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@actoon Conunents,

- LEADING CARTOON.—Sir Andrew Clark, the
ominent English physician, has, after due ex.
amination, assured Sir John A. Macdonald
that there is nothing seriously v rong with his
health, This welcome news has delighted the
Conservative party quite as much as it can
have pleased the chieftain himself, and no
doubt the people at large shave the satisf.iction
most sincerc'y. But it cannot be denied that
the Grit hen had begun to prospect the prema-
turely made tonb of the Tory leader, and must
feel somewhat disappointed when she finds that
for the present, at least, her hopes arc to be
thwarted. If the chicftain retains his vigor
till the next election, and succeeds by some
happy chance in carrying the country again,
he will have realized the bull of ‘eating the
hen that scratches over his grave.”

FIrst PAGE.—AS the farewell banquet ten-
dered to him at Belfast recently, Lord Dufferin
spoke some very kindly words of Canada,
words which Mr. Grre hercby accepts and
responds to on béhalf of the Dominion. There
can be no doubt that Lovd Dufferin—notwith-
standing his diplomatic trairing and his
paturally warm temperament—entertains a
most sincere regard for Canada, and that his
words are to be taken as the utterances of a
genuine friend, We cannot see that he has
any perconal end to serve by speaking honied
phrases that he does not mean. But the Globe
thinks it decent to sncer at our ex-governor's
expression of kindness as *‘oratorical confec-
tionary,” a course in which we venture to say
the ** leading journal ” will find no intelligent
followers. We trust to Lord Dufferin’s own
koowledge of our people to save us from the
imputation of being, as a nation, destitute of
ordinary manners.

EicarE Paer~—The Scott Act has been
grandly carried in threo counties since our Jast
issue, and confirmed by the popular vote after
due trial in a fourth. The whiskey guns in
Bruce, Dufferin and Huron have been spiked.
In the two last placés the vanquished foe
have stolen some of the ballot-boxes and thus
endeavored to thwart the popular will. In

this piece of felony—so exactly in keeping with
the general character of a ¢ benevolent trade™
—the burglars have fortunately failed of their
object, not having stolen enoungh ballots to
overcome the majority. May Canada soon be
delivered from a ‘‘trade” that finds this sort
of thing a congenial oceupation,

THE LADY MEDICOS.

AN ANATOMICAL LECTURE BY PROFESSOR N1P-
rERSON, M.D.

¢ Now, ladies,” began the lecturer of ana-
tomy, Professor Julia Nipperson, M.D.. ¢ we
will proceed to examine the conforination of
the human frame.”

* Doesn't she look just two awfully dowdy
for anything in that old grey merino she wore
last suinmer ?” whispered little Emily Uittle-
tat, B.A., to her sworn fricnd Grace Titz-
gossipe.

“* Yes, and her teeth are false, I do believe,”
wag the reply, * say, what do you think
Frank Flippity told me last night ?”

“T1 don’t know. 'm sure; what was it?”
eagerly inquired Miss Emily.

* He said—"

*“ Less talking there, please} ladies,” inter-
rupted the lecturer,

(““ Ugh! the old cross-patch,” from Emily
in an undertone.  ** The nasty thivg ! I'd like
to scratch her green eyes out,” from her
bosom friend,)

* Well, ladies, as I was saying,” consinned
»the Professor, *if you will do me the favor to
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ook at this skeleton "—openingla closet and
disp'aying the framework of thefhuman form
divine.

““Oh ! oh! oh ! from half a dozen students,
‘“oh ! take the nasty thing away,” ‘“Oh ! my,
I'm going to faint,” ¢ Hand me your vinai-
grette, Mary,” “Quick, quick, Lucy Sunippetts
is swoouing,” and s0 on. '

When ordor was in some measnre restored
tho professor proceeded.

¢ Ladies, you will observe that nature insists
that the lower limbs should be fiee, and that
the body, at this point, should measure more
in circumference than the chest; that is, of
course, in the bony structurc we call the
skeleton. What do we find iz the mandate of
fashion ? Why this: That the waist shonld
be compressed till the vital organs underneath
these lower riba are crowded against one
another in a way most unnatural, and con-
sequently most baneful in its eflects, There
are many of you, here present, who are so
tightly laced that it is & wonder you arc able
to breathe at all.” i

*Oh! what a story,” exclaimed Miss
Maudie Rosemary, ‘‘look, Jonnie, /am quite
loose,” and she performed some wonderful
trick kvown only to the faiver portion of
creation. by which she gave hersolf the ap-
pearance of having plenty of room to spare

beneath her corset—*oh 1 isn’t sho just horrid ?
the spiteful old thing 1"

“Yes,” joined in Susie Milkauwater, * and
do you know Marion Mussybaugs says that
Julia Jones told her that Georgina Jimcracks
heard Ellen Sourgrapes say that she never had
an offer in her life, so therve.”

““Ohl my, isu't that too charmingly ridi-
culous, now ?” replied Miss Rosemary.

‘“Now ladies, to continue my remarks,”
went on the professor; ** but fivst, will any
lady Liondly lend me a cake of chewing gum, I
forgot mino this morning.”

Several boxes of the delicious confection are
held out to her with such remarks as, “ Do
try a piece of mine, my dear Miss Nipperson,”
from Miss Rosemary, ¢ Please take some of
this, dearest Julia,” from Miss Tittletat, B.A,,
and so forth. Having selected a piece of Mias
Boodle’s gum, cansing that young lady to be
regarded with looks of intense hatred and
jealousy by the vest of the fair members of thy
class, Miss Nipperson once more proceeded.

“Ludies, yon may possibly think I am
going too far when I say that felly one-half of
the disorders from which we sufter aro due to
this ubominable practice of tight-lacing. It is
my daty to tell you this, and to beseech you to
cultivate—by the way, I hcard that Daisy
Highflyer is going to be married to that Dr.
Tourniguet ; can any of yon tell me whether it
is true or not !”

“ Yes, yes,” cried several, uud a chorus of
snch sentences as. “I'm sure / can't imagine
what he sees to like in her.” ¢ She wears No.
4’s.” **She’s the puggiest nosed thing I ever
suw,”  “ A pretty figure she'll cut with her
red hair under a bridal veil,” and ** well, some
men do have queer tastes, that's certain,” was
heard on every side.

