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The Boy who Fell Flat. {.um Indoed it was almost too warm ; | his white face, clenched his fista, and buried | FUGITIVE FUN, to know if I was likely fo be getting any | Lost Literature.
= | the steam all round gave the place the close one under the breast of the mean waistcoat ; | LA benefit out of it or not. | L
{From the Oil City Derrick.| | teeling of an oven. I had always noticed then, raising his other hand clenched to here posterity has just reasons for com-
|

woy
On the street inclined and was icy,

He consted the whole of the day.

|

ten arms, 1

And of uite a score. |
And ablaze with these charms,

He kept asking for more ; '
And the heads he had cracked were past counting

The sidewalks werecovered with gore. 1

He had b

But a terrib'e fate
Overtook this small boy, * |
Which, with tears, I relate— |
Thou th the tears are of g‘oy H
And 1 hope be went stra/ght up to heaven,
Or else—whore no sled can annoy. |
|

For he steered his sled stralzht
©n & fat man, who dropped
With a ton or so ht |
On this boy, who just poj d
With a bang, a8 he flattened completely |
"Neath that mountain of flesh which was stopped. |

With a Derrick they ra'sed |
‘That fat man on his feet, |
While the people there gazed |
At a thing on the street ; |
A jacket, a cap, and two mittens |
All flat as the ppucake you eat. |
1

Now you Ol City boys,
Learn a lesson from one
Who thought avoirdupois
Was & subject for fun ; |
But it you must sleigh—alay each other, |
And may there be left «f you—none. |
- — - i

— LOST. [

BY L. G, M. l

16 face whose beauty filled the void of fondest wish l
ur prayer,

The eyes that once illumined mine, and left their
radiance there,

The music of her simple words, how much they bore

to me ! |
That face I ne'er may goe again !—that dream must |
ever be ! 1

Since ehildhood’s hou ra of trustful fuith, when youth's
firat streak of day

Firat gilded o'er the o8, that soon would chase
that dream away— {

Around those years of passing gleams and arcs that |
shone in vain |

I wore the garland of my life—and thoa hast wreneh
od the chain !

| his trousers jagged at the heels and between

Wilt thou remember when we met, and parting met |
once more,

How envied - wer
another w B, 4

The gentle sharer of thy walks—companion, sister,
friend,

She has her joy beside her stil', whilst mine, ah
mine must end.

the whispered words—the sile

1 only asked thee to receive 'twas sweet relief to
+tore—

The bu n8 of & loving heart on one fair hope of
¥

.

Bus now my tears can only trace the memories that
have flown

On crumpled page or volden tress, ‘and live un'ored,

st — s —

Thevaes of Two Chri;tmas o

Numbers.

For some years 1 was sub-editor of the
Lllustrated Social Review 1t is devoted to
But I will not stop to puff the Keview, ex-
plain its scope, or describe its methed. The
completeness of my disinterestednees will be
felt when I explain to my reader that I have
received all the money I'ever earned of it;
that there is no likelihood of my earning any
more ; and that in the week preceding
Christmas last year I ceasel to be connected
with the paper.

In justice to myself I must say that my
retirement was not caured by anything
withiu the jurisdiction of my prudence or
ability. I rusigned ; and I resigned bec
I was suffering from fierce nervous excite-
ment, which, my doctor soothingly assured
me, threatened either my life or my sanity :
he could not say for certain which.

“If I resign,” eaid Ito my doctor, 1
lose the majority of my incom

«If you don't 1esign,” sail he, in a tone
which indicated his final opinion was in the
words, *‘ you will go over to either the greit
majority—the dead—or the lesser majority,
the majority of the living—the fools.”

I was not alone in the world. My people
at home took an interest in me, and looked
to me for housekeeping money ; and I had
been too long connected with the JUustrated |
Social Revicw not to have a well-detined no-
tion of my duty as a social being ; so I made
up my mind (having some left still) to take
my doctor's advice, and to live—and to live
in sanity. |

1f there were any likelihood of my being |
able to resume my duties in six months, I |
have no doubt that the owner of the paper|
would have consented to accept the services
of a substitute while I was recruiting my
health ; but the condition of the case did not
allow of this. |

If,” said my doctor to me, earlier in theJ
cage than the period from which I last quot-
ed words of his, ** you spend one more night |
in that office under any circumstances, I \
will not answer for the consequences ; or |
rather, I will answer for the consequences,
and say that they must be disastrons.”

This decision had narrowed the question
to two issues : Was the paper to seek a new
oftice, or was [ to seek a new paper? The
reply was sadly obvious to me. I must go.
True, the peper had changed from the old
office to this new one only a week before;
but that change had been owing to the ex-
pansion of the paper and the necessity for
more extensive offices, and had had nothing
whatever to do with the nerves of any one
of the staff.

In the week preceding last Christmas
twelve months a certain event took place. 1
shall now relate that event here.

The Christmas number of the [/lustrated
Social Review appeared each year the wiek
before Christm:s. It was not an ‘‘extra
number,” but the ordinary weekly issue
swollen toabout double the usual size. The
literary matter of the Christmas number did
not differ very largely from the literary mat-
ter of the ordinary weekly part. There
was usually a long story illustrating s me
striking social question, and this story form-
ed the ouly literary innovation cn & routine
number. The chief attraction of the enlarg-
ed paper lay in its engravings, of which
there were a double number, and its colour-
ed plate, a feature peculiar to the Christmas
number. ‘Assub-editor, it was my duty to
read all proofe, see the paper ‘‘ made up,”
according to the instructions of my chief,
and be preseut in the printing office when |
the paper went to press. As 8oou as a per-
fect copy of the paper was brought to me
by the foreman printer (in case 1t was all
right), I initialled it, told the printer to
“Go on !” then my responsibility was at an
end, and I took my way home,

We went to press on Thursday night each
week. Sometimes I was able to get away
from the office at ten o'clock ; often I did |
not find myself in a position to initial the |
sheets until past midnight. The Christmas
number being the most important of the
year, I rarely could get away until two or|
three in the morning. My chief usually
looked in about ten o’clock just to see that
all was in train, and then left me. On“
Thursday night, the week before Christmas |
1876, the editor came at ten, we had a some-
what lengthened chat, he looked at the last |
proof-slips, and then left me to revise the |
pages and see the whole paper together and |
2 gnllod" before 1 took my leave.

t was & quarter past twelve o'clock when
he and I shook hands, and he went slowly
down the iron-edged stairs. 1

The printing-office was in a court off Fleet
street. In all the world there is no stiller |
place than ons of these ghostly courts off |

leet-street, if the silence is not broken |
by the tear and clatter of printing machin. |
[

ry.

Winchester-court, at the time my chief
left, was resounding to the rattie of two do- |
zen machines, The room I was sigting in |
trembled like a frightened horse, tife giass
in the window clattered, and the whole air |
scemed torn by waves and cross waves of
discerdant noises, In the basement of the
house in which I sat ihree large machines |
were at work; on the gmunﬂ floor fuur’
clanged and whirred; by my side on the |
first floor & gas engine snorted, and shook |
its iron rack, aud straggled like a chained |
wild beast striving to escape : While a num- |
ber of lithographic hi ked and |
muttered all around me like a swarm of |
monster bullfrogs and a flight of gigantic |
mosquitoes. |

This uproar of machinery all round made
it necessary to speak loudly in order to
make myself heard. The. tone of ordinary
conversation would seem a hoarse indis-|
tinct whisper. No sound from the cnurt:
outside could reach me, and no sound that |
1 could make would have any chance of |
reaching ears not witbin the four walls of |
my room.

