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NOTCHES IN THE STICK.

PATRIFEX TALKS ABOUI SOME
BOOKS AND WRITERS. & %

g ——

Some Recent Notable Papers in the Week
—dJoscph Howe and other Provinclallists
as) Portrayed by Dr. Bourinot—Poetry
that Appeals to the Heart. €lbk
The Week, for October 23th. is a “‘fat’
thing, in the most legitinate use of that
term, ¢nd ¢xcels in quantity, as well as
quality ; baving, in addition to the four
extra pages, a supple mentary pamphlet coz-
taining Col. Denison’s article reprinted
from the Westminster Review, on ‘‘Canada
and Her R+ lations to the Empire.” That
The Week is committed to a most ener-
getic, through-going patriotism,—-even at
the ritk of some misapprehension of one
flourisking American neighbor,—must ap-
pear {rom suchan editorial as that entitled,
«Delenda ¢st Carthagio.” Onpe so far
away from Ontavio as the wiiter of these
notes, must hesitate at so sweeping anm in-
dictment as that conveys ; which would have
to be sustsined by a fuller array of eviden
in order to any general conviction. It is
pleasant to believe the bett we can of
humarkind, as some pleasant poet has sug-
gested,—indccd, it helps our hearts amaz-
ingly ; and we would prefer to regard the
Republic in a less unenviable light than
that of a besely-predetermined and uncom-
promising foe of Iingland. Yet in spite of
this somewhat strong, and, we think, slight-
ly perverse partisanship, we believe there
is no more temperate and reasonable jour-
nal in Canada, nor one better calculated to
promote the most enduring interests of the
Dominion. To Col. Denison's pampkhlet,
which the editorial reinforces, a like objec-
ticn might be urged,—it is not very gener-
ous towerd our neighbors; yet it is in a
manly tore, and is likely to bea useful
document. Its interpretation in brief
would be: ¢ Let Canadians be C'anadians ;
and let Canada be for Canadians. Loyalty
to the Empire ; and a deaf ear to the eiren-
song of the Republic.” After all, let us
s hake hands agein, and trust alittle in God
and Destiny.

No Canadian verse-writer, who ranks
highly as i‘rederick George Scott, appears
so frequently in the Canadian press, and no
one writes in & spirit more loyal and patr:-
otic. Some of his most ringing lyrics ep-
pear in The Week; such as** A Song of
Triumph,” (very reminiscent indeed, of
Swiuburne, in its jingling assonances and
thymes,) sand **A Song of the Empire,’
which seems mcre like himself.

*Tis grand to be a Briton born g
Ana bear the Briton’s name,

For side by side cur sires have died
In battle’s smoke and flame :

They fought for England’s glory,
Arnd with ber flig unturled,

Treir hearts and hands bave made our lands
The girdle of the world.

*Tts grand to be a Briton born,
And speak the British tongue,

Which loud ard c'ear, like English clreer,
From honest hearts have sprung;

And over ccean’s thunders,
Which roll since time began,

Our deathless speech the world will teach
The brotherhood of mar.

But the article of choice that gives tke
current its most delicious flavor is the first
of a series on the eminent men of Canada
by Dr. Bourinot, who has had opportu-
pity of receiving meny impressions of the
characteristics which he is so competent to
convcy in racy Enghsb. Dr. Bourinot
cannot employ his pen too frequertly
for the interest and pleasure of
his readers, for be fails not to set forth the
right thing in the most agrecable manner.
Accordingly, in the present article we
have such portraits as many must recognize
of the old conservative chiefs of Nova
Scotia politics. James William Johnston
and that popular and beloved tribune of
the people, whese name could once act like
magic—dJoseph tlowe. The old *“Pro-
vince Building,” with its assembly cham-
ber is depicted ; and the imagination easily
conjures that remarkable group which once
gave dignity and lustre to the political life
of the times. Such characterizition as
those of Jobnson and Howe are too good

to be overlooked or {orgotten.

