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A COUNTER IN A CHURCH. 
HOW THE CHRISTMAS SPENT 

IN BOSTON. 

WAS 

The Churches not Decorated -Using 
Them 

as Lodging Houses and Store Rooms— 

Hard Times in Many Homes What the 

Charitable are doing. 

Bostox, Dec. 25.— It is Christmas day, 

a bright, pleasant Christmas, with the air 

tempered to such an extent that half the 

town is out without its overcoat. 

IFor half the town hasn’t got 

an overcoat, and it it has it is a very 

shabby one, so much so that it would he 

very much out of place on a holiday. 

It is amemorable Christmas day,one that 

thousands will not care to remember, for 

Boston is not in a happy mood. The 

churches, those great, grand aflairs, which 

the chronic poor are afraid to enter, 

churches, which in former years lost them- 

selves in flowers and evergreens, and whose 

It is well. 

congregation could well afford it too— 

they've not decorated this year. The 

money was needed for other purposes; to 

help the poor, the pastor said, and the 

wealthy classes, who could help the poor 

and decorate the churches too, if they had 

a spark of that humanity, which character- 

ized Him, whose birthday they observed — 

these people said it was right and proper 

that the churches should not be decorated ; 

and they were not. 

Dreary thoughts tor Christmas time. 

Yes. Yet they come; come, for instance, 

after one has attended a service in the 

Ruggles Street baptist church. or Berkeley 

temple, or one of the many big, influential 

churches in this city, which find employ- 

ment for a man, give him a square meal, 

.hen tell him about Christ. 

You know Ruggles Street, at least you've 

heard of it? Most people have. It's a 

big church in the south end, where the 

«« Ruggles Street QQuartette™ sings every 

Sunday and draws people trom all over 

Boston to hear it. 

it's a church of workers, with an em- 

ployment bureau, a free dispensary, a read- 

ing room, and goodness knows what not. 

I'he pastor is a young man, full of energy 

: name 1s Rev. and his 

But the pastor and the 
and humanity, 

[verett 1). Burr. 

quartet do not complete the list. There 1s 

the Ruggles street doctor, eight or ten men 

and women, who devote their whole time to 

the welfare of other men and women, and 

a big church membership that helps them do 

it. 

Ruggles street church wasn’t decorated 

this vear. That is as decorating goes. 

There was bunting and ever-green, and a 

Christmas air about the place. but it didn’t 

cost much money. 

The church was open all day today, and 

I'll tell you why. 

Year in, vear out the ghirch is a friend 

in need to.hundreds, but“this year, the 

number has increased beyond all finding 

out. It includes people who have always 

been able to say ** Merry Christmas,” and 

mean it, but who this year, after months of 

idleness, say nothing atall. 

Christmas has made these people even 

more miserable, and the workers going 

among them, heard children talk of Santa 

(Claus, and Christmas trees and stockings, 

and toys, and all those little. things which 

make little souls happy. An idea struck 

He wanted to be a Santa the pastor. 

So he formed a club, and ('laus, indeed. 

his idea was to get all those things the 

children spoke about and deliver them in 

express waggons the night before. But he 

didn’t do it. The number to be visited be- 

came too large, and the calls of others tor 

the necessities of life too urgent, and the 

idea had to be dropped. 

Then it was decided to keep the church 

open, to make it the Christmas home of 

those in the South end who could not have 

the observance of tormer years. That is 

what was done. The men and the women 

and the children, came and went all day, 

and with Christmas trees, and good things, 

and a slight ot hand performance in the 

big church in the evening made merry 

Christmas in the church instead of at home. 

A number of other churches did the 

same, only in a lesser degree, 

Perhaps, somebody from St. John was 

up here, last week, and saw the crowds on 

Washington street, tried to wedge through 

them, and perhaps wandering into one of 

the large stores, endeavored to reach the 

Such crowds! Simply impass- 

Everybody had one. 
counters. 

able. Such bundles! 

The whole population seemed to be a-buy- 

ing. And the Christmas trees, and the 

wreaths in the windows in the residential 

sections, the brilliantly lighted windows, 

decorated stores. 

like 

the gaily 

rampant, lions one of those 

on the crests the St. John aristoc- 

There was nothing to show that 
ends how to 

was 

of 

racy 

the mayor was at his wits 

provide work for 50,000 people; nothing 

to show that 2,000 or 5,000 people were 

going about with notices to (uit, from their 

landlords in their pockets ; 

that the police were taking a census of the 

unemployed, filling note books and the 

big-hearted ones emptying their pockets; | 

nothing to indicate that the school room 

. ot a city church had been turned into a 

coffee house, or that the counters of charit- 

table institutions were filled with cots for 

the homeless to occupy that night. Yet 

that was Boston, of a tew days ago, 

I used to hear it said that Christmas was 

‘nothing up here to what it was in St. John. 

