
A Big Christmas Bill !
TflE UNSEEN WITNESS—

A very powerful drama. 
HIS AWFUL DAUGHTER— 

A cure for the blues.

GOLD AND HIS MEN—
A gold seeker’s feature. 

GALL HIM WHISKERS—
A laughable comedy.

MR. DAVID PARKS, Baritone, sings the “Rosary.” 
Sessions—Afternoon, 2 ; 5c» Evening, 7 ; 10c.

Rossley ^ Theatre
The only High-Class Vaudeville Theatre in our Colony.

HA, HA, HA! HERE WE ARE AGAIN.
Grand Opening on December 25th of Rossley’s 2nd Annual

Pantomime,
SNOW WHITE and the SEVEN DWARFS.

Under the Distinguished Patronage of His Excellency Governor David
son, Mrs. Davidson and Children.

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL SPECTACULAR PRODUCTION EVER 
WITNESSED WITH OUR CITY CHILDREN.

All New Scenery. Music, Costumes, Electrical Effects. Stage Enlarged.
TWO MATINEES.

Doors open on Christmas Day at 1.30, performance to commence at 
2 p.m. and 3.30 p.m. Admission 20 cts., Reserved Seats 40 cts., Private 
Box 50 cts. NIGHT SHOWS—Doors open at 6.30, to commence at 7 p.m. 
Second show at 9 p.m. Admission 30 cts., Reserved Seats, 50 cts., Private 
Box $1.00. For seats come early to see the best dressed production ever 
seen in St. John’s.

Newfoundland Views
beautifully coloured, make a very pleasing Xmas or New Year’s Gift. A 

selection can now be seen in the windows of

PARSONS’ ART STORE,
THE VIEWS OF BOWRING PARK, SUNSET ON LABRADOR, 

SUNSET IN ST. JOHN’S HARBOR,
arc gems of Artistic Photography.

Don’t forget your friends abroad. You can get a book containing 
67 Views in Newfoundland for only 40 cents.

OUR SPECIAL 
CHRISTMAS OFFER!

■r 'C^-cw

For MONDAY, TUESDAY and WEDNESDAY we offer a SPECIAL DIS- 
CQ{JNT of TEN PER CENT, on all FURNITURE and FURNISHINGS bought at 
dur store during those days, which will be our Xmas present to all those that pat
ronize iis, same to be given in cash or oth-r goods. ' ’

Considering that our prices are now as low, or even lower than others in. the 
trade, you will readily see the advantage of buying from us now. Beside wç hàÿç 
one of the best selected stocks of Furniture and Furnishings in the cit$." Oiir 
Showroom, 2nd flat, is breaking down with good things so reasonably priced.

Our newly made Surface Oak Sideboard is a dandy for $15.00, worth $20.00 
or more.

Our*Dining Room Suites are the best that art can produce. We have them, in 
Surface Oak, Quartered Sawn Oak, leather seat ; well finished.

Our range of Wicker, Rattan, Quartered Sawn Oak Chairs and Rookgrs, can
not be surpassed for beauty and durability.

REMEMBER we are the only people that can supply you with The Ideal Beds, 
Springs and Crescent Felt Mattress, also the Oxford Springs.

The acmé of perfection goods. Nothing better. Just peep in when down 
town and see if we cannot suit you.

REMEMBER you get your TEN PER CENT, in cash or other goods abso
lutely free as a Christmas present

MARCH Co., lid.
Comer Water and Springdale Streets.

HOUSE FURNISHERS.

This Christmas Day started for us 
at 5 a.m., when Captain Scott called 
the two sledge teams. Wo were en
camped in latitude 8£.3TV deg. south, 
long. 159.8 deg. east, on the King 
Edward VII. Plater.ii, rtt art" attitude 
of 8,000 ft. above the G¥eat Ice Bar
rier. I

That Terrible Stillness.
The two teams consisted of Capt. 

Scott, Dr. Edward Wilson, Captain 
Lawrence Oates, and Petty Officer 
Edgar Evans in one tent; in the other 
Lieutenants Evans and Bowers and 
Pètty Officers Lashley and Crean.

A fine, clear day, but with a cold 
southerly wind which soon turned our 
breath into cakes of ice on our 
beards. We struck camp’ at 7150 a.m. 
packed our sledges with the two tent 
floorcloths spread above the loads to 
dry, and stepped off at 8 o’clock, 
marching due south.