Quiet being onece morc brought atout, Miss
Nipperson went on, *‘Ladies, as I remarked,
you must cultivate strength of mind sufficient-
ly to enable yourselves to dispense with those
cnemies of our sex, corscts, You must be

above little feminine weaknesses—Oh! oh!
oh ! a mouse ! a mouse ! amouse I” and amidst
a terrific comrse of scrcams, screeches and
vells the lecturer scurried out of the room, fol-
lowed by the whole class, forms chairs and skele-
ton being overturned in their precipitate flight.

And the mouse, laughing softly to himself,
Fickcd up a crumb or two and went back to
his hole.”

A STREET-CAR EPISODE.

Though some of the city papers make out
that men have as much rﬂ;ht to 2 seating
street-car as women who have only been shop-
Fing, and who could easily go home half an
hour before the six o’clock rush comes o, siill,
when a man has to stand he can wile away the
time and forget his weariness by listeiing to
some of the conversation indulged in by thesc
ladies of lvisure and ease,

The street-car was crowded the other
evening when GrIP’s represcatative was going
home, and he had to stend. ‘T'wo immeunse,
stout, muscunlar females occupicd enough space
to have satisfied half a dozen smuller people,
Great, sturdy, well-fed specimens of fenn'ninity

.
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they were, ten times as well able to stand as
the tired men and weary sewing girls who were
on their-feet. But there they sat dressed in
cestly and showy materials, huge flashy chains
dangiling about their ponderous busts, and dis-
playing great, tawdry-looking rvings outside
their gloves. But then their conversation was
treat enough to compensate those who heard it
for having to stand. Oh ! it was nice,

¢ Ho ! the hidea,” began gross woman No.
1, ‘“ the hidea of riding on a street-car; my
*usband has so hoften hurged me not to do it.
So wulgar, y’ know,” dud she flauntcd her
rings in the air, and added loudly, 8o that all
might hear, ¢ but our kerridge is being
repaired.”

¢ 1¢’s orribly low, I'm aweer,” replied Gross
woman No. 2, “but one can’t hacshally wall,
it’s too wulgar and common; besides, I
halways suffers so from ‘spasms’ when I
walks. T'm so painfully delikit, Mrs. Boggs,
so delikit.”

*“You looks it, hindeed, my dear Mrs.
Rougeby,” replied her friend, **a running to
flesh isn t mwariably a healthy sign.” Ol !
Myrs. Boggs, surely you don’t call me fleshy, It's
these here thick clothes. 1 couldn’t prewail on
Mr, Rougeby not to buy me this here heavy
cloak, though-it cost him nigh on to three
'undred dollars, and this velvet dress costihim
nothing under five.”

‘¢ Dcor me !” responded the other, who was
not quite so gorgeously arrayed, I thought
it was a cotton velvet !”

*“Ho ! my 'ushand wouldn’t never allow me¢
to wear ecotting,  It’s henly the lowest canile
as wemrs cotting velvets,” answered Mrs,
Rougeby, hotly and highly indigoant.

“ Q‘Vell, your man—-"

“My hushand, if you please,”
the most frigid politeness.)

‘¢ Beg your parding, mem; your husband
bein’ in the dry goods business can, in course,
get you them things cheap.”

* Lov! cheap! he wouldn’t let e be seen
in a cheap gownd. Wisiting, as we does,
amongst the very best of kerridge people, it
wouldn't never do for me to wear them there
cheap things, Thanking you kindly for your
insiniwations, mem, and when does Mr. Bogys
return from Kiogston, mem, it's no secret as
his time will soou be hup, mem.”

The conductor coming round for the fares
opportunely stopped the conversation which
was becoming animated.

“Ifo! lor! Hive forgot my puss, I do
declare,” ejaculated Mrs, Rougeby, ¢ what-
hever shall I do?”

“You must get ofl, ma'am,” politely said
the couductor.

““ Get hoff and walk ; lor! I’im Mrs. Rouge

(This with

% Can’t help it, ma’am,” replied the condue-
tor, pulling the strap.

“Mrs, Boggs, cun you lend me five cents ?”

“Lend you five cents! Not Ili hindeed ;
not to save you from a Hineberate Hasylum,”
retorted Mra. Boggs, who was revenged for the
other’s apeech about her husband, "¢ No, get
hoff and walk ; them as can’t afford to ride
must walk. Get hoff, get hofl'! and don’t keep
people waiting as cen afford to paternize
strect-cars, and as don’t talk about their
kerridges, which is, p'raps, honly himaginavy
hafter hall,” and with this partingshot ringing
in hor ears Mrs. Rougeby left the cars.

“Haw ! haw ! haw !” roared a callow youth
in short coat and tight trousers, slapping his
companion on the fthigh;, ‘¢ Bahy Jovel Al
say, that's good, eh, Smirky? Best fun Ai've
had in'a loug time, bahy Jove1”

“Should say it was,” replied the intellectual
Smirkey, ‘‘ these women amuse me,” and he
ts_niggered und guffawed till he was red in the
ace.

*“ And who might you please to be calling
wimmen, young man ?’ broke out Mrs. Boggs.

“Hi'ed have you know as Him mno woman,
young feller.”

"“Hallo 1" said Mr. Smirkey’s friend,
¢ what’s struck you, old lady 7

‘ Hold lady, hindeed,” screamed the cx-
asperated Mrs. Boges,” ¢ Hif Hi hama lady,
bas Hi hawm, Hi ld "ave you know as Hi'm not
Iold ; and please to keep your remarks to your-
self kif you please, Miss,”"—this to a pretty
sewing-girl who had incantiously whispered
‘‘not over sixty,” to her friend,—* hand li've
no doubt, Miss, has you'd be walkin’ hif
you didn’t appear to be no better than you
should Le, Miss. Hand has for you, young
feller, whoever you hare—" -

“My paw is a gentleman—" began Mr.
Smirkey.

““ Ho! hindeed !’ vejoined Mrs Boggs, con-
temptuounsly, ‘“hand what puttickler cage in
the monkey dipartment of the Zoo might your
paw be a tennint hof, kif you piease?”

“Oh! Isay, y’ know; come now, I say,
that’s too rongh, v’ know,”

But here Mk. Grirs’ correspondent had to
leave the car, and the scene ended for him,

By all means let these women do as they
plense. But really we must bo allowed to
enjoy 2 little fun, if we do have to stand.
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FASHIONABLE BOARVING-HOQUSES.
(Concluded).

t“Well, Mr. O’ Toole,” I ssid, as soon ag I

had seated myself en a broken chair, “as I

said, I require board—good fashionable board,

now what are your terms ?”