Just before the editor left me the foreman |
printer had been down to take away some |
emh and speak with the chief and mlyul{.

When the foreman was going away I had
said to him :

““Well, Mr. Bain, when will you have
anything more for me to 100k at 1’

“ Not for an hour, sir,” was his answer ; |
s0 that when I found myself alone, I looked
round the room to try and find something I
might read. With a sigh I resigned m; self
to tate. There was nothing to read, nothing
to do for an hour.

Although it was cold and raw and damp

_abroad, the room in which I sat'was bright

| ble.

| attention so strongly,

® | behind  his

that after lpllld.lll% an hour or two in that
room I felt as weak aud weary as though
1 had sauntered all day through a strange
city to meet some one who never came. !
he rovm was not more than twelve feet
by twelve. In the centre stood a shabby
writing-table at which I sat, o ite me
was the door ajar. A gas-jet burned on the
landing without ; no other door opened on
that landing. Botween the table and the
door stood a chair ; across the high window
stretched a large deep desk, which filled up
that whole side of the room ; on my right-
hand side, as I sat, stretched, from floor to
ceil shelves upon which Iay old wood-
blocks and stereotypes of blocks, My table
was jammed up lﬁllmt the shelf-case ; into
the room on my left side a press project-
ed, leaving only about s foot and a half
between the corner of the press and my ta-

A particularly ill-used
arose to my mind, There were pevs, ink,
and pnpe‘; ;m the t:lnle. I took a sheet of
paper and began a letter to him. Jhad just
begun; I had written only these word:
“No doubt you have made up your mind

lici Friandli

correspondent | pes

heaven, he shouted, ** He took my wife and

Without baving or making any claims to
being wits, there a go«é many people who

my children from me! He killed them
wicn 1 was locked up—he, John Kempst:
did it; and, by the Maker of us two, John
Kempston and me, Vll leave that w his
heart some night "

With an action so swift that 1 could not
follow it, he plucked his hand out of his

i t; I saw hi; itter above
my head ; and pefore I had time even to feel
dread, the point of + long bowie-knife was
buiried an inch in the table,-and the haft
trembling between his face and mine.

He put his two hands on the table,
leaned down, and at the trembling
blade. He started and shook with a heavy
tremor.

A knock at the door. A second knock.
The handle of the door turncd. The man
roused himself, looked round the room very
slowly. *‘Say wait s moment!” he whis-
) to me,

" #‘Wait a moment !"

He worked the knife out of the table
quickly, shut it up, and slipped it inside his
waistcoat. Then, taking up his cup and
saucer, he whispered, *“It's one of those

that, as a final act of

men. I'll tell him a lie to account

ness, 1 gave instructions to those around
me that my death should be carefully con-
cealed from you,” when some one knocked
softly, very softly, at the door. Thinking
it was a boy from the composing-room to ask
a question, I eaid, ‘‘Come in!” without
raising my head.

Although my face was bent over the table
and my eyes fixed on the paper, I was con-
scions that the door openel slowly, that the
person who had knocked had not entered,
and that it was a man, uot a boy, as I had
at first imagined. 1 raised my eyes. A
low-sized, square, powerful-looking man of
about thirty-five stood with an air of great
humility in the doorway, holding his hat
in his right hand in front, and keeping his
left hand behind him out in the hm{ing.

Something about this man made me ob-
serve him very closely. At one time I did
not know why his appearance dfaimed my
He was almost in
tatters. His boots were open at the toes ;
the ankles; his hat, a soft felt one, was
without a lining and gresn with age. His
coat and waistcoat were of a dingy, yellow-
ish tweed ; the coat frayed at the wrist ; all
the buttons gone out of the waistcoat, which
was secured by a twine tied round the
waist. From underneath a shabby yellow
beard a dirty blue scarf fell, and occupied
the whele open space of the waistcoat. His
face was white and calm, the forehead being
singularly white and well formed, The
two remarkable things alont this man
were his attitude and his eyes. The atti-
tude was that of a fallen angel unprotest- |
ing against his fate; the eyes were those |
of a man aspiring t» reach heaven by auda-

y.
“Who can vhis man be ?  What does he |
wsnt here?” were the questions 1 put to |
myself. *“ I can’t guess, and I don't like
bim,” were my mute replies.
and low and nervous. I Jooked at the win-
dow—no chance of ercape that way. I
looked at the door—he birred it up com- |
pletely, and one blow from such an arm as |
held his hat would dispcse of me. I knew |
the outer door was open; I knew he was
not a printer. I knew n» cne was likely to
»ass up or down that staircase for a long |
time. 1 knew my voice might as well bei
buried six feot under ground as in that room,
for all it would avail me to summon assist-
ance. What had that man in his left hand ?
Why did he keep his hand so strangely |
back? What did this man|
want with me? 1 had never seen him be- |
fore. |
“ May I come in, sir?’ asked the wan, in
a dull, hoarse voice.

“ Yes,” I answerel. ““WhatcanI do for |
you? Are you sure you hive not mistaken
the room ?”

“ You are the sub-editor of the [lustrated
Social Review?’ he asked, crossing the
threshold, and the inner handle of the doori
in his right hand under the hat. While he |
stocd thus sideways, he still kept the left

| hand pointed towards the passage and out

of my sight, |

“Yes," I answered agiin; anl repeated, |
“What can I do for you?”

“May I say a few words to you—in pri-
vate ?"

“I am quite alone.”

“May I shut the door?
any one to see me here.”

1 reviewed the case as swiftly as he spoke.
If he had any harmful intention ke could
carry it out, in spite of me; he could bang
the door that moment and spring upon me.
It he had no harmful intention 1t was indif-
ferent to me whether the door was open or
shut. Thus in either case I might as well
assent, I merely nodded an affirmative.

S:ill keeping thit lett hand concealed
from me, he shut the dcor, latched it careful-
ly, and then turned the key ! He stooped
down near the door, deposited whatever he
had in bis hand on the ground, and approach- |
ed the table. On the ground near the door
I saw, when he moved a litt!e aside, a large |
cup of tea, and in the saucer against the cup |
a large piece of bread. |

1 dou't want

for the door being locked ; and you can stick
to the lie!” He openod the door, turned
to the foreman printer and said, touching
his mean waistcoat, ‘‘1 was show-
ing this gentl y i tion for h

in ; and as I haven't taken out a patent
or it yet, he was kind enough to suggest my
locking the door. Arve there any rough
pulls waiting, sir 7

It was many days before 1 regsined my
customary and balance of mind after
that distarbing night ; and even when I had
got back my usual tome in daylight, my
nights were very trying for a long time.

1 had always been nervous and imagina-
tive ; and it was a source of wonder to those
who knew me well, and to myself, that I so
rapidly recovered irom the shocks. But for
months my nights were bad. If I eat u
last at home, as I often was ohliie-l to do,
dreaded to leave the room and ths gaslight
in which I sat. 1f a door opened or a mouse
ran across the ceiling, I looked up with a
start, sure I should see the rigid white face,
the madman’s blazing eye, the sharp flas
of glittering brightness through the air; nd
then I felt the blade between my shoulders—
not in the table, but between my shoulders
—with the whole of the madmn’s weight
pressing down upon the weapon.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]

—————

The Scot in Russia.