The portrait that re calls his memory in the Com-
mons’ House of Ncva Scotia where he was long an
horored leadcr, deliveates aface of great intellectual
power, with its finely-cut features, as if chiselled out
;;f(‘le-ar carrara marble; his prominent brow, over
which some scaunty, white bairs fall; his earnest
thoughtful expression, and his bending form, which
tells of unwearied application to many respoasible
and arduous duties that devolved upon him in the
course of a busy li‘e as lawyer and politician.
The portrait presents him in his later life when age
had accentuated all the forces of his character and
the cares of his life, in the very expression and
lineaments of his visage. He was, during his life
the chosen friend and adviser of governors, during
the most critical period of the history of responsible
government. He was a Tory andan aristocrat by
education and icclination, but the annals of the
legislature show he was ot an obstinate opponent
of reform. A great lawyer in every sense of the’
term, an impassioned orator at times, a master of
invective, a man of strong and earnest conviction
te exercised necessarily 4 large power in the
political councils, and did much to mould the
legislation of the province. His speeches, however,

were to otten the labored efforts of the lawyer, de-
ermined to exhaust the argument on his side, * * *
+nd he had none of the arts of Joseph Howe, whose
eloquence had more of nature and of the people.
He had no deep sense of humor or ability to amuse
an assembly—qualities indispensable for a great,
popular leader, especially on the platform. At
rare times, however, he forgot the lawyer, and gave
full scope to the pent.up fires of aman in whose
veins flowed the hot blood of the tropics, for he was
not a Nova Scotian, but a West Indian by birth
s %% %% %% Ags]recall the portrait of the most
famous Nova Scotian ot s time—famous for the
prilliancy of his eloquence and his wlid popularity
n the province where he struggled successfully for

eye the face and jfigure of Jo'f.‘.’!'.l.?r‘.’-':',-.“-h?
stood by the cle‘rﬁs” table in the session of 1860,
answering Dr. Tupper * * * Then, as always, when
excited, he had thrown his coat back on his
shoulders and denounced his opponents with bis
for« fi)ger pointed at them individually, and with
all that scornful accent which his voice could as-
sume on moementous occasions. He was a very
ready and versatile debater, but his greatest and
most readable specches were the results of careful
study and prepiration * * * ¥ He did not speak
entirely for the present but for futura generations.
His massive head was set on a sturdy|frame work ;
h's eyes were always full of passionate” expression;
bis voice had a fulness and a ring of which le liad
a complete mastery; his invective was as powerful
as his humor was catching and his pathos melting.
Indeed be badfa cense of bumor and a capacity for
wit which has never been eqaalled by any public
msn I have ever met in public lite. Among his
compeers, at a dioner or supper table, this humor
was at times a little robust, to use the expressive
pbrase given me by & former Governor General of
Canada. He was like Sir Jobhn Macdonald in this
particular, though far superior to him in originality
of wit and power to tell a good story. Howe's
sense of ha.oor and his personal magneticm, and his
contempt for all humbugs, his sympathy for human
weaknesses and frailities, deservedly won for him
a place in the people’s hearts, never held before or
after him by a public man in Nova Scotia. He was
the most success'ul man I have ever heard on the
public platform in the dominion; he could sway
thousands by his lights of elcquence, and lead
them to follow him as if he were the shepherd of a
flock of political sheep. KEven his opponents loved
to listen to him in his palmy days in a province
wherethere has been aiways 8 great deal of pohti-
cal bitterness. In the homes of the people he was
always welcome; the children loved to hear his
stories, and the girls never objected to be kissed.
He was vain of his popularity, but his vani y was
that peculiar to all great men, and was never offen.
sively displayed—it was the vanity that spurs men
to make tne best use of their abilities.”

A be'ter or completer summary of the
chara teristics and (ua'ities of these two
men, their appearance, and the causes of
their influer ce and popularity, it would not
be easy te find.

His disclosures concerning the creator of
“Sam Slick,” Sir William Young, Sir
Adams Archibald, Williams of Kars, Gen-
eral Hastings Doyle, Sir John Macdonald,
and others, will dcubtless be eagerly wel-
comed.

