THE ORITIO.

SPHCIAL NOTICH.

Grennine Clearance Cash Sale.

G. M. SMITH & CO.

Offer their entiro Largo and Superior Stock during Noveabor and Decotnber at

SPECIAL REDUCED PRICES FOR CASH.

Wo wish to give our Customers and Patrona this apecial adiantage provious to our

rotnoval tu now premisos on Barrington Street, fo January next.

A LITTLE WOMAN.

A little bit of n womnn came
Atliwart 1y path ono Jay 3

3o tiny was slio thiat alie sectod to Lo

A pixy strayed from the wisty soa,
Or a wandering groenwood fay,

“ Oh, you little olf.,” I crlod-—-
** And what are you doing hero®

So tiny as you will uever do

TPor tho brutal rush and hullabaleo
Of this practical world, I foar.”

* Yolco have I, good sir,” sald sho—
¢ "'{s soft as an ax;sel'l aigh,”

** But to fancy a word of yours were heard

In all tho din of this world's abaurd,”
8miling, I mndo reply.

* 1{ands have I, good slt,” sho quoth—
** Marry, and that you havo !

But amid the strife and the tumult rifo,

In all tho struggle and battlo for life,
What can these wee hands do?”

* Eyes havo I, good slr,” she sald-
* Sooth you bave,” quoth I,
e And trath shall flow therelrom, I trow,
And they botimes shall dim with woe,
As tho hatd, hard years go by.”
That little Lit of a woman cast
Her two oyes {ull on 1me,
And thoy smote mo soro to my inmost core,
And they held me slaved forover more,
Yot would I not be free !

This littlo bit of a womana hands
iteached up into my breast
And rent apart my scotling heart—
As czunot bo oxpressed.
The little bit of a woman's voice
11as grown taost wondrous doar,
Above the blare of all elsewhioro
(Au {nspiration that mocks at care}
It risoth full aud clear.
Dear ono, I bless tho subtlo power
‘Chat makos me wholly thina,
Aud 'm Proud to say that I bleas thoday
When a little woman wrought Ler way
Iato this life of mine.

RENUNCIATION.

Dearest, I loose tho bonds you would not break ,
I caunot have you suier for ty sake,

T know that you havo tried to love me ; s0

I give you, for your pity, leave to go,

(Go, and be ham‘yz—not with me. 1 say

Tho words 1 had not thought until to-day

My lips onuld corae to utter 1 have trie:d
Day after day. wher I was by vour aide,

But always allin vain, to teil you this.

1 could not, dear, 1 could not.” Now it is

My letter that shall tell you. You will write,
Pcrh:&m a word—1I spare imnyself the alght ;
Inde { could not sec you, lost and dear.
Vrite, if you will, the words I inay not hear,

—~ vaene Frld,

And say —not inuch, perhaps * I thank wy friend,

My {riend 1 could not love;’ and if youesend

‘T'his anco—'"tis but a form of words~your **love,”

The {riend will prize your letter far above
Rubies. But write, 1 bey you write the line,

-

AN INTELLIGENT POLICEMAN,

The polico havo had special ordors to take caro of the farmers in town
and thst gave riso to an incidoent which Judge Collins will romember for o
long time. Tho judge goes away every summor to Lske Miltons, whero he
is president of a summer outiog club that includes ex-Congressman William
E, Mason, Wiliiam J. Campell, W. B. Kesp, John Healey, James Reubon,
Bailey Van Cleave, and other distinguisbed citizons. As rogularly as ko
goes away the Judge acquitea a fino loathery color, and this, added to a
certain rusticity of demeanor which arises from long rosidenco in the fast-
nosses of Norwood Park, makes the distinguished jurist lovk liko & farmer,
The judgoe came in on Tuesday cirrying a lsrge bag and was mot at tho
station by the suave William J. Campbell. The gentlemen shook hands
and walked awsy srm in arm. At the door Mr, Campbell felt a tap on the
shonlder. He turned around and confronted s policoman.

¢« Go chaso yourself !’ aaid tho policoman oarnostly.

¢ Sir 1’ safd Mr. Campbell.

« Leave tho reubon alono and do 8 hot foot,' said the officer,

¢ Policernan,’ ssid tho judgo fiercely, ¢ how dare you insult my friend?
I am a judge of the Circuit Court.’

¢ \Woll,” said the policemsn, not at al' abashed, ‘ you may be & judge of
the Cricwit Coust, but you don’t took as wuough you wers much ot a judge

of groon goode.'—Chkicago Pot.

SHADOW AND DOUBT.

L sat an the deepening slisdowa
Crept close o'er tho wearied earth,

And watched as thoy lurked In the cornors,
Or stealthily stolo near tho hearth s

Whete a low firo ntnounldered and tiickored—
Dark thoughts in wy soul held away—

And I watchod with a halfeand interest
Tho shadows manw-uvre and play.

