MC2289

" PR =

y o~

o,

!

Al

o R T Y £ A e AT

POOR

1 T —

AR A Y TN
ke o il 2 AL o ¥ L s e

THE EVENING TIMES, ST, JOHN, N. B, BATURDAY, BEPT

o P o e ML e L

EMBER 18, 1903

ST R

e TR

DOCUMENT

T B I

Request the pleasure of your presence at their FALL MILLINERY OPENING which has been
Sanned for TUESDAY, WEDNESDAY and THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 2lst., g
22nd and 23rd. We are showing the latest Parisian ideas in hats of the hour, ' All style leaders, We
display more extensive lines, of novelties than ever before.
A WORD TO THE LADIES FROM
~ OUR CLOAR DEPARTMENT.
Our Costumes, Coats and SKirts .55 e =
the ‘t,garment ,é long life, the perfect lines are retainad and the entire garment at every point gives satisfac- g
tion.  This means full value to our customers and a trade that stays with us always. :
Ladie's»’“_fSuits,‘Ready:Made,l-from - = = = $12.00 to $35.00. |
: Ladies’ Suits, Made-to-order, from - - - - 13.00 to 45.00. oo ,
Ladies’ Coats, Made-to-order, from - e - - - - . $9.00 to $40.00 |
Ladies’ Coats, Ready-made, from o e e - - - 5.00 to 30.00
Ladies’ SKirts, Ready-made, from - : =i e - 1.98 to 12.00 |(-=
Ladies’ Skirts, Made-to-order, from =S e - - - 4.50 to 1500 —=&
‘We also have a full line of Ladies Furs, all Marlkied in Plain Figures That we will Give 10 Per Cent. Off During September a '
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tundred years will have passed on next Saturday,

Johnson was born
As a schoolmaster he tau
and after many vain e
th a tragedy and two-
was paralleled
alert of mind as he was slothful in body.
works—essays, biographers,
end the famous Dictionary—are mostly literary curi |
“Life of Johnson,”
classics of  English Literature.
Tohnson’s influence upon his age was enormous.
He died in 1784 and is buried in Westminster
b

at Lichfield, En,
ght young
fiorts to make a living he landed

createst actor;

[is prodigious learn

osities; but the
well, is one of the

Seéptember 18, ‘sinse Samuel
e was the son of a second-hand book-
Garrick, destined to be England’s

pence half-penny in his pocket.
only by his miserable pov-
poems, ‘romance,

by James Bos-

ndon town contains mno more inter-
lden days than the
a quaint eighteenth cen-
ine Office Court, where
Johnson is said to have

esting survival of o
Cheshire Cheese,
tury tavern in
the mighty Dr

e long pipes known as
are conducted through
d across the sanded
“identical” chairs
smith used to

bought one of th
church wardens,
the paneled hall an
~ foors and are shown the
which Johnson and Gold
hnson’s seat was always
d Goldsmith sat on his left,
and a proper amount of faith can
them still, sipping:the
away at their pipes,
mighty disputations
beefsteak pie, whi
ory of the establishment. °
While the faithful are thus
following in the footsteps of the
the skeptical are laughing at the
e human race, and the knavery
It is glibly asserted that
bald fake, and

d holding forth in
while waiting for the
ch is still the peculiar

fthe Cheshire Cheese is a
the scoffers point out that it is never
once mentioned in the many tomes of Bos-
well, who overlooked nothin
George Birkbe
hose edition of Boswell is
dititon of anything, estab-

the greatest e
f the Cheese’s landlord.

lished the claim o
‘Another diligent antiquary,
Redding, has ¢
ever, asserting t!

Fleet street trad

ome to the rescue,
hat he had conversc‘ed with
esmen who had actually

seen the Doctor in the building.

This saves the landlord’s face. He is
absolved from being the tool of a syndi*
cate to ‘humbug and fleece credulous and
liberal Americans, The “Old Curiosity
Shop,” which is pointed out as Dickens’,
is no doubt a fake, but it is quite possible
that Dr. Johnson did often drop in at
the Cheese. The Johnson: Club has set its
seal of approval upon the tradition by
holding its meetings occasionally at the
Cheese, on which occasion the presiding
officer duly sits in Johnson’s place, and
who would “mock at an ancient tradition,
begun upon an honorable respect?”
Besides, a modern poet namesake of the
doughty Doctor’s—poor Lionel Johnson,
whose tragic death reads like one of Mau-
passant’s or Stevenson’s ‘‘crawlers’—has
written a poem about Johnson and the
Cheshire Cheese, which ought to settle
the matter, since ‘“poetry has a wider
truth and a higher aim than history,” ac-
cording to Aristotle.