“Terrms, is it,” exclaimed Mr. Q'Toole,
“what micht ye mane hy terrins? Sure an if
it’s insultin’ me yc mane I'm the b’y ye darn’t
say black’s the white av ver eye to. What
d’ye manc by terrms, ve dirthy, lanthern jaw-
ed spalpeen ? Is it bekasec my b’y Jimmy is
doin’ threeyearsinthe Pinitintiary,and Micky’s
acrost the wather for a couple o' months that
ye'd be afther remnimdin’ me of my misfortunes,
ye long-legged, black-muzzled, ill-conditioned
blagyard, to come throwin up yer torrms to a
dacint, hovest man; bad cess to yc: Take
that !’ an Mr. O’Toole’s passion, which had
been increasiog during the delivery of the
above haraugne. which was poured out with
tremendons volubility, now faitly got the
better of him and he sent an empty quart
bottle whizz'ng past my head, the missile be-
m% shattered to atoms on the wall behind me.

hastened to assure the descendant of the
proud O"Tooles that »no insult was intended :
that I knew his son Jimmy had been wholly
innocent of the crime for which he was sent
down, and that his incarceration was nothing
but the result of the malice and vindictivencss
of the vile Saxons who had been the means of
congigning him to durance vile, and that all I
wunted to kpow was his rates per diem.

¢ Rates !” fairly howled Mr. O’Toole, *“isit
a collecthor of rates ye are an’ me never so
much as usin’ a dbrop of wather from year's
end to ycar's end barrin’ what's put in the tay
and the gollyogue of whishkey. Herc ! Bar-

ney! Black Dan! Shamus! here’s a hay
thenish baste of a tax collecthor afther his
rates. Come down an’ murdher the villyin,”
and I heard heavy footsteps in the rgom above.

“Mr.0’Toole, Mr.0"Ioole,” I gasped as well
as I could, for the fiery Celt had seized me by
throat and was choking ine, *“I only—gurgle,
guargle, gasp—wanted to know—gurgle, gurgle,
how much you charged for board.”

** An’ why, in the divil's name, didn’t ye
say so at firrst 2 replied Mr. O'Toole, relaxing
his grip.

:& id,"” I answered.

“ Ye lie, ye blagyard,” responded the land-
lord, *‘ It's a whishkey detictive ye arc, I'n
thinkin’. Me tariff for board is three dollars
a week ; paid in advance ; ye must let e priv-
ately search yer thrunk for fear ye might be
one ov thim dynamiters—"

‘“‘But I can’t pay in advance,” I answered,
“I am a meinber of the British aristocracy—"

““Goroo ! Whonsh ! Miilia murther! Down
wid the riprisintative ov the oppreshors ov the
poor ! Out wid him! Bang! Whack ! Bing !’
and amidst a shower of all kinds of wmissiles
and the free play of the cudgels of Mr, O'Toole
himsclf, Barney, Black Dan and Shamus on
my head, I was hustled out into the street, my
ulster torn from me and in a statec morc dead
than alive.

The door of Mr. O'Toole’s establishment was
closed with & bang, and I was left to my
meditations.

In vain I sought more hospitable guarters,
I met with the same treatment everywhere.
The demaud for money in advance on account
of my lack of baggage confronted me at every
turn and I returued to my home fully convin-
ced that the poor man is despised and rejected
by the keepers of fashionable boarding houses.

I divested myself of my shabby suit and
donned my ost fashionable vresplendent
apparel and, on my way to the office, met the
lady who presides over the Adelaide-street
establishment at which I had called. She
recognized me and, with tears of contrition in
her cyes, addvessed me and apologized for her
reatment of me, adding that she was mistaken
and that her bess front room was at my
service.

*“Madam,” I replied, I sec through your
shallow hypoerisy ; you had a chance to
entertain an mnge{nnawares and you spurned
‘thut chance. As a poor man you despised me,

Now, when you sce me arrayed, Solomos-like,
in all my glovy, you would take me in, but,
madam,”—and I procceded on my way *‘Iam
not to be taken in.”

Thus ended my adventures in the gnise of a
poor man at Fashionuble Boarding Houses,
and I doubt not, mauny, besides myself, have
been similarly subjected to contumely and
insult on account of a lack of ready funds and
the presence of a shabby exterior.
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A WORD TO THE DRESS REFORMERS.

1t isn't the women, it’s the men who admire
tight lacing. You lecture the men! The
women would only be too glad to pitch the
corsets into the Lay, but the resuly wonld be
no gentleman would look at them, they would
be voted strongminded and all that sort of
thing, and you kpow how the male sex abhor
strongminded women—they prefer weakmind-
ed women, avd so to curry favor the women
who are not weakminded make it appear that
they are so by following wherever fashion
leads. Of one thing you may be sure, they
would never he weakminded enough to marry
a msn who squeezed his grand musculer
proportions out of all shape, by wearing tight
staya, You know how the women go iuto
fits of admiration over a fellow with the tigure
of a gladiator or the form of a Hercules. Now
here’s a pointer for you— get the men to openly
express the same admiration for the living,
breathing counterpart of Hebe or Venus—the
Venus oks Milo, or Juno. Get them educated
up to the pont of abhorring a sixteen, cighteen
or twenty inch waist deformity, let then say
openly and bear it out by their preflerence,
that a women as she iz built by naturc
is infinitely more attractive then one modelled
by the milliner, and when they marry let it Le
one who will be able to improve not deteriorate
the race by a falsc education. That’s what’s
the matter, ladics. But it’s no use talking
to the women—get the men on your side, it
you can, and the dress reformation will be
practically accomplished. ¢ What fools these
mortals”’—the men-—be, They pay milliners’
bills, doctors’ bills ; it isill henlth, puny child-
ren, and carly graves under the present reign
of fashion, and yct no sooner is small waist
and shallow brain number one laid away than
they cast about for the second edition of the
same. ‘“’Tis true, ’'tis pity, and pity ’tis,
'tis true.”

HOW 18 IT, I'D LIKE TO KNOW?

As a payer of rates I would like to remark
That, concerning yowe things, I am quite in the dark.
1 read in the papers of burglaries many—
Of the capture of Lurglars but seldom—if any,
How isit, 1'd Jike to know ?
The citizens grumble and growl, and declare
‘That in parts of the town a policeman is rare ;
That they pay heavy taxes and expect, as a right,
That the cops will ook after their houses at night.
But they don't ; why, I'd like to know,
The store-keepers kick and assert that the cops
Are cortainly meant to look alter their shops;
That they spend Jots of money to keep up the Force,
Bus, their stores are quite frequertly burgled, of ceurse.
How that is, 1'd like to kuow.

