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¢srogress 18 a Sixteen Page Paper, published
every Saturiay, from its new quarters, 29 to
81 Canterbur v street, St. John, B. by the
PROGRESS PRINTING AND PUBLISHING Com-
PANY (Limited.) w.T. H. FENETY, Masnaging
Director. Subscrip ion price 18 Lwo Dollars
per annum, in advance.

all Letters sent to the paper by persons having
no business connection with it should be accom-
panied by stamps for & reﬂly. Manuscripts from
other than regular contributors should always
be accompanied by s stamped and addressed

envelope,

Diéscontinuances.~Except in those localities
which are easily reached, PROGRESS will be
stopped af the time paid for. Discontinuances
can onlybe made by paying arrears at the rate
ot five cents per copy.

SIXTEEN PAGES.
AVERAGE CIRCULATION 13,640

ST. JOHNN.B SATURDAY, AUG 27ih,

Subscribers who do not receive their paper
Saturday morning are requested to com-
municate with the officc.—Tel. 95.

OUR CONTINENTAL SABBATH.

The subject of Sabbath desecration was
touched upon by his honor, Judge ForBESs
at the opening of the county court this
week. He told the twenty four citizens
who compose the grand jury thatit was a
part of their duty to indite any official
whom they did not consider was carrying
out s duty, but at the same time he took
occasion to compliment the chief of police
and those under him upon their activity in
reporting cases of Sabbath desecration.
In this connection it is worth noting that
the police have noticed a few people selling
cigars on Sunday and one unfortunate
druggist selling soda water. Upon their re-
ports of these violations the compliment
of his honor depends. If Judge Fornes
was as uaprejudicad and fair minded in this
Sabbath desecration business as he is in
most matters that come before him
he would not contend that the reporting of
cigar dealers and soda water sales was the
entire duty of the chief of police. It his
fear for this good city is that its Sabbath
may become continental in character then
why should he not advocate the stoppage
of the street cars. It everything but
“‘works of necessity and mercy” is to be
prohibited, then there is no need for the
ferry boat to ply between the KEast and
West side so long as the suspension bridge
spans the river. Itis very nice to have
fruit for dessert on Sunday but because tae
boat arrived too late on Saturday night
the necessity of delivering it on Sunday
morning is not apparent! Ititisa crime
to sell a glass of soda water on Sunday it
is equally wrong to drink it. Who will
say that drug stores must keep open on
the Sabbath to fil prescriptions alone?
They are not compelled to do so and
the inconvenience and danger of their
closing can be readily imagined if they com-
bine to resent this needless prosecution.’

That this is a aiet, moral, well conduct-
ed city on the Sabbath is apparent to
every one who livesin it. Its habits are
not ‘‘continental ’ and his honor the judge
knows they are not, nor are they in danger
of becoming so. Amusement resorts are
uoknown in St. John on Sunday. Even
lectures, concerts—rarely given though—
are always of a sacred character. To
attend church and Sunday school, to walk
to the park or cemetry, to enjoy the fresh
air in an open street car—while, perhaps,
smokiog a desecration cigar—to view the
noblz St. John and the natural beauty that
God has endowed it with, are the principal
parsuits of St. Jobn people on Sunday.

Surely there is nothing wrong in them.

PHASES OF QUARRELING.

When the stress and pain of quarreling
c¢)me in is when the argument ranges
round a subj:ctive matter. If your friend’s
mode of life does not please you, or you
think there is something lacking in his
bearing towards you, then is the oppor-
tunity for a nuarrel which leaves traces
behind it. Take the case of vour fellow-
companion—the man you have knewn for
the best part ot your life, and with whom
you are, let us say, sharing rooms. You
will be model personages if you do}not
now and again break out into disputes
which, for the moment, seem as if they
would craate a real breach in your friend-
8iip. Your friend seems, as you w.ll ex-
press it, to be growing ‘‘casual.” He ap-
pears to be much more mindful of his
interests than of yours—an unpardonabls
sin. He exhibits boredom when you wish
to discuss a most important mat-
ter in your own affairs. He will
not allow his plans to fall in
with yours, but, whitever your proposal,
he seems ready to thwart it by counter-
proposals. You feel in a mood for a
walk ; he refuses to be taken out. You
particularly wish to have an evening in for
the purpose ot a chat; he insists that be
has an engagement to which he must at-

