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NOTCHES ON THE STICK

TERFFX ON LITERARY MEN OF
- THE PAST AND PRESENT.

Ollver Wendell Holmes and the Elements
of fis Characier—The S ory of HIis Sue-
cess—Criticl»m bat 1s Unlair—A Soong by
Hon. Charles H. Collins,

A good deal of honest mirth, lightsome
humor, clear sense, and not a little of man-
ly tenderness. pathos, and poetic beauty,
came into this world with Oliver Wendell
Holmes, on the 29th ot August, 1809. 1
imagine be had a good deal of fun as a
boy ; for he continued to bave a good deal
and to be the cause ot a good deal in others
after he grew up. The old home —the
residence of the excellent Cambridge dce-
tor, Alicl Holmes—no doubt echoed to
many a ringing laugh and was the witness
to many a trick such as boys are quick to
invent, snd prompt to carry out.

He cannot be classed among the unedu-
cated poets,’(whoever they are, and certain-
ly Burns and Bloomfield, and Clare and
Whittier, had an education ¢f some kind,)
for he was born in the house of a lettered
Cawmbridge gentleman, having books to
the left and books to the right ot him ; and
befcrs he was done he hal gone through
the curricaluwos ot Phillips Academy and
of Harvard college, and had his head
crowded with all the three and fourstory
learning of the ttme. Il: had all the de-
grees u poet needs; and one cannot

go about Boston, all his days,
and live in that classic atmos-
phere, and not be edudated. Then

he should be a doctor, like his father, and
take big mecical degrees, and become
more than a country, or even city prati-
tioner, but a great medical light, and a
lecturer in that great college—of whom I
presume everybody bas heard,—that was
named atter Dr. John Harvard. Bat
everybody makes one mistske, at least,
and he made the mistake of thinking for a
whole year thit he would bea lawyer. A
man can leara enough of that in one year
to keep himselt from being caught in a
legal snare, and pot enough to ruin a doc-
tor. Alter recovering from this error we
learn ‘*he devoted bimselt with ardor and
industry to the pursuit of medicine.”

Of course he was already a poet. A
man who is ever a poet is one in the bud,
a8 soon as he is born. For, ten to one,
he makes verses before he gets cff his bib
and pinafore ; and, it he doesn’t, it is not
because he don'c feel likeit. So we need
zot suppcse, while he trod the hospitals of
Paris, and Berlin, that he neglected the
Boulevards, and Mon® Murtee, ani all
the poetic and historic haunts of those old
Euaropean cities, in which he dwelt. Nor
need we think that, while be made the
acquaintance of the most eminent physiciars
and surgeons in the old world, he neglect-
ed to scrape a little acquaintance with the
poets and literateurs. When he came back
to America he knew France well, and
be knew the French langusge, too, and,
what is more, its literature.

In 1835, near tbe close, he was back 1n
Boston, and young Dr. Iicimes hung out
his shingle, and when 1h2 big-bugs of the
Hub were sick

“They sent for him—
He physics, bleed:, and sweats ‘em,"

‘He did not want for practice :—in the
ordinary parlance, it became ‘'large and
lucrative.” Halt the difliculty was solved
when a man came whom people liked.
There is no flaming sword in the way of a
man who has two thinges,—ability and
#ddress. lle had both, and used them.
Cons« quence, he had more people to doctor
thap he wanted, and sheckels rolled in.
But his medical role was in the professor-
ship of Anatomy in Harvard. When Dr.
Warren stepped out, Le stepped in. Many
a young medico will cherish among his
pleasant recollections the entrances to the
clasc=room, with his quick step and alert
manner of the author of the ‘ Chambered
Nautilus” and “*Eisie Venner.” Many a
joke did the ‘‘autocrat of the breakfast-
table” crack at the expense of the young
traternity.

