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DECEMBER.
WEATHER STEM.
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Tu i Clear.
We fl a
Th 0 3 Fine.
Fri 4
Sat 5 W eather

.Sun • 6 8.17 a m.
Mo 7 growing
Tu . 8 colder.
We 0) 9
Th tcfl 10 Very
Fri 3

G* 11 cold.
Sat 12

Sun s 13 Steady
Mo $ 14 1.22 p.m.
Tu 15 winds.
We 16 Very
Th d 17 cold.
Fri | 18 Cloudy.
Sat 19 Snow.

Sun
d

t*4 20
Mo © 21 3.69 p.m.
Tu 22 Good
We 23 sleighing.
Th 24 Cold.
Fri e 25 Fine.
Sat

«
26 Clear.

Sun o> 27 Cold.
Mo e 28 7.22.
Tu 1 29 Fine.
We 30 Cloudy.
Th 31 linow.

THE WEEK’S WORK.

Monday does the washing ; puts it out to dry ; 
Tuesday does the ironing ; lays it nicely by ; ’ 
Wednesday does the mending ; folds the socks 

in pairs ;
Thursday does the sweeping of the rooms up 

stairs ;
Friday sweeps the parlours in a thorough way ; 
Saturday is baking—such a busy day.

Mr. Morrow, of Lachute, Que., liveryman, 
says he never saw anything equal to “-Scots 
Greys Ambition Powders” for curing swollen 
limbs, scratches, and for rough-coated horses.

Doctors say drinking too much coffee makes 
bald heads. Telling the female head of the 
house that her coffee is “nothing but slops” 
will also do it.

“Scots Greys Ambition Powders,” when 
given to a horse for two or three weeks, pro
duce almost the same effects as pasturage, which 
everyone knows is the true medicine of nature.

On opening a head of cabbage the other day 
the cook of a hotel at Lockport, N.Y., is said 
to have found a document stating that the world 
would come to an end on the 3rd of July next. 
We always thought there was a great profit in 
cabbage.

At seasons of the year or under any circum
stances when horses or cattle cannot get grass, 
the system can be almost as well regulated by 
a package or two of “Scots Greys Ambition 
Powders. ” Price, 25 cents.

Two soldiers lay beneath their blankets, look
ing up at the stars. Says Jack: “ What made 
you go into the army, Tom ?” “ Well,” replied
Tom, “ I had no wife, and I loved war, Jack, 
so I went. VV'hat made you go?” “ Well," 
returned Jack, “ I had a wife, and I loved peace, 
Tom, so I went.”