Mr, G. Augustus Sa'a writes :—I see by
the Russian papers that ‘M. de Greigh,”
the Rnssian Minister of Finance, has arrived
in Paris ; which fact recalls to my mind a
curious example of the hereditary tenacity
of *‘“the Scot” abroad. When I was at
St. Petersburg twoyears ago,I made a collec-
tion (breathe it notin Jingoland !) of the

I was weak | cartes devisite of the most conspicuous Rus® |

sian statesmen of the dav ; and among them
was a portrait of ‘M. de Greigh,” then
Comptroller of the Imperial Finances. Trav-
elling subsequently down to Moscow, I made
the acquaintance, in the railway carriage, of
a most agreeable Rnssian gentleman of mid-
dre age, who, notwithstanding his General's
uniform, had about him an unmistakeably
British look. I was struck, moreover, by
his remarkably facial resemblance to the
Imperial Comptroller,and took the liberty of
showing him the carte de wisite. ‘‘That is
the portrait of my brother,” the General re-
E“m in fluent English—we had been talking

‘rench for the last fifty minutes—but with
just the soupcon of
““ We were brought up at the High School of

Scottish intonation.

Admiral Greig, of whom perhan you have
heard.” Who has not heard of Catharine
the Second’s famous Scotch Admiral? I
subsequently met the Comptroller of
Finance himself at dinner at St. Petersburg,
and I found him attired in full naval officer's
uniform ; for M. de Greigh, it would seem,
is an Admiral in the Russian service, as well
as the Czar's Chancellor of the Exchequer.
And he was even more Scottish in mien
than his brother the General. The Irish-

| man, I fancy, is apt to efface himself nation-

a'ly in the second generation, away from
his own country. Murshal MacMahon 1s a
thorough Frenchman, So was, according to
history, Lally Tollendall. Marshal O Don-
nel, Duke of Tentan, was a zhoron%:: Span-
iard ; 8o was Count O'Reilly. But the Scot,
I take it, remains a *‘ Scot abroad ” even to
the third or fourth generation.

Eating Late Suppers.

Says the New York Zimes:—One of the
popular errors is that which regards eating
heartily in the evening as detrimental to
health, Almost any one can find a score of
persons among his acquaintances who .have
dinner at 2 or 3 o'clock in the afterncon be-
cause they are unwilling later in the day to
trust their stomgchs with anything more
solid than tea and toast. Ifthey go abroad
they look upon the eating on board the
steamer of Welsh rarebits and the like, at

h |

\ly say a droll, “or amus-
ing thing. Many of these owe their point
maialy vo the circumstances in which they
are uttered, and when servered from these,

| either lose much of their freshnoss and ap-
| positeness or fall entirely flat. This, bowev.
| er, applies more or less to all verbal wit
| and diverting as are the bon-mots of such fa-
mous jokers n.:liydney Smith, Charles Lamb,
Douglas Jerrold and others, they must
doubtless have been still racier on the ocea-
sion of their first utterance. Men of the
| same nimble wit and humorous fancy as
| those just named come few and far between;
| but everybody hears an original smart or
| amusing " thing now and then—an
] matic saying, & queer pun, or & #
euch things as lend flavour and variety to
it.lk' and agreeably bridge the pause be-

tween the entrees and the roast.
| It has sometimes occurred to the present
writer that if everybody were to keep a re-
cord of the best original sayings and stories
he has heard in the course, say of ten

ears, au amusing little volume might be
made out of th ial thus got togeth
It would not of course be such a volume as
could be placed along such bud of wit as
from time to time have been offered to the
public, gleaned from the humours of all na-
tions and times, but it might at least be such
a one as would be quite capable of amusing
one’s leisure hours,

In 1831 appeared a collection of Scottish
Jests and Anecdotes, to which were added a
selection of choice English and Irish jests.
The book (now out ot print) was edited by
the late Dr. Robert Chambers, and was
the first of its kind to extend what may be

In recent years ap| , besides other
accomplished and genial Dean Ramsay ; and
we feel certain that if others had the same
faculty for the work in question as that pos-
sessed by these two collectors, other vol-
umes of hardly less diverting quality might
from time to time be made, It is with some
little diffidence that we offer this short pa-
per to the reader, who may if he please re-

|
| trial-volume as has been indicatel.

| . As far as we are aware, nothing here et
down has appeared in print before. The
sayings and stories are original and true—
that 18, the sayinzs were said and the sto-
ries happened. The scene and the *‘set-
ting” have in some cases been slightly al-
tered, and uames of course in every instance
wi hheld,

Two friends, while spending rome days in
the country, on the Sunday attended the
village church. They heard a long, and it
must be confessed, somewhat tedious ser-
mon. Moreover the preacher, in expound-
ing his subject, seemed to the two strangers
among his hearers to take an unusually nar-
row, restricted, and literal view of the text.
While walking back to their lodgings, one
of the friends remarked npon this; when the
other said: “The same thing struck me,
The good man’s sermon reminded me of
nothing so much as Euclid’s definition of a
line— length without breadth.”
| A certain merchant in an Eoglish town

recently failed, The failure was an honour-
able one, and had been caused through no
| fault, morally speaking at anyrate, of the
| insolvent. A friend of the merchant's talk-
ing over the matter to two others, was
| speaking in terms of high praise of the
| bankrupt—how just a man he had always
been in business; how much his misfortunes
had been due to the shortcomings of others ;
| and how anxious he had shown himself to
render his creditorsall the help in his power

| Edinburgh, and we are the grandsons of | in regard to the liquidation; how in short

| his very failure had been a credit to him.
All this was readily sssented to by the
other two ; but one of them was a man who
could not easily forego his joke, whatever
| the occasion. ‘“ Ah yes,” said he, with a
twinkle in his eye ; *“ poor J—— is like the
| person in the Deserted Vilta ge—

““Even his failings leaned to virtue's side.”

There are those who despise or affect to
despise all punning ; see no fun in it what-
ever, and pretend to consider a pun a symp-
tom rather of mental feebleness than any-
thing else. These are not unfrequently per-
sons who never made a pun or anything in
the bl of a joke th lvse, and are
not particularly quick in seeing the jokes of
others. Such are fond of quoting Dr. John-
son’s saying, that a man who would
a pun would pick a pocket. But it is not
improbable that the Doctor made this -
nition a good deal for the sake of the
ation, a neat alliteration being itself a spe-
cies of epigram, The saying of the &
man is akin to that other in which he defines
an angler as “‘ a rod with a hook at one end
and a fool at the other,” and has about as
much truth in it.

For ourselves, we at once confess to hav-
| ing no objecticns to an occasionsl pun. But
| when punning becomes a practice indulged
| on every opportunity in or out of seasor, it
is simply a bore ; aud your inveterate puns-
ter, the man who can never let an opportun-
ity pass of playing upon words, is a nuisance.

A sharp pang of pity for ths man went | 10 and 11 o'clock in the evening with much | A good pun now and then is a fillip to con-

through me when I found what he had car- |
ried.so cautiously and so secret'y. I rose, §
went to the door, took up the cup and sau- |
cer, set them on the table, and, placing a |
chair for bim, said : |

«Sit down and take your tea while you
talk to me. No one will want to come in |
here for an hour. No'v what do you wish to |
say to me ?”

He lookel at me a while out of those
strange eyes, in which for & moment the au- |
dacity was a litile subaued. He drew a
long breath, and then spoke : |

“ Although you see me as [ am now, Iam |
a man of good education. I have never been |
regularly connected with the editorial part |
of any paper, Lut 1 have had something to|
do with newspapers for some time. 1 lmf
doing a little rea ling here now. I did not
want these common printers to see me in |
here speaking to you. Common men are 80 |
common, aren't they *”

I looked away from the poor fellow's tai-
tered coat and starved bold eyes, answering, |
*Yey,” {

e I i
Common men are farfully common. Iigopn g R, Fairlie a suggestion that river|

was once in a poor-house, and 1 know. |
did not want these working printers, if they |
passed up or down, to sse me tilking to a
gentleman ; they make fun of me so. |
you know there 18 a conspiracy against me ? |
Did you ever hear that ?”