Uncertain and wavering seemed they,
Yet anxious withal to advance

As far thoy dared ; with cach othor
To vio fn their boldness perchanco,

When suddenly up loapt & Lright flame,
And fnstantly put them to fiight,

Off to their dark cornors they bureled,
Some mounting tho walls lo their fright.

And thoro stayod they, treinbling and fearful.
Al as tho bright fiames grow more bright
T'he closer thoy huddled together,
I'lioso cownandly fooa of tho light.

‘I'hen 1 thought how all day I had sulfered
Dark thoughta to creep into my heart ~
Grin aliades froms tho past and the future—

Nor striven to make thotn depart,

8o T atirzed up tho amouldecing embers
Of tho faith I had thonght afmont dead
In my soui ; and tho doubt like thy ahadows
Turned tremblingly from me and fled,

-
A WITTIY ANSWER,

Thoss whoso mission in life it is to oolertsiu the public are always
postered by frionds and acquaintsncos for freo soats at thelr entertainmonta.
Thore probably nover was a singor, or an actor, or a pianist who was not
bored nearly to death by theso poople, many of whom had not the elightost
claim to ask tho courtosy they domsnded. A piaaist who was pre-ominentiy
succesfal {p his day, snd that dsy was oot so far back oither, was Rubinstein,
who travelled nearly the whole world over dolighting people with bls gonius.
He, like a)l othors, was vory much annoyed by roquests for complimentary
tickots, but most of the timo ho mslantiined his composure, though juatly
irritated, It is told of him that just boforo ono of his recitals in Landon ho
was accosted by an old lady in tho entrance hall, and thus addrossed :~—
*Oh, Mr. Rubinstein, I'm 80 glad to seo you! I havo trled in vein to
purchaso a ticket, Have you a soat you could let me have ¥’

+ Madeam,’ said the groat pianist, ¢ thore is but one soat st my disposal,
and that you aro welcomo to, if yoa thiok fit to take it.’

¢ Oh, yes, aud & thousand thanks? Where is 1L 1" was the excited roply
‘At tho piano,’ amilingly roplied Rubinstoln.—Harper's Basar,

PP

BOOK GOSSIP.

“In Droamlsnd,” is the titlo of a neat little volume of pooms by Mr,
Thomas O'Hagan, published by tho Williamson Book Co., of Toronto. The
colloction comprisos forty-two pooms of varyipg merlt, somo of which, we
gsther from tho authot’s short introductory notice, have been published
bofore in a voiume entitled “A Gate of Flowers.”” All thess short pooms
aro marked by pure snd tender feellng, and thoso tsking for their subject
the Eworald Isle csunot fail to appeal to the sympathies of tho author's
compatriots. Thero ig a spriokling of Canadian patriotic verse and a fow
tributes to depsrted friends, Flawa aro noticoable in the workmanship
of several pnseages, smong which we may mention the making one syllsble
of “pacan” in “Qur Own Dear Land,” and tho uso of the word * tear"
when tears would obviously expross tho moaning better, in ¢ Two Workera,”
This is caused, of courss, by the exigencies of rhyme, and might be
pardoned did it not occur agsin in * June is Coming”—sixth line of the
third verso. No ono would ever say * in joy and tear,” unless it had to
rhyme with here. In * Momory's Urn"” wo alao find a fault in the messure.
This quatrain containg a syllsblo too much :—
“ Tho songstery ia tho grove I hear—
A tuncful choir of other days,
Whose notes of rapturo stir my hoart,
Like chiords of old mediseval days.
In order to make Lhis read we must slur * mediscval” almost out of recoguition.
Tho omission of * old" would romove this defect. The best poome in the
book aro “A Christmas Chant,” * In etblohem,” aad * The Song my
Mother Sings.” Tho two former are graceful visions of *“that sweot story
of 0ld,” and the Istter will como homo to many whoso swoetest recolloctions
are of o wothst’s tunefal voice. The baok is tastofully prizted and bound.

A timely article, ou.itlod *¢ With Shining Gifts,” in tho November num-
ber of the AModern Pr scilla, gives pracilcil hints to tho ladies who are
pow beginning to devise deinly articles t> gladden thoir frisnds at
Christmas timo. This bright little journal, published monthly at Lyon,
Mass., abounds in now 1dess for fancy work, and wiil bs found of value in
the home. Price 50 conts por annum,

There is no othor magszigo just like Worthington's—not ono that is so
wolcomo to the whole family. In this respect it stands alono smoog its
competitors, for it appeals to all from oldest to youngest as no other mags-
zine does. Its illustrated papers, cherming storics, dolightful essays, and
noval depastments mako it uniquoe ia design aud especlally interesting from
tho first stage to the last. The Decomber number i3, if possible, more bright
snd varied than any of its predecoseors. If our readers aro not acquainted
with this captivating mag zine, bay a copy and take it home with you. You
will find it & holpfal and iuapiring c)mnanien, and every member of your
family will bo glad to welcome it npon its regular appearance,

Toronto, —Mary Brownlea.
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