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A CHRISTMAS
AT CAPE HORN,

NCE I had a shipmate who cele-
brated the most grateful Christ-
mas of his life at the

\nn,

' It was on the Mary
mber, 1807. She was a dee

steel clipper, but she was a four mast
ed bark, and four masted barks
ugly in heavy seas. I'he best con bhoat
gfoat will plunge at Cape Horn, but
Pour masied barks are al time un
der water. Sometime

ed altogether

fTorn

\Iih}’..'

P Rwamp
n

and fouat waterleszed
around the Horn. Then the « st
pushes them south to perish in the

fce jzm.

Some sailors can be likened 1«
four masted barks.
ors who have been too leng away frop
Bome. All sailors plunge liberally int.
ghore life, but the “too long away from

They are .the sail

1
Rome” fellows are. as a rule, swamp:ed
tn shore life's breakers.

One of my mates on the Mary Am
»mas Bob Jones, a typical lonz
fway from home” unfortunate. DBut
Bob still had somebody dear to Lis
bheart. He had started on more than
one trip around the world with the set
determination that the end of the vox-

“tuo

age should see him rejoin his own loved

ones at hoimne,

But on pay day at the end of his
grips his good resolutions had been
broken. It had often gone so, and Bob
was biding sclf despair under the grim

‘surface of a man hating man.

Bob and 1, with twelve other Yan-
kees, Dutchmen and Swedes, were on
the starboard watch under Chief Mate
Dickson cf the Mary Ann. When we
went below on Christmas eve the sea
®was running high. Sleet and hail came
The western gale
had trimmed our sails down to the
Jower topsails.

We had bardly fallen asleep when
we hearC the man at the wheel strike
Before the signal for “All
hands on deck” was answered forward
Bob and I were out of our buuks and
had our sea beots on.

“What's up now ?” growled Bob, and
ke got his answer from Jimmy, the
gdeck boy, who came rushing in with-
out preliminary warning.

“Rise, rise, rise, sleepers! Weather
ship for icebergs on the leeward bow.
Rise, rise, rise!”

The ‘'watch on deck was already set-
ting the fore staysail to head the vessel
off the wind. She was running easy
when we came on deek, and the storm
spanker wis hauled out to bring the
? vesse! o the wind
on the othertack
N Bob was sent for-
{ ward to furl the
fore staysail., The
rest of us went
to the braces and
F nulled the yard.
in to starboard

Then came the
ugliest part of the
job. Slowly the
Mary Aun turned
to face ber foe
again. PBut before
f she could head
Ler bow against
the mighty seas
4 they broke over
A her from stem to
stern,

Bob came aft
from the staysail
to join us just as
we all jumped

88B AND THE ROPE

Ry agsr o out of the way,
for . ULig breaker came thunderinz
over the weather rail.

The breaker caught Bob at the fore
‘backstays. He jumped up and put his
arm through the coils of the fore sheet,
hanging in straps in the royal back-

‘stay.

The straps were rotten, and Bob and
the coil sheet repe dropped and disap-

peared in the boiling deck waters.

The waters surged to leeward and

«ecarried a dark object with them.

The skipper threw a life buoy from

*the poop.

“Poor Bob!” said everybody to him-
It was all we could do for him.
Bob w¥s gone, and there seemed to be
mo help for it.

We had the Mary Ann snug at last.
Qur watch had still ar hour more be
fow, not long enough to make it worth
while to crawl into our bunks, and we
lighted our pipes, lay down on ou
chests and discussed poor Bob.

1 Bill, who was Bob’s own chum, weut
#o0 Bob's bunk and overhauled the
things.

] *“It i= enough to make anybody ris
bin{: mad to think of a rotton old stra-
ghucking a poor fellow overboard,
mused T “Christmas night too
Say, boys. when we auction this stu:
off we've got to show Bob up hand
gome to Lis friends.”

