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churches, be placed in the cells and corridors
—surely this 18 not an extravagant demand.

8. Thebathing conveniences are too limited.
I think the best remedy would be to let the
men bathe all day, going in by twos and threes
at a time ; this would give a fellow time to
bathe and titivate himself properly, instead of
hurrying up ashe has to do now—and would
obviate the necessity of bathing in company
with navvies—Ugh ! We also require a dining-
hall, table napkins, finger glasses and trained
waiters,

9. 1 demand thatthe night guards appointed
be men of high honor and totally incapable of
eaves-dropping, listening Cosar-like to what the
prisoners have to say of him. As things are
at present it is impossible to make aremark
derogatory to the mnstitution without its being
reported. Snch is the morality of the guards
—could anything be meaner? Hopivg that, in
the interests of humanity, these reforms will
be adopted.

I am, sir,
‘Yours respectfully,
Ax Ex-Coxvier.

A GreAT MisTakE,—It i8 a great mistake
to suppose that dyspepsia can’t be cured,
but must be endured, and life made gloomy
and miserable thereby. Alexander Burns, of
Cobourg, was cured after suffering {ifteen
years. Burdock Blood Bitters cured him.

IN THE QUEEN’S PARK.

A VIGNETTE FROM TORONTO, 1873.
I
How the city, spreading wide,
Thruets its fringe of fields aside,
Far away :
And our pleasantest of parks
Getting smaller, one romarks,
Day by day !
II.
For that vulgnr. staringered
*¢ School of Science,” rears its head
Wilere the creek
Once flowed throurh a cedar glade,
Where the dryads might have played
lide and geck !

IIL.
Whore, for many a truant hour,
When the lilacs were in flower,
© o Lengago;
And the apple-blooms broad-enst,
As beneath their boughs we passed,
Foll like snow !

Iv.
We were happy, Idle word !
Yet the summer joy which stirred
Flower and tree,
Wo, to), shared in, Josephine !
Ah, but thit was in eighteen
Seventy-three !
V. .
Fashions change in hearts and gloves!
The unrobed and wanton Loves
Become mutes!
But I know none fairer now
From the bangs upun your Lrow
To your boots!
VI,
You are marrled, and forget ;
A fut buby is your pet,
And {ts squall
Booms to you an angol’s psalm
From your church of Notre Dame,
Montreal !
VIL .

But the “Scionce School ” atands there,
Where our sututner saunterings wore,
Stern and {riste;

It iared, as was your face
When you beut with willing grace
. To be kissed !
—~C.P. M.

sF The satisfaction of feeling that he is a
well-dressed man is enjoyed to the fullest ex-
tent by all wearers of R. WaALKFR & Soxs’
clothing, whether it be their £9.00 or $18.00
suit, or their $3.50 or $5.00 trousers.
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AN AVERAGE CUSTOMER.

Clerk.—Necktie?
half a dollar.

Old Gent (haxd of hearing).—Eh ! A dollar?
I’ll give you fifty cents,

Clerk—1 said Zalf a dollar,

0ld Gent,—Oh ) half a dollar? I'll give you
a quarter, —~The OhieZ

Yes, sir; there’s one at

HOW THE PARLOR WAS PAPERED.

When John Brown,bookkeeper and account-
ant, of 17 Acacia Villas, laid down his paper
atbreakfast time on Wednesday last, and, for
the first time during the meal, looked at his
wife, he noticed she wore upon her face the cx-
pression experience had taught him meaunt a de-
mand—either upon his time or upon his
money.

¢“John,” gaid Mrs. Brown, “the paper in
the parlor is getting quite shabby,” This
tentatively.

¢ Is it, my dear ?” queried John, innocently,
(““though he must have known, you know, bhe-
cause "—said his wife to her mother in describ-
ing the scene).

‘“ Why, yes, John. And oh! John, dear,
mamma and I saw such a nice paper at Levi's
so subdued, yon know, and that, and only 50c.
a roll, and that man, you know,with the funn
name, will put it up, and it’s chocolate wit
little gold dots, and ten rolls will do, Levi
said, and we can borrow Perkins’ step laddor
for him

* For whom, decar,” asked John, **Levi?”

¢ No, you stupid darling, for the man, And
I dare say he can come to-morrow, and he said
he would send it up at once. 1on’t you think
it should be dove at once, dear?”