Owing to a low drift in gur faces, 
our progress was retarded slightly ; 
but as the forenoon advanced the sun 
was quite warm, the breeze fell light, 
and both parties took off their wind- 
proof blouses, and attached them to 
the sledges, the drift subsiding alto
gether, and the ice-crystals on the 
surface gleaming with a beautiful 
orange-tinted lustre.

The thermometer stood at only 
three degrees below zero, and the 
early-forenoon march was pleasant 
enough. Bowers and I agreed that 
thé prevailing wind here was south 
by east, and we discussed the aspect 
of this lonelv, white plateau in the 
winter. Its silence is terrible enough 
in the summer, but in the winter, 
when all is dar.k, and, owing to the 
altitude, the temperature must fall to 
eighty or ninety degrees below zero 
—what a country!

Into the. Depths.

We had a halt for a ‘‘breather" at

9; but it was cold waiting, and we
were

Soon after this we got among ra
ther bad crevasses, mostly snow- 
bridged, and: very difficult to see, but 
we travelled over those that we 
could distinguish- at the run.

This was LashleV’s forty-fourth 
birthday, and he celebrated it by 
suddenly disappearing into, a crev-

(By Commander Evans, ILN.)

[The names of Captain Scott and the dauntless companions, who With 
him carried the British Flog Into the heart * tl» Antarctic, will ever be 
remembered among the greatest of the nation’s heroes. It was, though 
Ill-starred, a glorious enterprise; and the following article—written by 
Commander Evans, the distinguished officer, who, after his Chief’s tragic, 
splendid dpofh, assumed command of the expedition—is poignant with hu
man interest. It describes the last Christmas this band- of heroes spent 
together—the Christmas of 1911.]

asse. His shout stopped us, and we 
turned round to find’him in a horri
ble chasm about 80 feet deep and 8 
feet wide. A good deal of the bridge 
had subsided into the chasm, and our 
10ft. sledge just’ bridged it. Although 
my party shouted to Captain Scott’s 
team, they evidently did not hear us, 
and they went on until one of 
them looked round and saw us in 
some trouble; but, before they could 
return we had got Lashley to the 
surface. ,

Many Happy Be turns. ^

Our poor tentiflate was suspended 
under the sledge by his harness, and 
spinning round in the most dizzy 
fashion. We got our Alpine rope, 
with a bowline in it, down to* Lash- 
icy, and he managed to get his foot 
into the loop and hold on to the rope 
with his hands. Then Bowers and I 
hove up on the Alpine rope, and 
Crean took in the slack of his har
ness, and turned up round the bow 
of the sledge alternately, until he 
reached hard Ice once more. This 
took some time to do, as Lashley 
was very heavy, and we could not get 
a fair purchase for hauling. We real
ly expected the sledge to turn over, 
and take the lot of us down into this 
deep-blue hole.

As Lashley reached the surface, 
badly shaken and with his mouth

Yut, Bowers wished him- a happy
Christmas, and Crean many hapijy re*
turns, Lsshfey’s reply ns unit for
publication.

We marched on, and explained the 
delay to Captain Scott;, then- we con
tinued until he gave the camping sig
nal by holding up his ski stick at one 
o’clock, and then we pitched camp 
for lunch.

Bowers, who was our cook, gavy us 
extra tea and butter for hmch. also 
raisins and a stick of chocolate. He 
would not tell us what he had put by 
In the two bags marked “Xmas 
Fare;” we were to find that out at 
the end of the day’s march. Lashley 
told ys at lunch that he had béen a 
teetotaller and non-smoker all his 
life. He certainly looked fit. even 
after his misfortune of the morning, 
and must be a man of remarkably 
good-wearing stuff.

After an hour and a half’s spell for 
lunçh, we struck camp and proceed
ed. Our extra tea had warmed us up 
splendidly, and, we started off at a 
fine, swinging pace.