I looked bac'c %o bim swiftly, and thought,
“The man is mad ; the door 18 locked, and
the yells of a Titan could reach no human
ears! Heaven, be merciful to me, and com-
passionate towards those who depend upon
me!” 1 said aloud, assuming a tone of
sympathy, *‘If T wers you, I should not
bother about those common men. Your
tea i3 getting cold. Won't you diink it,
and tell me what you want to see me
about ?”

He shook h'mself, and passed his hand
quickly, nervously across his white forehead ;
shook himself again ; then he tixed his dar-
ing eyes on mine, and burst out suddenly
;I.I_I‘j so rapidly that I could ecaccely follow

m

“You are sub-editor of the Jilustrated So-
cial Review ; why doa’t you try and do some-
thing for the untortunate? You are sub-
editor of the Jlustrated Social Review ; why
aren’t you the friend of the mal? Tell me
that ! he shouted excitedly, thrusting his
white face cloge to mine.

‘Was it my own fright or his breath that
stirred in my hair? My case seemed almost
hopeless, he eyes, which were aspiring,
had turned tirst audacious, and then threat-
ening. ' All he need do was to push that
table violently upon me, jam me between it
and the wall, seize me by my shoulders,
spring upon the table, and beat out my
brains azainst the wall. I was utterly
dazed, basilisked, by those fierce eyes set
in that immobvile white face. Already 1
fancied his hand at my throat, felt the first
dull, sickening, darkening, doadenin,
crash of my skull against that wall behin:
me.

For a moment a vision of my home float-
ed between me and the pallid stark face of
the maniac. I saw my wife and my little
ones stretching their arms out to me across
an impassable gulf. 1 saw ths agonies of
ruin and despair and woe distraught for loss
of love sweep over the face of my wife. I
heard the ehrill cries of my round-cheeked
children as I sank from their view. As I
dipped below the.verge of love and memory,
I called out aloud, ‘‘ My darlings, my dar-
lings, good-bye !

Swiftly the vision passed. Suddenly the
attitude of the man atered. He shivered
and drew back from me, stood up, shivered
again. Toen, covering his face with his
hand for a t, he ined i

the same horror as they would regard an ex-
cessive use of liquor. But when once fairly
brought into contact with foreign habits,
say Eoglish dinners at 8, and German sup-
pers at 10 p.m., they usually fall back on
the supposition that the usage of several
generations has fitted the digestive organs of
foreigners to bear. this excessive strain.
One very worthy American lady dismissed
a native doctor in -Paris as confessedly in-
competent because he recommended for
some dyspeptic trouble that she should eat
a hearty meal some two hours before going
to bed.  Fortunately, his successor took the
same stand ; though she considered the me-
thod of treatment as wholly wrong, she was
persuaded into following it, and what is
more, was cured in spite of herse!f. If
our physicians would make this matter of
diet more ot a study, it would fully repay
them.
e wwee——————

versation, a light diversion to graver talk;
and even a had pun is provocative of much
derisive banter, as everybody must have no-
| ticed. Indeed we have sometimes heard it
atfirmed that bad puns are more laughable
than good ones. Probably the truth is that
| when a smart pun is made, one’s amusement
| is often divided with a mild admiration,
| while a bad pun elicits onr expostulations,
| but nove the less compels our laughter. Ooe
thing is certain that some of the best Jeuz
| de mots on record—made by the m®st famous
| famous wits—are nothing else than puns
pure and simple,
| © The following quip will, we suspect, not
be readily evident to readers south of the
| Tweed, unless to such as possess the neces-
| sary famiharity with the Scotch vernacular.
Three friends were out in a pleasure-boat

ulpon the Frith -of Forth. As they coasted |for army practice.
alos

ng before the wind, one of the yachtsmen
noticed a quantity of turnips dnfting past
upon the ude, and called his companions’

"ll.ermod the Goography of Fun, beyond the | P™

collections, the admirable hook of thesmts | superabundance of moisture.

gard it as a humble contribution to such a |

Everybody knows haw droll the remarks
of :mmdun are. What capital fun
may be made out of the sayings of young
m- is amply evidenced in that diverting
book, Helen's Babies, which, however
much it may be thonght by some to be an
mersd picture, has proved its enter- |
g qua'ities at least, by its popularity.
But if everybody who has childrea, put to-
the queer things which their youngs-
ionally utter, we to thinl
that & volume might be made littls less
ﬂlﬂ than the history of Budge and Tod-
die, we have no doubt that this famous
record is in some part a record of fact.

One day a little boy of about Budge's age
stra; away from home, causing thereby
m consternation in the nursery, After
a considerable search, the trusot was dis-
covered in an adjacent square disportin
himself with some street urchins, ' wil
whom he was happily fraternizing. When
once more recoverel, he was seriously

with upon his crnduct by

an old nurse, who read Master Jack a long

“"-“‘?gpo.a bal 1 b

¢ Su; ng you hal bern ran over by

a big horse and cart, what would you

have done then, sir?" concluded nurse sol-
emnly.

A gleam of sudden glee dispersed the gra-
vity which bal been slowly deepening in |
little Jack’s face, ** Why, then I'd bave a |
fun’al,” he answered triumphantly.

.

The following is “far-fetched” only in
the sense of its coming a distance of four-
teen thousand miles. A certain part of Aus-
tralia was recently suffering from a long-
protracted dronght. A da of prayer for
rain was appointed and held, and as it bap-
ed the rain came on the following morn-
ing. A remote qua-ter of the same colony
was at the same time being visitel by a
A worthy ma-
gistrate of the district, on hearing of what
was going on at C—, and fancying that
the rain in his own neighbour! was sen-
sibly increasing, in. haste despatched the
following telegram to the authorities at
C——: ““Stop praying now, or .we'll be‘
flooded in five hours.”

PERSONAL.
| . — |
Lorp BrouGHAM is to be pleasantly per- ‘
petuated in Cannes, Frauce, which was for |
many years his summer resid- nce. The first |
stone of a monument to his memory is to be

laid there befo:e the expiration of the pre-

sent year. il

THE income of the Prince Imperial is only
$8,000 a year, derivable solely from an es-|
tate at Vicentini left him by the Pringess
Bacciochi, who has left the E npress an es-
tate near Bologna yielding about $25 000
per annum. The Ewnpress has a total income
of about $90,000 per aonum, besides dia-
monds worth $30,000.

Mr. FrEDERICK LEIOHTON, who has just
been elected president of the British Royal
| Academy, is only forty-five, and the youag-
| est man ever elected to that office except
[Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was forty-five
‘when he was elected prosident. When
the Queen ratifies the election, it is cus-
| tomary to make the new incumlent a
| knight.

Lorp Beaconsfield is as quick and effec: |
tive as ever in his thrusts at opponsuts who
venture to tread upon his po'itical teex. Re-
cently he got oft this liti]: pleasantr;” on S.r
| William Harcourt : “The government of
| the world js carried on by sovereigns and |
statesmen, and not by anor ymous paragraph |
writers, or tha bare-brained chatzer of irre-
sponsible frivolity.”