£ It wnst b «

ors dic n NEs are s
at auction to the crew. This cu-
gerves i double purpese. I
go ship woney halfway ar
globe tlian to insure the safe
of an oid woeoedd
of money is 2ixo nwore
heirs:
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irticle is a valuable swraw pillow. Re-
i member what Bi!ll Shakespeare says,
| ‘Uneasy rests the head that hasn't got

{2 piHow.” Whuat am I bid? Two dol-
jlars? Thank you! Three—four—five—

six—six I have. Cape Ilcrn

prices,

gentlemen. Eight—{¢n—ten—are you
all done? Tom, you can have it for

£10. You may get a belter oue in San
Francisco for 50 cents, but you can't
duplicate it for £30 within a thousand
‘mlles of this place.
| - “Next articie is a
| up linen collar. It has only been worn
| by poor Bob in Liverpool and can be
| washed absolutely clean for (he small
| price of 5 cents. It is the only article
{ of its kind that has ever been for sale
fat Cape Horn. What am I Lid—a dol-
| lar—two, two-fifty, threefifty, four—
| four—are you all done? Sold to Dick
for $4. Dick is a sport now. Wait a
minute; there is a button in the b ek
of the collar. You will have to | uy

handsome stand

the button separately, Dick.”

And so each worn and patched car-
ment of poor Bob was sold at “Cape
Horn prices.’

’

Bob's shipmates took
care that none of
them contribat-
ed less than a
month’s wages to

Job's final pay
day.

The mate at
last put his hand
to the bottom
of Bob's chest,
and from a cor-
ner he brought
up a bundle of
papers wrapped
in an old piece
of canvas tied
together with
yellow silken ci-
gar bands. The
mate held the
bundle thought-
fully in his hand.
Ilc hesitated to
irespass.

“Open it up!”
shouted the men

PILLOW. in chorus. “

“Hem! Well, we will see what is
in it anyway,” assented the mate.

When the canvas cover was opened
a score of letters in soiled and torn
envelopes dropped out.

“l see no harm in letting you fel-
lows get a little home sentiment out
of these old letters,” said the mate,
“but you must not keep them. They
must be forwarded to Bob’s friends.
You boys can bid for the privilege of
reading the letters.”

Dick for $9 bought the right te first
pick. He took the best preserved en-
velope and its inclosure and went away
to read the letter.

The sale continued, letter after let-
ter fetching a neat sum. Half the let-
ters were sold when Dick came from '’
his corner and interrupted the sale.
He looked troubled and shook his let-
ter in our faces.

“Boys, this letter is from the girl,”
saild he. “She’s a dandy. Bob was
no good. He didn’t go home when he
was paid off in Liverpool; he didn’t go
home from New York; he didn't go
home from San Francisco when he
could have made the trip in a day.
The girl is waiting yet.”

The mate, who had been intently
reading one of the letters, here inter-

( A VALUABLE STRAW

1 rupted.

“Bob’s mother is getting old, and she
is poor. She does not ask for money,
however. All she wants is her boy.
He will never return to her now. Poor
Bob’s mother! Poor Bob!”

At four bells the lookout gave us
his “All's well! Side lights burning
bright.” Suddenly he began to beat
the forward bell like mad.

The lookout was shouting and wav-
ing his arms from the forecastle head,
where he stood clinging to the rail
When we reached the fore part of the
house the lookout attracted our at-
tention to a dark object leaning limp-
ly against the starboard lighthouse.

It was Bob Jones.

We carried him into the forecastle,
The mate and the whisky bottle were
brought forward, and Bob slowly came
to his senses. .

“] was slambanged something fear-
ful, boys,” drawled Bob. “That break-
er caught me right, and the blamed
strap broke. Then over she roiled to
leeward”—

“And I saw you go over the side,”
interrupted Dick.