1f the Force is sufficient it seems very queer
That we rend of such numerous burglaries here §
Aud, if it is not, why send of onr men
‘1’0 quell riots up iu Michipicoten?

How is it, I'd like to know?

Down thero at tho fort aro & number of troops
Kept shut up like 8o many chickens in covps ;
How is it that they weren't selected to go
And stop the rum riots at MNichipico?
That's what I'd like to know.
If that's not their duty then what the deucs (s ?
1 should think thatsuch jobs were a soldier’s right **biz.”
But no ; ten picked peclers were sent to the war,
And Torouto waa left auch worse off than hefore.
How was it, I'd like to know?
'Tather night was a burglary ; where was the cop
Waell, ho felt rather sleepy, and so couldn't stap .
On his beut, hut quite coolly from duty he tled,
And, on reaching his domigile, turned into bed.
How 5 that, I'd like 1o know?
Why, senree o night passes but a burglary’s done,
And the burglars are having whole bushels of fun
As they skip o'er the ling, with their thumbs to their nose.
The detectives are hunting up clues, I suppose,
But how [s it, I'd like to know.
When a peeler's done wreng it is fixed on bis mind,
The commissioners soc that he's heavily fined ;
Rut this scoms Lo me just like locking the door
When the horse his Leen stolen and danger is o'er.
If not, why, I'd like to know,

I really must say, ore I finish my song,
That theie seemns to be something decidedly wrong
With detectives and officers, peclers and all,
And a remedy’s wanted ot once—right this fall.
. 1f not, why, I'd like to know.

NOT COMPLETE,

'T\ms;‘ at a fancy ball, you know, and Miss Filz-Tones was
there,
Her dress, too much ddeollelé displayed her shoulders

i,
Her lovely arms, so soft and white,. were absolutely
are.
Ier dress wag very much too low—too much, Fitz-Fones
was seen— ’
Andbpru(lish people I am sure issmensely shocked lad
ven
Could they have seen the lovely girl, in dress of red and
green.

She walked in beauty liko tho night or day, or what you

please,

Whatever simile you choose will suit afiairs like thesc ;

Hor diress was green ; ved ribbons flew and floated in the
breeze,

“Pray tell me, Miss Fitz-JTones,” I suid, as I my cournge
rallicd,

"\Vh:-lc clh’arnctcr do you portray 7" “Oh! I'm o lobster
salnd.”

“You ](;.;'3 ot perfect then,” [ eried, my cheeks hecoming
pallid.

‘“ How 307" enquired the fair Fitz-Jones, her Jooks her
wrath expressing.

““That you « snlad represent sure none would dream of
1uessing.’.

“ Why not ?” she asked.  ** Becuuse, you s¢e you've over-
lovked the dressing,”

HIS FIRST EFFORT,

EADER, if cveryou enter the
field of journalism and become
a great and influential editor
as the writer of thisis, and are
called upon to engage the re.
porters for your paper, beware
of the college graduate.

I have not time to give you
all my reasons for thus warning
you, but I will relate a little
A anecdote, the hero of which
: was one of the class
- referred to,

For the first time
in the history of
newspaper sketches
the initial scene of this ome is laid in that
mysterious region known as the editorial
sanctum. The door opened and a pale,
large-eyed young man entered. He wish-
ed to sec that august being—the editor,
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His wish was soon gratified. There was no
mistaking the man who sat at thedesk in faded
garments and a paper collar.

The young man remarked in the sweetest,
most Jute-like tones imaginable, * You ave
the editor, I presume?’ and laying down a
small parallelogram of paste-board on which
was engraved, < LIrnest V. L. Percivale, B.A.,
Late Coll, Mert, Oxon,” before the mighty
being, awaited hia pleasure.

The editor, glancing up, replied.

“I am, What d'yer want? Looking for
a 'sit’ ?”

“I am,” replied Mr. Percivale, “1 am

E g

—8. | anxious to obtain a position.”

“What can you do?" enquired the Joviau-
browed educator of the masses.

‘I do not know ; 1 bave never tried,” re-
plied the youth, *‘but I think I should make
a good reporter. Pray give me a chance to
test my youthful pinions ; send me to report
somcthing,” .

The editor beckoned to the city editor and,
pointing to the visitor, said : ¢ Try him.”

A funeral happened to be passing the office
at this moment and the city editor, drawing
it to his treasurer’s notice, said : *‘go and re-
port that affair.”

‘With & look of gratitude Mr, E. V. L. Por-.
civale, B.A., departed and in due time return-
ed and with a smile of conscious ability handed
in his report. It ranas follows:—

DUST TO DUST,

The cortege was large and imposing. The
streets were crowded to so great au cxtent
that the further the eyo roamed the greater
seemed the multitude—the vaster the throng
that followed the chariet of death, ¢ Pullida
mors acqus pulsat pede pauperum tabernas.
Regumgue turres.’

All the city, the great and noble, koi polloi,
aristoi, kai kakoi had lcft their homes to witness
the burial of this great one among his fellows,
¢ Alas ! poor Yorick ! we ne'er shall look upon
his like again,’ The very elements partook
of the general gloom and the clouds Jet fall a
few dropsof rain, as though the very firma-
ment was weeping for the departed one,

*“I say, my dear young man,” said the city
editor, pausing in his perusal and turning over
several pages of neatly written MS. *“how
wmuch of this lime-juice is there?”

¢ All thas,” replied the youth prouvdly, point-
ing to the paper in the other’s haund,

““All this?” said the c. e.  ‘“And is it all
like this?” :

““ Yes ;" answered the aweet spriglet of the
far-famed Alma Mater, rapturously, for he felt
that the city editor had never received so great
an eflort before. ¢ Some of it iz better than
that you have read. Wait till yon come to
where the casket is lowercd into the silent
tomb. I have quoted from the burial of Sir
John Moo—." "

‘¢ And whose funeral was it, ye thrice idio-
tic varlet?” roared the other,

I didn’t think that mattered so long as I
wrote it prettily,” replied the well-favored
graduate.

“‘Oht heavens !” gasped the city editor,rising
and staggering back, “ Has journalism come
to this? A funeral without the very first in-
gredient,” and he fell to the floor, swooning.

And the youth, seeing that something was
amiss, went out and was no more known.

THE PHYSICIAN AND THE LAWYER.

A doctor and a lawyor who chanced to meet ono day
Fell idislmtinp:, and were soon engaged in quite a wordy
ray.
The physician claimed that he belonged to quite a grand
profession,
Aud in his argument let drop full many o warm expres-
sion.

