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More ot It.

The rector of Ringwold, near Dover, England,
has ¢ Boycotted ' the schoolmaster. The school-
master was required to marry, in order that his
wife should teach the infant echool. The ree-
tor, however, learned that the lady was a non-
conformist, and before the marringe took place
he threatened to expel the unhuppy tencher
should he fulfii his promiso of marringe. The
teacher had too much manliness to submit to
the bigoted priest.—Enylish Puper.

Brother ! "gainst bigot, priest, and prig, God speed theein

the strife ;
In fearless manhood strive to guard, thy *‘non-conform-

ist" wife! .
Be bold for right of honest love, tho' stoled and mitred

cant,

To ** mere dissenting folk ” no mare than street acquain-
tance grant !

To lier old maxim see the sect of L.avp and J&FFRIBS

true ! .
And what arc ward’s in this free Jand, it seems are deedy
- with you.

Brother ! bestrong; nor fear to flout the Pharisatc race,
Grip greets thy wife though bigots seorn her sweet dis-
seating face !

Of on a Tour.

M. Blake, probably feeling the inspiration of
- the Spring nir, has come out of his shell alto-
gether. Those who have been inctined to cavil
at the hon. gentleman as & would-bs recluse,
have had their mouths effectually stopped.
After 2 long session of hard--and what is
worse ineffectual—work, and without tuking
tiwe to do more than rush home and kiss his
family, the newly encrgized leader of the Oppo.
sition has sturted off on his loug-talked-of Mari-
tiuse tour.  GRir signalizes the cvent by mak-
ing « picture of the vourist as he probably
apposred, equipped for the journey. The Hom.
LEuward’s mission has a three-fold object. 1n
the fixst place he is going to talk to the people
~to what un alarming and uncalled for ex-
tent may be judged by the bulging sides of the
above carpet bag, which coninins only the very
briofest notes of a few memorands on one or
two of the subjects he intends ventiluting,
Secondly, he is going to oat for the glory of the
Reform party; hence the other satchel, which is
supplied with bottles of the excellent appetite-
inducing tonic manufactured by Turner, corner
of Bloor and Yonge streets (free ad.) And
thirdly—and chiefly—he is going to catch votos
if possible; and hence the scoop net, tho appear-
ance of which is sure to place him en rapport
with the tishermen down by the sea. Pence go
with him. Grre congratuletes the Maritime
Provinces on the oratorical treat in store for
them, and the disconsolate Opposition on the
great harvest they will reap from the sced their
leader is about to sow, -

Mrs. O'Tare on Hommopathy.
Siaxrirowy, Month o’ March, 1881,

Misrner Inrrer,—Share its mesilf ought to’
be afther axin yer pardon fov muakin bould to
be sendin the likesuv yez o letthir, bein as T'm
& widdy womun. But maybe perhiaps now yez
woudn’t mind printin® mew letther in yer bit av
o picter japer, the wan wid all the quare little
divils, an bansh es, an fairies, an the burd wid
tho big black bake oun thetopavit, When Ise.nn
thim the tares cum into me eyes wid Janghin
an, sez I, shure the Loss himsill must be the
picter av ‘good-natur, and bedad 'Ll write him
this letther all ubout the quare ways ov doctlior-
in ; shure he won’t mnoind, secin 0s I'm a widdy
woman :—