tend. In short, you feel that you are out
of harmony, and that the faultis his. It
invariably is. You meet the ei'uation by
saying nothing. It would be merely play-
ing into bis hands to show that bis mood
disturbed you, since you are well assured
that he bas it in mind to annoy you. So
you assume—oh, puerile assumption !—a
¢‘don’t-care-a 1 ttle-bit" air, and meet his
refusals, his counter-plans, and his asser-
tions with a studied politeness which you
imagine bears the stamp ot indifference.
Your words are words of calmness, of
absolute carelessness, but your fixity of
features shows to the most superficial ob-
server that you are on the simmer. If you
separate shortly, the storm reniains
pent up, and when jyou next meet
you barely speak, or
with a forced cold civility which be-
trays & sullen mind. If, on the oth:r
hand, you contipue for some little time in
each other’s society, the chances are that
the storm breaks. Human nature proves
too strong for you, and you work yourself
up to a sufficiently strong pitch to hurl at
your friend’s head a piece of choice sarcasm
which you imagine will be a knock-down
blow. from which he will arise humble and
apologetic, acknowledging his faults and
begging you to overlook them. Fool that
you are, if he has adbything like the same
spirit as yours:lf, you might as well try to
subdue a bull by flaunting a red rag in its
face! Sarcasm, unworthy as it is, isa fine
relief to the mind ; but it is an €qually fine
stimulant to the one against whom it is
lzveled, and is sure to produce a very
elegant sparring match—in polite terms,
no doubt, as befits your up-dringing, but
with good hard bits which would knock
down an unequal antagonist.

A hot dispute between two men of edu-
cation and polish affords as fine a display
of art as a prize-fight. Either has its dis-
gusting side, but it bas &l i's brilliant
side. You must be as fully in condition
for a battle of words as for a battle of fists.
Your mind has to be fully alive, for the
battle is over when you are no Jlonzer
ready with a happy retort. The tu quoque
blow is altozether discredited in polite
quarreling. It is devoid of imagination,
and it must be remembered that you are
pittirg your imagination against another’s.
Some of the blows fall feebly. it is true,
but most of them are well directed, and
would stiag if they got home. When you
descend to *“You're another !” and “‘So
doyou !” you are merely on a level of vul-
gar dispute, which is a simp'e trial of lungs
and is often a prelude to the final arbitra-
ment of fists. But an angered mind well-
trained and slways on the alert, shows
some pretty bits of work in its bout with
another mind of equal calibre. Blow for
blow is the form of defence ; and it is'a sign
of waning power when one of the die-
putants begins to hark back to his origin-
al moves, and, as it were, tries to play the
game over sgan.

The effect of these word-contests on dif-
ferent temperament is remarkable. Some
will abandon th: delicate weapons ot sar-
casm at an early point and take up the
cudgels of solid abuse. Some will be eari-
ly proved to consider the matter not to be
settled except by a trial of physical
strength; while others will remain calm
throughout, and administer blows more
telling in proportion to the calmness. There
are those who will exhibit the most violent
passion, and ten minutes afterwards will
be as serene and forgetful of what has
happened as though their mind had never
been ruffled. O.hers will let the cff:nce
sink deep into their heart, and be unable
to rid themselves of the poison, which they
carry about in their minds for days. Indeed
some will carry 1t for ever—not actively,
but as a cumulative poison, which is added
to that engendered by the naxt offence on
the part of the same person.

In any circumstances however the open
quarrel is the best. It is equally desirable
to live at peace with all men, and not to
allow one's: harmony to be disturbed by
trivial occurrences over which any third
person could laugh. Yet, when we feel
our pride or dignity assailed buman nature
makes most of us hit out in one form or
another. Here and there are those who
seem absolutely to be possessed of the
secret of the soft answer which turneth
away wrath, though in many cases a soft
answer absolately jars on the nerves of
one who is spoiling for a fight. If how-
ever nature has given us something of a
disputative nature, we need not think we
are doing great things if we allow our
quarrel to take the form of sullen estrang
ment instead of a face-to-face encounter.
There is in a good quarrel that which clears
the air. If the air does not need clearing,
so much the better. But those are rare
lives into which no storms come; and
when it is hovering about and rendering
itself oppressive we do not care how soon
it breaks. It may pass over; but, if one
has not the art to brush it away, but nurse
it instead, it is better far that it should be
fought out sharp and short. It is like the

speak only

good old fashioned surgical remedy of
blood-1:tting. It leaves you a bit weak
immediately afterwards, but you feel all
the fresher later on.