Dr. Buscm's biography of Prince Bis-
marck has caused great commotion among |
German princes, ministers, aad other offi- |
cials, who are appalled by its frankness. 1t
is reported from Berlin that no work ever|
published in Prussia has produced g0 much |
irritation. Some noble families fesl so much |
insulted that they propose to demand legal |
redress for his libels. |

Mr. ArcHIBALD FoRrBEs has again shown |
his vim as a war correspondent by sending |
in advance of all competitors a succinct and |
glowing account of the capture of Ali-
Musjeed. Thongh writien amid the din of
battle, it reads as though he had given it
the grace and finish of o gevtleman of very
elegant literary leisure. The London News
is fortunale in having such a correspond-
ent.

Naxcy Swocome died recently at Blcom-
ington, Indiana, at the of une hundred
and three years, Befure her death she re-

into second childhood, which was

woman spoke of herself as baby, delighted
in toys, and was dressed undressed,
and rocked to sleep by a daughter sixty-
five years old, herself a grey-headed grand-

k | by William di

80 complete a copy of infancy that the pld the

plaint is in the deliberate destruction of
“ memoirs.” Who does not envy Tacitus his
of the biography of the y

Agrippina ; the court of Nero dolinoawﬁ:y
a woman, who had been in‘t'ated mtoal
its secreta? What pictures we should have
bad from that passovate and envenomed
pen! what portraits of Acte and Poppea
Sabina and Sporns | One would like to have
had a eight of the history of his own times
u Bellay, Lord of Langei, who
knew all the ins and outs of the court of
Francis 1. The disappearance of the larger
mon of Stringer's Memoirs of the Furst

Shaftesbury is much to be regretted, as
Stringer was his private secretary ; but the
destruction of the Memoira ol'";ml Peter-
borough—the most extraordinary character,
perhaps, who ever figured on the stage cf
English politics and military history—has
deprived not only the historian of much in-
teresting matter, but the student of life and
manners of much curious amusement. Pope
was responsible for their being committed to
the flames, and it is not often that his judg-
ment can be called into question.  Perbaps
the noble earl had given his reiders more of
his private than his public li e, and had en-
larged more on his conquests in the Mall
than on his conquests in Spain. Pope was
also partly responcible for another concession
to Vulcan, which no man will forgive—the
destruction of Sir George Suaile’s Memoirs,
@n which that distinguished statesman had,
it seems, taken notes of Charles I1.’s conver-
sation, and recorded the partculars of his
relat ons with his eminent political contem-
poraries. Savile's literary abilities, as his
various pamphlets abunduntly testify, were
of a very high order,and we can only Jament
the private or political reasons which robbed
nsof such a work, It is not generally
known that Wi'kes had completed his auto-
biography.  He lent the mauuscript volume
to Charles Butler, earnestly requesting that
::ntlemn to be his_executor, and making

e p on his p

the work entire and unaltered. Butler,
however, after perusing the manuscript, de-
clined the honour. e probably tguught
that Cassanova and De Sade were enough
for one generation. The manuscript subse-
quently disappeared very mysteriously, and
has never from that day to this been heard
of. On Wilkes’ death the cover of the book
was found, without any of the leaves, and it
is not probable that Wilkes himself put it
out of the way. Moore and Mr. Murray
have to answer for Bybon's Memoirs, which
were burned in the presence of both of them.
The world has probably not lost much, and
we have doubtless no great reason to grudge
Hephstus so many libels on h's wife. Itis
a pity that more notes were not taken before
it was effectually obliterated.

ALL SORTS.

The Festive Flapjacks

My flapjack ; 'tis of thoe

Thou t1at sgre st with me
Of thee | sing.

Thou that with pork art fried,

I hen butter on one side,

With ample syrup thick applic ¢
Thou luscious thing !

Oh ! savory morsel mine !

W ha. taste is iike to thine,
Well buttered on

I love to watch thee fry,

10 see the cook to-s thee on high,

And stick thee with a fork to try
If thou art done !

A crassicar. man has christencd his cat
Othelio the Mewer.

A RESTAURANT announces ‘* eighteen car-

Whuy is a nail driven fostinto a stick of
timber like a decrepit oldg man? Because
it's infirm.

WaTY are naughty children like stair cir-
pet ? —Because neither can be kept in order
without the rod.

Way is a coal stove liké a small boy * Pe-
cause to manage eithir successfully they
must be well shaken. :

“ Poor man, indeed !” she remarked of
one who had lost the faculty of smell; ‘“he
hasn’t a scent in the world.”

* Wercnr for the waggon,” ob:erved the
farmer as he helped his turce-hundred-pound
wife to a seat iu the vebicle.

No wonder the Celestials have a gocd
opinion of themselves. How can a Chiua-
man be made ot common elay ?

Wy does a photographer in the exercice
of his business always nse a black cloth I—
Why, of course, to make his camera ob-
scurer, !

“THAT'S just the point, my dear sir,” as
uacious and affable barber observed,
when he ran the scissors into the customer's
right ear!

Whay is it that preachers and lecturers,
after remarking * this pomt is too plain to

mother.

Mr. Epsox L. Crarg, in his new work
on The Races of European - Turkey, says that
ypsies are retll{ an offshrot from the Hin-
vos being simply a wandering tribe from
the valley of the Indue. Tueir language
is a branch of the ancient Sainskrit, akin |
to the modern dialects of Northern India. |
A modern Hindoo would probably make
himself understood by any tribe of gypsies
in Euarope.

MaJor pE WixnToN, who comes to Canada
as secretary to Lord Lorne, bhas seen|
much and varied service. He was in the
Crimea, was military secretary and aide-de-
camp to Sir Fenwick Williams in Canada,
Nova Scotia, and Gibraltar, and shortly af-
ter the bezinning of the Jate war was ap-
pointed specisl military atfacke to the em-

assy at Constantinople. His wife did
excellent service among the sick and refu-
ees,

Tue Emperor of R1ssia is manifesting an
actlve interest in the professional advance-
ment of women, especially in medicige and
surgery. Some time ago he granted a char-
ter to a university for women, and the Rus-
sian Minister of War has now officially ta-
ken up the subject of training lady doctors

It hes been decided up-
| on because of the inability of the regular
| medical staff to cope with the vast number
| of sick and wonnded. Classes are at once

|

Raft Decked River St S.

The Princess Alica_:liautur has elicited

steamers should be so built that the deck
should be complete in itself, and capable of
floating like a raft, even with a considerable
weight of passengers, and that it should be
secured to the huil by a fastening of a tem-
porary character, which could readily be
withdrawn in time of danger, leaving the
bull free to sink alone, while the deck
would be left upon the surface. Explaining
how he would accomplish his ends, he says
a simple way of fastening the deck to the
hull would be by eyes descending from the
under surface of the deck, aud passing
through slots in angle irons, which would
form part of the sides and of the upper sur-
face of the hull. Each of thess eyes should
receive a 14 inch pin, and all the pins should
be connected to a chain, or to levers work-
ed by a chaiu, which should itself be carried
to s wheel placed immediately astern of the
steering wheel. It would then be easy for
the steersman, on an alarm boulg given, to
withdraw the whole of the pins by a single
movement.

e —
The Mariner's Compass. °*

Many people look upon the compass as an
introduction of the tifteenth century, but it
seems to have been well known in & primi-
tive form in the twelfth and thirtaentg cen-
turies. In one of the popular songs written
in the time of King Jobn, itis uis. at the
sailogs.who ©o on long voyages to Fripsland
or to the Byst know their way by observing
the tramontgne, or polar star; but, when
the sky is bovered with clonds, and they
could no longer see the stars of heaven,
they had a contrivance which was this ; they
took a needle of iron and put it through a
piece of cork, so that ome end remamed
out ; which they rabbed with loadstone,
and then they placed it in a vessel of water,
and, whichever way the end of the needle
pointed, there, without donbt, was the polar
star. This formed a primitive but fairly
perfect mariner's compase.

