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HERE AND THERE.

I¥ these days of active trade competition and keen rivalry in business
that are trying the souls of merchants, and applying with relentless force
the law of the “survival of the fittest” to him who would *keep shop,”
how curious it is to find that, of all tradesmen, the chemist and druggist
alone seems to have immunity from the operation of that principle in
&conomics which governs supply and demand, and has its effect in cheap-
fned wares and diminished profits. To-day the chemist, it may be
haZ&l‘ded, is paid as much for his potions and decoctions as he was paid
I the times of the Alchemists, and for ¢ a dram of poison ” he abstracts
from the pockets of the ailing about as much as Romeo flung at the
3pothecary in the streets of Mantua. The failure of a druggist is as rare
8 the bankruptey of a J ew, and what wonder, so long as five cents’ worth
of drugs and two cents’ worth of bottle, wrapping paper and sealing wax,
®mmand seventy-five cents, or a dollar! Then think of the one or two
hungreq per cent profit upon perfumery, articles for the toilet, liver and
l‘mg pads, seltzer water, and feeding bottles for the baby, not to speak of
the Eldorado mine in physicians’ prescriptions, pharmaceutical preparations,
ind al] gorts of patent medicines and nostrums ! Yet we are told that this
18 & scientific age, an age of medical research and investigation, -of much
Study in physiology, large practice in chemistry, and a wide familiarity
Vith the Materia Medica. But the masses, notwithstanding, pay a dollar
8d a-half for an ounce of bicarb. of soda, put up, as a contemporary points
out, with sealing wax or red twine, when almost a cart load of “ baking
Soda” may be had at the grocer’s for the same money, ‘Why must this go on !
8nd whag potency is there in a Latin prescription, compounded by some
chemig; prentice-lad, that should charm millions annually out of the pockets
of the public? We have competing schools of medicine, keen rivalry
Smong doctors, and institutions where advice, and even medicine, can be

ad gratis, But there we foolishly stop, though all nature cries out for a
all in the price of drugs, some conscience in the druggist’s shop, and active
®mpetition in the trade of the apothecary,

Tug enterprise of the New York Herald is notorious, but Mr. Gordon
chnett’s latest resolution will in all probability mark an epoch in
Journalism. The Herald is prepared to expend a million sterling, or indeed
Vhatever sum may be required, upon a trans-Atlantic cable direct, connect-
lng Fleet-street, London, with Broadway, New York. Nor is this all : as
%00n a5 the cable is at work, which it is fully expected to be in July next,

E“ropean edition of the Herald will appear in London daily. The
llle"“OPOIita,n daily press requires to be aroused from its respectable lethargy,
d the Herald men, with their American smartness, are precisely the men
©doit, The difference in time between London and New York is about

Ve hours, consequently it will be possible to make full use of the wires
*om both ends. One curious result will be that speeches in Parliament
Jade, say between three and four o’clock in the morning, may be read in
u by the New Yorker at breakfast time, whereas the Londoner will be
oort‘mate if he finds a vilely mutilated travesty of the same proceedings in
18 or other of his evening journals,

THE latest dudeism is bracelets. ¢ We have seen males from time to
;me Who wore them,” writes a society journalist, “and who always had
Ril:taﬁ‘ecting explanation to the effect that they were the gift of a deceased

®%, or a collar that once belonged to a toy terrier. But now to be in

N fa'Shion, the dude has to wear short sleeves and cuffs and a big gold
a;t’elet. This is as it should be. If we had our own way he should wear
) lets, a ball and chain, and a ring in hig nose; a tiara underneath his

lst"E’l'-pot hat, and an engagement ring on his third finger; a bouquet-

N der with g big sunflower for a chef d’euvre at the theatre, and a four-
ot f&n,”

. WE read in a New York paper that a noticeable feature of the sleigh-
eevmg turns-out “on the Avenue” and in Central Park this year has
N 1 the winter costume of the gentlemen, whose coats of beaver, astrachan,

The Sealskin throw the lighter garments of the ladies quite into the shade.
N Women, in fact, looked poorly and thinly clad beside husbands, brothers,

Overs, whose caps and coats cost as much as half-a-dozen of Worth’s
Q:Zt. ®Xpensive creations. Indeed, the outfit of an American gentle-
i X Winter is vastly more costly than his coach, landau, tandem, or four-

Q.