Occasionally one gets hold of a bock of
poetry the contents of which seem to bave
come preeminently from the writters heart.
It has the throb an glow of emotion at first
hand, and quickens your own pulse or draws
a tear before your are well aware. To the

| order we rather bint than describe belongs

the volume we have now in hand, for brief
notice ; as well as some others, ot which we
bave on occasion expressed our appreciz- .
tion,—notably *Drift,” by Mrs. T. U.
Nealis, and *Frankincense and Myrrh,” l
by the late Mrs. M. J. K. Lawson. These
“Songs from the Woods of Maine,” artless
and clear as note of brook or bird, are
quite irresistible in their heartsome appeals,
and eloquent with the language of sympathy
and affection. The love of nature is exhib-
ited, without any affectation ot elaborate
portrayal ; she is represented in her most
familiar moods and forms, and with her
charms are mingled human companionskip
and hnman joy and sorrow,—those hallow-
ing influences which consecrate so sacredly
earth’s lowlicst spot. What carols of the
rustic muse will more surely carry ear and
heart with thkem than, ““When April Show-
ers Come Down,” ‘A Sumwmer Song,” “‘Be-
yond the Pines,” “‘Dreaming,” “The Hills
of Strong,” ‘O Wanderers of Maine,”
““When lLeaves Are Lying Low,” etc. They
are of that lyric brocd that come to the
gentle, unresisting muse and insist on be-
ing sung. Who could put away such per-
suasion ? IHere is one, as brief as sweet:
Life.
Life ! Izaw short thou art !
iy rSl:f)rt.‘)ugh sosweet !
Short is the backwark path
Trod by my feet;
Short is the path ahead,
Swiftly I g5;
Whither my steps have led
Soon shall I know;
Soon shall we know, dear heart !
Life ! ob, how short thou art !

Oh, Lite ! How short thou art !
Let me look back !

Tear drops ! ye need not start !
What do I lack ?

Short is the road I've tried,
Hill tops I see,
Ove the other side
Soon I shall be;
Soon shall be there, dear heart !
Life ! oh, how short thou art !

There is an undertone of sorrow, ajbur-
den so genuine and pathetic that the one

| who pauses to listen feels constrained to

sympathize. A full score of these poems
record a close sisterly companionship  and
affection, now broken by death, and the
loneliness and yearning griet imposed on
the survivor. Perhaps we could select no
o.e example more expressive of all con-
tained in the rest, than that entitled

““(rone.”

She has gcne—my life, my light;
Under the clver she lies.

The sun is no more at morning bright,
Nor the moon of the evening skies;
The days are long and drear

And the nights no sweetness bring;
The wearisome weeks are cold and dark,
And the year has lost its spring, —
The year has lost its spring,

And the summer forgot its June,

And the harp of my heart

In its sweetest part,

Is forever out of tune.

Ah ! the sky has lost its blue,

And the stars their twinkling ray;
And the garden has lost its fragrant breath,
Since my rose was stolen away;

The sky has lost its blue,

The woods their nightingale,

Aud my heart has lost a love so trne,
That the springs of its river fail;
Yes, the river has lost its spring,
And the summer forgot its June,

And the harp of my heart,

In its sweetest part,

Is forever out of tune.

The rainbow has left the sky;

g2 pecples’ rights—I can still see, in my min

The south winds do not blow; 4

| them.

A shadow is passing slowly by,
Wherever mv footsteps go.

Sweet summer ! I loved you once,
But the beauty of everything,
And the glory and sweetness have passed away,
Since my year has lost its spring.
Yes the year has lost its spriog,
And the summer forgot its June,
And the harp of my heart,

In every part

Is forever out of tune.

The postess, in a letter, deprecates the
idea that she is melancholy and ineonsol-
able, and says that when she becomes sor-
rowtul she sings herself glad.

Miss Julia Harris May, is a native of
Strong, Maine, though, at times she re-
sides in Brunswick, Farmington, and
Auburn. Her tather was a clergyman,
and she and her sister had #n acalemical
education, graduating at Mount Holyoke
Seminary. After teaching in the South
for some years, the sisters returned, and in
1888, opened a private school at Strong,
where they lived on their ancestral acres.
We get several glimpses of this life in the
poems, but one of the most (uotable is the
sonnet, entitled.

Possesslon,

Thy neighbor’s meadow just across the way
Is broader than my bumble hillside field;
More golden grain or barley it can yield,
But does it wear a brighter green to day ?
At morn Aurora’s life-reviving ray

Tips ail my rugged lands with fiery gold,
Before it shines upon my neighbor’s kay,
Or warms the lJambs within his ample fold.
And through his lofty elm and willow trees
Are grand to him and to the passer-by.
Far more it does my ample nature please,
To feast upon these apple trees mine eye.
My neighbor thinks his interval is fine;

I like my orchard better—It is mine.