But we must not b2 too biographiel nor
too bibhographical ; nor need we tell about
h's earlier poms in the college paper at
Harvard ; nor how he made a fine stroke,
while yet a callow youth, in s ringing

song, *‘Old Ironsides,”—
Tear her ta tered ensign down,
Long has she waved on high;

Nor how Lie longest poems were metri-
cal essays,—**Poetry,” *‘Terpsichore,” and
“‘Uraria”—and were written to be delivered
before college and literary societies; nor
how he was among the first to start the
““Atlantic Monthly” and to contribute to
it ; nor about his famous series. “‘The
Autocrat,” the ‘‘Prcfessor,” and the Poet,”
at the breakfast table, which made his fame
world-wide and justly so. Lo! these are
all written in the chronicles of the scribes
of American literature.

Dr. Holmes was the laureate of societies
and occasions, and many of his poems
served a timely purpose, and will not have
the interest hereafter they had at first. He
has written a great deal of temporary, and
moderate verse ; but he has written some
that is exquisite, and that will, we predict,
live as long as we read poeiry at all and
delight in elegant English,—such poems as
—“Old Ironsides,” “The Last Leat,”
*“The Chambered Nautilus,” and his two
magnificent hymns, among the flnest in all
-our collections.

Holmes is a poet of mingled humor and

sentiment, full of sweetness and genialty.
His style is artistic, and remarkable for
b evity, point and sparkling brightness,
and e. quisite grace and finish. Some cn?
says: “llis lyrics ring and sparkle like
cataracts of silver, and his serious pieces
ariest the attention with the most genuine
pathos and tenderness.” The blending ot
the humorous and pathetic in him are felt
in his poem. ‘The Last Lraf,” Oie hard-

ly knows whether to laugh at the comical

app *arance of that odd oll man; or wasep
at his desolation and loneliness. We com-
promiee, with the tribute of a smile and a
tear.

De. Holmes was not & man who was
liable to “lose his head,” to use a common
phrase, nor to be carried off his feet He
waged a gentle war on humbuggery. Nor
was he of the stuff out of which pure idealists,
enthusiasts, mystic and martyrs ar: mde
Indeed, he was impatient of these things,
and the blue orthodoxy of Calviaistic New
England, had many an arrow from his
quiver. Yet he had a devout | spiri*, and
there was in him a strain deeply religious,
a8 it was also deeply human.

Beers ssys in his book on American
literature : *‘He had the sharp eye ot the
satirist and the man of the world for oddities
of dress, dialect, and manners. There was
a good deal ot tonyism or social conser-
vatism in Holmes. He ackonowledged a
preference for the man with a pedigres,
the man who owned family portraits, and
had been brought up in familiarity with
books, and could pronoun-e ‘‘view" cor-
rectly . . . with the rest of socicty he was
disposed to ridicuie the abolition movemen t
as the crotchet of the eccentric and the long
haired. But when the civil war brok: out
be lent his pen, his tongue, and his own
flesh and blood to the cause ot the union.
The individuality of Holmes’ writings comes
in part from their local and provincial bias.
He bas been the laureate of Harvard college
and the bard of Boaston city, an Urban poet,
with a cockneyish fondness for old Boston
ways and things—th2 Common, and the
Frog Pond, Fanuzil Hill and Kiag's

Chapel at the Old South, Baanker Hill,
L.ong wharf and the tea-party aad the town
crier. It was IHlmes who iaveated the
playtul saying that “*Boston State house 1s
the hub of the solar syste m.”

Holmes was for mny years th: frenl

and associate of mz2n ot letters, ani as
Lowell dscribes it at their meetings would
make the ‘‘rockets” of his wit ‘‘curve thzir
long ellipse.” Longteliow, Lowell, Agassiz,
Feltor, Fmerson, Alcott, Whit:ier, and

many more were as the companions of his

youth, and theic going betore him made
his pathway lonelier. He too, has gone;

but he has l:ft his imperishable contribu-
tion to our literature. and the memory of
a wholesom= and useful life behind him.