%0d, ag seen on the Avenue at Newport in summer time,

4 CORRESPONDENT, revisiting Washington after an interval of some

8] s .
by ™8, Writes ;¢ Quantum mutantur. Charles Sumner’s old house is now an

dnnexe ; Edward Everett’s is occupied by a War Department

office, and so is the house in which Seward was nearly murdered at the
time of Lincolu’s assassination ; the houses of Staunton and of Hamilton
Fish are boarding-houses now ; and Daniel Webster’s former residence has
been converted into a beer-saloon.”

A mIGHLY dramatic scene took place on the Esplanade des Invalides
the other Sunday afternoon. , A large dog, in a terrible state of rabies,
after biting several other dogs, rushed at a group of children who were
playing. A man darted out of the crowd, and, placing himself in the
path of the dog, accepted battle with the animal. The man and the
brute rolled together in the sand for some minutes. Then the man rose
victorious. He had broken the creature’s spine ; but he was streaming
with blood from the bites he had received. The crowd applauded, and
gathering round him, pressed him to have his wounds cauterised. N o,”
said the hero of this adventure in a firm voice, “I have a wife and three
children. My wife has broken my heart, and I am rejoiced to know that
I carry in my veins a poison that will kill me.” He then ran from the
scene of the struggle, and was soon lost to view,

Tuere is a fate in things. Lord Tennyson never could lose that cloak
of his—even at an Academy banquet. It was always too shabby for the
most careless of Bohemians,  The gods would ‘have him wear it ever, and
never wear it out. He thought, however, that he might get a new robe
for the House of Lords, and he ordered the same. The gods seem to have
been angry. Those robes went a-missing.  Lord Tennyson could not, for
some days, get himself sworn for want of them, and was as offectually
excluded as Mr. Bradlaugh from a lawful seat in Parliament, Clearly it
was the intention of Olympus that he should be sworn in the familiar
robes which have tigured so long in London and the country. His pro-
posal to ring out the old, ring in the new, was resented by Apollo, and
he should have claimed a poet’s right to dress as he pleases, as a Peer.

A coRrESPONDENT from Manchester, England, writing on the political
situation, says: ¢ There is an independent political party forming, which
is to have an independent club and to bring forward independent parlia-
mentary candidates. 'Who the promoters of this movement may be I know
not, but probably it will be found that, as usual with self-assertive
‘independents,” they are a mere knot of bitter partisans and fanatics, or
if not, a collection of persons to whom any new ‘fad’ is welcome. I
doubt if either of the great parties in the State will be much alarmed at
the advent of this new rival” An independent party ” would be merely
another party. The proper independence is that which is free from alj

party.

AMERICAN HUMANITY IN THE CIVIL WAR.

Tue discussion raised by Colenel Denison’s vigorous critique on General
Grant carries back my mind to the days which, as a visitor to the United
States, I spent in General Grant’s camp, almost within sight of Richmond,
towards the close of his last campaign, General Butler was my host. He
was then busy in digging his canal at Dutch Gap. I have not followed
with unvarying sympathy the General’s subsequent career as a politician,
but I have a very pleasant recollection of him as a kind and jovial host, a
lively teller of good stories, and a chief whose roughness of manner
evidently did not prevent him from being extremely popular with his aides
and all about him. His character had suffered much from an erroneous
version of his New Orleans proclamation. His style on that as on other
ocecasions had lacked refinement; but his action was in substance right,
and probably averted bloodshed. I am, of course, not going ’to ofter an
opinion on military operations, or to debate the question whether Grant
might not have got to the point at which I found him and Lee entrenched
in face of each other, and apparently at a deadlock, without a serjes of
murderous battles. But I wrote to my friends in England at the time
that all the stories current as to the composition of the Federal army,
which represented it as a mercenary rabble of foreigners, vagabonds, and
Indians picked up as food for powder, might be at once dismissed as
fables ; that so far as a civilian’s eye could judge, the material of the army
was very good ; that there was every appearance of strict discipline, and the
field works, which were immense in extent, seemed by their finish to
bespeak care and zeal in their construction. One man of Indian blood I
saw, but he was an officer in uniform and with the usual side-arms, No
doubt there were many substitutes. But what regular army was ever
composed of disinterested volunteers? General Grant was not with the
army at the time, He had gone to Washington to confer with the Presi-
dent, probably about Sherman’s decisive move. But I vigited his tent and



