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PROGRESS, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 22, 1894. 
> Et nN 

— 

ROG RESS porter ov a politieal tour last year, Sir 
- Pt a 

A Ls He Jonx said: “Why, I remember men who 
rag. x in withdrew their friendship from me tor lite 

ns A ANE "| because I had notgiven them as much space 

= 3 for a speech as they thought their speeches 
Progress 1= a sicteen page paper, published ® a ey g Pp 

every Satur lay, from in Bow quarters, d to 81 deserved.” 
; ~ te y NN. D. scrip- . . 

eee 4 Sue Diller per Sonu, in Sdvence, It is extremely likely that the reader of 

dil Letters sent to the paper by persons having the foregoing anecdotes will feel some- 

no busines- connection with it should be accom- thing like the countryman who heard a lec- 

penied by stamps forareply. Manuscripts from 

other than regular contributors should sways ture by Rev. Josern Cook, whereas he 
resse - * . 

ERY es. wee thought that he was listening to one by 
Mark Twain. When asked, alter the lec- 

ture, if MARK was ‘‘funny,” the country: 

man remarked, ‘Waal—yes; he was 

enevlove. 

Qopies can be purchased at every known news 

funny, but he wasn’t so darned funny.” 

Doubtless Sir Jon~x Tuompsox was not 

stand in New Branswick, and in very many of 

the cities, towns and villages of Nova Scotia and 

'rince Edward Island every Saturday, for 

Five Cents each. 

Dis sontinuances. — Except in those localities 

which are easily go gy ret be 
; ti or. iscontinuances 8 yp 

ye 5 Bde By paring arrears at the rate | 48 much of a bumorist as Sir Joux Mac- 

ui five cents per copy. { DONALD, but that he was not *‘utterly devoid 

Ane Circulation of this paper is over -y of humor" is proved by the above anecdotes. 

The remark concerning his shorthand ex- 

perience may possibly not be.a humorous 

hyperbole, but it would be in that case 

none theless humorous tor being the straight 

truth, unadorned by figures ot speech. 

That humor, judicivusly aszed, is by no 

| means to be despised as an adjunct of law 

copies; 1s double that of any daily in the 

time Provinces, and exceeds that of any weekly 

‘and statesmanship, is undoubtedly true. 

published mn the same section. 

Remittances should always be made by Post 

| Often during a parliamentary session, the 

wittiest argumen’ is the strongest one. A 

Office Order or Registered Letier. The 

lawsuit in England was settled recently 

former is preferred, and should be mude payabie 

in every case to EDWARD S. CARTER, Publisher. 

b :cause of the point drawa by one of the 

lwwyers from the ridiculous trial-scene in 

Halifar Branch Office, Knowles’ Building, cor. 

“Alice in Wonderlind.” The jokes of 

George and Granville streets. 

that serious ‘man of destiny,” ABranmawm 

LixcorN, detracted nothing from his dig- 

nity, while settling many a disputed point 

| o! the many that were brought before him 

SKIXTEEN PAGES. 

" AJERAGE CIRCULATION 13,640. 

ST, JJHY, N.B, SAPURDAY, DC. 2. 
CHRISTMAS. 

near the The time draws Lirth of 

Crnist.” Oace more the grandest festival 

of the Christian year is close at hand, and 

thousands of hearts are beating high in an- | ¥" 7 : 

pieasure. Now the | 10 his law practice and during the war. It 
that  Sccretary SEWARD 0)- 

{jected somewhat to Me. 

| joking in the most serious times, and 

| m diately after the last meeting of LincorLx 

{ with his cabinet, the day after the presi- 

ticipation ot com'ng 

great majority ot the people of Christian 

pleasant 

[is tru: 

ki 1 LINCOLN'S 
lands are looking forward | to 

social reunions, to testive chderjand the in- 

terchange of tokens of love and frendship, 

wiile many in making provision for the 

hippiness of others are proving the super- 

jority of the blessedness of (giving over 

tha blessedness of receiving. Christmas 

is essentially a home Eoliday. Its popu- 

larity never wanes, and it has resisted 

b 'tter than any other festival the assaults 

of this iconoclastic age. Iv mutters not 

that modern wise men of the east differ in 

regird to whether the diy we celebrate "is 

or is not the true anniversary of thre birth 

ot Curis, for itis the fact and not the 

date which is the more worthy of remem- | 

brance. The Christmas festival commem- 

morates the glad tidings of great joy, an- 

nounced by the angelic herald : it is founded 

on the principles ot peice and good will, 

and it will continue to be observed Land 

cherished when other holidays are tor- 

gotten. 