THE THRONE OF FELICITY.

So, peeping m through the door of the
left-hand room on entering the hall of
the Cheese, we may fancy that we see
the Doctor’s portly shade, seated in his
accustomed chair, on the: two-hundredth
anniversary of his birth, which occurs this
week, holding forth to his cronies with
the imperious volubility of old, the most
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ly ‘You lie, sir!’
sensitive that he flared up at this, and
disputa-

4] :
‘ gmmam&mqmawrw-wm

we discontinued ‘our amicable

tion.”
“Yet you must allow my native land
some merit,” protests Boswell.

The Bill o’ Faere, .
: a7 Zhe heese”

“for when I was in' Edinburgh I did sece
a- sight that pleased me misheily.”
“What was that?” inquired Boswell.
“The road to London; sir,” comes John-
.son's' crushing retort. ¥ { i

MUST HAVE HIS TALK OUT.
Someone arises and makes ready to go.

«Sit down, sir!” commands the Great
Cham of Literature, as Smollet termed

D
a4

poetaster  Churchill?” ¢

“Why should he read

el,” ‘interjects Johnson, “when

y your own life of himself to read?”
“Hark, ye!” says Davies, and reads as

follows:

"W’ith1 }nm came mighty Davies. (On my

ife

That Davies hath a very pretty wife!)

such fellows’ ‘driv-
he has

Statesman all over—in plots famous
grown— Johnson. * “Sit down, sir! You remind
He mouths a sentence as curs mouth ajme of John Wesley. John Wesley’s con-
bone.” versation is good, but he is never at leis-

ure. He is always obliged to go ata certain
hour. This is very disagreeable to a man
who loves to fold his legs and have out
his talk, as I do.”

The restless one sits down and Dr.

“Console yourself,” says Johnson; “you
know the same fellow has made sport of
me in his poem of ‘The Ghost,” because of
the spectral visitations in Cock Lane. Td

TEe
THeorm HwiZ ar”
2o CHessrre CEeese

ndge once asked Lamb.
you do anything else,” was
and - it fits ‘Dr. Johnson, too.
back in his seat, he announces his text
in ponderous gravity, ip the words he
used to Hawkins: “Sir, a tavern chair is
the throne of human felicity.”

not quite orthodox,” ventures
drawing forth a tablet from his cuff and

preparing to note down the great man’s
reply.

vate house in which people can enjoy
themselves so well 8s at a capital tavern.

ward in proportion as they please.
sir; thege is nothing which has yet been

inn.”

stentorian chorus of congratulations

delihtful of all conversational dictators.
“Did you ever hear me preach?” Cole-

would be gratified to hear his hostelry

Johnson has his talk out.’

Has anyone ever talked like the Doc-
tor? In all the taverns about Fleet street
—Teigh Hunt conjectured that he had
sipped port in every one—he held forth,
as Doswell says, to ‘“persons the most

praised at the expense of Clifton’s eating
house; in the Butcher Row, where he had
met a most uncivil person. This must
have been that bellicose Hibernian with |j
whom Johnson got into a dispute “con-
cerning the cause of some part of man-
kind being black!” The Irishman grew

#I never heard
Lamb’s reply,
Leaning

have my revenge, sir, if ‘I were you, by
leaving the stage.”
“Egad, I will,” mutters Davies, morose-

y. :

“Here’s cheer for all,” quoth Johnson
again as the beefsteak pie was brought in.
“While I have writ in the Rambler what

“Indeed, sir, I, do,” asserted Johnson,
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ot Rt 9“.::::‘.. about that very eon of Belial. He wouldand accomplishments.” At least a dozen *
A ° T8 3, and B 6210, insist that Hume is a good man. I con-|taverns are associated with the Doctor’s
Open on Sundeps: 1663, and futed his argument. by télling him plain- | table talk. ‘He talked voluminously, wise-
P But he is so abnormally |1y as a rule and aiways well. His com-|

mon sensé was his chief characteristic in
conversation, whether it be true or not,
2s Adam Smith told Boswéll that John-
son was “of all writers ancient and mod-
ern—the one who kept off the greatest
distance from common sense.”