“Not I. It may have been the sheet
coil,” continued Bob. “I was wasbed
away up under
the forecastle
head. I guess I
went clean off in
a faint after I
bad crawled to a
dry place. When
I woke up 1
made for the
forecastle, but I
couldn’t make it.

I dropped right
off again at the
lighthouse.”

When Bob had
been bandaged
up and given a
warm breakfast
he was the old
Bob once more.
The boys poked
lots of fun at
him when they
returned his
| things to !

N
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him.

|  “Hold on, boys:
let us make a
bargain Bobh,"
Dick broke in. “Hcre is my
will

with

3oh
mother an 1
cisco he can take the aucticn
alonz as a Christmas pre

|
|
|
! “That’s right! -Comie on, Bub. Swear,

d the girl from San

man, swear!”
“1 do, so help 1 Ged,o aud aa
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By GEORGE H. PICARD

Copyright, 1992, by
ciation.)
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¥ OT until the first
\g half of the last:
a4
% century was well
! - ,-'?;?'5.“ S'[n-l:f did "hl‘ spe-
i cies of literature

which has come to
be known asChrist-
mas fiction effect a

permanent lod g-
| ment in the hearts
| of English speak-

ing mankind. The

ancient parable
! plays and the
rhymed holiday

lezends of the mid-
dle ages ave still in
continent, but the more

1LVING.
the
ecuinr minded English bad only the

| 530 oy
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Yuletide jingles and the quaint
s of beef eating antiquity.

Cenirary to the prevailing notion, the

ventor of the tale with a distinctive-
‘v Christmas flavor was an American.
't is likely that it would occur to few
tmericans and to no Englishman to
~eent If it were asserted in their
resence that Charles Dickens origi-
ated the Christmas story. His name
inseparably connected with so
uch of the holiday literature en-
"rined in the popular heart that it is
wonder the mention of Christ-
nis snggests him.  The credit of the
Jiterary find,” however, must be given
‘o anather, a man who was at the end
W his thirties when Dickens was born,
whoe had been at Malta when Nelson's
Aecet sailed away to Trafalgar, who had
vivitedd Sir Walter at Abbotsford and
:d captivated him and who was aft-
srwiarnd secretary to the United States
ceation in England. That, of course,
means Washington Irving.

Irving's first book, *The Sketch-Book
if Geoffrey Crayon, Gent.,” had pleased
everyhody, so much so, indeed, that it
wins republished by John Murray in
i.ondon-and translated into several con-
tinental languages. Both the publish-
s and the public were urging him to
io something equally meritorious. No-
body reialized more keenly than did the
withor of the exquisite work the diffi-
uity of producing its mate, and he
wis not a man to be driven into medi-
writy. 'Three years later he published
‘Iiracebridge Hall,” and the chapter of
that masterpiece of literary workman-
ship entitled *“Christmas at Bracebridge

“1mall

{ 11all” was the pioneer holiday tale of

[English literature and has furnished a
model for subsequent fictionists which
has seldom been equaled and never
sxcelled. Its easy grace and felicity of
expression were a revelation to every-
hody in those days, and the wonder
ind the charm are potent still.

Willinm Makepeace Thackeray, mas-
ter of a realism that is the wonder and
the despair of those who have followed
him, needed no
model and chose
none. His “Mrs.
I'erkins” DBall” re-
sembles notbhing

ever conceived in
the mind of any
other man. The

public was pleased
with it, but never
much as was
I'hackeray himself,

SO

HAWTHORNE.
Most amazing of all, the author of the«

rale professed to believe that it wasx
‘Mrs. Perkips' Ball” that had made
his reputation—that, too, in the face of
the fact that *Vanity Fair” had just
been published. This perversion
I'hackeray in regard to the literary
value of his wares aud his lack of faith
in his masterpiece—he had so little
ronfidence in the success of *“Vanity
[Fair” that after it appeared he applied
for a small government position—are
yroof sufficient that the man who cre-
1tes a masterpiece may have a dim
~onception of artistic values.