With a grant ot $5,000 from the local gov*
ernmant and & small amount from the city
of St. Jobn the exhibition this year should
not be associated with the word *‘deficit.”
We note however that new buildings are
being erected, the necessity for which must
hive been very marked else the directors
would not have gone to such expense. It
is quite true that the provincial grant is as-
sociated with conditions which indicate in
what direction a portion of the prize money
shall be placed, but all ot it will be spent
in some way on the exhibition. There bas
been tault finding and a great ceal of
criticism with the mansgement in the past
and a great deal, if not all of it, was de-
served, but to day Mr. EveRrETT is still in
charge and we understand the directorate
have signified their approval of bis past man-
agement by a substantial increase in salary.
No one will pretend to say that the pre-
sent manager of the exhibition has not bhad
a fair chance to show his ability in that dir-
ection, and it only seems reasonable to as-
sume thit his future in tbis particular will
depend quite lirgely upon the failure or
su:cess ot the sbow this year.

The prohibition campaign 1s going along
quietly. No one secms to be unduly
excited. There is not much doubt that
all the provinces will vote in its favor ex-
cept probably Quebec. Many a man who
takes three drinks a day will vote for pro-
hibition not because he believes it can be
enforced, for he will have his three drinks
just the same, but in order that ke may
not stand in the way of a possible restrict-
ion upon the man who cannot stop at three
drinks a day.

A Lady Speaks Her Miond,
To Tue EpiTOR oF PROGRESS !

“The mans ger of the Opera House wishes {o thank
those ladies who are considerate enough to remove
their hats during the performance, thus caring for
the comfort of those occupying seats bzhind them

The above notice has been appearing on the
opera house programmes lately, and to me as well
as to hundreds of others who attend the theatre it
has a decidedly fresh sound. I don’t mean the word
in a slang sense at all, but there is something so
genuinely unique and fanny about it, when one
thinks of the many discomforts to which lady pa-
trons of the house are subjected. To my way of
thinking the high hat nuisance is the least of them.
As a rule ladies wear small hats to the theatre now;
though I sat behind one not long ago of immense
proportions, it wasn’t halt so annoying as being
obliged to rise up half a dozen times during the
evening to a'low three or four men to p.ss in and
out whenever the fancy seized them. The
o her night I attended a performance of ‘“‘Held
By The Enemy’'and it seemed to me I never
saw 80 much confusion, to much running in
and out before. It wasn’c & parlicrlarly bot night
either, but it was one of the few dry ones we have
had lately and in that may be found a possible ex-
planation. The two rows in tront of where I sat
had seven or eight men snd only two ladies in each
row, near the aisle, and yet eight times during the
evening these ladies had to rise to let all those men
goout or in, It was much the same all over the
house I presume. but I was only interested in that
particulir section. It is not that a lady ob-
jects to rising at all, but when it comes to
having ber skirts trampled, her bhat push-
ed to one slde and a possibility of having
her back hair either knocked off saltogether
or pushed hopelessly out of place, its nearly time
she began to look for some of the comfort about
which the manager of the theatre is boasting on the
programmes. It would be preferable to have a man
bring his favori e drink to the theatre, and take it
qumetly in his seat, ratber than disturb and incon-
venience & row of ladies, by chasing out after it be-
tween the acts. It is quite tume for the opera house
management to put & stop to this nuisance, and to
show some consideration :or their lady patrons.

The Sale of the ghip Charles.

To TuE EpiTor Or PrRoaREss.—I was glad to see
your expose of the matter of selling the ship Charles
at Chubb’s corcer last week. We have had al
together too much of this sort of thing in this port
of St. John. Shipowners have no idea where they
will 1and if managing owners, poriwardens and re-
pair men are going to work together in this manner,
I happen to know, without doubt, that the ship
Charles was not paid for as Mr. Lockhart said it had
to be. A Suir OWNER-
St. John, Aug. 24th, 1898.

What About That Police Fund ?

To raE Epitor oF PRoGaEss.—Surely we can
get some information regarding the police fund that
you have written about. It is now over four years
since I have heard anything from the fund which
must amount to about $800, if not more. Are no;
we policemen, who worked so hard to raise this
fund, entitled to som? information about it ?

A POLICEMAN.

St. John, August 23, 1898,

At Bis New Restaurant,

David Mitchell, the well-known restau-
rant keeper is now so near the North End
that the people of that section need never
want for a good meal so long as he keeps
open. Mr. Mitchell’s reputation as a caterer
is so well known that ProGRESS need not en-
large upon it. His ice cream cannot be
surpassed, as those who Lave tried it know.
His new place of business is 125 Mill
street.