The school establisied by the May sisters
became popular and prefitable, end, con-
tinued through the subsequ2nt years, still
exists. The el’er sister, though greatly
shaken by the death of the younger, a few
years since, has kept the path of song and
duty, and, bas shown how the chastened
heart, so far from all the joys of which it

| was once the partaker has only learned

from its afll :tions how to ‘‘breathe sweet"
ness out of woe.” This collection of Miss
May’s verse is issued, in a very attrsctive
form, ty (i, B. Patnam’s Sons, N. Y.
PATERFEX.

ALMOST DEAD,

PITIABLE CONDITION OF A YOUNG
GIRL IN TORONTO.

A Mysterious Illness—Doctors Were Unab’e
to Give Her [Any Relief—Her Uncle's
Story of the Case.

(From the Toronto News.)
The remarkable recovery of Cora Gray

from a mysterious iilness that bafilad two
of the best known physicians ot West To-

{ ronto hes been the subject of a good deal

of talk among the residents in the neigh-
borhood of Bloor street and Brunswick
avenue. As it was expressively put by a
neighbor, ‘‘she was all but dead,” when
suddenly she began to regain strength,
and in a short time was out on the street
with the color restored to her cheeks and
the brightness to ber eye. .

Learning of the case a News reporter
called on her uncle, Alpheus IR unsay, who
is the proprietor ot the Bloor street shoe
store, at the corner of Brunswick avenue,
and with whom she has lived almost since
mnfancy. On learning that his visitor was
a reporter he was somewhat loth to speak
of the case.

“Jiverybody about here knows of the
case,” he said, ‘“and I will be glad to tell
any sufferer sll about it, but I would rather
not have it published.’

When the reporter pointed out that he
was in a pcesition to let thousands know
and probably be tbe means ot giving them
information that would lcad to their recov-
ery, he begen to hesitate, and finally, he
gave a briet account ot the girl’s miracu-
lous restcration. He said:

*My niece is more hke a daughter to
me. She has been in my care since she
was a child, and when she was taken sick a
few months ago I was heart-broken. I got
two of the best doctors in the west end to
prescribe for her, but their medicines
made her worse instead of better. She
laid in bed week after week, looking lke a
corpse, eating nothiug, and apparently
wasting away in a mysterious manner.
Her blood was thin and poor, and almost
every day there was a change for the
worse. She could not take the doctors’
prescriptions, for she sickened at taste of
While I was in this state of worry
and anxiery 8 man came around one day
delivering pamphlets and he threw one in-
to my shop. I picked it up and I read an
exact description of the illness with which
my niece was suffering. The remedy pre-
scribed for the cure of the malady des-
cribed - was Dr. Williams’ Pink DPdls. 1
sent for a box and Cora took them in a
mechanical kind of a way. Well, sir,
when she had taken them four days a
change came over her. She began to eat
with a xelish, and every day she seemed to
gain fresh strength. She adtered faithful-
ly to the directions, and took tour boxes.
By that time the roses had returned to
to her cheeks and she was a different look-
ing girl. She discontinued takin_ the pills
and liter th2 same languid feehng began
to creep over her, so she bought another
box and is now as bright and well as ever
she was.

““That is the whole story,” added Mr.
Ramsay. ‘‘There may not be much in it
tor others, but I believe these pills saved
Cora’s lite, and while I am not anxious for
publicity on her accourt, it may be tha
other sufferers will be benefitted by hear-
ing ot this remedy. I cannot speak too
bighly of Pink Pills. I recommend them
to everyone I know, and I take them my-
self.”

Mr. Ramsay is one of the best known
men in his neighborhood. He is the
superintendent of the Sunday school of
Concord Congregational church, and has
the confidence of the entire community
among which he lives. He has spent two
years in business at his [present location
and his business has grown so much that
he is about to remove to larger premises in

| the Douglas block on Bloor street, near

Bathurat..

His statements as to the young girl's

condition are amply corroborated by res:-
dents of the locality. and up that way there
is & boom in Pink Pills.

Any sceptic who has the inclination to
visit Mr. Ramsay will be courteously re-
ceived, no doubt, and the circumstances
frankly related. His gratitude for his
niece’s recovery leads him to make the
most enthusiastic statements regarding the
eflicacy of the remedy that saved his girl's
lite.

