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THE COMING MAN.

He is coming in his manhood, he is coming
in his mighs,

He is coming forth to resson, he is eoming
not to fight ;

Heis coming in his glory, with virtue in
his heart,

He is coming, he is coming $o give the
world a start,

Hs is coming to resist all wrongs, to advo-
cate the right,

He’s emerging from the darkness, he's come
to spread the light ;

He's coming without whisky, nor is bloat-
ed out with beer ;

He is coming, he is coming devoid of moral
fear.

He is coming pure in morals, in intellect
and fame ;

He is coming in strong manhood, unsullied
by & shame ;

He is coming forth to glorify and elevate
mankind,

He is coming in the interests of intellect
and mind.

The children of the future will be worthy
of their sire ;

They will share their parents’ virtue,in-
tellect and fire ;

Then the world will blossom hke a garden
in full bloom,

The race will be improving, mankind be on
a boom,

PHUNNY ECHOES.

‘They had no use for him. Judge—Offi-
oer, this witness says that you stood by
and saw the whole affair and never ence
made an effort to quell the disturbance,
Why was that ?

Officer—May it plase yure Honor, they
never ence called for the police.

When quite young at school, Daniel
Webster was one day guilty of a violation
of the rules. He was detected in the act
and called up by the teacher for punish-
ment. This was tc be the old-fashioned
feruling of the hand. His hand happened
to be very dirty. Knowing this, on his
way to the teacher’s desk he spat upon the
palm of his right hand, wiping it off on the
pide of his pantaloons. Give me your
hand, sir, said the teacher, very sternly.
Out went the right hand, partly cleaned.
The teacher looked at it a moment, and
said: Daniel, if yeu will find another
hand in this school-room as filthy as that I
will let you off this time, Instantly from
behind his back came the left hand. Here
it is, sir, was the ready.reply. That will
do this time, said the teacher, you can take
your seat, sir,

A Novelty For The Little Girl.

Among the many interesting incidents
conneeted with the closing of the saloons
in Kittaning, Pa., a leading merchant tells
the following :—

A woman came into hls store timidly.
She was evidently unaccustomed fo trad-
ing.

What can I do for you? inquired the
merchant.

I want a pair of shoes for a little girl
she answered.

‘What number ?

She is twelve years old.

But what number does she wear,

I do not know.

But what number did you buy when yom
bought the lags pair for her ?

She never had a pair in her life. You
ses, sir, her father used to drink when we
had saleons ; but now that they are closed
he deesn’t drink any more, and $his morn-
ing he said tome: Mother, I wan$ you to
go to town to-day and get Sissy a pair of
shoes, for she never had a pair in her life,
1 thought, sir, if I told you how old she
was you would know what size to give me.

Childish Innocence.

The heéad master of & large London
school, to his uttér astonishment, accident-
ally found out that during prayers geveral
of his lower standard children innocently
converted that clause of the Lord’s Prayer,
 Lead ue not into temptation, into ‘* Lead
18 not ‘into Thames Station !” The master
could scarcely believe his ears, and in
order to test whether the lads really under-
stood the words in the inapposite sense in
which they certainly repeated them, he
asked one of them :

Where do we ask God not to lead us to
my boy ?

Into Thames Station, sir.

' The master stroked his chin and pre-
tended ~to-fumble - threateningly for his
cane ashe imcisively interrogated :

‘What station, my boy, do you say ?

. Please, sir, Thames Station, sir, persisted |

the boy in quite an injured tone, or as if
piqued at themaster’s distrust of his word,

The sehoolmaster gave it up.

Yes, beyond a doubt, the lad thought
that Thames .Station was some horrible
hell, ‘where furious locomotives rushed
whistling about at their own sweet will,
waiting for the coming of unprayerful
little boys and girls.

< T've no place for a young lady that can’t

THE STORY OF AN UNSOLD
BONNET.

It was evening in Oxford street just be-
fore the hour of lamp lighting. The day-
light colors had faded, snd the twilight
softness had not yes begun, so that the
street pioture was printed in unsoftened
black and white. Gas was beginning #o
twinkle, however, in some of the shop win-
dows ; and upstairs in the millinery show
room of Mr. X——a boy had just came in
with a taper, and had left & bright illam-
ination behind him, The light fell upon
two figures, & customer, doubtful and dis.
satisfied, and a young woman in black who
stood before her, displaying bonnet after
bonnet.

* These are quite new, ma'am ; the very
lagt things from Paris.”

*Yes,” said the customer, hesitatingly.

* Would you not try this on, ma'am ? I
am sure it would sait you.”

“1 don’t like & straw.”

‘“ We eould make you one in velvet,
ma'am.”

“Velvet spoils so with the rain. Are
you quite sure those are all the felts you
have, that.you showed me "

* Allin brown, ma’am. We could get
you one made any shape you like to order.”