Mistaer Guir—Deer sur, Mrs. Eye, inthe
big house beyant, she tuk sick in the night, an
the nurse that cawm to wash the baby she tnk
bad the next day, Misther Eye he wint tarin
up the street like u crazy man, bnt divil a nurse
cud he get, they wercall cugaged—iviry mortal
wau. At last he cum to me and sez he to me,
sez he, ** Mietress O"l'are” sz he, liftin his hat
as if mesilf wag u born ludy, * wud yer moind
comin to nurse at our housc an I'll give yez
#5 o week 27 ¢ Yes, sur,” rays I, an Idraps him
a curtsy as low us mesill wud give the praste.
It was a boy, Misther Grir, fourteen pounds two
ounces, wid a beautiful head av black heir, an
him suckin his thums already. DMistress Eye
was & very nice wowman, but she wanted a power
av waitin on. ‘*Mistress O’Tare gimme a
benkercher plaze,” * U'll take me toast water
now iv ye plaze,” ©* Will yez kindly make my
bafe-tes.” ““Don’t forget me finger napkin
plaze,” from mornin till night. Bud cess to
yoz, eays I (to mesilf) sure its the threadmill
I might as well be in, as trottin up and down
them two pare av staivs for ivery mortal thing.
An the baby it ud be serachin an Mistress
Eye ud be o trimbling an & eryin “Oh! Mis-
tress O’Tare, wat ivir shall Ido?” ‘¢ Put the
child to breast, Mam,” sez I, “Ivery time it
cries?”” sez she, “Av coorse,” sez I, *Oh
dear,” sez she, I do i't want any more babies,”
Wid that the dure opons and savin your pri-
since, sur, in walks o big man wid u lether
satchel in his hand. * Oh Lor, mum,” sez I,
‘“there’s a peddler comin in,”
there,we don’t want anything inyour liue bere,”
but be just lukt in me face, with a quaresmoile,
an goes right up to the bedside an sez he,
“ Well, Mrs. Eye,” says he, “and what's the best
word to-day?” ¢ Oh, Doctor, my nurse was
taken sick an I had to get Mrs. O'Tare,
here,” sez she, ‘*Oh ! ah!another Sairey ch?”
sz he, *Jist let me have two glasses av
wuter, plaze,” sez he to me. *“It's afther
beggin’ yer pardon, I am, doctor,” sez I, ‘if
I knew it was you—, did you say hot water,
doetor?” ¢ No, cold,” sez he. So I gets
the wather an he claps down on & chair, an
~cts the leather bag atune his knees and opens
it. Yez wudn't belave it, but it was bristlin
wid bottloes, little bottles wid corks in thim, wan
row on top av the other. Then he takes a
grey powder out of wan, and a white powder
out av another wan, an then he put them into
the water an that’s all ye cud see, the water
was as clear ag ivir. ** Nurse, sez he.” ** Yes
sur,” sez I, ¢ YouM give & dessert spoonfu! of
this iviry two hours:, and wau of ¢his iviry hnlf
hour, for three hours; thin you can give it
iviry hour, an’ thin the other iviry hour, to al-
ternate,” Och! murther! sez I to mesilf, an
the could sweat cum over me, but niver a word
did I spake but “Yis sur* sez I, an' thin I wint
an shut the dure afther him. ‘Whin I cum back
an Ink't at the tumblers the divil the wan av
me cud tell which was wan and which was
tother wan. FirstIsoz, thisis the wan; no bedad
it ign’t thin,that’s the other wan, Begorra thin,
thinks I, how can this be the other wan when
its this wan here. Oh! wurra, warra, sure its
lavin me siosus I am. An he said I was
to “altornate.” Now wat the divil’s* altornate”

‘- Hoold on |

| sez I, an wid that Mistress Eye begnn snoring

Begorra thin, if this isn't Incky, Now I'll fix
yez, an’ there'll be no mistake atall, at all
So 1 taste the medicine, an as sure as I'm a
livin woman, it was nozhin but a dropav cowld
water ! Here's huek, ses I, drinkin the whole
av it ot wanst. A1 herz'smove av the same, 1
sez agin, an wit that dhrank down this wan,
Thin I fiil thiin up wvith more water irom the
tup, an' whin Mistress tiye wakened up I gives
a dessert spoonful of the water, ns I wae tould
to. “ Bednd I'il be on the sufe side anyway,
cowld water won't hurt yez,” sez 1 to mesili, an
1 did this sawme ivery mornio.  Well sure Mis-
tress Bye whin she cum down stairs she sez
to me, say she. **Mistress O"Fnre” ses she,
“ some folks don’t believo in homwopathy, but
you can testify to tha-great good it has doue
me.” ¢ Thrae for ye, Mum,” sez I, ¢ there’s
vothin’ like n =0p o' cowld water,” No move at

prisint bein’ ¢ 8 ' a willdy woman.
Nowan O Yo,

The Drummer.

The shades of night were falling fast
As through Fred-ric-ton streets there passed,
A drummer small, with Lig valise,
Who kept his eye pecled for police-
man Woodward,
He wravelled “round from store to store,
*nd orders in began to pour,
But every place that drummer went
A faithful hound was on hix scent—
Keen Woadward.

When through, he started for the ¢ Queen,”
Nor thought that he had ** shadowed™ heen,
Jut just when stepping in the dovr,
A voice said, ©* Now I've got you sure,
Smart  wmmer.”
ey wot to pass,” bold Woodward said,
.t M .
Oron yon { will put a hend;
Yon're veddling out your paper ¢ llars,
And you must “ante up " five dolhus,
[nstanter,”
** It strikes me tive is much too large
A sum for license here to charge,
Qur profits here are vwrr small,
pd
I'hen why, 1 ask, should you grab all

g

Qur ducats?

] want go more to hear your jaw:

His Worship Fisher made the law:

So if you still refuse to pay,

Your case before Judge Marsh Ul lay,
To-morrow.”

“So long, detec., I fix it right.”

‘Uhis was the drummer's last good-night ;

Next morn, before the break of day

‘Fhat naughty drummer stole away

From Woodward.

Fredericton, N.B., March rith, 1881,

Colored women may not be always wise, but
none of them are foolish onough to wonr a piece
of white court-plaster on their chin.—Detroit
Free Press.