SIR JOHN THOMPSON'S HUMOR. 

Sir Joux A. MacpoNaLDp's humor was 

such an evident part of the makeup of his | 

disposition, that even an obituary notice of 

him which did not mike some allusion to 

his joviality would seem incongruous. So | 

in th2 volume concerning his life and times 

which has recently appeared, much stress 

was laid on this particular faculty. Iven 

grave editorials upon this work have check- 

ed their sobriety long enough to tell ‘some | 

of Joux A. 's yarns.” 

But Sir Joux Tuowrsox, parhaps be- 

cause he so wisely and gravely filled the 

office of minister ot justice, bas never been 

considered anything of a humorist. Ile 

certainly did not pose as such; perhaps he 

remembers the fate of the somewhat cele- 

brated United States politician who, ac- 

cordingly to his own accoant, ‘“wou!d have 

been president” if he ‘hadn't been quite 

is un so funny.” - But surely it 

sertion—+hat ot a contemporary—that ‘Sir 

Joux Tuouesox, unlike Sir Joux Mac- | 

poNALD, was utterly devoid of humor.” 

That Sir Jonx Tuomrsox appreciated 

humor, and stored it up in his mind, 1s 

evident from the charming account of him 

thit Farenn Fextox wrote, whieh is re- 

printed in other columns of to liy's ProG- 

ness. That he was, in a quiet way, con- 

siderable of a humorist himself, can be 

proved by a few of what LixcoLx called 

“little stories.” 

A member of a committee which was 

collecting sabscriptions for some good 

work, reported the results to Sir. Jonx 

Tuomrsox. who meation:d a nyn2 of a 

mamber ot a legal profession and asked 

whit he had done. 

remarked: “Well, he may be a good law- 

yer, but, he’s no gentleman ; he didnt give 

usa dollar.” “You make your mind easy 

on that point,” replied Sir Joux, ‘he’s 

no lawyer.” Perhaps the most humor- 

ous thing in connection with this incident 

is that Sir Jonx afterwards made that 

lawyer a judge. 

A sort of grave julicial humor of which 

Sir Jonuy TuompsoN was master, is that 

connected with putting others in the wrong 

ont of their o wn mouths. It is a variety of 

humor that is unpleasant to, and yet isap- 

preci ited by, the victim. An Oatario con- 

servative member of the House of Commons 

called on Sir Joux at his house to urge 

that no action be takenon the Manitoba 

school appeal. **What would you do if 

you were in my place,” said the minister 

of justice, ‘and these people, believing 

they had a mght of hearing, cams to you 

for a hearing?” “Well,” said the mem- 

ber after a pause, “I think I would hear 

what they bad to say, but—" *‘That,” in- 

terrupted Sir Joux, smiling at the aposio- 

pesis, ‘‘is precisely what we intend to do, 

or 1 is all we bave so far determined 

Speaking of his career as shorthand re- 

unfair as- | 

The committeeman 

| dent’s receiving a premonition of his death 
[in a terrible dream, which froze all the 

| humor out of his genial soul, alluied to 

| the meeting as ‘* a most satisfactory one, 

| because Mr. Lincory did not make a 

| single attempt at levity.” 
Mr. SEwarp's objections ware humorously 

| due to thefact that often when Mr. Sew ann 

| would bepreparing a reply to annoying de- 

| putations, Mr. LincoLx would be quietly 

perpretating his jokes, alter 
find that 

was entirely 

it should be remem- 

But pzrhaps 

one of 

| which Mr. Sewarp would 

his carefully studied reply 

'uanecessary. And 
bered that one ot the 

| meetings ever held in the United States 
greatest cibmet 

opened by the president’s reading a sketch 

At that same | by PETROLEUM V. Nasny. 

meeting LiNcoLN read the proclinuion 

that knocked the shackles off the slave. 
Whether Sir Jon~ Trnovrson should be 

| eonsidered a humorist or not, his success 

| was not to any great extent due to bis hum- 

or. But hum fo was a potent factor in tha 

greatness of “oth Apramam Lincony and 

Jonx A. MAacpoNALD. 
e—— 

A Christmas article by Rosery J. Bug- 

pETTE  “‘brimtul and bubbling over” 

with humor and sense, is one ot th: things 

that the reading world expects at this tim2 

year. The ¢ Christmas 

‘that this humorist 

| ago is one of the wisest an wittest things 

this season of 

every sermon”’ 

preached two ycars 

written 

peace gool will 
{ The Christmas article 

| BurperTE for the last 

 Ladie’'s Home Journal is, tor 

part, wise and witty, but there is one 

It speaks thppantly of 

coneerning 
anl good sense. 

