, potteries, wall papers and
draperies, the credit and benefit which be-
longs to the executor as well as the de-
signer. The name ot every workman en-
gaged in the production of any article is

rinted in .the society’s catalogue. Some
eading firms, oblivious of the ancient
Roman and present Christian doctrine—
Palmam qui meruit ferat—have in conse-
quence declined to contribute to the exhi-
bition. Why, they have said, should we
advertise our workmen?  Certainly you
should not advertise your workmen, Messrs.
Dash & Stop, unless you wish to do as you
would be done by. Certainly not, unless
vour spiritual vision enables you to see that
the craftsman who carries out a design is
as deserving of reward as the artist who
flashes from his brain the fire that turns the’
potter's wheel or guides the workman’s
chisel. Execution is as necessary as de-
sign, and the honest workman, looked at
from merely the economical standpoint is a
time-saving machine who increases the
number of works of art by leaving the
higher order of ‘mind free for new inven-
tions. The stimulus to the inventive facul-
ty of the craitsman is surely another item
to be considered. With the certainty of
fair recognition, with the way open for
better wages, comes an_incentive to origi-
nality, to greater faithfulness, to keener
interest in all art labors. True, the most
faithful spirit can labor regardless ofreturn,
and can find a general compensation in the
worth of 1its work. But the great principles
of human brotherhood forbid an acceptance
of this individual sacrifice.— London Work-
man.

CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

“Thou hast received gifts for men.”—Ps. Ixviii., 18.

Christmas gifts for thece,
Fair and free!

Preeious things from the heavenly store,
Filling thy casket more and more;
Golden love in divinest chain,
That never can be untwined agaiu;
Silvery carols of joy that swel
Sweetest of all in the heart’s lone cell;
Pearls of peace that were sought for thee
In the terrible depths of a fiery sea;
Diamond promises sparkling bright,
Flashing in farthest reaching light.

Christmas gifts for thee,
Grand and free!

Christmas gifts from the King of love,
Brought from His Royal home above;
Brought to thee in the far-off land,
Brought to thee by His own dear hand.
Promises held by Christ for thee,
Peace as a river flowing free,
Joy that in His own joy must live,
And love that Infinite Love can give.
Surely thy heart of hearts uplifts
Carols of praise for such Christmas gifts.

—Francis Ridley Havergal.
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LONDON ASSURANCE

7

CORPORATION.

Incorporated by Royal Charter, A, D. 1720,

Cash Assets, -

" E. L. PHILPS, SuB-AGENT.

- Over

R. W.

Sixteen

Million Dollars.

W. FRINK, St. John,

General Agent for New Brunswick.

The New York ‘Press,‘

FOR 18859, :

DAILY. SUNDAY. WEEKLY.

The aggressive Republican Journal
of the Metropolis.

A NEWSPAPER FOR THE MASSES.

Founded December 1st, 1887,
Circulation, November 1st, 1888......... 107,105
Circulasion, November 7th, 1888........ 254,840

LARGEST DAILY CIRCULATION OF ANY REPUBLICAN
PAPER IN AMERICA.

Tae Press is the organ of no faction; pulls no
wires; has no animosities to avenge.

The Most Remarkable Newspaper Success
in New York.

TEE NEW YORK PRESS is now a NATIONAL
NEWSPAPER, rapidly growing in favor with Repub-
licans of every State in the Union.

Cheap news, vulgar sensations #nd trash find no
place in the columns of THE Press. It is an expen-
sive paper, published at the lowest price American
Currency permits.

TRE DaiLy Press has the brightest Editorial
page in New York. It sparkles with points.

THE SUNDAY PRrEss is a splendid sixteen-page
paper, covering every current topic of interest.

Tae WEEKLY PREsS contains all the good things
of the Daily and Sunday editions, with special fea-
tures suited to a Weekly publication. For those
who cannot afford THE DAILy PREsSs or are pro-
vented by aistance from early receiving it, THE
WEEELY PrEss is a splendid substitute.

THE PRESS.

Within the reach of all. The best and cheapest
Newspaper published in America.

