& THE ORITIC,.

G. M. SMITH & CO.
Now A.ut_l_a._mn Croods.

NEW SILKS, NEW SATINS, NEW VELVETS,
NEW PLUSH.

NEW DRESS SERGES, RIBBONS AND LACES,
PRETTY BLACK VEILINGS.

Balance of our PARASOLS and.gl—l.ﬁg;iADES st cost. Superior Y¥rench
KID GL)VES, Newest Shspes in HOUSEMAIDS CAPS.

{For Tur Cririo ]
AT DAWN,

1 awoke ero the dawn, and the peaco was so deep,
With a hush ia the world till the stars wero asleep.

And T whispered your name in a tendur woft way,
With a blessing and prayor in the dawning of day.

Then tny heart grow ro warin (ero ita sorrow should wake ;3
I'hat 1 kuew I was glad for tho namo's sweet rake,

\Vith a eoft Jittle trust in a world of doubt
All tho peacu of a love with the pain left out,
+ L 4 L]
Now the world les awake fn tho sun’s golden gleains
While I long ia my soul for tho dark and its dreaws,
Miaxoy,

-
THE STRANGE SWEET GIRL.

Isaw the girl T love to day;
My heart Liad told e alie was there,
And thro' the ¢ ty dull and gray
8ho shed a glory e-verywhere.
1 saw her in the crowded strcet,
Her presence ecorched o hke a flame,
She does not know e when wo tueet,
She's never even heard my natuo;
But oh, tho world is bright to night,
And [ may let my heart stricgs play,
And givo iy foulish fancy thght—
I ve geen the girl I love to-day.

But I must quafl a bitter cup?

My love for her 1'Nl uever tell;
At this iny rebel heart leape -_,

And madly beats against ita cell
It cliokes me in my troubled sleep

And cries aloud in its distross 5
And prostrate it «Jloth wail and weep

And rails against its loneliness.
But ok, tornight it gives no cry,

My soul leaps ladders gold and gay,
And gladness steeps me o'er—for f

Havoseen the girl 1 lova to-day,

The winging birds that past we Hy,
The peail beneath the soundiog sea,
Yon little star high in the sky,
Are not so.far away as she,
Yet it is folly thus to sigh,
Mauncta—call it what you will;
It is—it inay be 80, but I
1Vill love hor—love Ler—lovo Ler still,
I won't forget her if I might;
My loyal heart will nover stray;
And this is wby 1 am glad to-night,
I saw the girl [ love today,

I'll love her till the Doouin is done,
And all is darkness ovorhead ;
Tl love her till tho glaring sun,
Is stricken blind and Tiine is done.
Ol strange sweet girl, where'er vou go,
For weal or woe, as maid or wife,
No one can ever love you so,
As 1 have loved you all mylife.
Oh, strange swect girl, so fair and bright,
For your dear gako I've learnod to pray,
My happy heart will sleep to-night,
1 saw your darling face to.day.
R K KpayNtGHAN (T"}: WHAN) o Suturday AYRYT 3
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HER MARES OF RECOGNITION.

 Now, Lisetlo,” said the mistress to bor housemail, ¢ how ofter have I
told you tv Jight the hall lamp at tho pruper time, elsé you csnnot seco who
comes in and know whom to anncunce 1

 Oh ! please, ma’'am,"” tho girl replied. I know all tho regular visitors,
oven in the dark, I can tell wbo they are by certsin signs ; Alderman Fe—e—
steps in quite sofily, mutters ¢ Good ovening,' and hangs up his waterproof
witbout taking any furthor notice of me. Tho doctor says tho first thing:
¢ Well, how ato you? and {eols my pulse. Tho music-master whistles s
lively tune and gives me a hearty sbake of tho hand. The curate bows two
or thiee limes becauso he is g0 short-sighted, and isn't quite saro whom he
is addreesing. The profeeeor walks in without eaying a word, stands a while
absorted in thought, and then gots mo to kelp him off with his tup-coat.
The eurveyor equeezes my hand so hard ss to msko mo scresm ; and tho
young lawyer—bum (hlusher) hum —1 can slso msko out who ho is cvory

. t.,.ime.—Le Petit Meridionnl,
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THE DIFFERENCE,

How dry tho world ! a place of scant réfrovhing,
Of tasks of weaknees doue, too poor and mean

To win ua from eolf ncorn—of foars eumeshing,
Ard reeds on which to leanl

Hut auddenly our lives seam not unbicedad t
Neater tho friends we thought so cold and fow.
Sume 1mall succeas—tho wond of pralso wo ueoded -
And all the world 1s now!