M, 
number of the 

| ever 

and 

written by 

the most 

| glaring fluw in it. 
the prayer beginning © Now I lay me down 
to sleep.” GEORGE W. Peck, the creator 

of “Prck’s Bad Boy,” who as a humorist 

| is immeasurebly in‘erier to Burpirre, 

ani who generally inclines far more to vul- 

garity and profanity than the *‘my son” 

philosopher, once sever:ly rebuked a 

would-be funny paper which credited that 
' popular child's evening bymn to “GroreE 

[ W. Peck, in Pecks Sun.” The scathing 

rebuke of the western writer was a power- 

ful and touching bit of writing, and showed 

clearly the sacrilege of speaking lightly of 

a hymn that has been a s cred thing to 

many not only in childhood, but all their 

| lives, and which has been the last prayer 

of many a loved one. 

“Tis only a small bit of bunting, 

+ »*Tis only an old colored rag; 

Yet thousands have di. d for its honor, 

| 

And shed their best blood for the flag. “4 

| This is the first stanzy of a seven-versed 

| poem which appeared in the Toronto Km- 

pire this week. The author is*S. R. 8." 

and the place and time at which it was 

written are *‘(vuelph, Dac. 11.7 -S. R. 8.” 

has evidently experienced that pecular 

thought-transference sometimes known as 

telepathy. ‘I'he transmitter was evilently 

not in good working order in this case, 

being veryslow. What it lacked in speed, 

however, it made up in accuracy, for the 

The last time that they were extensively 

quoted in Canada was on the occasion of 

the agitation towards raising the fliz on 

Canadian schoolbouses, in which agitation 

the Empire took a more prominent part 

than any other journil in Canada. 

Ia connection with the death of tle 

novelist, essayist and poet who died lately, 

it is interesting to recall the advice to 
young newspaper men of one of the 

foremost editors and critics in America. 

While referring to Dr. Jonxsox’s remark 

that the writer desiring a good style should 

“spend bis days and nights in the study of 

Apbpison,” the great editor advised the 

seven verses arethe old familiar ones.’ 

young men to leave Appisox alone until 
they had spent their daysand nights in the 
study of Roser Louis STEVENSON. 

Perhaps the most touching of all the 
Christmas cartoons is one in Life which 
represents a poor little girl asleep in the 
snow. A vision of Santa Crausis floa'- 

ing in the air, and the jovial sant 1s sadly 
saying: ‘Poor litfle thing, I ncver visit 

her except in her dreams.” 

BOOKS AND MAGAZINES. 

The Christmas Donaboe's is under a new 

editorial management—that ot Mr. Michael 
J. Dwyer. He makes a vigorous appeal 

for an American Westminister Abbey, 
wherein to bury the great men of tle 

United States. *'Christmas-tide in Aca 'ia” 
is what will particularly appeal to the peo- 
ple of this part of America. In answering 

the question, **Has Business R-ally Re- 

vived ?"" John H. Rice calls attention to 
some elementary economic facts which are 

too often ignored. 

The “Winter holiday number” of the 

Delineator—that for the month of Jan- 

uary—opens with **The Arena Schottishe,” 

a charming piece of music. Messrs. 

Macaulay Bros. & Co. have our thanks for 
this number, which also contains many 

helptul hints to ladies concerning dress, 

and other things of much interest to all. 

“FILOSOFY AND FOLLY.” 

By Jay Bee, 

A suitable suitor finds little difticalty in pressing 

his suit. Some tailors are successful in this respect, 

Butchers are considered suitable, so also are chim- 

ney sweeps although their soot does not always suit. 

Deprive man of conscience and new laws would 

Lave to be enacted. 
——— 

When laziness overtakes a man, he never under- 

takes ar vihing. 