Thanksgiving day, the story went, was 

Christmas ! 

nothing to show | 

the Christmas of Boston. Perhaps it is 

true but the Christmas of Boston is the 

Christmas of St. John. The same buying 

the same festivities, everything the same, 

but here the Christmas tree, and the holly 

branch, and the wreathes of evergreen 

come out strong. The people decorate, 

so that outsiders will know something 

about it, for in hundreds of windows to- 

day, wreaths hung close to the panes, and 

glimpses ot Christmas trees and candles 

The bundles on Saturday 

R. G. Larsex. 
could be had. 

told the rest. 

NO TRUTH IN THEM. 

Tales of Our Boyhood Now Said to have no 

Foundation in Fact. 

There was probably no such man as 

Romulus. 

There never was such a person as 'ope 

Joan, the so-called female Pontiff. 

Wellington at Waterloo did not say: 

“Up, guards, and at 'em !" 
Alfred the Great did not visit the Danish 

camp disguised as a minstrel. 
The existence of the Colossus of Rhodes 

is considered by some historians extremely 
doubtful. 

statement that little George Washington 
cut down the cherry tree. 
Cromwell and Hampden did not attempt 

to sail to America just before the outbreak 
of the English revolution. 

Phil. 111. of Spain was not roasted to 
death by a roaring fire because court eti- 
quette forbade any one to come to his as- 
sistance. He died a natural death. 

Pocahontas did not save the life of John 
Smith. It bas been ascertained that this 
worthy man was the most able-bodied pre- 
varicator of his century, 

Seneca was not a half-Christian philoso- 
pher, but a grasping money-lender and 
usurer, who died worth over £3,000,000, 

(war did not say: ‘Et tu Brute.” 

that ‘he died figkting, but silent, like a 
wolf.” 

Richard III. was not a hunchback, but 
a soldier of fine torm, some pretensions to 
good looks, and great personal strength 

| and courage. 
| (ten. Cambronne did not 
guard dies, but does not surrender.” 

words were the invention ot a Paris journ- 
alist and attributed to him. 
Mary Stuart of Scotland was not a beau- 

ty. She was cross-eyed, and to save the 

| trouble of having her hair dressed cut it 

olf close to her head and wore a wig. 

Sappho, the poetess, was not a wanton 

say, ‘The 

beauty, nor did she throw herself from the | 

| Leucadian cliff to be cured of an unworthy 

love. 
| a respectable married woman with a large 

family. 
Queen Elizabeth was not the angelic 

creature represented in the history and 
poems of her own times. Her hair was 
red, her temper redhot. She sometimes 
drank too much, and at 
would carry on like a trooper. 

| WASHING SMOKE. 

The Original Process Employed in Bir- 

mingham, England. 

The directors of the Birmingham mint 

have adopted a practicable method of 

remedying a long-endured nuisance. The 

thick black volume of smoke proceeding 

from the high chimney stack of the local 

mint had long been a serious annoyance 

to the district, and the shopkeepers in 

particular have suffered to no inconsider- 

able extent from the same source ot trouble. 

The mint company has suffered perhaps as 

largely as any one in the vicinity and has 

had on many occasions to answer the com- 

heavy penalties incident to the proceedings 

that have from time to time been taken. 

joinery establishment at Newberry, Berk- 

the mint has met with the entire approval 
of the directors of the company, and has 
also given satisfaction to the health author- 
ities of the city. An opportunity was af- 
forded a reporter of inspecting this extra- 
ordinary arrangement of making black into 
white. First the smoke is drawn from the 
stack by a powerful fan, and it is then 
forced through a revolving cylinder into a 
tank filled with water. Perforated beaters 
are aflixed to the back of the cylinder, and 

these drop into the water, and scrub or 
' wash the smoke. which is put back into the 
chimney in the form of a perfectly 
pure vapor. The solid carbon which 

1s washed from the smoke is 
| brought out at the bottom of the tank, all 

| bubbling and boiling over, to all appear- 
| ances a black, foaming froth. 'T'be ar- 

rangement of the apparatus allows an in- 
| spection of the washing process and ot the 
| vapor, which, after the cleansing has 

| been performed in the tank below, is per- | 

| fectly white and odorless, and is thrown 
through the chimney to the air 
steam. 

in the composition of paint and printing 

| ink, while the ammoniated water remaining 

| after the process of washing possesses the 
| properties of a powerful disinfebtant. 