* * *

We have in April “Munsey” a certain
amount of ‘*asseverated” criticism, in which
the alleged critic is as curt as a hotel clerk
or a railway official sometimes knows how
to be. Though he has not demonstrated his
critical right and abilility, he has raised a
question in some minds at least, whether
he can be a gentleran. e suppote no
gentleman treats with wholesale contempt
anything but the contemptible ; and,
especially he never abuses in print a lady
who certainly bhas never done him harm,
and whom we believe worthy of better
treatment. He is under the cover of a con-
venient anonymity, and seems merely to
have sacrificed every consideration to
smartness. Such an effusion would deserve
no notice but that is in the popular mags zine
where we are sorry to find it. A correspond-
ent writes with the just indignation a gener-
ous nature feels when he gets the sense of
meanness : ‘'] have today the KEaster
Munsey. On page 120 is a bru‘al, uncalled
for and mean slur on Sophie M. Almon
Hensley. The little * fiste” dog of a
‘‘penny-a-liner” critic says he has never
heard of her before, and trusted he never
would again. He puts in a few lines of a
poem, You will be indignant, as [ wac—
as anyone must be—at a cur who will
deliberately and wantonly speak thus of a
lady in a magazine that goes all over the
country. He need not have praised it he
did not want to, but a gentleman would
have siid notbing. These book reviewers
want to be ‘‘smart Alecks,” and say cutting
things which gratity their small souls.
When you see the magezine you can judge

the cur who wrote it.
- ~ -

They who would regard themselves as
quite intallible critics, who {feel constraiced
not to spare, or who can never utter praise
but with a damning qualification, may
profitably read and ponder some recent
sall es ot wisdom from that clever Scotch-
Englishman (are there any more Scotch-
men?) Andrew [.ang. S> may they who
are afraid to lift their voices for fear they
may not say the 1ight thing, or say it at all.
Here is a critic, among many other
vocations, and this is what he had recently
to say of criticirm :

“Lord Cockburn bagins his ‘Life of Jaffcay’ b
calling him ‘the fitst of Eoglish critics.” The words
arouse the critical mind to thought. If Jefirey, with
his very limited knowledge, with his yet more lim_
ited taste, with the blank places 1a his perceptions,
the numbness, as it were, of many of his sensory
nerves, if he, the assailant of Scott, the hammer of
Wordsworth, the enthusiast for ‘Lhe Paradise of
Coquettes,’ if he be the first of British critics, is it
worth while to be a British critic at all or to read
British criticism ? It is a fact that among Jeflrey’c

reviews of poetry I remember none so enthusiastie
as his review of ‘The Paradise of Ccquettes !" As

& mere humble retainer of Dame [Critciism, thy

‘Paradise’ strikes me as a very belated, weak, and
cheap imitation of Pope.

““But people may say Je¢flery is not the Prince of
Criticism. I dou’r think he is, de jure, but he cer-
tainly wore the crown. And if not Jeftery, who is
the rightfui Prince ? If one thinks of Dr. Johnson,
who also wore the purple, one remembers, alas ! his
treatment of *Lycioas,” and his general usage of Gray.
If we cast our eyes on Mr. Matthew Arnold, we can-
not forget his preference of * Enoch Arden’ to all Lord
Tennyson’s poems; his opinion that Btelley's
letters outshine his songs; his apparent inability to
admire any contemporary—except Miss Ingelow.
‘L'o my mind, Miss Ing low has never had all her re.
ward of renown; still, ‘there are degrees.” As a
critic, Addison is too remote, though a taste which
went right about Milton and *Chevy Chase’ can
se'dom have gone wrong.

“Perhaps poets are the bast critics, bat then one
recalls Coleridge on Tenvyson’s matrical gifts, and
Wordsworth's rather marked inability to see more
than *a pretty plae of heatnenism’ in Keats, or
in aoything—got his own. We observe Burns in
awtal admir tion of Aikenside, and Scott (qualing
\quite seriously ) Joanna Baillie with shakespeare,
aud 8yron bholding higher than need be the banner
ol Pope above such Claudians as Coleridge and
Wordsworth aid himselt,. Where we find koow-
ledge, sensiuiveaess, power, ina critic (as in 4 great
contemporary) we alsofiad wanc of balance, con
sistency, and of cquable freedom from excess®
Where, ia brief, is tue faultless critic ? Who sees
literature steadily, anad whole, and without personal
or other bias ?