A mn with lots of tiwe on his hands is inclined 

to let i. pass, and in so doing, little thinks what 

achievements he might accompiish if he keptup 

with it. of 

It is characteris'ic of tashion to change, but it is 

not the fashion for character todo likewise. 

Reputation and character ar: not necessarily 

allied. 

I{ there were no ceth, divorce would be more 

excusable and reasonable. 

Education is knowle Ize in detail 

Brainy puzilists are not necessarily lawyers. 

A small man may be a big liar, so may a large 

one, all 8°z2s count when it comes to fishing. 

Policemen are a(r)restive kind ot people. 

Collection plates should be of the same nature as 

the street car conductor's, take nothing but silver. 

A sound deacener wou'd then be unnecessary. 

Merry Christmas. 

LADIES AU Dodd. 

The «losing Exercises of a Popular In. 

stiiaution, 

The music room of the Morley Conserv- 
atory and Ladies’ College was well filled 

on Wednesday afternoon with delighted 

auditors and spectators. The recitations, 

ducts and solos were charmingly rendered 

by some of the young ladies of the school. 
An action song entitled ‘The Merry Pea- 
sant” was an appreciated navelty. To 
particularly mention any of these exsreises 
is unnecessary ; they were all good. 

Perhaps the most telling featurs of the 
programme was the military drill. It 

showed toat if young ladies are not as 
strong in fightin as young men, they are 

at least more The various 
movements were executed with the great- 

est ease. The young ladies and gentlemen 

taking part in the diill were the Misses 

1 iydon, Miss Alice Hanington, Miss Lithel 
Pender, Miss Kate Beverly, Miss Florence 

Brown, Miss Ethel Owen-Jones, the Misses 

Taylor, the Misses Simonds, Miss Lottie 

Vassie, Miss M. Hatheway, Miss N:llie 

Smith, Miss Isaacs, Miss Coughlan, Miss 

McGafligan and Miss Marion Peters, 
Masters Jones, Itayden, Vassie, Coughlan, 

Blair, Palmer, Gard, Parker. 

scientific. 

The Death of the Lat: Major Olell. 

Major ©Jell of the 2nd Oxfordshire Light 

Infantry (52nd), died at Rawalpindi on 
the 8th ult. He was the only son of the 
late Honorable William Huater Odell of 
Rockwood, Fredericton, and Halifax, N. S. 

and a great grandson of the Reverend 
Johathan Odell, the Loyalist Reetor of 
St. Ann's chureh, Burlingten, N. J. who 
was afterwards secretary of the province 

ot New Brunswick. Major Odell was born 

on May 6, 1852, the army in 

December. 1871, and was employed on | 
special servive with the commissariat de- | 

partment during the Zula War of 1870-80. 
He wus transport officer to the head- 
quarter staff under Sir Garnet Wolseley 
during the operations against Sekukuni, 

and present at the capture of the chiet’s 
strong-hold, for which he had the medal 

with clasp, and in 1891 was with the 
Wuntho expedition to suppress a rising in 
one of (he native states not taken over with 
Upper Burmah. He was Adjutant of his 

regiment from 1881 to 1887, and reached 

the rank of Major in March, 1892. 

The Vacant Offices. 

The registrarship of deeds and probate 

are vacant, and there is some speculation 

as to who will be appointed. The rumor 

that Mr. Vernon McLellan, the sou of the 

late registrar and the present deputy, will 

be appointed registrar of deeds, meets 

with general approval. The registrarship of 

probate will probably go to Mr. A. L 

Trueman, whose supreme court reporter- 

ship will fall into the capable hands of Mr. 

entered 

John I. Carleton. : 

hotograph Albums, Dressing Cases, Work 

” a Fancy Go ds, Mo Arthur's, 90 
King street. 

. 

VERSES OF YESTERDAY AND TODAY 

hat Beautiful Santa Claus. 
It was on a Christmas midnight, 

A night in the old times gone; 

I woke from sleep and saw a light, 

And beard one step alone. 

Along the mantle feil the ray 

Ora taper’s yellow glow; 

And Santa Claus stood pla n as dey 

By the sccks hung in a row. 

Outside the wintry storm grew wild, 

And the music of the rain 

Sang softly ot a new born child, 

Ima manger cradle lain. 

I thought how wise men came and went, 

Leaving their gifts of love; 
When unto them afar was sent 

Bright starlight from abov.. 

