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During the:last fow issues of our little
paper; some few people have found fiuilt
because their names have, appenrul in our
columns,  We don’t”_wish (o offend any.

. “person butevery one: is euntl(.d to the same
treatiient from us; we ard no’ resplérs of
“persons.” High orow all the same aslong
a3 he or they dcaerve it. - Don's be \cxed
{ricuds, Ready laugh and learn.

‘GOD SPEED HIM.-

e

We are iuformed that Mr. Wm. Slattery,
styled in one of our city papers «The
Temperance War Horse,” and' 1st Vice-
president of the St. Patrick’s Total Absti-
nence Society of this city, intend after
the holy days- to'make a tour of the East-
ern Townships with the intention of form-'
ing temperance . societies. = We wish the
'reutlcm-m Grod speed in his noble nnder-
.x.Lmer, and we hope that cvery man, aye,
and woman too, whom he addresses will be
benefitted by the advice which he is 8o
willing and dble to give on this all impor-
tant Lluusfmn. We' hope our “ War
Horse” will tiample King Alcohol a
thousund leagues uunder the carth or sea,
we dont care which, o ahead {riend

Slattery, and take our best wishes along
" with )nu.

ALL WELL." "

chsulent who le(\(,hod Dt.lrmt by a
“hoou' train yesterday,, after an .absence uf
“two weelzs, wa$ met_ at the, depot- by his
Ceightyear old - son; ~Who: loudly wclcmnod

m]\ed the f.uher. ,

-« The wellest kind,” replied the boy.

« Aud notiig has lnppened B

¢ Nothing at oll. I've been good,
Jennie’s been good, and [ never saW ma
bebhave hbrselt s0 \venl a8 sln, has this time !?

The most pompous- individual on earlh i B
the fellow whose intense egotism blinds liim

" {o the fact ‘that by everybody else e is re:
gnrdul as-a cross between a social idiot and
a natural born fool. - He apes tho airs and

betrays the instincts of ablackguard 5 he is
sure Die is, high in:favor with the ladxes when
in reality they’ merely - tolerate him for the
sake of the money he - lavishes upon them '

and the énly. commandable thing there. 15-

) Thealth, o hope he 4m‘ly.‘ ccover but:

:about him is ‘his utiér incapacity. o nnprcss
, anybod) Cey
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' _\}'uY SHOULD IlL’l N

‘Dear u'r,ua,—Il is smd that the presi-.

dent of the St Patrick ,'.L‘ot.\l Abstinence:

‘Sociaty; T.0J. l\hlon}, is -mighty jalous of.
the 1st \'lCO-plL‘bldcnt W Sldtt(}l Y, because
he throws him in the shadé: murcl), lie
being ‘a+ better looking man -every way,
Why T would like to l\now,’ -should " Mr.

Malony be jalous if nature-has ‘donc more |

for Mr. Slattery than for. himeelf? Well,
my der Lom, if you permit such trifles to
trouble you will not live long.enough to be
made judge.  Remember - that every body
cannob bc goud louking.
. : Your mcnd -
Ax,w.u's JoLLy.

T —————y

Sault-au-matelot st. . L. T.~—Don’t throw
dice for turkeys .and. chickens. Your
conscience will tfouble . you for days after-
wards——unles you should be lucky enough
to win u good fat fowl three times oul of six.

« The crowning glory of woman is her
hair,” quoth the poet. The Indians have
the same idea, but they call it E(..dlp.

Maloney the priest runner is as ﬂood a

cappir- of old renown as hid father beion.’

him, was of a sailors. Ttisa great pity
that Jim Ward had not the educating of
him, as he. iuherit all hig* father’s dnt)
tricks and sneaking ways,

We were ple.lsed to see our old friend

“Col- Gugy in'the sireet the -other day and

noticed ‘he was looking “well -and ]u,m'ty

| we can afford’'to compliment ‘the Col. on

the acquisition of a son-in-law Mr, Ryland,

‘he struck oil at the right time, if he waited

a little longer he would be too late, he

rung up. his’ hat “at the right: time as our

nd \Ichh 51 n Bum.\dd and in bud

! ]V

as his wxb;e is in foreign  lands, ]nppy for
her to escape ' the frost. and snow of this
wititer, at the ‘same time, our friend the
Col. can make.a run-to - Lorette now and
then, we hope he will understand us, false
tails.on-our.right off, .a- lnppy new year
Messrs. Gugy l\‘cGrntl & Co. - .

- Frum your. Bcaupoxt ]:ucnds.

better known as money lender. and shaver

on a small scale, he cert'unly cannot come

‘up to some of his compeers in the mouney
’(,ondut,t of a gentlermnan, yet at every steps|

line but’ has the.ambition to, run for mem-

ber of Purliament for Montmorcucv, but
‘the’ Hon, Jo. Cauchon wont stand’ th'\t‘

Kind ‘of thing, no Mr. " Larue keep’ your

place’ ‘and, siind your. ‘owu business, ‘dont.
goar too lug;h the “St'\r” hns du cve onA
'you. N o L b
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Wotary L'u'ue ‘of Church street St hoch ,

) BOTH SIDLS O[“ TIID PICTUI\LV

Written for the Quebc bhr, by om Bm\\ g

- In you @ charm: they’

Fos B 4

Oh, this world is very brigh‘t :
When you're flush, -

And everything gous right
When you’re flush :-

While you open keep your doors,

And have lots of ‘worldly stores,

You can count your friends by sceres
Wh’*n yow’re flush. .

But it’s quite a different thing -
‘When you’re broke,
And you’l] find they’\'t. 11ken wing -
When yow’re broke ;'
For they seldom will come migh— ‘
In the street lhey’l[ pass yoir bv, '
Nor dare look you in the eye, '
When you’re brooke,

They will flatter with soft words
Wheu you’re. flush.

And they’ll sing ds sweet as birds
Wilien you’re flush ;-

They your praise will repeat,

.-And with honeyed words will «rroet——

Thsy will smile on yOU 80 §W cct. .

When yow’re flush, - ' vl

But when your star is down,
And you’re broke,

That smile becomes a {rown
When you're broke.

“They will put on airs.of-pride} ., _
Eén the friends you-deemed were tried-
Will pass on the other side.

‘ ~ When you’re broke.

. How the ladies ﬂoc.c amunu I

\’hen )ou’re ﬂush' BT e E e -
found 2t

\’hm you n,ﬂush.

‘Aud not oue mll c’ere xefuee .
When )ou’re ﬂush. ' ‘

But )ou’ll ‘hear anolher lalc

When you're broke, i
“Every charm has seemed to f"lll )

‘When you’re brol\e. .
Love has 1aken wings lown-« .
Even lier )ou called Your owtt.
Has left yon sad and Iom.,

When you’re broke.

Yet do not \_v'cqp nor sigh,
- Though you’re brokej; . .

. Stil) hold, -yourhead up high,;

If youre.broke,: . ...

n"

- 'l'or i, fortune’s guward, murre H

- «Her.capriceiis very strange, - -
Andq) our fate it et may, char
.~ :Chough, )ou’re brokes .1
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