~Cara V. Bronson fn Kato IMeld’s Washington.
-

THE WORLD'S FAIR,

DO NOT MI8§ THE WORLD'S rAIR |
From the Oclober Century,

_Somo wooks still remain in which those who havo not seen tho World's
Fair may yet onj.y tLat nover-to-be.renewed privilego. In the gouoral ss-
tonishmont at the boauly of the housivg of the exhibition, perbaps not
onough has boon sa2id concorning tho contents, Tuat theee aro well worthy
tho attention of tho studont of evory or any dopirtment of huwan
en‘erptise, goes without the saying— though in romo depsriments much
moro than in othors the truly instructional mothod has boon obssrved ; as
firinstance, in transportation, piano-makipg, and tho arctisilogicat and
asthropological exhibite under the chargo of Professor Putmim. Ia rospecs
to this last-n1med featuro of tho Inesition, while circumstancss rendorol
it impossible to mako tho ordered display eatly in tha summor, it his finuly
arsumed proportions of the most dignified charictar ; and very properly—
consideriog the occision —has becomo doub less the most thorough exhibi-
tion of the history and condition of tho native races or America evor broug! t
together, Indeed no great * group " of oxhibits at the Fair is moro impr. 8-
sivo than that of the Columbus caravols—{loating near the delightfully
reproduced Convent of Rabids, aud near also to the dwel'ings of tho living
aborigines, as well as tho rolics of their ancestors,

It etill remains true that the greatest festuro of the Ixhibition is the
architecture and the landccape gardoning—including io those all their sculp-
tured and painted decorations and adjuncts. Ia these the deepest pleasura
and tho deepeat instruction are to bo found, as well as the lsrgest and
longest benefit to the country,

If the visitor can only be a single day ab the I'air, or a single night, it
is worth apy sacrifice to enjoy this alone. Aud if it were to bo a question
belwoen the dsytime or the illumination at night, wo would advise the lat-
ter ; for surely no eyes now opened on this world aro likely ever agsia to
behold any sight so nobly beautiful.
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HE GOT THERE,

The diffideot young man had wanted to propose fo the girl, but for the
life of him he did not know how lo go about it. He read books on the
subject and sought informstion from men who had experience, and while
the theorioa wore sdmirable in every instance, he found that the practice
thereof was a different thing. He was walking with her one ovaening.
thinking over these things, when her shoe bocame untied. She stuck out
her pretty little boot with a smile, looked down at it, and he fell on his
koeea and tied the lace.

Then he walked on with hor, and the shoo bicame untled sgaia.
Shoos do that with great persistoncy, it seeme, eepecially thess summer shoes.
The third time it happoned he was ready, as before.

# See if you can't tie a knot that will stick,” she s3id as he worked away
at it,

Ho looked up at her tenderly.

# If I can't, I know a man who can,” ho said.

“D, you want him to tie it1" sho asked coquetlishly.

“Yes,” ho roplied,

She jerked her foot away.

He smiled to bimself,

* Its the paraon,” he said, and he rose to his feet axd finished the work.
—Detroit Free Press,
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BOOK GOSSIP.

Perhaps tho fashion magszino which has the largest circulation in this
Province i3 the Delineafor. Certainly fow homos where an interest in the
prevailing mode of 1adies’ and children's deess is taken ara without thus
journal. The October number, just reccived from the Canadisn publishers,
has a very comploto table of contents and gives fall informition on the
sutumn styles for ladies and childron of all ages. Tho fancy wwrk depizt-
ment of the Delineafor has somo vory vslusblo suggostions whila its genera
articles on housckeopiog, howme decoralions, otc., moro than intorest the
womenfolk of our households. Published io Toronto—$1.0V per yosr,

“The Hepbutn Line " is tho titlo of tho complete novol in the O:tobar
number of Lipplucott's Megazine. 3 ra. Mary J. Holmes is the author, and
it is unnecessary to add that the story is well written, bright and intsresting.
No. 8 of Lippincatt's notsble stories is entitled ¢ A Doed With a Capital D.”
Tho other contents of this number are well up to tho standsrd long sines
attaised by this publication.

The World's Fair comes in for continued attention in Zhie Cenfury for
Octobor in thoe shaps of a biographical sketch of Frederick Law Olmetead,
tho author of the original plan of the grounds and buildiogs; alro the
archiiect of Contral Park, Prospoct Patk and many other pisces of landscapo
gardoning in Ametica. Tho papor is written by Mrs, Schuyler van Ronsse-

Iaer, and is & valuable addition 1o tho recontly revived discussion of land:

c e -

(B

e

.-

B e e oman LTy o o D

s

Ba

re(

lis|
ro;
wh
as