The legal limb was netticd at the way the other spoke ;
Ile was proud of bejng of the tribc of Litt'cton & Coke;
He upheld the honor of his class, and praised it to tho

skics,—
The doctor argued that it was a class that dealt in lies.

Says hie, ““ You take up any case, you argue pro and con,

As long as fees are paid, you do not care which side
you're on ;

You try'to prove that hlnck is whito ; you do not care;

mdcecet
1t truth or falsehood you uphold, if but you may succeed.

This must affcct your morals ; to me it's plain, thon,
That the business of a lawyer don’t muke angels out of

mon.”

“Wcllidoctor." said the barrister, *“In that -} much
apine

That tho medical profossion's just the opposite of
mino;

For were it not for doctors there'd be six of overy seven

Of men who still would be on earth, who're angels now
in heaven.” -

And so the quarrel dropped. I think by many ‘twill
bo gruessed,

That of the verbal fusilade the lawyer had the Lest.
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TOPICAL TALK,

1 skr that a Pittsburg barber has fallen heir
to £56,000. Well, I know a number of barbers
who have fallen ‘air to the amount of several
Lundreds of pounds ; that is, if they haven't
destroyed it.

“ Tue Egyptian army will he reduced to
3,000 men”—Buffalo Times ~So will the
PFrench army, and to less thav that, if they
continue to win any more of those glorious
“‘victories’ in China.

1 onsErve that Joseph Cook remarks that
he would rather be an American of to-day than
a noble Roman citizen under Crsar. I agree
with Joe. Those noble Romans of Cwsar’s
time are nearly all dead.

A BurFalo tailor advertises his ¢“ cork-screw
snits.” What on earth is a cork-serew suit,
can anyone tell me? Whatever it may be I'm
inclined to think that it must be o “tight” fit.
Those ‘‘cork-screw” suits ought to “‘draw.”

I skr it stated in soveral papers, as a re-
markable fact, that there is a cat in Connecti-
cut that eats cucumbers. I should imagine,
from the awful sounds that members of the
feline vace give vent to at night, that all cats
eat these vegetnbles,

A speCTaL telegram to a co-tem says :—¢ The
Governor-General is expected to-morrow to
drive out in company with Col. Gzowski to one
of the sporting clubs. ‘* Mum' is the word

among the initiated.”—It seems to mo that
there is a little mis-spelling about this mes-
sage,.
* Mumm ?”

Oughtn’t that * Mum” to be spelt
I think so,

1 ske thnt a horse belonging to a milk-man
in Gals expired from fright the other day. The
owner says the animal was terrified by the sud-
den whistle of a locomotive,but I am informed
that such is not the case, but that the poor
beast caught sight of a cow and, not knowing
what the doose to make of so unwonted an ap-
paration, died from sheer-terror. Cowed to
death in fact.

A proor woman stole a cabbage from the
-store-window of a Mr. Flight the other day,
to take home to her starving childven. The
owner had her arrested. It would be a great
Mgkt of imagination to faucy that this man is
a charitable person.  Of course the wowman did
wrong, but any man with an ounce of pity and
charity in bis composition would have made
her a present of the cabbage and sufficient food
to feed bor little ones. Mr. Flight got bis cab-
bage back.

REPORTS from the seal fisheries state that the
supply is and has been run-
ning out for some years, and
that about 10,000 ‘seals only
are aonually killed. What
puzzles meishow fully 1,000,-
000 women manage to wear
real seal-skins; somewhere
in the neighborhood of 200,-
000 pew cloaks, circulars,
sacques, ete., being annually
purchssed—a large number
of them on credit, by the
way.

'Tur fact that the eight Arabs, who landed
in New York last March penniless, but laden
with beads and crosses made from wood from
the mount of Olives, are about to retnrn to
their native land rich enough to buy camelsand
become merchants, suggests a new industry.
Apy man who eschews soap and water, cnlti-
vates a treacherous and generally unamiuble
character, and neglects to comb his hair, can
figure as a genuine Son of the Desert, ‘Uhere
is plenty of wood in this country, and crosses,
etc., from the Mount of Olives, manufactured
from it would szell like hot cakes. Try it,
there's miflions in it.

I opseave that the Hamilton Spectator de-
nies the soft impeachment of the World that
the police scem to be asleep all over the pro-
vince, Wel), they may be awake in the am-
bitious city, but they are only kept so by the
necessity of skipping about white-washing and
papering their stations which work the city is
too stingy to do for them. I expect to sce be-
fore long some suck advertisement as this :—
‘“ Wanted men for the Hamilton Police Force.
None butgood calsominers, white-washers, and
paper-hangers need apply.” Oh! yes; the
Hamilton bobbies are doubtless awake and
will be so till they get all those bugs destroyed
that at present infest their quarters.

Le . Charivari has a
cut and legend which
would apply very well
here. A gorgeous flun-
key has droppeda tray
of plates, etc. 1liis mis-
tress, presumably a
member of the codfish
avistocracy or its equi-
valent in France, is
giving him a ** talking
to.”  ““Madam,” he
says, with a superb
wave of thearm. *I
do not care for these
I have always had masters, but you
Verily, this

remarks.
have not always had servants.”
little jolelet would go straight home to some
of our best peaple.

Itis very gratifying to learn that, as the
British House of Peers grows daily more and
more unpopular in Eugland, the Japanese have
started a similar institution with every promise
of success. Amongst the apimals included are
—eleven princes, twenty-four marquises, sev-
enty-six counts, three hundred and seventy-
four viscounts and seventy-four barons. The
¢“ German system” has been adogpted ; so says
an English paper. 'The German system, I pre-
sume, means that these eleven princes, etc.,
will have to marry English princesses and then
how! for a grant of several thousand pounds
from British tax-payers to keep them from
starving, A Jupanese pauper, however, will
not probably Le so expensive to keep as a Ger-
man beggar, as rats, puppies and ice are
chea than sauer-kraut, jackass-bologna,
schweitger-kaise and lager.

I mave often heard it remarked that Lord
Lytton's literary style was well worthy of imi-
tation. I sabjoin a speccimen of i, quoted
frum his lettersto his inamorata, Miss Wheeler
—**My _ADORED POoDLE :—Many,many thanks
for oo darling letter, Me is so happy, is wag-
ging my tail and putting my ears down, me is
t0 meet ‘o0 to-morrow.