There robed in white, the taper’s gleam 

On a saintly face was thrown; 

While still I lay as in a dream, 

My waking all unknown. 

1 saw the loving hands move on, 

Would 1 might see them now; 

To fill the socks up one by one, 

And hear that footstep slow. 

That Santa Claus, that taper fl ime, 

How o'er the silent years; § 6. 9 11 12 

:y Jt shows a face and one dear name, § 8k 

Seen thirugh a mist of tears.) «<13™=377F 3 

That Santa Claus, that midoight form, 

That well remgmbered scene; 

I1as been a rainbow when a storm, 

Life’. bright days fell between. 

= Could I but press those lips to mine, 

17 40r feel them on my brow; § Tg - 

What love would from that taper shine, i 13-«% 

And bless me even now. 4 1g ? Sit 

But that dear Santa Claus no more 

Walks by the mant Je side; 

That footstep found an open door LAR BI 

Beyond the surging tide.Y =. - J 

25 
3 

Full oft a wild and wintry ga'e, 

Has swept my heart since then; 

And broken mast and shred-torn sail, 

Revealed sad wrecks of men. 

jut that dear Santa Claus in white, 

My soul can never leave; 

When winter brings the gladsome; night 

And holy Christmas eve. 

Pansy Porch, Dec. 1804. 

3 
. -=m . 

Cyrrus GOLDE. 

The Secret orf the Lord 

The scer t of the Lord is with thom that fer Him 

—Psaim 25, 14. 

The finite mind my look in vain, 

The knowledge infinite to gain, 

And scofters bold shall never know 

Where streams of knowledge freely flow. 

Locked is the heart, the ear, the mind, 

The soul is cold, the eye is blind, 

Faith, simple faith, sees all in love, 

And humbly bows to God above, 

l.ooks on the stars zn | seeks to trace 

His gracious hand in boundless space, 

Admiring with a searching eye 

‘he grandcur of the vaulted sky, 

Adoring still that wonc ’rous power, 

Which guards and keeps each day and hour, 

(cod will bis secret now impart, 

To those who fear with loving heart, 

And will enlighten, guard and bless, 

Fi.ling the soul with righteousness. 

FERG. 

A Wish, 

0, to go back to that year again, 

Its dewy nights in starlit gleam, 

Brown-eyed twilight with hair aflame, 

Lush, sweet meadows in violet’s sheen, 
To linger where pines stood whisperirg, 

Weaving their shadows, purpled deep; 

Night-dream silence, the hour wonla bring, 

Golden-eyed stars their watch would keep. 

Bat now, beloved, the sky is drear, 

With bits of blue, a dash of pearl, 

Brown and lemon, just over there 

Wkhere you see clouds of night uncuri— 

The trees like ghouls in a spectral mist, 

And dim is the gold, for everswhere 

Autumn bas claimed, and elasped, and kissed, 

And left me naught but a wute despair. 

ST Si Es SEAWEED. 

The Christmas Baby 

Hoot! ye little rascal! ye come it on me this way, 
CPOE y Su amongst us this blusterin® winter's 

uay 

Eneinta? that we already have three of ye, and 
seven 

{ An’ trying’ to make yerself ont a Christmas present 
o” heaven? 

Ten of us have we now, «ir, for this world to abuse; 
An’ Bobiie he have no waistcoat, an’ Nellie she 

have no shoes, 
An’ Sammie he have no shirt, sir, (I tell it to his 

shame,) : 
An’ the one that was just before ye we ain't had 

time to name! 

An’ all of the banks be smashin’, an’ on us poor folk 
fall; 

An’ boss he whittles the wages when work's to be 
rad at all; 

An’ Tom he have cut his foot off, an’ lies in a woe- 
tal plight, 

An’ all of ns wonders at meraing as what we shall 
eat at night; 

{ An’ but for your father an’ Sandy a-findin® seme. 
what to do, 

Av’ but for the preacher's woman, who often helps 
us through, 

An’ bat for your poor dear mother a-doin’ twice her 
part, 

Ye'd "a’ seen us all in heaven ufore ye was ready to 
start! 

An’ now ye have come, ye raceal! so healthy an’ fat 
an’ sound, 

A-weighir’, I'll wager a dollar, the full of a dozen 
pound! 

With yer mother’s eyes a-flashin’, ver father’s flesh 
and bud, 

An’ a good big month and stomach a} ready for to 
be filled! 