“The young critic, to whom I would tenderly ad-
dre8s myself, may rcflect on these tacis when he
feels inclined to be cocksure. + thing may be good,
though not good for him; just as *Lycidas’ is good,
thcugh not for De. Johnson; and Wordsworth,
though not for Jeficey. I kn)w no more natural
temptation than tba. which whispers to each critic
toat he is rigat in every case. Yet we see that our
betters (for our betters they were, O young men )
were very often wrong, and we, too, may be fallible,
Really, when we refl :ct on 1t, oue wonders that we
have the cou-age to dawao a bad rovel or a minor
poet. Toe taie may be a ‘Richard Feve.el,” the
poetaster may be a Keats or » Wordworth.

“Ihere is a profane tale of Charles Baudelaire
bidding some one be very careful with some uhideous
Litttle soutn Sea or wold Coast idol or fetich. *He
may be the right ose !" [ think ot this when a new
poem or novel ‘comes under my lash.” It seems
very dull, dirty, pompous, p2ssimistic, afteccted, bu
—it may be the right one ! Keats w as the righ
one, so was Wordsworth, so was Shelley, so was
Tennyson, and how little our critical iathers knew
it ! They never recogn:z:d ‘Caristabel,’ the critics.
LTheir failure seews as 1mpossiblz as it you did not
see suarise, or hear ‘all the angels smging out ot
heaven,’ but they were bliud and deaf. Scuthey
‘could not see it," I am not quite sure that Lamb
couid. *The subtlety of Nature exceeds the subtlety
of man,’ says Bacon, and the manifoid subtleties of
literature are to. manuold for the versatility of any
individual critic.

R *

“We all do err, more than semzl insanivimus
omnes. Mr. Browning’s liter works may be his
best; I teel afraid to say *No.” Lord Tennyson's
dramas may be the most priceless jawels in his
crown. Ilnefaut jamais jurer de rien! I feel
quite disgustingly fallible; [ wonder anybody ever
listens to any ot us—not tuat tha pubsic really cares
very much for what we say. Still, do let us he care-
tul, éspecially the young ones. I would wiilingly
hope that they are always quit right, and wtier the
verdict of the future. 8tiil, they are human, and
theirs is an aw ul responsibility. Not that I am
conscious of ever having made a critical mistake
myself, even when [ differ from them; that is one
reason, among others, why I dubt even their in_
fallibility.

After ail, though everybody is otten wiong, one
reads criticism. Oae reads ii,as Mr. Arnold arank
wine, beeause one likes it. Oue is pleased to hesr
th: response which a work evokes !ron..n a reflective,
sevsitive, and ecucated mind. It may be a jarrreg
dissonance, or it may be a pleasing cadence. One
is curious to hear, one is charmed or vexed, as the

case may be.”
* *

We have from the author the tollowing
song, set to music and published by Ira
W. Shaw, Milledgville, Penn. The writ-
er is Hon. Charles H. Collins, of Hills-
boro, O., and his stanzas—which appear
also in s volume. “The New Year
comes, My Ldy,"—are entitled :

Good-By«; A Farewell to Ireland.
Good-bye to the Island.
Green Erin, good-bye;
To the musts of Killarney
The blue of the sky;
To inlets and havens,
To rocks on thy Coast,
Thy true-hearted people,
Of nations the boast.
Good-bye to Cork harbor,
Where navies may ride
When sto* ms stir the ocean
1n asger and pride.
As fogs gather round us,
'Mid tempest's harsh roar,
As ship leaves the cfling,
My heart is on shore.
And taith is unshaken,
That yet the red hand
O1 Vengeance will loosen
The chains from the land.
O where is the siren
With Liberty’s smile ?
Oh why has she slighted
This sea-circled isle ?
O sleeping or waking.
Wherever thou art,
The tea:s that are flowing
Appeal to thy heart.
May Freedom then hasten
The treasure Lo save,
And Erm will trample
“4  Ontyranny’s grave.
The signal 18 given,
The flag at *he mast,
The rarewells are spoken,—
With many, the last !
The ship has weighed anchor,
The soul breathes a sigh;
In sorrow and silence,
O Erin, good-bye !