HE SAVED ITIS BOOTS.

The Constant Watchfulness of a Rhode
Island man on a sSleeping Car.

Wkhen the midnight mail train for New
York left the Union DD pot one might last
week one of the passengers was a long, lean
man, with an abundant growth of chin
whiskers, a smooth upper lip, and an air of
suspicion He was evidently from the back
districts, and it was apparent by his manner
that he had never before travelled ina
sleeping car.

Although the Providence sleeper wes
waiting on a siding, where he could easily
have reached it and retired for the right
long before the train started, he either did
not know this, orelse thought that by some
mischance the railroad men might torget to
attach the sleeper.

“I ain’t goin’ to take no chances,” he
said. ‘l've got ter be in N’ York to-
morrer,or else ye wouldn’t see me givin’ up
no such sumes they charged me fer pae-
sage on this train. [ missed ther boat.
Didn’t get here in time.”

Tcere he sat on one of the settees in the
corner, dozing off at intervals. and waking
up to make a frantic grab at his bag, held
securely between his feet for fear that
some one might steal it. At last the train
came from Boston, the sleeper was attach,
ed, and, after getting on the wrong car, he
finally reached his berth.

Atter leaving Providence the lights in
the car were turned down, and the porter
started to rollect the shoes of the passen-
gers for tue purpose of blacking them. The
old man had evidently been warned of the
dangers of travelling, and he was on the
lookout for confidence men and sneak
thieves of all kinds. Ncthing could be
keard in the car except the rumble of the
train and the snores of the sleepers, but
when the porter reached under the old
man’s berth and pulled out a pair of boots
much in need of cleaning there was an
awakening. A head was thrust out of the

curtain and the porter was greeted with:
“Put them right down, now. Put them
boots back. I was watchin’ ye and jist
waitin’ ter see ef yer would try ter steel
’em. Ycu put them boots back, right
away. 1 knew these fellers on the sleepin’
cars was a gang of robbers, but I didn’t
think th: y'd steal a man’s boots.”

The porter was wise, and he put the
boots back, thinking that the old man
would go to sleep and give him an oppor-
tanity to clean them. He went back to the
lower end of the car, and after working
away for scme time, thought then the coest
was clesr Jand made a second attempt to
get the boots. Just as he got his hand on
them the head came out again, accompan-
ied by a muscu’ar arm, which made demon-
strations in front ot the porter’s face.

““What'd I tell ye anout them boots?” de-
manded the old man. ‘I warned ye once,
and I've had my eye¢ on ye all the time.
The next time ye com- aronnd here, tryin’
ter get them boots, I'll give ye one on ’em
over the bead.”

The porter retired discomfited, and when
the train reached ‘‘N'York” there was one
passenger whose boots still showed the
marks of Rhode Island mud.—Providence
Journal.

What Becomes of the Lead Pencils,

I don't know that anybody ever gave a
satisfactory answer to the question *\What
becomes of all the pins?’ but I think,”
said a father, ‘‘that it anybody should ask
what pecomes of all the lead pencls, 1
could tell 'em. My two younger children
have reached that rge when they go to
school and carry pencil boxes. A part of
the equipment of the pencil box is a pencil

sharpener. which can be bought now for
the marvellously low price of one cent.
Armed with this pencil sharpener, the
temptation to sbarpen the pencil is, of
course, great, When they first got the
sharpeners the children used to turn off
little saucers full ot the fragrant cedar
shavings just to look at and smell, and now
at the least blunting or breaking off, of the
point the pencil is carefully turned down
again. And that’s what becomes of the
pencils ; my children turn ’em iato shav-
ings.”

Only a Siarter.

Some newly married men are very bash-
ful in paying the minister his fee. One
bridegroom, who was put through the ser-
vice here the other day, hesitated a good
deal over it. At last he handed the minis-
ter a 810 bill with the remark: ¢I wish

)

“1 AM AS WELL AS
| WISH TO BE.”

Miss Blake, of Hamilton, Oat., after Using Paine’s
(elery Compound, is a Picture of Woman-
Iy Vigor and Beauty.

.

A Story for All Who Stand in Need of Per-
fect Health.