Well, Joha didn’t, but his wife succeeded in
convincing him of the absolute necessity of
immediate action in the matter, so he meekly
submitted, and went away to the office over-
whelmed with the delighted gratitude of the
partner of his joys and sorrows.

John having been packed off, and household
affairs hurriedly regulated, Arabella hurried
away to her mother’s,

Mrs. Jones was o woman of spare frame and
sovere countenance. On her face time and
worldly troubles had left their usual traces.
Her smile was wintry, her nose pronounced,
her eyes a washed-out blue, her hair rigidly
confined. (“ Arabella,” said Mr. Brown often
to himself, in coufidence, ‘‘isn’t o bit like her,
thank goodness.)’)

Yet Mrs. Jones was not unkindly, and
thought a good deal of Brown. She was o
standing rebuke to the popular opinion as to
mothers-in.-law, and if she did occasionally aid
and abet Arabella in her raids on the purse of
Brown, she did it all for the best. en are
very stupid sometimes, and a mother-in-law
who understands men and their ways should

rather be regarded as a blessing than otherwise.

¢ Well, Arabella,” said her mother, (they
having peeked at each other as the manner of
:vomen"is when they don’t want to gush), “‘did

he —-

¢Ob, yes, mamma, and what-d’ye-call-him
can do if, and he will lend him his ladder, and
you know he said he could send him up at
once, and he says I may have it done immedi-
ately, if not sooner. Isn’t he nice? Though
Tconld not have it done soorer, you know.
And now get rcady, ma, and we will go down
right away.”

How do women always know intuitively what
person is meant by any “‘ he,” whenever ‘‘he,”
tnay crop up in conversation ? They always do.
Mrs. Jones understood her daughter’s last
speech perfectly, and having expressed her de.
light they talked for half an hour about *¢ he,”
and ““ghe,” and “*it,” and ¢ they,” and gettled
nearly all the affairs of the town before they
got down to Levi’s and stood before his stand
of papers.

This was at half past ten, At half past one
(Mr. Brown took his lunch down town) they
emerged from the shop, tired and jaded, but
victorious. They had chosen the paper !

{What were they doing all that time ? Why,
silly, they were choosing the paper. But you
said they had selected the chocolate and gold.
Did they change their minde? Oh! heavens,
man, don’t you understand what shopping
means ? Next time your wife goes shopring
of an afternoon, go with her, if she will be
bothered with you, When you get home at
tea time, you will understand what Mr.,
Jones and Bella were doing between half past
ten and half past one that day. Andas to the
chocolate and gold—well, they saw a nicer
one).

‘That afternoon the paper came home,

It was a flushed and eager and very pretty
face John kissed when he got homo that night.

*“0Oh! John, do look—there, dear, never
mind kissing me 80 much—I want to show you
the paper. Oh! you must like it, dear, it is
80 sweet, and Mr, Levi said Mrs, Williamson
had some last weel for her drawing-room, and
it was not nearly as stylish as this, and mamma
is 50 pleased, and says she—there, now, isn’
that nice ?”

¢ Weall,” said John, ““but that isn’t choco-
late and gold. I thought——"

“Oh ! but John, don’t you think this is
much nicer. Chocolate would be so gloomy,
you know, and then the gold-—gold isn’t ex-
actly the thing for a quiot parlor like ours.
Oh ! John, dear, don’t say you don't like it !
I'm sure mamma thought it beautiful! Now,
dearest, you must like it, don’t you?”’

Of course John liked it and said so, and de-
spised chocolate and detested gold, and said so,
and thought thig—.

¢“Qh! but, John,” broke in his wife, I
don’t despise chocolate, but I think this is
nicer, And I can’t see why you should detest
gold. Gold is very pretty, and Mr. Levi said
gold was in great demand among fashionable
people. So there, now.”

l‘f‘ Well, Bella, dear, I would like some my-
self.’

““Oh ! but not better than this, John, now
do you?”’

**No, dear. And I will send up old Behnek
in the morning and borrow Perkins’ step lad-
der, and when I come home to-morrow might I
shall find you as ha.pxy 23 2 queen,”

And it was dono. And when that to-morrow
night Brown came home, he found the house
upsct, and the parlor papered, and Arabella in
tears. :

“Why, dearest,” he exclaimed, *‘ what ever
is the matter ?”

¢“0Oh! John,” she sobbed, ‘‘I don’t like it
now it's up. It ought to have been the choco-
late and gold, but mamma would have this,
and oh—1" )

And that was how the. parlor was papered.