How Women Lose Things. 

ency to lose things 1s furnished by the col- 
lection in the lost and found bureau ot the 

Columbian exposition. There remain in 

it 600 women's wraps, 520 gloves, 25 veils, 

score of portmanteaux and handbags, to 

say nothing of 800 umbrellas, a good 

share of which were lett by women, and 

200 pairs of spectacles, most of which, no 
They lose | doubt, belonged to women. 

| are more likely than men to be carried 

| away by new scenes and to forget every- 

thing except what interests them for the 

moment. Even when visiting they are ex- 

cited by the closing conversation at the 

door, and often have to be called back to 

get something they have forgotten. A 

woman has too much imagination to keep 

her wits about her as a man does, but that 

is largely due to the life she leads in the 
quiet of home. Tied down there she tra- 

vels in fancy, and when she travels actually 

thinks only of what she has come to see. 

There is no historic authority for the | 

Ive witnesses to the assassination deposed | 

I'he | 

The latest investigations prove her | 

any provocation | 

plaints of the health inspectors and to pay | 

Recently a gentlemen who owns a large | 

shire, expressed his willingness to wash the | 

smoke by an original process of his own. | 
The invention which he has introduced at | 

as | 
It is an interesting fact that the | 

| black extract is admirably adapted for use | 

A curious illustration of women's tend- | 

things when away from home because they | 

A TOOTHSOME STORY. 

An Operation Necessary to Complete her 

Appearance, 

Pauline Viardot, the ever tobe remem- 

bered* Fides” in Meyerbeer's Prophete, 

had one of her teeth longer than the rest 

of her pearly jewels, which somewhat dam- 

aged the beautiful expression of her phys- 

iognomy. A few evenings betore the pro- 

duction of the Prophete, during one of the 

general rehearsals of that opera, Meyerbeer 

went into her room aud advised her that 

he could not éonsent to let her sing‘ Fides.” 

“How so?” exclaimed the great artist, 

stupefied at such a dreadful revelation. 

“Am I wrong in any part of the role? If so 

you should tell me, sir, and I would en- 

deavour to correct myself.” Madam you 

are a perfect ‘Fides,’ and I could not dream 

of any songstress to sing and play better 

than you,” answered the maestro ;‘“‘but— 

but—you cannot perform ‘Fides’ unless 
—" “Unless what ?” quickly asked 
Panline Viardot, bursting into tears. 
Unless you submit to a painful surgical 

| operation, madam, and I think you won't,” 
| replied Meyerbeer. 

| **What do you mean, sir?" 
| “Simply this: that you must have that 
overgrown tooth sawn to the level of the 

| others,” **Oh, sir it must be horrible!” 

“Not at all, madam, I have just order- 
| ed the Queen of Prussia’s dentist to come 

fro. Paris for the express purpose of attend- 

| ing your operatic majesty, and you may 

| rely upon his unsurpassed skill.” Asit was 
| the unalterable condition imposed by the 

| hard-to-please maestro, Pauline Viardot 
| made up her mind to confide her beautiful 
| head to the dentist, who first chloroformed 

her, and’ with magic dexterity, removed 

the obnoxious bit ot ivory. A few nights 

after Pauline Viardot won ker crown of im- 

mortality in the role of *:Fides,” in which 
she will never be equalled. When the tre- 
mendous echoes of the enthusiastic applause 

' had abated, and the artists were allowed to | 

leave the stage,Giacomo Meyerbeer,tremb- | 
ling like a child with emotion, respect- | 

| fully took the right wrist of “‘I'ides,” and 

| to this he adjusted a diamond bracelet worth | 

about thirty thousand francs’ in the middle | 
of which, and surrounded by rubies, stood | 

' the small piece of tooth that for so many 
| years had been prominent in the features | 
of the great artiste. 

A WONDERFUL PEN, 

she Knew his Failings and was Exceedingly | 

sceptical. 