A Joke on the Bar-Keeper.
—_—

A well-appearing gent'eman walked into
the bar-room of & leading hotel the other
evening, and professing to be out of change,
asked tghe bar-tender if he could put his um-
ULrells up for a drink. As it was a good silk
one, the seeurity was agreed upon. = The
man swallowed his beverage, and Txietly
raising bis umbrells, walked out. Jimmy
did not call him back, but took the joke as
philosophically as possible.

ble. 1n a few seconds his chest and shoul-
ders began to heave, and I could hear him
sob. Through his soba he spoke: ‘‘ My
darlings, my darlings, good-bye ! They did
not let me say -bye to you. They
pounced upen me in the middle of the night,
and carried me oﬂmdlookod:nenplongm
whole years, and when I came ount all my
darlings were dead.”

His arms fell to his side, as though he
were thot through the heart. He threw up

Ir yon would call your soul your own,
don’t get in debt with your shoe-maker.

ScreNTIvIC men may be interested to know
that Dr. C-own Sequard, in a late letter
to the French Biological Society, states that
milk moderately warmed, if injected slow-
ly into a human artery, will revive a dying

tient quite as much as injections of blood.
Eo cites several oases in which he bas suc-
cessfully tried the experiment.

to the 1 sight ; wh
one replied : ** Of course; don't you see? s
neap-tide.” .

| Some acquaintavces at a dinner-party—
| among them a Doctor of Divinity and a
Doctor of Medici got into a di ion as
| to the respective services which the clerical
| and the medical professions gave to the
| world. The discussion was maintained with
| entire good-humour on both sides, but the
1 clergyman naturally remained firm to his
| point, that great as was the physician’s of.
| fice, that of the cleric was still higher.
“Well, well,” said the physician with as-
sumed gravity ; ““afterall, I think the is-
sue of the whole matter may be put in a
nutshell. The only difference between usis
that you are the doctors that preach, and we
are those that practice.”

In a certain British colony in which
there was a large Scotch community, it was
g‘mpo’ed,u ‘s.h?rt time since to organise a

3 x o he idea
was carried out, and a promising ©o s
tablished, the uniform being in lﬁo:p:dbo-
rence to the *‘garb of old Gaul.” The corps
now desired a motto, but some difficulty
was found in finding a suitable one. After
drill one evening, several of the members
were discussing the matter when one quiet-
ly suggested, with an inclination of the
head towards his kilt, the well-known lines
of Goldemith—
““Man wants but little here below,
Nor wan:s that little long."

The following comes under the head of
““gtories.” »

A certain Scottish minister of id

| to tablished in St. Petersburg for the
| instruction of female medical students, who,
| after graduation, will be regularly attached
| to the army medical staff.

@uR readers will remember that the ex-
tensive publishing establishment of Messrs.
Thomas Nelson & Sons in Edinburgh wss
destroyed by fire last April. In one hour
that which had taken forty years to build up
and organize was swept away.  But thovga
nerimuf; crippled by the disaster, the Mes-
srs. Nelson appiied themselves with rare
courage to the reorgnization of their busi-
ness, and with such success that, as their
friends in America will be glad to learn,
they expect to have 600 hands at work un-
der their roof by the end of February. = Mr.
Thomas Nelson, the bead of the firm, has
worked with tireless energy to effect this re- |
sult, and has not been away a single day
since the fire occurred. We beg leave to
congratulate our friends (n their recovery |
from disaster, achieved by qualities which |
give anew and forcible illustration of the
maxim of the grand old pagan monliu:?
+ Calamitas virtutis occasio est.” |

Prixce BisMARCK 1§ very ovtspoken in |
reference to his religions belief. la Dr.
Busch’s book he is quoted as saying; “I
cannot conceive how a man can live without
a belief in a revelation, in a God who or-
ders all things for the best, in a Supreme
Judge from whom there is no appeal, and
in a futare life. 1f I were not a tian, |
I should not remain at my post for a single
hour, If I did not rely on God Almighty, |
I should nt put my trust in princes. 1|
have enough to live on, and am sufficient- |
ly gent el anl distingu'shed withoat the |

" 1

ble force of character and vigour of expres-
l;ion was wont in his pulpit discourses espe-
| sionally to make somewhat veh attacks

lor’s office. Why should 1 go on|
working indefatigably, incnrring trouble |
and anuoyance, unless convinced that
has ordai

upon the Church of Rome, as some consei-
entious clericsa deem it their duty!todo.
One year Mr. A—— decided upon making
Rome the scene of his annual autumnal holi-
day. A ber of his !

d me to tulfil these duties? If i
I were not persuaded that this German pa- |
tion of ours, in the divinely appointed or-|
der of things, is destined to be something |
great and goo(}. 1 should throw up the!
P

. g while
cal ing upon the minister’s mother, touched
| upon the subject of her son’s projected tri
| remarkin that he would no douht a
| great deal of enjoyment from it. The old la-
| dy shook her head, and with an e: i
of much doubt in her face, replied: “1've
great fear about the whole matter. 1 doubt
| 1f it's safe he's going to Rome at a’. Evn!-
| body kens that there’s few been so sair
against the Pope as our Willy.”

A bull may be sometimes amusing enough,
| as witness the -Flendid blunders offSir le
| Roche. The following relates to a hnm
| countrywoman of the inimitable baronet.

A young medical man, with whom the wri-
| ter is acquainted, was attending an old
‘ Irishwoman who lived in ove of tﬁo poorer

quarters of Edinburgh. She had been very
{ill, but was on the way to reco , when
| one day she said to the doctor: * Will

tell me doctor dear, for certain, whether ﬁ;
| get well again or no.”

! 0 yes; I think you'll be all right seon
| now,” was the answer.

| “I wanted to know for sure, ye see, doe-
| tor, because I'm a lone woman, an’ I sub-
scribe to a buryin’ society, an’ I just wished

-~

p this very moment"
Orders and titles to me have no attraction.

trip, | The frmness 1 have shown in combating

all manner of absurdities for ten years past |
is solely derived from faith. Take away |
my faith and you destroy my patriotism. |
But for my strict and literal belief in the |
truths of Christianity, but for my accep- |
tance of the miraculous groundwork of re- |
ligion, you would not have lived to see the
sort of Chancellor I anet Find me a succes- |
gor as firm a believer as myself, and I will |
resign at once. But Ilive in a generation
of pagans. I have no desire to make
proselytes, but am constrained to confess |

my ﬁgt.h. |
denial

1f therc is among us anv self- |
and devotion to king and country, it |
¢ of religi lief :

isa
1y clinging to our ;oopla trom the days of
l{dr sires. For my own part, I prefer a |
rural life to any other. ~Rob me of the |
faith that unites me to Gol, and I return |
to Varzin to devote myself industriously to |
the production of rye and outs.” |
——i . & A |
Waar is the difference between *col-
lision ” and ** co'lusion U and T ought!
te know. |

need explanatian,” go on and explan it for
a quarter of an hour ?

Ax exchange Knuts the fo'lowing peinted
conundrum : ** Why is a newspaper like a
tooth brush ?” Beciuse everybody ehould
have one of his own, and not borrow his
neighbour’s.”

Tur London Court Journal of November
23 mentions that Mr. Bret Harte was then
on a visit to England, and enjoying the bos-
pitality of the Duke of St. Albans at Best-
wood Lodge.

