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THE ANTIDOTE

Is Published every Saturday In time for the evenlng
suburban trains. Subscription Ons Dorrar
per annum, single coples Five Cents. May be
obtained at all the leading stationers and newsdealess
n Montreal, Toronto, Quebec, Hamilton, Ottawa
London, Halifax, St, Johns, Kingsion Wlnnipq
Victoria, Vancouver, &c. All commmunications and
remittances should be addressed ¢ Tug A
17t and 173 St, James Street, Montreal,
uudertake to return d MSS. or sk

NTIDO'E °*
We do rot

TO OUR RERDERS

That no one may accuse n8 of any
desire of springlng a surprise upon
them, our regilers are hereby notified
that it s not our intention to continue
the publication of the “Antidote”
after the close of its year, the 10th-
day of June, 18938.

The cl.jef object sought to be attaln-
ed in launching the “Antidote” is
tolerably well known to many 0f our
citizens, espeélally to the managers ol
the varfous insurance companies who
gererously put thelr hands in thelr own
pockets and responded to the appeals
made to them for patronage by a Yorm-
ar co-worekr, siace appGinted to a more
profitable position. It is not neces-
siry to enter into any explanation
of the causes standing iu the way ol
success; suffice 1t to say that the sup-
port, however gencrous, did not aggre-
gate sufficient to warrant a continu-
ance. Paper, printing, engraving, and
commlissions ¢ost money, not to men-
tion the onter expenses on a paper of
the kind; and with all this Is to be
reckoned the !act-—-notwithstand!hg
what some writers claim—that one
enterprise ol o iliterary charadter Is
usually as muckt as one man can expect
t0 conduct and do it justice. That the
“Antidote” had not been discontinu-
cd some months ago is duc to the nat-
ural wish to keep faith with subserib-
crs, of whom ‘the vast majority sent
in their names early. "Those who sub-
scribed later on may have any unearn-
c¢d balance réturped to them on applie-
atlon on or after the close of the year.o

The proprictor still maintains the be-
lfel that a paper o the kind will somjp
day find o permanent fleld In Mont-
real, but there are few men with the
proper qualifications for it whose am-
bition would be satistled with the pos-
sible returns from such a perlodical In
tthis country. °
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Whatever is worth doing is

worth doing wiell.

It had been hard for him that spoke
it to put more truth and untruth to-
gether in few words than in that speech
—*“Whatever 18 worth doing 8 worth
dolng well.” If it had not pleased one
of.our English essaylats to use thls ex-
ordium about somethlng else, one would
have wished to have invented It heré;
for the speech quoted is tull of truth and
untruth, hard to galnsay and very de-
ceptive. It seems to put In strong ep-
Itome the whole laws of Industry, and
it I+ directly responsible for more waste
of time than all the “Jolee tar nlete”
fascinations and philosophles put to-
gether,

\The fallacy of the saying lies in the
word “well,” Substitute *“1itly” for
the word ‘““well” and the moral cannot
be refuted; bhut In the customary read-
irg of & proverb well means ““thorough-
Iy'*—to do, what is worth doing well,
rieans to do it with pains and stren-
uousness, and it Is absolutely wuntrue
that everything we may wlsely spend
a while upon deserves such a doing.
There are moments In which to blow
away the down from ‘th: dandellon’s
“clock” may be more worth doing than
any work, but it would be another mat-
ter to make a duty of pericction in the
achievemeht. Aund many necessary and
serviceable tasks which are efficlently
performed with a rough-and-ready ecasi-
ness would be no wit the Letter, and
very likely worse for & dogged taking
trouble.

In days when scamplng and vamp-
ing take the place of honest eftort, with
such detriment to so many crafts and
arts, such weakening to vanishing-
point of the will and purpoe without
which craftsmen or artist Is of less
value than a plece of machinery. It
scems almost dangerous to say o word
agalinst any sort of labouvriousness; but
the mischief of futile labourloushess. is
not slight; and It is frequent among
us. The gift of taking pains Is too
good to be fritted away, as 1t Is, up-
on resuits to last a day, and a nled
completion of nothing. So' used it is
not merely o waste of power, but to'its
possdssor an Injury, for nothing 1s more
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cramping and narrowing to the mind
than prolongedl Industry in pettincss.

The victim of the vice 18 begulled in-
to thinking it a virtuc; if you are ho-
ing nothing In the bona fide way you
are amenable ot belng ashamed $f nee-
essary; but it you are doing nothing
by help of energetic pottering and a
resolution to do it well, you have your
consclence trlumphant and you can
scorn the sluggird. The sluggard has
yawnell and wonderéd how there came
to be such a fine crop o weeds Inhlis
garden, and you ‘have polished several
score of pins almost brighter than new;
vou will keep on pélishing pins a3 the
hope and use of lile, and the sluggard
may some day go to the ant, consider
her ways anll be wase. If he never does
—why, then he will have yawneidl and
you wlll have polished pins. Angd there
is every reason to suppose that he will
not og about consclous of those who do
not yawn, but you, one may fear, will
have your opinlon of those who are in-
competent in pins.
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SWINBURNE’S LATEST
POEM.

William Waldorf Astor’s new London
monthly, the Pall Mall Magazine—its
first—marks it as 2 publication one may
take up with no little interest. Among
its contributors are the poet Swinburne;
Rhoda Broughton, the Countess of Cork,
and fhe cditor himself. Mr. Swinburne's
poem is here reproduced :

Agtrophel.

After reading Sir Philip Sidney’s “ Ar-
cadia ” in the garden of an old English
moanor honse

I

A star in the silence that follows
The kong of the death of the sun
Speaks fmusic in heaven, and tho hollows
And heights of the world are as one;
One lyre that outsings and putlightens
The raptare of sunset, and thrills .
Aute ‘night till the sense of it brightens
The soul ‘that it fills,

The flowers of the sun that is sunken
Haug heavy of heart as of head; ~

The bees that have caten and drunken
The soul of their sweetness aro fled ;

But a sunflower of song, on whose hbnex
My spirit has fed as a bee,

Makes sunnicr thap morfiing was snnny
The twilight for me. o
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