All the makers of great fiction are
more or less under the spell of thei:
tnmediate surroundings, but few have
made it more apparent than Charles
Dickens. Those who knew the circum-
stances saw plainly that he had put
nimself and his sad childhood into
many of his pathetic short stories.
I'his is especially true of “The Ghost
(n Master B.'s Room,” which is an ac-
sount of things which happened to
aim in his troubled boyhoud. As a
thild he was a firm believer in ghosts,
and it is probable that he never entire-
fy abandoned his faith in spectral ap-
pearances. Manpy of his tales are peo-
yled with disembodied spirits, and they
are like the ghosts of no other writer
I'hey are the spooks that appeal to one
and make one believe in their genuine
ness. They are frequently more real
than the living characters who consort
with them. Although they are dead
they conduct themselves like living en
tities,

of

Dickens’ Christmas ghosts are unique
in the realm of literature. Of all the
gilent ‘shapes that

nave been
moned from 1l
upper -aud netlic
worlds-to les
chantiment 1
Christmas
his alonq
hecome
od r'l
pu
1

onahle 8] % -

ire seld

nent !

l nortal restrietions in regard to locomo-

vion that come to us when we bid them
ind vanish politely when we are weary

f their presence.

Dret Harte never made a secret of
iis admiration for the creator of Little
Nell and-Tom Pinch. Like Faul at
he feet of Gamaliel, he was content to
receive his lesson from tlie man he
icknowledged to be his master. Not
attil after Dickens had finished his
work did the young literary light who
dtood reyealed in the far western tirma-
nent learn that his model had seen
that  exquisite e¢legy *“Dickens In
amp” and had beeu heard to express
admiration of it in the most gen-
rous terms. The dying novelist de-
dared that the work of the new Amer-
lun - writer  contained such subtle
strokes of workmanship as no other

writer in the language had yet ex-
libited And then he asked, with a
iwrons gleam in his weary eyes,

‘I'ou’t you think that
very like my own?”

Il.ike Dickens, Harte had a genuine
fondness for the doings of Yuletide.
Jne who knew him best says that up
to.the last day of his life *he thought
much of the Christimas season and to
iho last kept up the fond and foolish
custom of sending generous presents
to his friends” DBetter appreciated in
i‘ngland than in his native country,
ilarte spent the later years of his life
abroad, but his stories were to the last
distinetively American, In that ad-
mirable performance entitled *“How
santa Claus Came to Simpson’s Bar”
there is no flavoe of the old world
Christinas, andehnny, clothed in the
stars and stripes, {s a young American
of the most unmistakable sort.

Two of the most strikingly dissimi-
lar Christmas stories ever written are
Hawthorne’'s
“Christmas Ban-
quet” and Miss
Mitford’s “Christ-
mas Party.”
There is little of
Christmas in
Hawthorne’s
grewsome tale.
The joyous festi-
val is only a lit-
erary makeshift
around which is
woven a weird
psychological study that drives all re-
membrance of the blessed season from
the mind. Its ghosts are not the so-
ciable and easily banished spooks of
Dickens. They are formless and
creepy and all pervading. They are the
fearsome specters that rise in the frig-
id vapors of German mysticism, and
they are made icier still with a strong
admixture of New England transcen-
dentalism. It is a masterpiece in con-
ception and in treatment—no question
at all about that—but it does not make
the Yule log glow more brightly or
lend a better flavor to the steaming
bowl.

Mary Russell Mitford does not deal
in ghosts. All of her Christmas char-
acters are flesh and blood people, and
they are not of the sort that *“will not
stay dead when they die.” Her “Christ-
mas Party” is as dainty in its work-
manship as anything which ever came
from her careful pen, and that is say-
ing much. It is as restful and non-
suggestive as a pastoral, and its influ-
ence is as soothing as the delicate
savor which escapes when the cover
of a potpourri jar{ is lifted or the
drawer of an old time cabinet is open-
ed—the faint, pervasive odor of crush-
ed rose leaves and dried lavender.