“Does our con:tant chatting disturb
you ?” asked one of three talkative Jadies of
a sober-looking fellow passenger. *' No,
ma'am ; I've been marri :«{ nigh on to thirty
years,” was the reply.

“TwE times are so hard, my dear,” sa'd a
man to his better half, *‘that I find it diffi-
cu't to keep my nose above water.” “ You
could easily keep your nose above water,”
returned the lady, *‘if you didn’t kerp it o
often above brandy.”

To those possessed of refined tastes and
a sensitive ear, the title of ‘' tailoresses,”
applied to those young persons of the gentler
sex who manufacture gentlemen's waist-
coats, &c., sounds anything but euphon‘ous.
Ancient history enables oue to submit for
approval a tar more classical title, namely,
that of the ** Vestal Virgins."”

«“MARrK Twars,” now living in luxury in
Germany, and writing oniy when the divine
sfflatus nudges him gracefully on, abandon-
ing a chateau in Harford, spacious, elegant,
tasteful, filled with objects of vertu within,
and bristling with lightning-rods atop, wa.
in his earlier years subjected to all those

| nniqlue experiences which lend a charm to

the life of a pilot on the Missisippi. An old
co-worker ot his on that cousiderable stream
says : ** Sam Clemens was pilot and 1 was
mate. He was not a great pilot, but he was
a brave fellow. He didn’t know what fear
wae, He never smiled, but was joking
whenever he got a good chan e. I believe
he oncs saved my life, his ewn, and six
others. Ouar steamer was lying above Cairo,
on a sand-bar.  We were out of wood, and
the captain ordered Sam, me, and six rous-
tabouts to get in a yawl and row up the
river and brinz down a flat-boat loaded with
wood. The river was full of floating ice.
We rowed up cn the opposite bank from the
flat-boat. When we got into the channel a
short distance I saw the danger we were en-
countsring. The ize was hable to close in
on us and drown us. I appealel to Sam to
row tack. Tbere was no opening in the
rear. Sam reso'ntely said ‘No.' In ano-
ther mioute the ice broks in the path be-
hind the boat, and crushed by with territic
force. Had we tirned back when [ suggest-
ed it, we would have been ‘ goners,’ every
one of us. Sam's judgment was not ques-
tioned again on that trip.”

THE city of Geneva has only jost missed
having left to it a legacy considerably richer
than the heritage bequeathed to it by the
late Duke of Brunswick. Count Potecki,
who died a tew days ago at his house in the
Avenue Friedland, Paris, had an income of
$400,000 a year from real estate alone, and
$300,000 from life snnuities which he had
purchased fiom various life insurance com-
panies. As the Count lived to be 84 yers
old, this speculation proved very ful,
80 far as he was concerned. Though he was
on good terms with his only son, Nicho'as,
he could not baar the idea of having an heir,
and desited much to leave all his vast pro-
perty in trust for charitable purposes ; ut,
as the French law would not allow him to do
this, he came a short time ago to Geneva,
with the intention of bequeathing his fos-
tane to the city, as the Duke of Brunswick
bad done. He found, however, that the
Code Napoleou rules also in Geneva, and
there no more than in France can a man
make his own will. Then he went to Eng-
land, got himself naturalized, and made a
will in which he cut off his son with a shil-
ling, snd left all else that he had to be di-
vided among a number of philanthropic in-
stitations. But, a4 it was evident that his
end was approaching, his friends prevailed
upon him to alter s testamentary disposi-
tions in favour ot his son, who had never
given him cause of offence. Count Nicholas,
thergfore, inherits all his father’s wealth—
SIO&(]X) a yeur, besides rsonal property
of almost untold value. The late Count Po-
tecki was the husband of the beautiful
Countess ef that name, once a celebrity in
the musical world, and known as the friend
and benefactor of Chopin.
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_ A JAMESON, Manager, Hamilton, Ont.
Cut this Out—It May Save Your Life.

; KES' BEAR! "
o i E—".:r.‘.._u'_.":. =
There is no person living but what suffers i it i Sy f:“ -.‘ﬂrﬁ

more or less with Lung Disease, Cougbs, & H&Eﬁg&&-

Colds or Consumption, yet some would die
rather than pay 73 cents for « Lottle of me-
dicine that would cure them. Dr, A. Rose-
hee's German Syrup has lately been intro-
duced in this country from Germany, and
its woudr s cures astonis<h every one that

" Canada Permanent

LOAN & SAVINGS GO'Y.

try it: 1f you doubt what we say in print Pald up Capital $2,000,000
cut this out and tike it to your Dru';gint: ¥3::,’Z:£,‘§2d“ &%%
and get a sample bottle for 10 cents and try e :
it, or a regular size for 75 ceats. SAVINGS BANK BRANCH.

= e Stk Deposits received, and interest and principal repaid

in ali parts of On'ario, through the Company’s bankers,

free of chur.e. The Capital and Reserved ‘umﬂ of the

Company, invested on class real estate, being

plod zed fur the security of money thus received, De-

positors have undoubted assurance of perfect safety.
Circulars sent, on application to &,

J. HERBERT MASON,
Company’s Otfice, Toronto. Manager.

Business Items.

Forall pirposes of a fam ly madiciie Haovatw's
Yruow vin w il bs fonnd invalusbie. Immedi.te
relief will follow its u-e. It relicves pain, curea chil-

ins, frosth.tes, sculds, burns, corns, rh umatism,
neuralgis, & , &¢, For internal use it is noue the
less wonderfu., One or two dos sgenerally cure sore
throat. It will cure croup in a few minutes. A few
bottles hasoften cured asthma. Colic has been car~d
In fifte-n minutes by & teaspoonful dose. it cures

et s E DIXON & 00,

medicine, For sale by ull dealers. | MANUEACTURERS OF

AS -AND NEW YE\R
oXT3, SUNDAY

Tuk Iadies unanimously vote ‘Cooper’s NG
Shirts the best made. The buttons remain, | LEAT‘;&&G QELTI .
button-holes perfect. Altering unuecessary. ‘ Near St, Lawrence Market, Toronto.
Order them at once at 109 Yonge St., Toron- Send for Price Lists and Discounts.
i P;m\slu.—lk\"'.hhmu Brooks, Weston, says ;— A '
“1 e found nothing to give ms more porm wnent K
roliut Tor shortness of brea h o asthuy, than Hao- | Viesna Baxmvg Powper !
YARD'S PRCTORAL BALSAM, and cin with coufidenOe | Is still Unrivalled, and Guaranteed to make Whiter.
recommend it t)all requiring » good medicine for | Lighter, and Better-Bread than any other powder,
coughs and colds, -and_discuses of the throat aud | Try iz
ungs.” For sale by all dealers at 25 cents p.r bot- C. M, PUTNEY,
tle. Milburn, Bomley & Pesrson, Propriewrs, To- Proprietor,
ronto. ontreal.
OxE of the most signal triumphs_achieved | 1 vz ¢ Al EXAND!
by any exhibitor at the recent Provincial LYON & ALEXANDER'
Fair was won by the Ushawa Cabinet QOntario Photographic Stock House,
Company. “Thiscompany obtained the First | 128 Bay St., Toronto.
Prize on their Bed-room furniture, carried S CARD3, SCRIP
away prizes also on Centre Tables, Parlor TURE ' RE.
Su{ws & Cabinets, thus establishing their WALLD Y, CHROMOS,
claim to the very highest position among AND MOULDIN
the furniture manunfacturers of the Pro-| puu Linee Choice Selectiv i
vince. The whole of their immense stock in | —— > T = i
the warerooms, No. 97 Yonge St., is marked ALIBURLON COUNLA .
tosell at very low prices. Farm lots in Dysart and other townships.
1t is no exagg to say that health is a large (, Town lots in Haliburton, t which villn}(e the Vie-
ingredient i wha o world calls talent. A may | toris RailwSy will, it is expected, be open for trutfic on
without. it may ve a giant in intellect, but his deeds | OF before lst October next.
will be the deeds of »dwarf. A weskmind ina | ARPY 0 o= . J. BEOMEIRLD.
sound frame 18 much better than a giant mind in a Manager Canadian Land and Emigration Co.,
crazy constitution. Prof ssional and business men, Front-stroet East, Toronto.
who are and whose habits are s
sedent 1A HyroPHOSPHITES, the
wreut For saie by all deal TELEGRAPHY
DOMINION

n an 1 nerve remedy
ers.