A countryman, on a visit to Glasgow, 

had his attention drawn to a card ot pens 

"in the window of a stationer’s shop mn the 

city, the information on the card being that, 

by the use of this pen, over one thousand 

words could be wrttten with one dip of ink. | 

Our friend, astonished at this novelty, re- 

solved at once to become the grand possess- 

or ot one, and thereby very much astonish 

| his friends at home. He accordingly 

‘entered the shop and requested the 

' shopman to sell him one of the pens that 

"can write a thoosan’ words. The shop- 

keeper, all smiles soon produced the desired 

‘pen, and Tammas left the shop greatly 

pleased with this (to him) latest triumph of 

science. Having afterwards to t#ansact | 

some business in the town necessitating the | 

use of pen and ink, he did not fail to make | 

use of his wonderful pen, politely declining | 

the use ot all other pens offered for his use. | 

Thinking that he should make his better | 

| half acquainted with his safe arrival in the 

city, he could not do better than use his | 

pen on a telegram, and on going to the tel- | 

 egraph-oftice wrote out the following — 

Dear Wife,—I arrived all right in (:las- 

| gow; | am writing this to you with a pen 

that can write a thoosan'words with only 

ofie dip ot ink.” 
His wife, after readiug,the telegram, ex- 

' claimed—**Puir man. drinking again; he 
says he wrote this with a pen and ink, and 
there's nae ink about it at all, for it's just 

' lead-pencil only.” 

| 

| 
| 
| 

; 
Troubles of the Pulpit. 

‘I'ne pulpit in the nave of Westminster | 

Abbey, it is said, bas a movable floor, 

which can be raised or lowered at pleasure 

to suit the height ot the preacher. Zhere 

isa story told that one day a very short 

man was exvected to preach, and the pul- 

pit floor was raised considerably. Being 

revented by illness, or some other cause, 

- was unable to fulfil his appointment, 

and at the last moment a substitute bad to 

be provided. a, 

The clergyman who obligingly under- 

took the office proved to be a man of sta- 

tue considerably above the average. Un 

reaching the head of the pulpit staircase hex 

“For Years,” 
Says CARRIE E. 
ans BN... “1 

StocKkwELL, of Chester. 

was afflicted with an 

The feeling was as if a ton 

weight was laid 

on a spot the size 
of my hand. Dur- 

ing the attacks, the 

perspiration would 

stand in drops on 

my face, and 1t was 

agony for me to 

make sufficient 

effort even to whis. 

per. They came 

suddenly, at any 

hour of the day or 

night, lasting rom 

the chest, 

M | 

extremely severe pain In the lower part of 
| 
| 

| 

| 

thirty minutes to 

half a day, leaving as suddenly; but, for 

several days after, I was quite pros- 

trated and sore. Sometimes the attacks 

were almost daily, then less frequent. After 

about four years of this suffering, I was 

taken down with bilious typhoid fever, and 

when I began to recover, I had the worst 

attack of my old trouble I ever experienced, 

At the first of the fever, my mother gave 

me Ayer’s Pills, my doctor recommending | 

them as being better than anything he 

could prepare. I continued taking these 

Pills, and so great was the benefit derived | 

that during nearly thirty years I have had 

but one attack of my former trouble, which 

yielded readily to the same remedy.” 

Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Ma
ss. 

Every Dose Effective 

' the country lanes, he passed] thz old man’s 

allotment, ard found him planting potatoes 

| in a patch near the road. 

| some peculiarity in his neighbor's 

he called his attention to it, and he «nd the 

AYER’S PILLS | 

saw to his dismay that the official in charge 
of the simple machinery had apparently 
not been informed of the change of preach- 
er. 
The clerical son of Anak” was, how- 

ever, equal to the occasion; he scrambled 
on his knees, and in that uncomfortable 
posture preached the sermon. It is be- 
lieved that no one in the vast cengregation 
noticed the uncomfortable position of the 
preacher. 

MUSIC HATH CHARMS. 

This is an old Saying but Is not always 

True. 

It is a curious fact that Cardinal Man- 

ning, with all his undoubted talents, had, 

unlike his great compeer Newman, no 

taste for either poetry or music. 
On one occasion, having to preach at a 

suburban church, the organist, knowing 

the Cardinal's objection to florid music, 

chose one of what he considered the quiet- 

est masses of Haydn—that knowu as 
No. 16. 

| \V hen the service was over he was sent | 
for by the Cardinal, who complimented 
him upon the music. 

It was devotional, he said, and did both | 
vocalists and organist the greatest credit. 