Dalily and Sunday Press, one year, - $4.00

" " ‘“ @ months, - 2.00
one month, 35
Weekly Press, one year, e « =« 100

“ “ ‘" ‘r

Send for THE PRrEss Circularwith full particu-
lars and list of excellent premiums.
Samples free. Agents wanted everywhere. Lib-
eral commissions.
Address,
The New York Press Co. Limited,

26 & 28 North William St., New York.
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ENGRAVING ON WOOD A SPECIALTY.
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ROBERTSON'S PRINTING STAMP WORKS,

GREAT XMAS SALE

—() Fle

CANDY,

e A T e

MURDOCHS, 87 Charltt Stregt.

Christmas Tree Ornaments’}

IN ABUNDANCE.

Mixtures, Flags,Cornucopiesand Candy Fruit.

And all at Lowest Possible Prices.

Lard. Cheese.

500 PACKAGES.

«=— FOR SALE BY ——

GILBERT BENT & SONS,

SOUTH MARKET WHARF.

e e

[

STOVES.

CoLES & PARSONS.

We have just received another
shipment of our famous
elf-Feeding Stoves,

“ Art Countess,”

which for beauty and heating
qualities cannot be excelled.

Persons wanting a first-class

- Stove would do well to call
% and examine our Stock before

purchasing elsewhere.

COLES & PARSONS, - - 90 Charlotte Street.

Encourage Home Manufacture.

RUE

MARITIME VARNISH AND WHITE LEAD WORKS.

JAMES ROBERTSON,

Manufacturer of all kinds of VARNISHES and JAPANS, WHITE LEAD, COLORED
and LIQUID PAINTS and PUTTY.

= Facrory—CORNER OF CHARLOTTE AND SHEFFIELD STREETS.
Office and Warehouse: ROBERTSON’S New Building, Corner Union and Mill Streets.

WILLIAM GREIG, Manager.

St. John, N. B.

"T'THE PBELL CIGAR H'ACTORY
ADVERTISE FACTS.

We made more Cigars than all Cigar Factories East of
Quebec City during 1888.

We paid more DUTY than all Cigar factories east Quebec city during 1888.

We have imported more HAVANA TOBACCO than all Cigar factories ecast

Quebec city during 1888.

And still we do not ADVERTISE to give a CLEAR HAVANA CIGAR for Sc.

Established April 21, 1884, we have doubled our production every year, and today we
are making better Cigars than any other factory in the maritime provinces.

BELL & HIGGINS,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

“ (Cleanliness Is Next To Godliness.”

The American Steam Laundry,

LOCATED AT
Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street,

HAS

THEE

Latest Improved Machinery, the Most Competent Help, the Most
Efficient Supervision, and, therefore, Everybody says,

DOES THE BEST WORK.

Fredericton Agency :

C. L. RICHARDS, Queen Street.

% GIVE US A TRIAL ORDER. &3

GODSOE BROS. - - Proprietors.

CORNER KING AND GERMAIN STREETS.
EVENING CLASSES 1n renmanship and Book:keeping.
Address :

% Send for Circular.

CHRISTMAS and SANTA CLADS

Hold High Carnival

AT wn

NINETY-NINE.

Here is where you will find a beautiful
STOCK OF BOOKS for all ages, in
the choicest bindings and very cheap.

The Christmas Cards and Booklets surpass in
elegance any previous display and will
repay inspection. Call early, at

MORTON L. HARRISON’S,

99 KiNG STREET.
DAVID CONNELL,

Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney St

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms.

@ Iorses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs
at short notice.

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS

J. R. CURRIE,

Accountant and Penman, St. John, N. B.

Guns, Rifles, Revolvers.

O

July 28th---Opening Today:
4 (Cases Single and Double Guns,
Flobert Rifles, Revolvers,
Breech Loading Double Guns, Ete.

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,

60 and 62 Prince William Street.

Family Washing Done Rough Dry

25 CENTS PER DOZEN.

UNGAR'S STEAM LAUNDRY - - -

- 32 Waterloo Street.

P. S.—By this we mean Washing and Drying only.
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