Mr. Collins gives an aecount of the
genesis of, his poem: O1 a steamer in
(Queenstown Hartor, familiazly known as
the Cove of Cork, were a number ot Irish
emigrants bound for America. Steamers
lie in the ofling, ard passengers are taken
out on terders to the vessels. The flags
of the various lines are hoiztsd at th2 point
of embarkation, and when the tender has
started with the passengers the flag is taken
down. Wkhen atother vessel is due her
flag is run off, so that outgoing passengers
may know what tt2amer is in the offing,
that they may be ready to boird it, as
their tickets indicate both the line and tle
vessel they are to take, and the port of its
destination. In leaying Queenstown, theie
were many [rish peop’e who went frcm thet
port. Thare were othors who had cone
down the Clannel from Liverpco'. As

night came on, there were a number of

women and some old men and boys, croon-
ing a weird refrain, indicating sorrow
at leaving their beloved country, the home
8o dear to them, and deploring the sad
necessity which compelled them to do so.
Oae boy, who was bound for Philadelpbia
had a remarkably fine voice, and wes
shrewd and quite intellgent. G athering
from him the teelings actuating the emi-
grants, I went forward to the Linnacle,
light and jstted down the song in a some-
what ruder torm than that in which it now
appears. They sung it often on the thip.
Afterwards it was published, changed to
its present form, in the Hillsboro Gazette.
Thence it found its way into the three vol-
umes I published, at last attracted attention
of music publishers, and now goes its
rcunds as the latest Irish song ; and the
publisher, at least, is pleased with it, and
writes that it isa success among the people,
of all nationalities, where he resides.” We

felicitate the wortby author on whatever of
vogue the air set to it bas given to his
song. PATERFEX.

WAS A PROFITABLE GHOST.

1be Queer Story of What Happened in One
of the Maine Lumber Camps.

Job Remick ot Otis, Maine, claims tote
the only man who ever slept by the side of
a bear all winfer without knowing it. Job
is a farmer-lumberman, who took a crew of
choppers to the headwaters of Union River
last December for the purpose of getting

out spool stuff for the Eddingtcn
facory. As they expec’ed to stay
several months, a good camp bad

to be put up¢s cheaply and quickly as
possible. The site which Job seiected
fitled every condition. The camp was
placed at the foot of a steep, stoay ledge,
with logs to form three sides of the stru-
cture, while the fourth side was of rock,
which served the double purpose of chimney
and wind-proot wall. Job, who combined
the duties of cook and camp boss in one
person, and was obliged to get up early
and go to bed late, made a little bunk for
himselt next to the lcdge, while the men
slept in a common ficld bed at one side of
the camp.

It was not long before the cracks between
the logs and a big seam in the rock were
Cbinked with mud and moss and the winter’s
work was started in earcest. Stict camp
disciplme was enforced. The ciok and
teamsters were up at 4 o'clock. FEvery
moroing &t 5:30 treakfast was ready, and
at 6 all started for the woods, where they
werked, with half an hour's rest for dinner,
until dark, when they took supper n camp,
played seven- up until 9 o’clock, and went
toroostin the hemlocks.