About a year later the Cardinal paid a 
visit to the same church, and at the con- 
clusion of the service the organist was 
again sent for. Anticipating a further | 
compliment, he hurried to the sacristy, and | 
to his utter astonishment, was overwhelm- 
ed with indignant reproaches. 
“Never let me hear such music again, 

sir,” the Cardinal said. “It is these 
lamentable exhibitions that drive people 
away from Iligh Mass, and are altogether | 
a disgrace to the Church.” 
He left the astounded and abashed 

organist vainly trying to mutter what was 
the simple truth — 
“Why, it was the same mass that we 

sang when he was here before !” 

THE CLERIC PASSED ON. 

The Farmer Was Not Ready to Receive His | 

Teaching. 

A good story is old oi a well-known 

clergyman. Ile had a neighbor, a testy | 

old fellow, who rented an allotment outside | 

the village. On one of his rambles round | 

The divine be- 

ing somewhat of a gardener himself. 1 oticed 
+ yvle of 

planting, and, after a few minute: chat. 

old man argued the point awhile. After 
all,” concluded the reverend gentlem n, “I 
don’t think you are doing it as it sho .!d be 
done for the best results.” The old | rmer 
rested his arm on the fence, and look 1 at 
him steadily. ‘There ain't neither one of 
us,” he said, ‘above havin’ fault found with 

us, but 1t you jest go on preachin’ your way 
an’ I go on plantin’ pertaters my way, I 
don’t think we need be no wuss off in the 
end.” The suggestion was accepted pleas- 
antly, and the cleric passed on. i 

Injured 
Nerves. 

A Sad 
Accident. | 

Thrown 

From 

Carriage, 
and 

- Suffered 

Eight 
Years. 

« Mrs. Chas. Philbrick, 
Deifast, Maine, 

A Nurse in the Hospital Z yis. 
Fight years ago I was thrown from 

a carriage, striking on the back of 

my neck, completely shattering my 

nervous system. I could not sleep; 

was very constipated, and the least 

thing worried me; my friends feared 

I would become insane. I tried piyv:.- 

cians and patent medicines, but I re- 

ceived no beneiit until I took 

Skoda’s Discovery, 
The great Blood and Nerve Remedy. 

I AM PERFECTLY CURED. 

Skoda's Little Tablets cure constipation | 

and sick headache. 35 cts. 

Medical Advice Free. 

SKODA DISCOVERY GO., LTD., WOLFVILLE, N.S. 
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RAINPROOF 

Everyone who can afford 

it should have a MELISSA 

m ost fashionable comfort- 

able and economical gar- 

ment of the day. 
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EFFECTUALLY CURES CATARRH, COLD IN THE HEAD, CATARRHAL HEAD- 

ACHE AND DEAFNESS, INFLUENZA, ETC, 

Sold everywhere. Price, 25 cents. M*fd. by THE HAWKER MEDICINE O'Y ., L"td., St. John, N.B 
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WATERPROOF 
GARMENTS, 

Everybody wears them, 

ALWAYS ASK FOR 

: ‘RIGBY.’ / 
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Mrs. De Wet—There, Reginald, are those Rigby | 
Waterproofs I have been telling you about. Can't 
you see how stylish and comfortable they look? and 
they are just lovely for winter weather. You always 
wait till everyoody else in the wor.d adopts a new 
thing before you will believe in it. We really must 
have them at once. 
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Mrs. Uptodate—Dear me, what a sight those 

DeWets are out on the street a day like this without 

Rigby Garments. It takes seme pebple i Hfetime 

to Jearn how to be comfortable: Just think how we 
used to swelter in those horrid Rubber Waterproofs, 
and such smelling things. 
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ENCRAVINC. 

“PROGRESS” ENGRAVING BUREAU, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

A CREAT LITERARY BARCAIN. 
In the past two or three years 

factory results that the 

ables the publisher of 
new subscription to ** PROGRESS ™ for 85 cents. 

« PROGRESS ” has been able to make some tempting offers lor new subscribers with such séis- 

very best bargain in literature is none too good to offer. The very latest arrangement that has been made ¢n- 

« PROGRESS” to send the COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE, of New York, to anyone who will send him one 

In other words for $2.85 he will send ** PROGRESS ™ to a new subscriber 

for one year and the COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE to the person who forwards the subscription, 
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t the blank below and send it;with a Money Order for $2.85 to Edward S. Carter and take advantage o' the 

most attractive offer * PROGRESS” has ever made. 

AOACACACAGAGANAIAQSSA AdacacAcAcsACAcAvASASAS hesagacacacachiel 

TEC ae 

The regular subscription price of the COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE is $1.50, and for *“ PROGRESS” #2.00. This offer 1s only open to newsubscribers. 


