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*rie Editor's Dream.

I- waS one of those dlreamy, suîltry summler
day%, so chat acteritic of June. T'he editor s.at

listlesi among his exchange', iow dippiig lus
pen in the imnucilage and mîîechanically wiping
it in his hair. now gazing at the blue bottle fly
which buucd mlonlotonlously ont the window)%, now%
seizing b>' sissPrs with deteriunation, and let.
ting them nlin Ci from i' ingers into the waste-

bsenow turning again to the fly as it tittd
away through a brokeni pane and was lost to
sight. Slowiy Iis head dropped forward until
it reoed in the bundle of papers before himu,
.id. becoinng oblivIus to things about hini,
he semoed be bol ne away on the wings tf a
giant botîttle.tly, far, far beyond the tleecy ciouds
that doated in zenith, o,'n and on till he rached
the gates of a beautiful white city, whîere throngs
rep resenting ail nationN of the earth were miov-
ing in the ecstisy of joy. Canly ie approached
the keeler of the gate, and. presenting his card,
deianded adiiittance to " the Fair." " \Ior-
tal," responded a voice swcet as iiiusic, vet full
of pow-er, " this i not a wicked citv of the
eatth: thoul art at the gates of ieaven."
Slightly abashed, yet clieerily, the editor res-
ponded, Io do not deny the usual coin tesy
to the press." St. Peter, for lie it was who
guarded hue gate, e.tended lis hand, and said,
" W\*e e, child of the earth : thv trials have
heen many, but thy teward is great. Long
hast thon labored for humanitv, and muanv
bleings brouight themlî, though they k-w fi
not. Enter thou the joys of Icaven but,
lest lack of occupation inake thee lonely, sit on
the right of the portal for a tinie and take note
of the disposition made of those who approach.
'lie editor had scarcelv scated himlself within
the walls when one whlom lie recogniseid as
having been a subscriber on cai th approached.
lie lad taken the paper three years, and with-
out paying what he owed uumarkcd i " Re-
fused." liHe no sooner saw the editor than lie
huig his head for shaie. Peter, who knew
hiiii fromt afar off, branded in scarlet upon his
forelead the word "' Refused," and sent him to
the hottest Idace known to mn or angels.
Next tlire caime a n.i whito vowed for sub.
'cription and changed his address to evade
paymieni. 1le could ot lok St. Peter in the
face. and whien le akd tuat lie Iigit enter,
the gates clo".ed, and on themii were written
" Not Here." Then there came a carele>s de-
inioueint %01-, lhad takeii the paper for years and
kep't the editor fromt his due. St. Peter looked
imil in tIe face and pased judgmlent, " 'ortal,

thy 'ia is great, yet thinle inclination good.

Thou imavest enter within the w balk. but will
for the first thousand years set typîe inI the office
of the C'elestial Post util thou ha.st learned tiat
on Carth thy paper cost the editor labior and

ioney, that thereby thoi imayest be brouglit to

kinow h ow grievous was thy sin." Tie great
guardian of the gate dieu atrned to the editor,
who sat bewildered at this display of , ,tice,
anid said, " :lortal, thyv work is lot yet done.
Return to caith and write what thou hast seen
as a wariing to hakind," Te editor awoke,
rubbled his eves anid wrote his dream.-North-
western Review.

Vhen to Stop Advertising.
Wmii.:N the population ceases tu mlulupfly and

the generations that crowd on after you and
never heard of you stop comning on.

When you have convinced evervodv whose
life will touchi yours that you have better goods
and lower prices than they cai get aniywhere
else.

Wien you perceive it to bc a ile tiat ien
who never advertise are outstripping their neigli-
bors ini the saine Une of business.

When men stop niaking fortunes in your
sight solely through the discreet use of the
nighty agent.

When you can forget the vords of the s'hrewd.
est anid most successful business mini concern-
ing the main cause of their prosperity.

Whenl everv man has become so thorouighly
a creature of habit that lie will certainly buy
this vear where le bouglit last year.

\\hein younger and fresier hou.es iii vour
ine cease startig up and using due new'papers
in telling the people iov iuch better thiey can
du for theum ian you can.

When vou would rather have vour own way
and fail tian take advicc and w-in.

Wieni nobody else thinks it pays t advertise.

-Engish Trade journal.

-Bret larte is so frequently conipliiented
as the author of " Little Breechs " tuit lie is
almiost as soi rv it was ever written as is Col.

John Hay, who would prefer his famne to rest on
more aibitious work. A gushing lady who

prided lierself upon h er literary taltes, said to
hiiiii once: '« My dear 'Mr. Hiarte, I amî so
delighted to ineet you. I have read everything
yot ever wrote : but, of all our dialect verses,
there is flonte that compares with your ' Little
Breccies.'" " I quite agree vithî you, maidani,"
said Mr. Ilarte, "but you have put the littie
brceclies on the wroiig ian."
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