THE RATIONAL
CHRISTMAS,

By ELLIS FRAME
{Copyright, 1909, by American Press Asse«

his manner is

DICKENS.

ciation.)
“Let us give In reason this year,” she
‘suggested;
“Not merely for the sake of giving
things.

It's the spirit, not the money invested.
Let us, therefore, turn from foolish
squanderings.
Let the gifts we give be things that may,
be needed
Instead of trash soon to be cast aside.”
“My darling, your suggestion shall be
heeded,
For there is wisdom in it,’”" he replied.

She did her shopping early, being guided
By lessons learned frorn much experi-

ence.
She would show her lord and master, she
decided,
How excellent a thing was common
sense.

For their baby boy she purchased a
French corset
And an oriental rug that caught her
eye.
“Though the darling longed to have a
rocking horse, it
Wasn't sensible,”” she murmured, with &
sigh.
They had promised not to buy things for
each other.
They would merely get a few things for

the child.
She would sacrifice her sister and her
mother,
And it gladdened her to see the way he
smiled
As he sald his people, too, should be ornit=-
ted.
So the wise and winsome woman, day
by day,
From shop to shop, with sweet emotion,
flitted,
Having dry goods bound up and sent
away.

He bought a pipe and splendid smoking
jacket
To give their darling glee
morn.
With threse the child could make no s
raciet
riit have been pro

on Christmas
uch
hiced with drum
o Eea e Works, unexpur ted,
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Kidney Disease For Years

|

This Well Known Gentleman
| Strongly Recommends
“Fruit-a-tives” to all
Sufferers.

HOTEL MIRAMICHI

Opened January 1908.

I§ Most Luxurious and Up-To- .
Date Hotel in Northern
ew Brunswick.

JAS. . WHALEN, r oprietor
Newcastle, Miramichi, N. B.

T concrmae
Features

HOTEL MIRAMICHI

~———

Telephone Conaection in Buch Room

Artistically Furnished Rooms with Private
Baths
Buildung t~ of Brick with Adequate Fire
Protection
Situation—The Heart of the Sportsman’s
{ Paradise
} Best Fishing Privileoc
Provided J
Imported Chefs
Fine Samplr Rooms
Livery Stabte in Conncetion

a tes $§2.00 and 2.5)

s un the North Shore

JAMES DINGWALL, Esa.

‘I have much pleasure in testifying to
| the almost marvellous benefit T have
derived from taking ‘‘Fruit-a-tives.” I
was a lifelong sufferer from Chronic
Constipation, and the only medicine I
ever secured to do me any real gcod
was ‘‘Fruit-a-tives.”” This medicine
cured me when everything else failed.
Also, last spring I had a severe
ATTACK OF BLADDER TROUBLE
WITH KIDNEY TROUBLE, and
‘‘Fruit-a-tives’’ cured these complaints
for me, when the physician attending
me had practically given me up.

I am now over eighty years of age
and I can strongly recommend ‘‘Fruit-
a-tives” for chronic conmstipation and
bladder and kidney trouble. This
medicine is very mild like fruit, is easy
to take, but most effective in action.”

(Signed) JAMES DINGWALL.

Williamstown, Ont,, July 27th, 1908.

. 8oc a box, 6 for $2.50—or trial box, 25¢
—at dealers or from Fruit-a-tives
Limited, Ottawa.

Invest 25 cents in a box of
Davis’ Menthol Salve (‘““The
D. & L.”) and be prepared for
ahundred ailments, which may
not be dangerous but are very
annoying and painful,like neu-
ralgia, earache, sprains, burns,
bruises,insect stings,cuts, piles,
etc. Itis a household remedy
always useful for some trouble,
and should be kept in the
family medicine closet.