But who reads Johnson’s writings ' to-
day. 200 ‘years after he was born? Whoy
read the didactic cogitations of ‘“Rasse-.
las?” ‘or  the pompous platitudes of:
“Trene?”’ It was Goldsmith who truly|
said to him: “If you were to write |
fable about little fishes, Doctor, you wou_‘%:
make the little fishes talk like whales.t!
Yet all this linguistic advoirdupois disap-+~
pears in Boswell’s book. Nobody reads;
the “Lives of the Poets” any longer.'The|
world has thrown the great “Dixonary"‘,
aside as ruthlessly as Becky Sharp flung;
hers out of the carriage window; butj
everybody listens to Johnson as he talks
and talks and talks through Bozzy’s nn-ﬂ
mortal pages. g

THE CHIEF DELIGHT.

Bronson—Did your wife have
time in the country?

Woodson—No; the only thing that re-|
conciled her was the, thought that she

a xmx!il i

widely different in manners, abilities, rank

stayed away two weeks longer than the

woman next door. :
=)

7 > P
“so warm and intemperate in his expres-|T think of gulosity or excessive voracity,

“That’s a sentiment most convivial, but

Boswell, | sions” that Johnson walked away. As 81T have myself inherited a healthy appetite

from the days when I practiced the art
of living in a garret at 18 pence a week.
There is a time of life, sir,” he continued,
turning to Burke, “when a man requires
the repairs of the table.”

For a while the peeper hears mnought

parting shaft the irate disputant declared
that he had “a most ungainly figure, and
an affection of pomposity, unworthy of
a man of genius.”

“BOSWELL’S ONLIE BEGETTER.”

“Sir,” he proclaimed, “there is no pri- My E a@

Health is true beauty.

. . At a tavern you are sure you| “Here comes Tom Davies,’ said Gold- =

are welcome, and the more noise yOU|gmith, as the door opens and another jov- g;:;ctetshea;lgtt;gu:gs k:,%ie:ha?gaif::é * u&(:: buovant and elastic step is within the reach of every
make, the more trouble you give, the more | jg] comrade joins the circle. In an aside Fletcherian mastication is no new thi :

good things you call for, the welcomer you| to Garrick, Goldsmith adds: “Tom Davies|  nder th e occasional dosé of s

are. No servants will attend you with | threw Boswell at Johnson for a whim uiGer Uhe sy - Y

the alacrity which waiters do, who are in-| and he stuck like one of the burrs of his HE. SCOURGES THE SCOTS.

cited by the prospect of an immediate re-| native land.” We that are peeping may| “Is mot such a beefsteak Worth ‘4 pauk .

dron of your Scotch oatmeal?” inquires
the Doctor of the sedulous Boswell. “l
have often remarked that the oats which )
we feed to our horses in England are de- will keep most women in health, The
voured by Scotchmen.”
“Some one might answer you aptly, sir,” |
ventures Boswell, with timidity, “that for
this reason England breeds such fine W

horses and Scotland such fine men.” Naiur

“None, of that sir, to me,” thundered

No, | feel grateful to Davies, actor and book-
seller, for that whim gave to the world
the greatest of all biographies, and made
the insignificant Boswell among biograph-
ers what Homer is among poets and Gib-
bon among historians.

But Tom Davies doesn’t look at all
jolly tonight—quite out of place in that
assemblage—and presently the reason is
revealed. He hoids a volume in his hand,
his finger inserted between the pages to| Johnson. “Tine men, indeed! Such crea-
mark a place, and he says to Garrick: | tures as your atheistical Hume. I had

“Have you seen the slur of that pestHentguite an altercation with Adam Swmith - 3]

contrived by man by which so much hap-

piness is. produced as by a good tavern or
the system, rencw the supply of -b

and a
re-
minds the Doctor again that this is his
two-hundredth birthday.

And the Doctor, not one whit discon-
certed by the interruption, continues his
harangue. How mine host of the “Cheese”’

Then the tankards are raised,
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Beautiful

The charm of bright eyes, rosy cheek’sv‘,‘rounded figure, :

easonable care in diet, regular exercise and due amount of sleep with an

timely use of these pills will strengthen
lood and relieve nausea and depression.

The beneficial cifects of Beecham's Pills on the bowels, liver, stomach,
and complexion, make them women’s greatest aid to health and ;n a true sense

's Cosmetic

Preparcd only by Thomas Beecham, St. Helens, Lancashire Bngland.
$0ld by atl Druggl U ; s 28 cents.

‘woman.
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