Dates Loved Meat.
In the afternoon we, marched till 

7.15 or a little later, mating good 
1714 statute miles for the day, which 
was not bad, considering we were 
pulling over 180 lb. weight per man. 
We were a bit tired and keenly look
ing forward to the Christmas dinner, 
which was the one full meal that we 
had' on. that never-to-be-forgotten 
journey. We gave half the pony- 
meat. which we had kept, to Captain 
Scott’s tent, and Oates, who loved 
meat, was more delighted, than any 
other of the party. He said he would 
rather have the meat than any other 
foodstuff on earth ! We quickly 
pitched the tents and filled the cook
ers ,and, then the two cooks provided
the meal which we bad all discussed
tot dart 1c tad m] lw eaten
it in imagination on the. march.

When we had a good spread on the 
tent, the non-cooks shifted foolgear, 
and hung their finne-Ekoe (fur boots) 
and socks out to dry on ski-sticks, 
and then my party sat round and 
watched “Birdie” Bowers preparing 
“The Great Hoosh.”

After Dinner.
First came extra thick pemmican, 

with pony-meat in it- and biscuits 
pounded up into tiny pieces. (The 
pemmican Is finest beef-extract with 
60 .per cent, of pure fat.) T8ie 
“Hoosh" was flavored with onion pow
der, and a number Of ratal ne were 
added; these had been kept surrepti- 
ously by Bowers for over a month. 
Then we bad a chocolate-and-biscuit 
"ragout”—a filling dish.

How our mouths watered at the 
smell while little Bowers cooked! 
Would he burn It, this experimental 
dish? Was he using enough water? 
Yes. it was just right; and Bowers 
thoughtfully bad added lumps of cry
stallised ginger to this remarkable 
delicacy.

But that was not all. Bowers had 
kept two little plum-puddings in a 
spare pair of socks, hnd these brought 
the last touch of home to our happy 
little party, Then we had a mug of 
hot cocoa, a piece of chocolate, and 
some caramels. By the time the 
"caramel stage” was reached most of 
us had- had quite enough. - x

Indeed, so completely were we sat
isfied that, despite .the lowness-of the 
temperature, we lay on oar sleeping- 
bags, unable to raise the energy to 
get into them, and no inclination for 
a bending effort!

Looking Forward.
Then at last we stirred, took a fin

al look outside the tent and, even 
'in our contented condition, we. were 
struck by the. stillness and loneliness 
of that plateau.

A stratus cloud topped the grand 
peaks of the, Dominion Range, and 
the sun, creeping towards the south, 
gave just enough light to let us ap
preciate the beauty of the scene.

About 9.30 we shouted our ‘‘Good
nights!’’ to our loader and his com

panions in the other tent; and, after
Bowers shouted from his sleeping-
bag “Good-night, all!” he turned over 
and said: "I wonder where we shall 
be. all next Christmas?” We little 
thought that only three of the eight 
would- be alive, and that the names 
of the five of the party would be 
written so sadly, yet so grandly, on 
the scroll of fame.

rx.

ODER ISLE MISTLETOE. painted on a piece o(^Bristol board.

The harmless and good old Christ
mas custom of kissing under the 
mistletoe is a perennial source of dis
cussion and dispute, but have you any 
idea how it originated? This is the 
story :

Balder, the Scandinavian god of 
poetry and. eloquence—so says the 
legend—sought immunity from the vio
lence of his enemies by extracting 
from everything, in earth, fire, and 
water, a promise to do him no hurt. 
Foolishly, he forgot t<( obtian this as
surance from mistletoe; and Loake, 
his great enemy, on learning, this, in
duced a hireling to shoot Balder with 
an arrow made from a bough of mis
tletoe.

Now, the other gods and goddesses, 
on hearing of the death of Balder— 
who was a great favourite with them 
—prayed that out of the love they 
bore him he might be restored to life. 
Thus, when this came to pass, mistle
toe, instead of being an emblem of 
death, became the emblem of love, 
and, as such, was given to the god
dess of love to keep and guard, whilst 
everyone who passed under the bough 
she held in her hand was expected to 
salute her with a tender kiss.

CHRISTMAS CARDS.
■ Seventy years ago there were- no 
’Christmas cards. At the close of 
1844 one lonely greeting was eiArust- 

,ed to the Post Office, and from that 
one have sprung all the, various and: 
beautiful specimens that form such 
an important feature, both socially 
-and commercially, of this season of 
the year.

This fine Christmas card is believed 
to have been, sent by W. E. Dobson, 
R. A. He had a friend from whom 
be had received many kindnesses and 
attentions during the past year of 
which he wished to show his appreci
ation in some way.

