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S Published every Saturday at the offices, 171 and
173 St, James Street Montreal. It is lssued by the
Jounnat or Comuurcs plant and inachinery, in time
for the cvening suburban tralns. Personal inquirles
may be made of the proprictor or Louls H. Boult.
Subscription Oxz DoLrar per aunum, sisgle coples
FiveCanrs, Maybe obtained at all the leading station-
ers and newsdealer, in Montreal, Toronto, Quebec,
Hamilton, Ottawa, London, IHalifax, St, Johus,
Kiogston, Winnipeg, Victorla, Vancouver, &c. All
1 ! ‘“d ¢ ces (N 1.3 be KT ad
‘Tuz AntivoTs,” 171 & 173 St. James Strees, Mon-
treal.  Wedo not undertake to return unused MSS, or
sketches, Published by M. S, Fora= at the above
zddress. L, H. Bourr, Editor.

FAOUR PRIZE LIST#

TO any one obtalning for us One Thousand new
annual subsciibers before 1st January, 1893, we
will send one first-class Upright Seven Octave Piano-
forte; for Five Huandred subscribers we will give one
first.class ticket to Europe and return: for Two
Hundred and Fifty subscribers, one first-class Sewing
Machine; for One Hundred subscribers, a Gold Watch;
or Fifty subscribers, a New Webster’s Dictionary,
Unabridged; and for Twenty-Gve a Silver Watch.

ENJOYMENT.

A friend of ours asked us the other
day, whether we thought there was
the same amount of enfoyment, or re-
creation, compared with the business
of life, now as formerly, and twe were
obliged to answer in the negative. Thir.
we did with a regret, which was ¢n-
tirely scparate and distinct from the
fact, that we had passed the meridian
of our journcy here below, and there-
fore personally no longer had the game
zest for mere physical enjoyment as
formerly. Apartfrom this necessary ac-
companiment of falling into the sear
and yellow leaf, we are convinced, that
in these rushing days of cablegrams
and telegrams, there is not the same
amount of leisure as there used to be,
or in other words, we have not the
time to indulge in that delightful rest
we were accustomed to revel in, be-
tween the arrivals of the fortnightly
or even weekly mail steamers, Half a
century ago, or even less, business was
1ooked upon as a duty, which certainly
had to be performed, but it was not
the whole aim and end of one's exist-
ence, a8 it is at present. Men took
things more caslly then, and at the
end of a day’s journcy, did not enquire
with anxfous faces, of the bustling hotel
clerk, for telegrams, bus would quietly
adjourn to the bar parlor for a chat
with the buxom lardlady or sprightly
maid. All these charming amenities of
travel, {in which we include the land-
lady and her mald, have catirely passed
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away, (except in one or two very old
fasghioned, and out of the way places,)
and everything is sacriflced to business.

We live faster and get through more
fn & month, than our fathers did in
twelve, and yot we are very sure that
for soli;i enfoyment, the picture must
be reversid., A lew monthe back, the
head of a New York financial concern,
fnformed us that for a woek hie had
not had the time to eat his dinner!
Such an observation thirty or forty
years age, would have only been
thougkt worthy of an ininate of bed-
lam.

Our very enjoyments nowadays have
imbibed the high prensure speed which
perinanates our business, and therelore
lose .aore than half their pleasure; we
hurry through our existence and have
no time for any but the briefest halts.

There arc our annual holidays it is
true, that Isfor most of us, but the re-
mainder of the year is, what Mr. Man-
talint called “ a2 demd horrid grind,” for
whicht we confess we sec no remedy,
sinece unless we move with the crowd
and hustle, 80 to speak, we shall find
ourselves left behind in the race, but
none the less do we maintain that much
of the calm placid enjoyment in simple
existence such as our fathers had, has
passed away, as jrrevocably as the
stage coaches, which would bring us
to a resting place. Nov we look for
no real rest, until the business of cur

life i{s over,
et T ——

MAUDLIN SENTIMENT.

We do not think we can better de-
scribe maudlin sentiment, than by call-
ing it honest feeling, which has sofar
forgotten itsclf as to become intoxicat-
ed, and staggers in an unseemly man-
ner ag it sheds tears, that are as ridi-
culous as they are false and disgusting,
It has In truth put an cnemy in its
mouth ‘which has stolen away its
brains, and resembles the maudlin
drunkerd, who weeps over the loss of
friends and pusition, brought about by
his own follles and vices,

Maudlin sentiment appears to Le in.
herent in many, who confuse it with
the feeling of mercy for the sinneror
the fool, when at best it is but a
spurious Imitation of such, and bau
at that. This sentiment, we regret to
state, is fcd and fostered by many o!

3

the journals on this side of the Atlantice,
which arc in the habit of giving a
portrait of some wretch guilty of a
heinous crime, generally adding a
sketelh of his life. thereby exciting an
interest in the eascer of one, who is
simply a vulgar cirminal, undeserving
of any notice outside the ordinary re-
cords of the police or law courts, If
he be a murderer in the first degree
and condemned to suffer the extreme
penalty, then the more cold blooded
and cruel the murder, the more minute
arc the particulars glven of his lust
days and hours, Affecting intervidws
with his wife or family are
related; how he bore  himself
after the sentence +was pronounc-
ed, and so forth, until if you read
that he was calm and resigned to his
fate, you almost wonder whether you
are not perusing the last moments of
a hero or a martyr, and the maadlin
sentiment is harrowed to the utmost,
it you are told in pathetic words that,
un ascending the scaffold, he remarked
in a clear dist’act voice “ he was going
to meet hw Savior.,” If the sentiment
were pot fn a reeling maudlin state.
would not this blasphemous confidence
of the red-handed brute strike you as
positively nauseous? And spon after
the drop has fallen, the recent wenti-
ment sobers up, so to speak, the mock
tears are dried, and we admit that
the scoundrel deserved his fate.

Again we have observed before now,
that when an accident occurs, the re-
sult of headstrong folly, by which the
lives of the foollish ones are lost, that
photographs of those who wrought the
destruction are framed and placed be-
fore the public, as though the act had
bheen one of herolsm and the actors
therein worthy of immortal fame! It
ig, we think, a trifle fulsome to put &
special mark of honor upon those who
have shmply donc what it was their
dnty to do, but to crown folly with
@ hero's wreath is only maudlin senti-
ment.

There are plenty of noble deeds which
may call forth our honest admiration,
many & life that offcrs us a bright ex-
ample to be engraved fn the annals of,
either public or private history, with-
out our debauching our feelings over
crime or folly.