Ne, no! don’t cry, my baby! Hush up, mv pretty 
ope! 

Don’t get my chaff in your eye, boy—I1 only was 
justin fun. 

XYe'll like us when ye know us, although we're eur- 
us folks; 

Bat we don’t get much victuals, an’ half our livin’ 
is jokes! 

Why, boy, did ye take we in carncst? Come sit 
upon my knee; 

I'll te] ye a seer. t, youngster, I’ll name ye after me, 
Ye shall have all yer brothers an’ sisters with ye to 

play, 
An’ ye shall have yer carriage, an’ ride out every 

day! 

Why, bov, dye thank ye’ sufter? I'ma gettin’ a 
trifle old, 

But it’ll be many vears yet before I lose mv hold; 
An’ if I +hould fall on the road bey, still, them’'s 

yer brothers, t. ere, 
An’ not a rogue o'’em ever would see you barmed 

a bar! 

Say! when ve come from heaven, my little name- 
sake dear, 

Did ye see, 'mongst the little girls there, a face 
like this one here! 

That was yer little sister—she died a year ago, 
An’ we a'l of us cried like babies when they laid 

her under the snow! 

Hang it! if all the rich men I ever see or knew 
Came here with all their traps, boy, an’ offered "em 

for you, 
I'd show 2 to the door, boy, so quick they'd think 

it o 
Before I'd cell to another my Christmas gift from 

God! —From * Farm Legends.” 

The Dead Councillor. 

(Toronto Mail, 14th.) 

As when a woman's warmest mother-love 
With her child’s love communes, as deep with deep, 
(Glad in « new beart-knowledge from above, 
On ber dear breast the tired chiid falls asleep; 

£0 in the grandest hour of all his pride, 
With a loved country’s love at his command, 
From his great heart swept a responsive tide; 

* * * * * “+ * * * 

He rests upon the lap of Motherland. 

And in variety and choiceness have never been excelled in 
Canada, and we hope oar friends and cust mers in St. John 
and throughout the provinces wil! appr: ciate our efforts to 
always give them the largest and best assortment of Choice 
Holiday Goo is to select from. We mention a few of the 
many articles which will make a choice and appropr ate 

Xm=s Present, Solid Silver Brush,Comb,|! 
and Mirrors, Onyx Tables, Smoker's Sets, 
Ladies’ Dressing “ases m Silver snd Leather 

ment. Also our assortment of choice 

Vienna Ware, 

C. FLOOD D
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Princess and Banquet Lamps, a very choice assort- 

*qualled, and we lave to 

day opened a large assort. 

ment of Royal Han_ 

over Bechemia and 
whic 

are all new and choice. W 

have a large assortment o 

= (hoice Cift Books, alse 

all the new Juvenile Books 

mcluding The Boys’ 

and Cirl's Annuals’ 

‘Leisure Hours,” ‘‘Sunday 

China cannot be 

h 

e 

In" addi. Home.” 
se ion to our arsortment of a tractive goods we have lots of inex- 

§=== pensive goods including Dolls and Cames. 

All last season’s goods at much reduced prices. 

% SONS. $ : : 
December, 

Oh! bolly b anch and mistletoe, 
And ‘ hristmas chimes where’er we go, 

And stockings pinred upina row! 
These are thy gifts, December ! 

And if the year has made thee old, 
And sivered all thy locks of goid, 

Thv heart ha~ never been a-cold, 
Or known a fading ember. 

The whole world 18 a Christipas tree, 
And stars 11s many candles be. | 

Oh !sing a carol joviully, 
The ;ear’s great feast in keeping ! | 

For once, on a December night, 
An angel held a candle bright, 

And led three wise men by its hght 
To where a cuild was sleepivg. 

-—~Harriet F. Blodgett, in St. Nicholas, 

The Christmas irl, 

The sn w has drifted to her brow, 
The holly bud has dyed ner cheek | 

Iler eye, like stars on Christ nas eve, | 
Snine ont with «lines covly mevk. | 

There's Christmas radiance evervwhere 
Io wreaths of green and berries red; 

But, best of all, I gladly note 
There’s mistietoe above her beg 

Lurana W. SHELDON. 