For The Latast ia Millinery.

Miss B ir!le, milliner, of Charlotte street,
went to Boston and New York this week
to obtain the newest and most attractive
designs on the American market. She ex-
pects to return in about ten days when
her customers will have the advantage of

the ideas she obtains.
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VERSES OF YESTERDAY AND TODAY

——ee

Coming In the Gate,

I cannot tell how many times,
When all the work is done,

And twilight brings the ev'ning chimes,
Along the hall I run.

One darling then another rocks,
And all things seems to wait;

I see the one who never knocks,
(Coming in the gate.

He al ways smiles and waves his hand,
As if the window panes;

Their very selves could understand,
What greeting still remains,

He knows he canvot pass the door,
Or in the hall be free;

From bhalf a doz:n bugs or more,
But none of course from me.

Then with our angels in his arms,
He chaffs us,— **I'll be bound;
No other orchard bas such charms,

As cherries all year round.”
And faith 1 verily declare,
He thinks the same is true,
He would not want so full a share,
Unless they tasted new.

His *‘little world,”” he calls his home,
And “dearer too by far,—

Than all beneath the azure dome,
With only one sweet star "’

“A star that gives su h cheerful light,
He never need be late ;"

And he it is that keeps it bright,
Coming in the ga‘e.

And surely 1if his star I am,
He is my summer sun;

For e’en our little cradle lamb,
To know him has begun.

And little Elsie turning three,
Expeclant and elate;

Will dance his welcome form to see,

Coming in the gate.

Ah me how dark must be the tky,
How lone the saddened heart;

The home that hears the last good-bye,
And death has done his part ?

What grief about the dear place clings,
What woe it must create;

When never more that one it brings
Coming in the gate.

Yet there are heroes all who live
To bless another’s days;

They are the best the world can give,
Great men in ail their ways.

God ever loves the brave and true,
Who fear no passing fate,

His glory is the good they do,
Until He shuts tl e gate.

The Ferns, Aug. 18908, CYPRU3 GOLDE.

The Ab:ent Boy.

They miss him in the orchard where the fruit is
suoning over,

And in the meadow where the air is sweet with new
mown hay,

And allll about the cld farm which knew him for a
over,

From the early seedtime onward till the crops were
pilel away.

They miss him in the village where nothing went
without him,

Where today the young folks’ par.ies are dull and
incomplete.

They cannot just explain it, there was such a charm
about him,

The drop of cheer he always brought made common
daylight sweet.

And now he’s gone to Cuba, he’s fighting for the
pation.

He's charging with the others, a lad in army blue.

His name is little known yet, but at tne upland
station

They all are sure you'.l hear it before the war is
through.

And wh;n you talk of battles, and scan the printed
columo,

His regiment’s the one they seek, his neighbors
think and csre;

The more they do not speak of it their look grows
grave and solemn,

For somewhere in the thick of strife they know
their boy is there.

—From Collier’'s Weekly.

The Poel’s Dream,

In midnight sleep 1 waundered far,
O'er **mount, and val2, and stream ;"
And glowing bright, in fancy’s light,
Appeared each smiling scenes.

The forest rang with gladdened strains,
In echoes wild and free;

While distant hills and rippling rills
Replied in tones o: glee.

It seemed a type of heavenly life,
A gleam of glory here;

A meteor's ray; to light our way
Beyond the reach of fzar.

Who woul 1 not love to wander thus,
Afar from grief or care;

Since naught of strite, or malice rife,
Can have a b:ing there?

From whence do these bright dreams arise,
And where that fancied shore,

Whose quiet rest doth calm the breast,
And teach the poet’s lore?

*Tis not of earth—it savours not
With aught connected here;

But lent to cheer our upward flight,
Would clsim a brighter sphere.

The Women Who Wait.

He went to the war in the momlng.—
The roll of the drums could be heard,
But he paused at the gate with his mother,
For a kiss and a comforting word.
He was full of the dreams and ambitions
That youth is so ready to weave,
And proud of the clank of his sabre
And the chevrons of gold on his sleeve.

He came from the war in the evening —
The meadows were sprinkled with snow,
The drums and the bugles were silent,
And the steps of the soldiers were slow.
He was wrapped in the fl ig of his country
When they laid him away in the mould,
With the gl ttering stars of a captain
Replacing the chevrons of gold.

W ith the heroes who sleep on the hill side,
He lies with a fl gon his head,

But, blind with the eyes of her weeping,
His mother ye¢t mourns for her dead.