4_’

WILL MAKE HAIR GROW

BEARINE

Prepared from the grease
of the Canadian Bear.
Delicately perfumed.

The Standard Pomade
3 for 40 Years.

(Trade Mark.)

Makes Soiid Flesh

Because 1t creates an appetite.

It builds up the jaded, run-down
system in a natural way

50c. and $1.00 bottles at all drug-
gists, )

Be sure you get the genuine.
Davis & Lawrence Co., Montreal.

SEALED TENDERS addressed to
the undersigned, and endorsed “Tender
for Wharf at Camming’s Cove, N. B.,”
will be received at this office until 5.00

P. M., on Thursday, December 30,
1909, for the construction of a wharf at
Cumming’s Cove, Deer Island, Char-
lotte County, N. B.

Plans, specifications and form
contract can be seen and forms of ten-
der obtained at this Department and
at the offices of K. T. P, Shewen, Esy.,
Resident Enginecr, St. John, N. B.,
Geoffrey Stead, Esq., Resident En-
gineer, Chatham, N. B., and on ap-
plication to the Postmaster at Cum-
ming's Cove, N. B.

Persons tendering are notified that
tenders will not be considered unless
made on the printed forms supplied,
and signed with their actual signa-
tures,  with their occupations and
place of residence of each member of
the firm must be given,

Fach tender must be accompanied
by an accepted chegue on a chartered
bank, payvable to the ovder of the
Honourable the Mimnister of Public
Works, for two thousand dollars ($2.-
000.00,) which will forfeitea it the
poerson tendering decline to enter into
acontract when called upon to do so,
or fail to complete the work confradt-
ed for. Hthe tender be not e v]‘lt-«l
t he chieaue will be vedarged,

Fhe Prepartment de

of |

 PROSPECT  HOTEL,
| = ¢

'BOATING.  BATHING.  FISHING.

? Now open to Summer Visitors.

| Rates: $5.00 and $6.00 per wh.
:SPEUIALTIES FOR CHILDREN.
|

Ww. §S. ANDERSON, Prop.

HOTEL BRUNSWICK

George McSweeney, Prop.

Moncton, N.B

F. L. Pedolin, M.D.,

Pleasant Street. 2
NEWCASTLE
e e P IS e e

0, J, McCULLY, M A, M, D,

Graduate Royal College 0. 8 irgery L
on England.

SPECIALIST
Discases £ Eye, Ear and Throas. .
Office ot the late J, H. Morrisc

St John N. B

Dr. F.C. McGrath
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON'

Pleasant Strcet. Newcastle, N. B
No. 30-1yr.pd.

i i omts  atee S

Dr. J. D. MacMillan,

Artificial Teeth at lowert price
Teeth extracted without pain by t
use of gas or local anaesthetics. Te
filled, crowned, etc. First class wer
at reasonable rates.

Office, Lounsbury Block,
Newcastle, N, B.
Hours 9a m. (0530 p. m. 7 p. m. to
Sp.m
Telephone No. 73.

STRAYED, s

From the Premises of HIgAN
WHITNEY, Whitneyville, 3 yo@g
Cattle, one and a-half years old.

e
light red heifer, partly white ; qpe
red steer, 5)&11,1 white ; one b&k
heifer, with white spots. Anyque
knowing their whereahouts, or who
ean supply any information, would
greatly oblige the owner,
HIRAM A WHITNEY,

‘Whitneyville.
No. 14—Imo.

Boarding & Livery Stahle \

We have as Nobby and-up-to-date
Turnouts as there are intown.

Parties driven to all parts of the
country at reasonable rates.

CARTING and TRUCKING
promptly attended to.

EDWARD DALTON,
McCullam St ear McEvoy House.
Phone 47. NEWCASTLE, N. B.

e

Ors. H. €. & J. SPROUL

! 1 wat pain by the use

( e otacr Anachterics. ~ =
\ ol rubber aang
Ny ) v 1lock