And o they dressed my poodle in white and
black. O, zoo darling, how like a poodle !
And had o0 00's bootiful cars curled bicely,
and did oo not look too pretty, and did not all
the puppy dogsrun after oo and tell oo what
a darlivg 0o was? Ah ! me sends oo 9,000,000
kisses to Le distributed as follows :—3500,000
for oo bootifut mouth, 250,000 to oo dear right
eye, 260,000 to oo left eye, 1,000,000 to oo dear
neck, and the rest to be equally divided be-
tween 00 arms and hands.

t¢ Adien, my own Rose, my life-of-life, very
Poodle of very Poodles, Adieu!” Isnt it
charming ?

I snouLp be very loath to say anything
against any member of a profession so eminent-
ly respectable as the church, but when I say I
consider the Revd. Mr. Tollemache, rector of
South Wytham, Eng., a fool of the first water,
1 fancy I'shall not be solitary in iy opinion,
Here are the names of three of his children :—
Lyulph Ydwallo Odin Nestor Lyouel Foedinag
Hugh Erchenevyne Saxon Esa Cromwell Orina
Nevill Dysart Plantagenet Tollemache-Tolle-
mache, Mable Helmingham Iithel Hunting-
tower Beatrice Blazonberrie Evauvgeline Vige
de Loui de Arellane Plantagenct Toedma,
Saxon Tollemache-Tollemache. Lyonia Deci-
ma Veronica Foyth Undine Cissa Hylda Ro-
wena Ada Phyra Ureula Ysabel Blanche Lelias
Dysart Plantagent Tollemache-Tollemache.

His reverence would have liked to give these
poor kids a dozen more nanes a-piece, but the
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Child-
ren interfered, and Mr. Tollemache had to be
contented with the hurdens already imposed
upon his offspring. In England *‘ the fool of
the family” is often selected for vhe church,
and this rule appears to have been followed
in Mr. Tollemache’s case ; at least if there are
any bigger fools in the gang he belongs to than
he himself appears to be, they shouldn’t be at
large. o

THE DEATH OF SOCRATES.

Many of our readers have doubtless heard of
Socrates—*¢ Old Soc,” as the Athenian sport-
ing fraternity used to familiarly call him in
the good old times of Ancient Greece. Soc.
was o great philosopher, and uwsed to be con-
sidered a good, solid man in every respect.
Whether he ever obtained the high and
enviable position of Bank Cashier is not clearly
known—probably not, as he romained in
Athens to the end—Dbut according to Plato, a
special writer in the Spartan Juwrnal, and a
great chum and admiier of Soc., we are led to
believe that the old man got into bad company
before he died. We read in the Police Report
of the above named paper, an account of his
arraignment before Appolinaris, the P, M. of
that year, (A.M., 4480), and his committal as
an ‘‘idle and dangerous character.”

EXTRACT,

Appolinaris— Bring in the pext prisoner.
(Enter Socrates.)

P.M.—What's your name ?

Soc,—Socrates, your worship.

P .M. —Socrates what ?

Soc.—Socrates nuthin’,

P.M.—Hasave you no other name ?

Soc.—No.

P.M — (Turning to Lictors, Praetorious,
Guards, etc.) Do any of you know this man?
Has he ever been up before ? I see he's charged
with ‘cock-fighting,

Sergeant Lyncides.—I know him, your wor-
ship. 1 never see him doing any hard work.
He stands around the corners blowin’ off his
mouth, and I shouldu’t wonder if_he kept a
cock-pit.” .

“ Socrates,” said the magistrate, *“ you are

i
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accused of being an idle and dangerouns person,
and a patron of cock-fights. Are you guilty
or not guilty ?”

Soc.—(Deflantly)—Well, I do attend cock-
fights. Is there any harm in that?

May.—A very great deal of harm, Cock-
fighting is against the law; see Draco on
Sports, Sec. 14, Cap. 112. By the way, before
I sentence you, out of respect to you in your
character of philoso her, I would ask that you
take something to drink,

Soc.—No thanks ; I don’t drink.

Mayg.—Sir; this is contempt of court. Youn
must take something. Guards, take him away;
Crito. give thc old man a drink.

Crito,—It grieves me much, old man, to
make you break your pledge, but here’s a
drink ; take it, it will scraighten you up—
(aside)—straighten him out, I mean.

Soc.—What is it, rye?

Crito—No ; rye be hanged, it's hemlock tea.

Soc.~- Great Jupiter Pluvius! why not give
me some camomile tea? Will this stuff settle
my atomach ?

Crito.~—~Oh yes, it will settle your stomach,
—(aside)—and you too.

When the cup of tea was brought Socrates
said, “ O, Echecrates, be so good a man (for
thon art well-skilled in thes: matters, being
heretofore a bar-keep), how does this budge
act? What is to be done?”

* Nothing,” saith Echecrates, *‘ but after
you have drank try to walk uotil a heaviness
comes dpon your legs, then sit down.”

« All right,” said the grand old, man, ‘“ all
right, I've been there before,” and he downed
the hemlock tea. * Sufferin’ Cyrus, and great
Jupiter Olzmpus, this is worse than Ifini-
ginnate's ¢ Smoked Irish.” Go—let me die in
peace.  But gentlemen,” said the dying sage,
‘“‘we owe & rooster to Esculapius, but do ye
pay him ; and neglect not to do it, and don’t
you forget it,”

These were his last words. We further
learn from history that Crito called for the
ambulance, and old Soc was driven to the
Morgue, Crito remarking, ‘The old man was
square, but Msculapius don’t get that bird all
the same.”

The moral t0 be drawn from the last days of
the noble old Greek, is this : No matter how
much of a philosopher you may be, don’t keep
game-cocks ; and 1f you should ever get hold
of a bird that docsn’t helong to you, retura it
before you die. Don't wait for Crito or any
other man to administer your estate.

AUNT BETSY ON THE REVIVAL,
G. H. C, .

Yes! these here revivals may do a sightof
good but  cant a see it. Now, justlook bere
Joshua you talk to me about how beautiful Dea-
con Stirup preaches and you sit avound the
house a humming hymn tunes an such like, but
you are just as snappy and unchristin tempered
ag evor you were?

Yousay how beantiful it is to be saved, but
you sell your old wheat as this year's crop just
the same ! ’ .

What's that? * All’s fair in trade” is it?
Theu what's the good of revivala?

Now there’s old Mr. Joges, who keeps tho
grocery stove, he says as how he got salvation
and 80 oo, and he hums, “I'm but a pilgrim
here,” as he weighs out your sugar and butter
to you, and Le asks you if the sermon wav'nt
real licavenly last night ; but there’s just as
much sand in the sugar as there nsed to be!
aud you only get fourtecon ounces to your
pound of butter as you always did:—and
then you talk about revivals, Just listen to
me now Joshua,—There dont get soappy that
ain’t christian 1—You go to them revivals and
you are told you arc a very wicked man, and
that you must come to the front and get saved
and vou get kind of oxcited, and yon go up and
the Deacon shakes you by the hand, and every-

body says old Brumlec has joined the church,
and you think yon are a mighty finc feller an’
yon ain't one bit better than you ever was.