After some thought he painted a 
small picture, symbolising the spirit 
of Christmas, and sent, it by post to 
his friend. It was a sketch of a fam
ily gathering drinking a toast to “Ab
sent. Friends,” and surrounded" by all 
the comforts, and luxuries of Christ
mas time. -

; This sketch wap about twice the size 
of the post-card of to-day, and was

MINCE-PIES PROHIBITED.
Puritans of the seventeenth century 

guarded against loqking upon the rosy 
side of life. ; ÿ

Because Christmas is really a sur
vival of the Celts' Yule, and is not the 
actual anniversary of the birth of 
Christ, they refused to countenance 
Christmas festivities. Not only did 
they refuse to recognise thé dày, but 
they made- laws- to that effect.

The Parliament of 1644; passed an 
Act ordering all law-abiding citizens 
to observe the 25th day of December 
as a solemn fast, to be spent in silent 
atonement for previous Christmas, 
days that had passed in riotous living 
and merry-making.

Naturally the community did not 
share yt these hard and fast rules, 
and many a turkey was surreptitious
ly killed, and many a plum-pudding 
quietly boiled. But woe betide the 
unfortunate offender against" the Aet 
were he luckless enough to be dis
covered.

Soldiers were sent to search the 
houses of those suspected of harbour
ing such delicacies as mince-pies, etc., ; 
and many were the pitched battles 
between disagreeing sections of the 
public.

bestowed with ulterior designs; de
manded as a “right," or withheld in 
the certain knowledge that another, 
less scrupulous- and- no"."moue, gênerons, 
will benefit by its- subtle bestoyal.

The* reference, of’course, is to the 
commercial Christmas-box. the “gift'’ 
responsible for so much envy, jeal
ousy-, anffi demoralisation in the busi
ness world, and not a little iff the're
lations between master and servant 
outside of trade affairs.

Admittedly, recent legislation aims 
at removing some of the canker, but 
everybody is aware of its general in
efficiency especially in regard to the 
Christmas-box;

But how different the picture fram
ed within the family circle! Here, 
happily, is still preserved the true 
spirit of the custom. In the home, 
the Christmas-box remains a pure 
love-gift; a thing of joy alike to giver 
and receiver.

BOTH FOR AND AGAINST.
The Christmas-box ia an old insti- 

tiition with a message and a mission. 
Yet in sofe ‘respects it has become a 
serious menace; Originally, an offer
ing of affection or appreciation, in 
sundry circles it has degenerated, into 
a bribe, or worse.

Where once, even in these same cir
cles, it was prompted by pure'good
will, or as a reward for réal services 
rendered, the ’gift” is now .covertly

QUEER CHRISTMAS-TREES.
A Christnm tree of solid gold, two 

feet high, and plentifully supplied 
with branches, is not an ordinary 
sight or fashion. Such is the descrip
tion of a “tree” given by an Irish gold- 
miner to the late Pope a few years 
ago. The man had made a fortune in. 
the Klondyke, and spent a large slice 
of it on the gift mentioned.
Very different was a “tree” improvis

ed by some British sailors wrecked off, 
the West Coast of- Ireland a few yetv.-a 
ago. Landed on an Island, and un
able to make the mainland owing to 
storms and lack" of adequate boats, to 
help pass thé time and* also, please the 
kiddies of their temporary hosts, tvo 
men resolved to make hi Christmas 
ti eè.

On that desolate spot—a mere rock 
in the sea—neither bush nor shrub 
was to be found; but after much

b
searching they unearthed a derelict 
umbrella-frame. Even this war. an 
alien to the island, but the soldiers did 
not trouble to discuss its presence or 
manner of coming. They simply tag
ged a few extra “spars" to its “main
mast,” and with scraps of green paper 
and rags converted (he brolly into a 
passable imitation of a fir-tree. Odd 
pieces of wood were then fashioned 
into ships. Noah's ark animals, dolls, 
etc., and the tree duly decorated with 
the. toys.

Rather more quaint was a tree an
nually set up by a lady in Philadel
phia. One Christmas this lady's 
house caught fire during the .light, 
the. inmates being warned of their 
danger by the howling of a dog. As 
a sort of reward, for several y sirs 
afterwards the animal’s mistress made 
a. tree in its honour, the “decorations" 
including beefsteaks and toy rats for 
the dog’s consumption and amuse
ment.