A Dispiay Worth Seeing 

One gets a better idea ot what the farm- 

ers are doing at Christmas time than at 

any other season of the year. The choic- 
est products come to the city then, the fat- 
test and largest turkeys, geese and all 

kinds of poultry. 3 
specialty of preparing ior these seasons. 

Mr. Thoms D:an usually his his eye 
upon them, and when the right time comes, 

arranges to secure it for bus Christmas dis- 

play. This year he has been so suceess- 
fu! mn this that his stall presents a more 

inviting ap; earanc: than it has ever borne. 
Beef from Ontario, Cumberland and Y ir- 

mouth county—the biggest and fittest 10 
be had. Quail and prairie hens, pigeons 

and ducks, and last but not least, the goose 
and the turkey, all co nbine to adil to the 

completeness of the stall which Procress 
readers should see for themselves. 

Paprr not Served. 

r gpogey | 

Some farme s make a 

Au Im 

The statement appears in a Halitax news- 

paper that a rather important paper was 
not served in the d'vorce suit begun by Mr. 
Percy lear against bis wite and that he 
does not know of Ler present whereabouts. 
To lose her would be very sad. The same 

paper also states that Mr. Lear may elcet 
o be tried ty the speedy trials act before 
Judge Johnson. It will be remembered 
that Mr. Horneman also chose Judge John- 

son, but then Mr. Lear is not confined, while 

the f:rmer was. Is there any provision 
in the speedy trials act that mikes it neces- 
sary for a man to be in prison to take ad- 
vantage of it? 

‘Say, Santa Claus come ter my house 
last night.” : 
“How you know? 
“Cuz dat turkey I done won at de rafile 

wuz gone dis morning 

Church Prayer Books Half Price, at Mc- 
. Arthur's 0: N HARRY ALBRO’ WOODWORTH. ®t. John. 

ADULTER ATED WATER. 

A Composite Poem with Respectful Apolo- 
gles to Messrs, oben and Climo. 

Ibe following poem was inspired oy an 
article in Monday morning’s Telegraph 
containing two different veins of poetry on 
the same subject, ** Water,” and run in 

““ deadly parallel” columaus. 

The first line of the composite poem is 
the first line of Mr. lloben's poem ; the 

second line the second of Mr. Climo’s, and 

so on And just here it would be well to 

remark with the immortal Bill Nye, «Never 
mix your liquors, stick to Water.” 

Forth from its highland home, 
Bubbled forth a erystai spring; 

Dashing through spray and foam, 

Ot wanderings and love to sing. 

Lashing the rocks in vain, 

It danced adown the mountain side, 
On, on, with might and main, 

And swelling a ew with conscions pride. 

Shying at aged rocks, 

Iv flowed along green, mossy glades, 

Ieedless of many shocks, 

And in sweet musical charades 

Stays tor Miss Whirlpool’s dance, 

Toro vale and wood and dale— 

'Kound, round and round they prance, 

A sweel, romantic tale. 

Bat where the land’s less steep, 

Wi'h surroundings chill and cold, 

Battling Sige Eim’s feet, 

Its rugged face was shining gold. 

Murmuring to pebble bauks, 

All nature to invest, 

Done with its ‘quips and cranks,” 

For it there was no rest. 

Now a deep, steady stream 

[t scemed now in a forest deep— 

staid as #2 preacher’s theme, 

All quiet and sull and all asicep. 

Tuto the great st. John, 

For just an Lour or so, 

Mighty and deep and long, 

To « liim the stream us beau! 

Thence to the boundl ss sea, 

With silvery glance of love, 

Lesing wdentity, 

1t was the moou’s true love. 

Where is the Nashwauk’s song, 

Io sheeny haze and dreamy maze? 

Why does the wavelet monn 

At the moos and stream’s strange ways? 

Just here it would be in order to say 
that the above conundrum about the wave- 

let and the moon is beyond our power 

to answer and tor a reply to the knotty 
problem we would refer th: co-authors to 
the +qually celebrated author of that 
beauntul and subhme sonnet, **What are 
the Wild Waves Saying, Sister P” 

P. Jay. 

A Conslderate Girl. 

Flora—TI can’t decide on a Christmas gift 
for Arthur. 
Reginald—Give him yourself. 
Flora—He made me promise not to give 

him an expensive present. 

Mr. Kanoodle—And now wouldnt you 
like me for a Christmas present ? 
Miss Alert—Certainly, if you'll hang 

yourselt on the Christmas tree. 