Miss Isabella Blake of 303 Hughson
Street, Hamilton, Ont, is one of the fair-
¢st and best known young women in the
ambitious city. To-day, she is a picture
of womanly heaith, vigor and beauty,
and joyfully declares,‘l am now a new
woman, can enjoy life, and am as well as
I wish to be.”

When Miss Blake makes the declara-
tion that she is a “new woman’’ she does
not wish it to be understood tbat she
has entered the ranks, and adopted the
fads of those light-braine! women who
would usurp the legitimate positions of
men, and go through life clad in haif
masculine attire, with the fixed idea
of altering the plans of an all-wise pro-
vidence, and turning the world upside
down, A! no;thisis far from what Miss
Blake wishes to imply when she makes
the statement that she is a ‘“new wo-
man. "’

The “new woman' that the world val-
ues is not the modern creature that dons
the open vest, exposed shirt front, four-
‘n-han. tie, straight high coliar, stiff
derby hat, who walks out on our streets
cane in hand, giving evidence of empty
brair and unsatisfied vanity. The true
“new woman’’ is perfectly represented
by Miss Blake, made healthy, vigorois’
strong and active by the use of Paine’s
Celery Compound. 'This isthe“woman”
that sensible and rational beings honor
and apjreciate—the type of “woman”
that blesses home, friends and the world
at large.

Miss Blake, thongh a young woman,
cam relate a tale of sad experiences. In
the past, lions have stood in her way
threatening aestruciion; she knows what
sore afllictions are, owing t the

rough grasr of dis:ase; and at
times, the ¢l touch of the destroyer,
death, has ma‘le her shiver, and caused
her to think of the dark gloom of the
silent tomb. LS

\When Miss Blake's heart was faint,
sick and void of hop ; when all the doec-
tors and medicines failed to do good, and
when threatened with that relent-
less foe consumption, an angel of mercy
suggested the usa of a remedy that has
brought new .ife to thousands of poor
suffers in the past. Yes, it is Paine’s
Celery Compound that 18 recommended;
it is used, and in a short time makes a
“new woman’’ from the material that
the grave had battled for.

These facts, dear reader, are rot over-
drawn or colored in the least. Miss
Blake avd her friends will gladly wouch
for the trutn of the statement that
Paine’s Celery Compound, and it alone
under Goa’s blessing was the agent that
saved life at a critical juneture. The fol-
lowing,, letter from Miss Blake is surely
of suffi 1ent weight to convinc: the most
hardened unbeliever:—

“Foryears [ sutfsrad gr atly, anl wa
under the care of doctors who finally
to.d me I was going into consumption.
[ was becoming worse through the use of
medicines, and I gave up my doctors.
While in a very critical ¢)ndition, not
able to s eep or rest, a'ways faint and
weak, appetite and dizestion bad, and
my sys'em run-down and little life left
in me, | commenceld to use Paine’s
Celery Compound. After taking one
bottle T felt much relieved. I have used
in all seven or eight bottles, and am now
a new woman, can enjoy life, and am as
well as I wish to be. Many thanks for
your great medicine.”

it were more, sir:
time.”

The bride gave her new husband a queer
look, but ssid nothing, and he walked off
with her, utterly unconscious ot the slip he
had made.— Washington Iost.

CHRONIC HEADACHE.

in 1y Mother’s Conditton
Marvellous.

I'll see that it is next

The Change

=coll’s Sarsaparilia is a Boon.

Mo~NTREAL, August 29th, 1895

GexTLeveN :—Thereissuch a change in
my mother’s health that I cannot restrain
myself from writing to you. Sh2 sulfered
for years past with a chronic beadache,
accompanied with a disordered stomarch.
She was weak and irritable, and we thought
she was going into a decline. For three
weeks she has been taking a course of
Scott’s Sarsaparilla, wkich was recom-
mended to ber by Mr. McGale, Druggist,
Montreal. Her Leadache is now but a
memory, her appetite is good, and she bas
gained five pounds in weight in twelve days.
She is a different woman, and I feel that
you, in (yod's hands, have been the means
of restoring ber to health. I shall always
recomme¢nd Scott’s Sarsaparilla to sufferers
trom head cr digestive troubles. Thanking
you again, I close.

Yours sincerely,

Hortease (xviliere.