AN UNHAPPY MISTAKE, 
During the Christmas morning sr 1- 

vice at a country church the organis 
was much harassed because the organ 
blower kept working the lever noisily 
after he had finished playing. This 
spoilt the effect of his Christmas 
music, and he w-as specially annoyed 
as a famous preacher had- come down 
front London to preach, for the o'n- 
sion.

After a particularly loud “lever 11- 
terlude ’ he hastily scribbled, a note 
to the offender and sent it rounçb by a 
choir boy, who, misunderstanding his 
instructions, put it. into the hands of 
the, preacher just as he was about to 
enter the pulpit.

The note was as follows: —
" Perhaps you will kindly stop when 

1 toll you to. The. people hive come 
here to hear my music, not your 
noise.” ,

BY SPECIAL WARRANT 
OF APPOINTMENT

* V ’ '
l TO H.I.M. THE KINO

Tho Popular London Pry Gin is
i

D. a ROBUN, Toronto 
Osnedi^n Agent -11 ■ . • f mm.

2.

TO HAS.'
THE PRINCE OF WttfA
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Merry
O Christmas, merry tl 

Is it really come ag 
With its memories ar.J 

With its joy and wii 
There’s a minor in vil 

And a shadow in 
And a spray of cyprei 

With the holly-wrea| 
And the hush is never 

By laughter light 
As we listen in the st.<| 

To the bells across

O Christmas, merry 
"Tis not so very Ion; 

Since other voices bl 
With the carol and 

If we could but hear 
As they are singing 

If we could but see t 
Of the crown tin eae 

There would be no si,:
No hlddeu tear to t 

As we listen in tile : 
To the bells across 

—F.

The New 
Xmas R(
It was just Legit 

mas morning as lit;! 
with a start. It wa.- 
he was obliged v t- 
for an instant :.. s. 
was.

One o’clock1 
Suddenly lie in a i 

giens below a_ sip: 
jumped softly out of 

Now, Bobbie, in s 
was a brave little in 
not to disturb .1 is «1 
calmly sleeping :■ t! 
stealthily made his 
The light in t!>- ! al! 
but he could sc t 
plainly in the listant

The sound of bells
roof Indicated that so;
ing.

Who could :’ !>••? r]
liia mouth.

Fortunate; • 
wait. Then- ■ s a sa 
brick, and the;. - a 

A short, dumpy pal 
the fir. lari. . : her 
sized bag of toys, t 
by the fatal curiosity j 
had suddenly devoir 
forward.

“Who are you?’ he] 
The fa- lady h 
“Don’t yv.v. s- ■ ? I j

Claus.”
"But win s ! 
"Ob. he has pern 

He found that lie wa 
job. Being only a n 
ited in his capaiiiiiti 

Bobbie was si! t 
Then his face i --in 

"Oh," he rxe 
You are a Sul' . a-’ 
And. oh.”—he elr.ppt 
glee—“you are nr-' rr 

Mrs. Santa Claus 
the first time with s 

"Do I look like y 
said at last.

And Bobbie, shak 
piled—

"I really couldiV: 
haven’t seen her : 
She's a Suffrage!'., 
you are not my m 
stay and be one?

Mrs. Santa Claus 
from her eye as su
ons bag of toys . ;■ ; 
pared to depart.

“I wish I mig!:!.' 
must obey the voice 
of all the other litt 
,1 must visit to-.!; 
are Suffragettes!"

CHRISTM
She needed pots 

broom.
And window-blind:

room ;
Her shecis were 1 

bare three. 
And her tablecloti 

see.
She wanted clothe 
And a good, pla:

sack.
Some kitchen spo

bread.
A pair of scissors 
She hoped some 

would stop 
And happen to th 

a mop.
Or a bathroom ru 

tray.
Or a few plain pi 
She hoped and ho; 

a let.
But these, of cour 

she got:
A cut-glass vase 
A china thing for 
Some oyster fofks 
A chafing-dish and 
A letter-clip and 
And a sterling t! 

that;
A gilt-edged book 
And fancy bags ti 

scream ;
Some curling tong 

puff,
And a bunch of o 
But though she i 

wrote
To all cf her frit 

note.
And said to each 
“How did you gu 

most?"