Now, if you were to keep from meetin’ for a
year or 80, and then went to the new revival,
you'd be getting saved again and singin’ *“ 1 'm
bat a sinner ” all round the place for a week ov
two and then you'd forget all about it an’ go on
your old wicked ways, till.the next preacher
came around and so on till you died. -

What you want Joshon, and what every-
body wants, is a_quiet religon that’s by you all
the time, not a jerky sort of a mania that only
lasts for a week or two. You want a religion
that makes you give fair measure, and keeps
you from a snapping your wife's head off every
time dinner aint to your fancy ; that will stop
you from getting drunk, and using bad lan-
guage, and that will make you merciful to
man aud beast. That’s what you want Joshua,
you dont dono good lounging around here o
humming those old tunes, not a bit of it! you
put on your old duds and buckle into your
work again and do yonr duty to your neighbor
and you'l do all right. But if you think you
are being rcliFious when yon'redressed up an go
to mecting nll the time, and leave me home, to
do all the work, and donteven bring in a stick
of wood ; O say you aiut! there now!,

Oh, yes you can swear! but that just shews
how much good them revivals does you really.
Is'nt that just what I've been asaying all
along? If you go to work and stop swearing
and drinking and to do your duty 28 you should
do, your’c more likely to strike heaven than you
are now with all your canten or psalm singing.
Now just start the new plan right off, an brin
in some wood, and carry up some water, anﬁ
just give 2 hand in the churning——Oh ! you
think you'll go to the imecting to-day anyhow.
I s'pose you do ! ’cause you know there aint no
churning to-morrow ! Oh that’s been saved, aint
it !

THE SONG OF THE COACHMAN,

1 am n Jolly Jarvey, and 1 drive a private Coach,

My boss's name is Uarvey, and no vne dare approach

1lis lovely  daughter Gwendoline, or drive her round
the town

But mc, if any other daved her pa would knock him
down

The old bloke's got » millian, and is bouud to ent it (at,

And ho trics to cotne the "evey swell, the rend aristocrat ;

So you sce I'm ighly honored as we drive round in the
coach,

The havghty Gwendoline and me—the Jarvey, Johuny
Ruach.

There's wany & dudeand many @ swell lias heyes for
Gwendoline,

She has lovers slim and lovers stout, and lovers soft and
grecu, K

The most of them in course 1 know has hoyes upon her
stamps,

But the ofd mian spurns 't one and all—he tries them
Just like trops ;

So when the girl gets loncly she for her carriage scuds

And drives around a visitin® and eallin’ on her friends ;

And ull the time, where'er shie goes u ridin' in her conch,

Upon the l;nx you'll always sce the handsonie Johnuy,
Noach.

And many anint she's got from me that Iam in
dispuise,

An A, 1 Henglish nol’s ownson, which makes her opo
her eyes ;

§ say my huncleis a Dook and hi' should be an Earl,

The gnl;klm’t know no better, and her mind is in o
whirl,

Isay that funly yeasons keeps me away from home,

But soon all things will be made right and no longer 1

need roam ;

Wihen I talk of my own castle hit almost make me laugh,

To sce how ensy Gwendoline takes in my Nttle chaff!

My right namg is Fitz Herbort, so T tell the foolish gal,

And 1 tell her that thie Prinee of Wales was onee iy
chumn and pal;

I stuff her full of stories nbout Hitaly and France,

And the nice thines we could havo there if we only ‘ad
the chance.

So hievery day when she comes down she smiles a lovely

smile,

And we WK of things in gencral, she hiag no thought of
puile ;

So toduy I fmppcd the question while a-driving of the
conch,

And when hext you hear of Gwendy she'll be Mrs,
Johnny Roach,

The second social of the season will be held
in All Sainte’ Church school room on Wednes-
day evening next. 12th inst, The attraction
of the evening will be * Ireland,” by Mr.
Morrison, illustrated by Mr. Whittemore,

AN UNDERSTANDING,

Come tell me, pretty muiden,
You of golden hair,
Why sit in sorrow there;

Your brow with care o'crladen ?
Tell me what sccret eave
Oppresses ono s fafr?

Has ouc you thought was trae

Gone from his love and you?

¢ Oh, 10 ! the maid replied,

My llenry ia no snide,

His love is still anflinching,

It is not that that's pimching. —
1t is my shoe.

I'wm still his own dear pet,

He's faithfol sou shay het

1 have received no slight,

But oh ! my shoe's so Light.”

DE SOLEMNTTIES OB DE SEASON.
A PAPER NOT KEAD BEFORE
SOCIATION.

It am sad. De Scott Act am sustained after
all.  After de statement dat Outario was
staked on de result, 125 majority am de
solenmcholy fact. My deah sah, I'm afraid it
aw no use, de tide am risin’ sho—yer cler-
quence am clean dene wasted ; you can’t stem
de onward march ob progress.  Yonder comes
de flood, carvying down in its current, taverns,
bars, shebeens, brewries, sud King Nobuchad-
nezzar Licensed V. Ass., all higelty pigelty
clar down to de ocean ob oblivi.u; to de
limbho ob obsolete and long-tolerited abuses, to
be spoken ob wid wonder and horror by our
chillen, jist as we wonder how eber people
tolerated the Bastile, de torinre and de dun-
geons ob) de Inquisition, de old press gang, or
de whipping post ob slavery.  Here am a flea
fur your ear—7'o dix tide dere am no cbb.

You hab bin all "long teliin’ us dat de Maine
law was a failure ; dat dere wor mo’ drinkin’
goin’ on dan cher, an’ dat, mos likely in de
interests ob public m"ality, de law would be
repealed, an’ al de gin shops set a-goin’ full
blaze widout let or hindrance fur eber mo',
An’ yet in spite ob all you can say to de
contrary, dem po’ deluded people oh Maine,
hab doune gone and passed « law, pohibitin de
mannfacture of liquor dere for eber and eber,
amen !—so mote it be !  After gebin’ it a good
squar trial all dem y'ars, disam de result.
Yah ! yah ! yah! what a parcel ob foo)s dem
Maine folks must be, eh, boss? Itam truly
‘plorable. Ain’t it now ?