TrorLey's Improved Horse and Cattle
Food though not yet twelve manths put nrou .
the market in this province, is now selling | T 1 h I t t t
freely in principal places from Wind-or to | e egr’alp ns 1 u e
Montreal. Farmers would do well to try it. |
Circulars sent free. Manufactur.d 48 John | FOR LEARNE RS.
st. South, Hamilton, Ont. One agent want-
ed in every village, town and city in the

Dug and night.  For Ladies and Go

|

“ busitess useml for everyoue at other employments.
|

|

|

Dominion. . ¥ e 3
It is being used in large business houses more and
| more every vear. Anyone kiowing this useful
branch of knowledge always stands the hest rhance of

Rusiness ivectory,

TORONTO.

ds of tes
yourself

work.  Any
_ | timonials from pupils.
Vacancies in telegraph
| stitute fitted up w.th every
TERMS:
| Day Life Scholarship for

Any persoi can learn it. liundre
o f

Jome and

Barristers & Attorneys,
,,,“,-"N"," & ",“ZE"A", 30 @llglnulv East,

Engravers, !

J. B. Webb, 18 King East.

$25.00
20.00

GENTLE
LADIES,

! L $156 00
— ,..mm.h.,.,,.;‘._‘l HENRY C. BOWMAN,

PURE
sample box by mil 25 cents. MANAGER,
‘E'&'YNA‘_NA Address, C. GILBERT, North [ 32 KING STBEET EABT, TOB.NTO:

IRE M THE
“§1M0NDS’

PicT:Hnl MOULDINGS, Frames, Mirrors,
« Wholesale and Retail.  Low Pri HJ
TTHEWS & B0 , 93 Yonge Street,

G‘E ONTARIU BAKING POWDER SAWS
Best in the market. Take no other. AreSuperior ©
N all others.

rl“nlll
RUBBER TYPE, &iei Baper

+ plain, with printing
apparatus, by mail, §2. Agents wanted, Sample

3 with circulars, 6e.
iy TORONTO TYPE CO.

More Work.
Better Work.
Less Power.
iifornity 2
Temper.
m%ﬁ%&%&‘fm R.H. Smith & Co., St. Catharines, Ont.
th

all :
Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion of Canada.
seasons of the year by e Send for Price List.

JERSEY BUTTER POWDER| <~ ey smMokE

packet. For sale by Druggists,
HUGH MILLER & CO., Toronto.

DL D  Recut at 40 per cent. less than new,
FILEs Also & hrnmmd-otmhm‘-
Torouto.

on
YHOS, GRAHAM, 85 Sherbourne St,.

Price 25 cen's per

an.| Storekeepers. A common tubacco WHEN for the same price

THEBR ITISH AMERICAN | You can get the Myrtle Navy?

o (/& T. & B-:

74
TORONTO,

Is the place for Farmers, Tradesmen, and Mechanics |
to obtain & Business Education. |

‘ IN GILT LETTERS,
NOW is the time, during the wim»’r nl\mrh-l-ml
Laull times, to prepare for bnsiness which must im
rove with the opening of spring. IONEACHPLUG.
hoclb itk - =y

Terms liberal and facilities unsurpassed. Student
Send for cireulir and speci
Addr ss, ; //
y 24/ ISP
U, D. ODELL, | < wddiadttea
. . l l HAMILTON, ONT.

Toronto. | 74, Great Educator of the Mercantile, the Manu-
| facturing, and Farming Community.

CUT NAILS | | magmeese e steoinsveorin e o
students.

—_— Terms liberal and board cheap. Let évery young

Pillow, Hersey & Co.

man who can spire & few months in winter take o
NAIL

may en erat any time.
mens of penmax ship.

eourse in this lustitution. |
Students enter at sny time.

> | address
M‘g‘r:::_"’;-‘g:l‘_”mﬂs- ‘ TENNANT & McLACHLIN.
Respectful'y announce to all Deaters, as well as
sumers of Cut Nails, that they have pur-

For circular, etc.

Dominion of Canada, to use

COYNE'S PATENT

AUTOMATIG NAIL PIGKER & 00,

All Cut Nails inanufactured by us from this forward ‘
will therefore be selected, and each Kex entirely free
from DUST, SCALE, SLIVERS, and HEADLESS
NAILS, thereby ensuring to the CONSUMER at least
3to 5 POUNDS MORE of perfect Nails to the Keg
than those made by other makers in Canada. By the |
old system of packing Nails (still practised by all other |

Nail Manufacturers in the Dominion avd until lately |
by American Manufacturers. who have seen the abso-
lute necessity of using the Coyne Picker to sus-
tain the reputation of their nails, and now use that
device only), every Kag is filled with the whole pro- |
duction of the Nail Machine, and averages Lo each
Keg 8 10 5 Pounds of Dust, Scales, Slivers, and Head- |
Jess Nails. It must then be ciear to Consumers tnat
they are made to pay for just that quantity of worth-
less serap, whereas by purchasing Nails selected by
Coyne’s Aufomatic Picker there is a clear
saving ot from 12 to 15 cents per Keg.—We invite all
to test the result for themselves tx picking
over & Keg of our make and tiat of suy other maker .
Every Keg of Nails made by us will bear a GREEN
OR RED LABEL, and in order to secure the ad-
vantages named, seo that every Keg is label.

DEALERS IN

American and Swiss Watches.

In Gold and Silver Cases. Gold and Silyer-Headed
Canes. J. 8. Bircl & Co.'s Patent
Self-Adjustable

« Selected by Coyne’sf—xfcn_h\utomtic Picker.” ‘W A T C H 3 K E Y

Altoays ask for Coune’s Machine Ricked Nails | That will wind any watch.

PIANOQY wourzehosgco,

Toronto.

BY - -

Large amounts 1n the %pgre-

i te are lost evel ear by Farm-
Lindeman & Sons - - New York. g:s alone, as :vyeﬁ'as families
J. & C. Fischer - - « « |generally, in not having a correct

— and reliable weighing scale.
Mathushek Piano Co. | - New Haven.

ORGANS

Buffalo.

THE

DOMINION STANDARD
SCALES,

»
MANUFACTTRED BY

GURNEY & WARE,
HAMILTON, CANADA.

Geo. A. Prince & Co. -

Best Instruments at Lowest Pricos,

Have gained an almost world-wide repu-
tation for their perfoction in every respeet
and great durability.

One hundred different styles and sizes to
choose from.

An illustrated price price list free on ap-

NORRIS & SOPER, GURNEY & WARE!

WHOLESALE & RETAIL

Ng 8 Adelaide St. East/ T HAMTI TON ONTY

e WOLTZBROS ™,