The soldiers who fall in the battle
May feel but a moment of pain,

But the women who wait in the homesteads
Must dwell with the ghosts of the slain.

In Love's Net.

Oh bid me not forget the hour

When first love’s opening buds were swelling ;
Nor crush the perfume from the flower

That blooms within my heart’s fair dwelling;
For love is.iife, and hope is sweet,
w hile roses blossom round our feet,
And all that's fair, alas ! is fleet,

While Time his dirge is knelling.

Obh. tell me not those dreams were vein
That linked thy heart with mine forever;
I dream them o’er and o’er again,
Like moons that wax but never wane,
In all the agony and pain
Of love’e long-suffzring endeavour;
And st’l] they roll across my soul,
Sweet phantom guests, to leave me never.

Oh. ssy thou not. *It might have been”;
Oh, never lisp, *'It canno* be !"
For thon hast so enthrall :d me,
That I would not be free again,
And wilt thou bid me, then, forget,
Or coyly say, ‘*Ab, no—not yet 1"
Navy, love, thou hast me in love’s net,
And I would not, in faith, be ir e !

Use in place
of Cream of Tartar

Absolutely Pure

More convenient,
Makes the food lighter
and more healthful.

L ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW YORK.

An Excellent Scheol for Boys.

Principal T. M Palmer of the Monnt All-
ison Academy for boys calls the attention
of the people once more through the col-
umns of ProGgrrss to the excellencs and
advantages of the institution over which he
presides. Some of the brighest men in the
country retain kindly recollections of the
academy for boys,where they spent many
of their happiest days starting upon the
road to knowledge and experiencing the
benefits of discipline. The academy is an
excellent preparatory school and every
parent tbinking of sending his sons to such
a school cannot do better than inquire into
its methods.

Excellent Readinog Matter,

It is something to know what to get to
read if you are going off on a holiday trip,
or merely for a little outing. Douglas
McArtbur bas one of the largest stock of
books in the city fo select from and can
please you, whether your tastes run
towards the deepcst and most profound
works, or revel in bright sparkling ro-
mances. One of the nicest things about
McArthur’s establishment is the courteous
way in which attendants look after visitors
to the store. If you merely want to look
around every facility is atforded you to do
§0.

Good Busgiaess for the Yarmouth Liae,

The Yarmouth S. S. Line must be ad-
ding to its popularity all the time for two
hundred and ninety three passengers sailed
by the Yarmouth last Saturday night for
Boston. Travel this year from a tourist
standpoint has not been equal to that of
previous seasons and yet the business of
the Yarmouth S. 8. route is 21l that can be
desired and the accommodations are such
as please the most exacting traveler.

Again Upon The Market,

Those who like sausages—and who does
not P—will be pleased to know that Mr.
Thomas Dean will place his upon the mar-
ket Saturday. Mr. Dean’s reputation for
the manufacture of sausages is so good that
he bas much difficulty in keeping the de-
mand supplied. D5 not fail to ask for them
Saturday.

Unfortunate.

The little town of Yuste, in the north-
western corner of Spain, has in its more
splendid past an attraction for travellers.
It was recently visited by an American who
sought rest under discouragements, aiter a
ride on mule-back over miles of dusty road.
While the bostess of the inn was preparing
his dinner, he proposed to himself to rest
upon the bed in the public room. He eays

Nothing could have seemed more tempt-
ing than the cool white bed, after the Ja-
borious trip, and without saying a word
to the Senora Parej), I threw myselt at full
length upon it.

Scarcely had I done so when a shriek a.
rose, and the little woman flew at me like
a wild creature. She seized me and drag-
ged me off the bed with the strengh of two

men. 1 was too much daz:d to resist, but
retreated before her.

‘Oh, Dios mio. Dios mio " she shrieked.
‘They are ruined—rvined !I" She tore
back the cover of the bed, and to my a-
mszement disclosed row after row of bis-
cuits ! Small, round biscuits ! Thev had
been placed there to rite. Torise! Down
the centre ot the rows my weight had flat-
tened them beyond recognition; only at
the farthest edge had a few escaped.

Restoring Spoiled Pens.

When a pen bas been used until it ap-
pears to be spoilt, place it over a flame (a
gaslight for instance) for a quarter of a
minute, then dip it into water and it will be
again fit for work. A new pen which is
found to hard to write with wiil become
softer by being tbus heated.

We Are Giviog Them.

What? The Mcleanstamps. No other
laundry has them. This is another in-
ducement free. Ungars Laundry and Dye
Works. Telephone 54.




