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'I'HE ANTIDOTE

S Published every Saturday at the offices, 171 and
173 St, James Street Montreal. It is fssued by the
]oummr. or Costuerck p'ant aad machinery, in time
for the evening suhurban trains, Personal inquirles
may bo made of the proprietor or Louis H. Boult.
Subscription One Dortar per anuum, single copies
Sive Cents May be obtained at all the leading station-
“ers and newsdealer, in Moantreal, Toronto, Quebec,
/Hami'ton, Ottawa, Londen, Halifax, St. Johns,
1 Kingston, Wianipeg, Victoria, Vancouver, &c. All
\* 1 and tH 3 AN 13 be 13
o s“'l‘mx ANTIDOTE ”? 23 above, We do not undertake
{to return unused MSS, or sketches,
? Published by M. S Forgvat 171 and 173 St, James
! Street, Montreal, -

o HOUR PRIZE LIST¥®

: 0 aoy cne obtaining for us One Thousand new
'.\ anaual subscribers before ..t January, 1893, we
“wilsend one first-class Upright Seven Octave Piavo.
' Torte ; for Five Huodred subscribers we will give one
. :ﬁmac‘ass ticket to Europe and return; for ‘Two
‘Hundred and Fifty subscribers, ons first-class Sewing
i Machine; for Onc Bundred subscribers, aGold Watch;
{ for Fifiy subscribers, a New Webster’s Dictionary,
Unabndged and for Twenty-five a Silver Watch.

SENSITIVENESS.

A sc citive plant is all very well in a
$ conservatory, where it is protected
Y from the weather and vulgar hands,
X but 1t is hardly suitable for the ount-
side rough-and-tumble world. A good
many people, in a measure, resemble
the above sensitive plant, and arc over-
sensitive, as to what others may say
jor think, very often taking to them-
%gelves what was never Intended. A
4 century ago, one of such would have
:almost continuall,” have his hand upon
"fthe hilt of his sword to avenge some
:Imagined insult, and now that the days
“1of duelling are past—in civilized coun-
“ftries at all events—the same thin-skin-
) ncd individuals arc ever ready to “cut”

~their acquaintances, with looks in place

‘pf steel, for a fanciecd wrong. This
}1101*bid self-consciousness, must be as

painful to those inflicted with it as it

:'is disagrecable to those who are visit-

,Acd with the -esults. Our over-sensitive
'“jmm always belicevs that it a writer
i]( ‘picts some trait, or perhaps failing
\\ hich he in common with riany others
.mm possess, it was he specially who
was singled out as a target for the
ﬂ\.thor's arrows, “ Q! tempora, O:

-ores™ what a skin is this to travel
$
.Qbout with, which you caa hardly

) ‘t;ouch without bruising, and to which

% Joke is absolute torture.
. ? Beeause Smith—who is not all the
%

STHE HENTIDOTBE#®

man we¢ mean by the bye—happens to
be six feet high and te have been twice
married, he 18 morally convinced, that
an author writing a tole, fn  which
there 18 a character of seventy-two
fanches, and who made a2 sccond venture
in matrimony, has drawn him, Smith,
wien 1t is more than probable, the
author has never scen or even heard
of that sensitive gentleman,

Go home, you sclf-conscious booby,
and learn that there arc other tall
fellows, beside yourself, with long cars
and sccond wives. :

We do not admire the oppusite of
the Smith type whoxe thick skins are
as impervious as the hide of a rhino
ceros—we have met one or two, nay
a dozen such, so we have no reference
to you, Mr. Jones—but of the two the
obtuse man escapes much of the mis-
ery, to which his sensitive neighbor is
subjected.

Those who are always dreading and
resenting what they believe the world
is saying ol therh, are they whom the
world troubles ftself least abouv, and
the sooner they cast off their garment
of scnsitiveness the better for them-
selves and everybody clse.

—. St
ENMITY.

In a recent article, we stated our
belief that there are many of us, who
pass through this life without experi-
encing true friendship, but on the
other hand, there are very few, who
have not felt the sting of cnmity.
Those, who have many enimies, arc gen-
erally deserving of the same, for how-
ever we may pretend to sncer at the
world for its judgment, the latter in
its estimate of character is not often
far wrong, in spite of what is called
heartless prejudice and so  forth.
Strange to say however, as regards
the opposite, we do nou find, that he,
who is without a single encmy, is one
who commands vither admiration or
respect, Tnere is & neutral tint, so
to speak, . & want of individuality
about him—which rather raises a feel-
ing of contempt, or at lcast pity in
our minds, occasionally accompanfed
with a similar suspicion to that
found by Sir Oliver Surfuce in “The
School for Scandal,” of his nephew Jos-

3

eph, when fold by Sir Peter Teazle that
“everybody in the world speaks well
of him.,”

We hope we shall not be misunder-
stood, but there is a kind of enmity,
whi h a man {8 the better for having
exhibited towards him, because it
means, that he has pushed his way
successfully, in doing which, he has
trodden on somcbody’s corns. It Is
not pleasant to have one’s pedal extre-
mitiea trampled upon, but in growling,
as we move aside, we acknowledge the
welght of the crunching foot, whercas,
though we smile at the goodnatured
man Who never su incommodes us, it is
tobe feared, that the latter feeling Jjs
as selfish as the former, the difference
consisting simply from the amount of
interference with our own comfort. The
successful man must almost necessarily
be subject to the above mentioned en-
mity, while he who fails, is too often

himself his only enemy. The former
claims more respect though he is seld-

om the best liked.

One with a strnog individuality of
character can hardly avold making cne-
mies of those he passes in the race, but
there is no shame attached to this
species of enmity which eminates from
envy, and if a man lose not his own
sclf-respect, even that envy will not
blind the respect of its possessors. *We
do not live in Utopia, and when we
‘““play at bowls we must expect rub-
bers,” so, in tonclusion we maintain,
that happy is he, who has only that
enmity, which is ““ of t.he earth carthy,”
and being buried in his grave, leaves
his fame untarnished as a heritage to

his heirs.
et Ty

THE EDITOR’S FYLE.

The ‘ Antidote” has bLeen Issued
thrice ; it has only been running three
weeks, and yet the Editor finds a per-
fect deluge of letters on his fyle, con-
taining all sorts of suggestions from
numbers of correspondents. Thls is 8o
far pleasant, thatitproves the paper is
being circulated and read, but there is
another side to the picture, and the
Editor—like Iago—cannot help exclaim-
ing ‘ How poor are they that have
not paticnce.” Among the epistles are
some commencing, “Sir,” “Dear Sir,” or