Scott's Sarsapanlli is a concentrated ex-
tract, pleasant to the taste, and is taken in
small doses. Itis the finest remedy for
disorders of the stomach and liver, palpit-
ation, scrofulous sores, eczema and skin
diseases arising from impuritizs of the
blood. It builds up the weak, thiv strong
it maintains in health. $1 of all druggists.

Smuggling in Balloon Sleeves.

While a man who patronizes stree’ cars,
theatres, etc., may not see the use of the
big sleeves which take up so much room
and destroys a woman's beauty, yet the
girls themselves find them very convenient.
The girl wko shops finds she car store an
immense amount of small bundles in her
sleeves, and one woman declares that when
she traveled this summer she packed each
sleeve full of smail articles, and thus saved
carrying an extra grip.. But the worst
case ot sleeves which had come to the
Pickings man’'s knowledge was when these

\ DEAR SIR8:

holes very soon.

Montreal.

This is from the Leading Dry Goods

House in Hamilton, Ont.

HammwroN, ONT., Ocr. 12th, 1895.

In advertising Fibre Chamois up here, please wara people agzainst using
cheap imitations of which there are so many.
We have tried many of them and they do not give satisfaction. They go in

we Msny people row ask for Fibre Chamois and will take no other.

(8Signed) FINCH BROS.

To the Canadian F.bre Chamois Co.

slezves were turned to account by the girls
who went to Canada this $immer. There
was no end to the smuggling of small
articles. Some Indianapolis girls were
in & china store, and were in despair over
ths beautiful china and cut glass which
they could buy so much cheaper than at
home, but which they were forced to leave
behind on account of the duty. Finally
the giil clerk came to their rescue.

“Why dou't you hide them
sleeves " she asked.

““How can we carry cups and saucers in
our sleeves ?” asked the Indianapolis girls.
“LEasy enough,” said thy clerk, “T1i
help you.”

So th2 carefully packed the cups and

saucers in tissue paper, and tied them on to
the girls’ arms. Oane girl, more ambitious
than the others, had a sugar and creamer
tied to her arm. The big jacket sleeves
were pulled uver the chinaware, and ths
girls went on their way with fear and
trembling. They kept a safe distance
away from each other, and the custom
house officials never suspected that the
bouffant ¢leeves held a whole china shop.
It the sleeves keep on increasing in siz3
the women will soon be able to smuggle
their children and pet dogs along when
:pe); take a journey.—Indianapolis Sen-
inel.

in your

A TELEPHONE IN THE STOMACH.

Pecullar Phenomena of Human Nature.

In an age when that subtle force elec-
tricity is presenting wonders to the world
almost daily, and the Wizzard ot Menlo
Park has become the hero of the hour,
there seems to be nothing that we may not
expect in this direction. Buat it was not
left to an Edison to establish a telephone
in the stomach of human beings. The
Great Maker of man in the economy ot
human nature provided such an instrument
conturies ago. It is a fact that within the
sto_mach. ot every man and woman there is
a little instrument that telephones to the
nerve centres in the brain as quickly as
the food reaches that part. When for any
reason this communication is stopped the
tood is undigested and physical trouble en-
sues. With word sent promptly from
stomach to nerve centres, these supply the
necessary juice that aid digestion, and na-
ture succesatully does her part, good health
18 evjoyed and man is able to perform with
energy and pleasura his everyday duties.
It will happen at times that thos2 nerve
centres will become deranged and lose
their force ; tb_en it is that & remedy mu-t
be supplied, just as the skill of the elec-
trician 1s necessary when something goes
wrong with the office telephone. South
Americau Nervine is the electrician, so far
as the buman body is concerned. It is a
medicine unique and exceptional in this
parficular that it works directly upon the
nerve centres, and when these are out of
order it quickly places them in proper re-
rair and completeness. Nearly n?l diseases,
especially indigestion, dyspepsia, nervous-
ness, general debility, aici teadache and
disordered liver arise through trouble at
the nerve centres. You can just as readily
count on South American Nervine effect-
ing a proper cure in all such cases as you
can depend upon the electrician of the Bell
Telephone Co., removing any derangement
that has taken place in your telephone.

It is said that the largest diamond in the
world was found a short time ago in the
mines of Bahia de Pernagus, Brazil. The

gem is ed to | 3,100 carats,
which is ,120 carats heavier than the
largest cxisting diamond.Y|
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