““ Oh, no ; I eould not order one without
seeing it,” said the lady. Then she took
up one which she had looked at already,
poised and examined it, and finally tried if
on and decided for the second tim e that it
would not do. “ It really is very extra-
ordinary that you should not have one in
brown,” she said, in a tone of annoyance.
For & moment the girl did not answer ;
she had grown paler, and her eyebrows
were drawn together with an expression of
anxiety and apprehension. Mr. X——j
walking up and down his range of show-
rooms, had again come into sig ht and had
paused, looking in, “ We'd get you ene,
me’am, I am surein $#wo or three days.’’
Now it was the oustomer who did no#
answer. Bhe began turnimg over the pile
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of untrimmed bonnets, while her pale ats
tendant hovered about her, throwing in
propitiatory words. Mr. X-——stood and
looked in from the wide doorway. BShe
could see the scowl on his face, A#t last
the customer, finally refusing to take any
other in place of the bonnet which she
really wanted, departed dissatisfied. The
girl began tremblingly to put together the
bonnets. Tears came to her eyes. BShe
had tried her best to sell, and she dreaded
the wrath of her master., He had been in
& bad temper all day : why, oh, why, must
this thing have happened just to-day ?
Mr. X—— moved away ; she saw him go
to the cashier’s desk in the next room. He
came back with & paper and a few shil-
lings, which he threw down an grily,
“You'll just sign that if you pleass,
Miss,”

It was an account of the wages due to
her., Bhe looked up at him in mute ap-
peal ; the angry and overbearing face was
answer enough. She put her name #o the
paper and a tear fell on it.

¢ Now you can just pack up your things
and go this minute,” said he, roughly.

well a bonnet.”

She gathered up the money and went,
meekly. She was & timid girl, with no gift
either for complaints or excuses ; and for
girls of that kind the tyrants of $his world
have no ercy. She wend upstairs te
the bedroom which she shared with two
others,

It was bare, clean, depressing; about as
home-like as a prison cell. She looked
round it, half blinded by her tears, and
wrung her hands. * What shall I do?
Where shall I go?”

The room was quite brightly lighted now
by the glare of the many lamps in the
gtreet, Khe ute, then
wiped away her tears and began packing
and arranging her few properties in her
box, When this was done she must go
forth into the evening and find hersell a
shelter for vthe night and for the morrow.
To-morrow would begin again the familiar
heart~breaking search for work, to continue
who could guess how long ? And who
could tell what eharacter Mr. X—— would
give of her ? And she had thirty shillings
with which to face the world, Her tears
began to fall again as she locked her trunk
and rose from her knees. She was glad to
hide her face with her veil, and to stea]
away seoretly, fearing to meet anyone lest
the farewell should break down her courage.

8o she passed out into fhe evening and
on te Oxford street, the stony-hearted step-
mother,

Mr. X——, meanwhile, .was going home,
serene of conscience, to his wife and daugh-
ters at Brixton, giving no seeond thought
to the incident of the afternoon.

It is a story that happens every day.
The stones of London, if they could speak,
the pavements of Picoadilly, the balus-
trades of the bridges, could tell you how it
‘ends.—Pall Mall Gazette.
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Sin has many tools, but a lie is a handle
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LEADING GLOTHIERS.

Each Garment 1s Marked in Plain Figures.

ONLY ONE PRICE.

THE EMPIRE

2261 St. Catherine Street West.

S. EOOITE =. - Manager.

A. T. Holland,

MANUFACTURING FURRIER,
2254 NOTRE DAME ST

All kinds of Fur in stock, and made to
order at moderate prices.

N.B.—FURS CLEANED, DYED AND RE-
PAIRED A SPECIALTY.

DR. NELSON’S

PRESCRIPTION

Is undeubtedly the BEST of

C%.legr]rlledles ‘250 Bottle.

DR. OHEVALLIER 'S

Red Spruce Gum Paste.

The Best of Spruce Gum Preparations.

=5c a Box.

.

LAVIOLETTE & NELSON, Chemists

1605 NOTRE DAME STREET,

WORKING MEN

When on your way home call in and
examine my stock of

BOOTS, SHOES

s AND wremn

RUBBERS.

I can fit you in any style and at prices
o suit your pockets.
Custom work a specialby,

J. CHURCH,
30 Chabcillez Sq.

JUBILEE DRUG HALL

1841 ST. CATHERINE ST.

Branch : Cormer Fullum and St.
Catherine streets.

ROD. CARRIERE,

that fits them all,

QPRUCH

OUGHS &c.

prucine

Coughs,
Colds
Croup.

Sprucine

Whooping Cough

Asthmatical

AND

Bronchial

Affections.

Sprucine

FOR SALE

TeneraoNES—06041, 6270.

EVERYWHERE.

“Reading Makes a Full Man !"’

Mechanics, Artizans, &c., who wish to
excel and rise above the ordinary run,
should keep posted. Mr. Drysdale, who
has had twenty-five years’ experience, will
be glad to advise such of the best books to
help them in acquiring a fuller knowledge
of their profession.

Technical Books, of all
Latest editions. Call and see us.
shown with pleasure to all,

W. DRYSDALE & CO0.,

Publishers X Bookselfers X Importers

232 ST. JAMES STREET,
MONTREAL.

M. Bacuman

Artistic Merchant ‘Tailor.

FURS AND TRIMMINGS,
GENTLEMEN'S GARMENTS

MADE UP IN THE LATEST STYLE,

DRESS SUITS & UNIFORMS.

Cut and Make Guaranteed.
Repairing and Cleaning.

409 ST. JAMES ST.

description.
oods

IF YOU WAKT G0OD

PRINTING

et TR S

THE E.CHO
ESTABLIGHMENT

329 81. James Street,

MONTREAL,