De next thing in order am to contess de Act
in Toronto. ‘Twronto am’ goin’ to be de Tem.
perance Waterloo. Howevah, if you fellows
shauld be out of a job you might try Germany,
De folks dere am heginnin’ 10 got vestive, dey
am beginnin’ to count de cost ob drinkin’ ober
dar too, an’ 1 wouldn’t suy but what de liguor
intcrest ober dar might bire yon fora spell,
just like they hire you here. De same old

athos warmed up again will do. Dat pathetic

amilton appeal, *“\What am (o be doue when
dobaby am tuken with de colic in de night,
avd all de suloons closed, and vot a drop of
liquor to be had ??

Dere am no doubt de passing ob de Scott
Act would make a scrious and disustrous
change in de city, How we shali miss de
frequent and ole familiar tavern, wide de side-
walk in front all mosaiced wid tobacco apit,
wid ity windows close covered up halfway, so's
to be private like, and cat suggestive scrcen
of venctian slats set across de doorway, so sissy
or sonny can't peep in an’ see papa sittin’ dar
drinkin’. How we shall miss de sight ob e
manly forms dat all hours ob de day step down
an’ out, wipin’ their monfs an’ glanein’ aroun’
furtively ; also de loafers dat roun’ de do' do
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congregate, bleary of €ye and beery of smell.
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THREE MORE GUN’S SPIKED !

An’ how de reporters amn goin’ to make up for
de Joss ob de daily item of police court drunks.
I can’t think nohow, Tt am awful to think
about. Drefful ! Wages will go down, bekuse
de men who drink now will bo in de labor
market den ; de city will hab to be at de
onnecessary expense ob prowidin’ more school
accommodati’'n fur de chillen ob unfortunate
parents, who hab been made sober by the law,
de law ob *“ can’t get it.” Desc chillen don't

0 to school now, dey will den—why de news-
ﬁoys‘ ranks will be decimated. *‘TFather'sa
drunkard, and mother is dead,” won’t apply
den.  We shall mies, too, oh ! how much, dat
familiar figure, behind de bar, or in de door-
way, slick, smiling and dcbonair ; waiting for
some old womnan to come along wid five conts
in her shaking hand, and a pop bottle under
her shawl; dc jingle ob his heavy watch
chain, or de cheerful jollity of his jokes as he
hands over the liquor an’ pockets de nickels,
we shall hear never more. It really am too
bad, de folks am got Prohibition on de brain,
dey am huntin’ de  liquor fox from post to

illar, from brake to cover, till here, in de

ueen City itself, rings out de infcrnal prohi-
bition tal?'y-ho! Too bad! Dis po’ kentry
will be clean done ruined. What you 'spose
de Finance Minister am goin to do widout de
revinue dernv from de destruction ob de
people? I ax you—what de parfession ob law
am goin’ to do about it? Dat ar parfession we

'spose dey am a-goin’ to do when de chief
cause ob all de murders, thefts, an’law cases
am done away wid? Why de hole Salvation
Army will have to go into mourning bekase
ob dar occupaunion bein’ dead an’ gone,

It wm o most tragical prospect. However,
you might wid a gigantic effort s'ave off de
calamity ob sobriety for a while. Fo' warned
an’ fo’ armed. You strengthen yo' fortifica-
tions an’ see to yo’ breastworks, press finesse
into de sarvice, an’ try on de Christian Charity
policy. Doub'e yo' subseriptions to de churches,
ef any man an’ hardup an’ wants a lift —play
de role of the good Samarvitan,
is toled home on de good Samaritun’s donkey,
an’ get his hill settled wid de Samaritan’s pen-
nies, am not likely to turn round and vote
agin’ him, am he? I understand you am wp
to this game alrcady. 1t am better to obey

a8 harmless as doves, you will at least be as
wise as serpints. Den dere am de boycottin’
all the papers an’ pérviodicals as ain’t on yo'
side. It will retard de sprcad ob pernicious
temp’rande literature, hamper dere agents, an’
reduce derc advertisement receipts. An’
when, after all, de Act awm carried, you will
feel dat if you hab not bin successfu!, you hab
at least earned yo’ fat salary.

J. K. WV, WHiTe,

Manufacturers and Dealers in i
«“PEERLESS

and other MACHINE OILS. American and Canadian

Burning Oils a specialty. Get our quotations.

SAMUEL ROGERS, Msnager.
10 FRONT STREET EAST.

PREVENTION BEYTER THAN CURE.

T A2 2T
Ducror, —This might have been avojded if you had
Keuh that your bedding wax properly cleaned.  More dis-

Sund it at once to

N. P. CHANEY & CO,,
230 King St. Bast, - = Toronte.

am told, am overcrowded already, what you

cases arise from impure bedding than from anything clse,

Counsel—* Then you think he struck you
with malice aforethought?” Witness, in-
dignantly—* You can’t mikx me up like that.
I've told you twice he hit me with a brick.
There wasn’t no malleta nor nuthin’ of the
; kind about.”

“ An’ what is yer son James doing now,
Mrs, O'Flaherty 2” ¢ Sure, an’ he's become
a gintlenan, wid such foinc clothes on him,
ye'd not know him. He’s in some bank bhe-
yant Cincinnati, Mrs, O Flanunigan.” ‘¢ And

hat bank is it?” ‘‘Faith aw’ it’s the Fairy
ank I belave they calls it.”

|
De man who

! CATARRH.—A new treatment, wherecby a

Permanent cure of the worst case is offected
in from one to three applications. Treatise
sent free on reccipt of stamp. A. H. Dixon
& Son, 305 King-street west, Toronto, Canada.

part ob de scripture ‘dah none—ef you can't be

CHEESEWCRTH, “THE” TAILOR,
106 | KING : STREET : WEST. | 106

TORONTO.

A. W. SPATULDING,
DENTIST,

31 King Street East,

+ (Nearly oppostte Toronto Sl.)} <+veseeess TORONTO
| Uses the ntmost carc to avold all unnecessary pain, and
, to render tedious operations as briefl aud pleasant as
possible. All work rezistered and warrauted.
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Semi-Gentennial Bitters.

NO FRAUD, NO HUMBUQ, BUT FINEST HERBAL BITTERS IN THE MARKET. Far Dyspepsia, Sick
1lcadache, Nnusen, and in fact for ull derangements of the Stomach, Loss of Appotito, &e., it stands un. .
equalled, i)oing purcly an Invigorating, Exhilarating, and Stomachic.

Semi-Cen al Manufacturin,

g Co., 57 Quoon-Street East.
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