The last thing Job did every night before
pulling in the latchstring was to fill the
fireplace with hard-wood logs, which kept
the camp warm until morning. It took a
week or two to get the trost ont of the
ledge at the back of the camp, and when
the stones had ceased to ‘‘sweat” the men
began to bear strange noises, like a giant
moaning in vain, which seemed to come
from the recesses of the ledge. These
sounds, which started after the big fire was
put on at night and ceated before daylight,
and were never heard when the men were
up and about, were at first thought to be
due to gases and water penned up in crev-
ices ot the ledge ; but as the winter ad-
vanced and the groans grew to snarls of
protest—Ilike the talk ot a sick Ncrwegian
who is trying to swear in English—the
choppers came to the conclusion that the
camp was haunted. and began to rehearse
the nsmes of their fellow townsmen who
bad been murdered or died trom violence.
After an impartial convass and a
cireful comparison of voices it was
decided that the groan'ng gho:t was the
spirit of o'd Ira Sprague, who had wan-
dered to these hills three years before
after bears and bad never come back to te!l
how he tared. Assoon as tte author of
the noises was named every chopper and
teamster quit work, leaving Job and the
gobin to keep camp. New men were
bired from an employment agency in
Bangor, and though Job tried to explain
the groans by saying they were due to
frost in the hills, the secret was soon com-
mon talk, and again the camp was empty

of everybody but Job and the ghost.

Adopting the homepathic icea that like
cures like, and that spirits distil'ed are the
best rem<dy for spirits disembodied, Job
hired his third crew with tte understand-
ing, that in addition to regu'ar wages every
man was to receive a gill of new rum at
the clcse of his dsy’s work. So between
men going away from fear and new men
comiog in for solace, the crew was kept
good natured and time jogged along un il
the latter days of March. One night after
the men after the men had turned in and the
horned owis were crooning a lullably
above tle sleeping camp, F ob heard a
scratcbing and clawing among the rocks by
his side, and holding his breath to learn
what was coming next, felt something drop
down and strike him in the face It was a
large, heavy objeet tbat fet hairy and
warm, like a stuffed army blanket, and as
Job could determ'ne by the dim camp fire
it bore a striking resemblance to a bear.
When he rose up to get a bet'er view the
visitor gave a savage growl and dropped
from the bed to the floor, where it stood
revealed as a full grown she bear, with a
$15 pelt on’her back and a 85 S'ate bounty
on her ears.

The choppers and teamsters, aroused by
the noise, came on with axes, pocket knives
and clubs to despatch her at once ; but Job
warning them to go easy, threw a blaoket
over ber head, and then all grappling in
with bedd'ng and coats for fenders, she
was soon tied fast, with a muzzle on her

nose and rope handcuffs on a'l her legs.
Using sticks for crowbars they dug out ﬁle
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loore dirt and stor es and uncovered a grass-
Jined den as big as a hogshead, which con-
tained two young cubs. In spite of stamp-
ing, snorting, and oth«r protests from tte
horses, the bear family were moved;to the
hay loft in the bovel, where ttey were fed
until the cubs could run about  Then, just
before they broke camp, the mother was
killed to furnish meat tor the crew, and the
young bears were carried to Job’s home,
where tkey are now growing fat and saucy
on bread and milk, Besides th: meat,
which he fed out in camp. the old bear
vielded Job R18 for her pelt, $3 in bear's
grease, and 85 in bounty, and he still has
the cubs, which he values at £20 each. In
addition to a cash conso’ation, Job has the
perpetual laugh on all the men who were
scared away, and is constantly teasing
them about the profits to be gained from
hunting ghosts.

MISERABLE FRAUDS

Some Dealers Substitute Cheap
and Worthless Dyes

—_—

When the Popular Diamond
Dyes are Asked For.

The great popularity ot Diamond Dyes
h.is resnlted in many worth'ess imitat-
iong—adnlterated ana cheap materials—
that are bounght by snme merchants at a
very low grice; and for the purpose ot ex-
tra large profits, these dealers urge their
customers to buy these weak ard worth-
less substitutes.

The substitution of common dyes for
tbe wonder working Diamond Dyes is
cne of the greesest frauds now being
worked on the ladies of Canada. Be-
ware of tha dealer who fries to induce
you to take the common dyes that give
him large profite.

Diamond Dyes are from two to three
fimes as 8 rong as any cf the imitaton
dyes. The best materia’'s that science
can produce are used in the manufacture
of Diamond Dyes, and you get your
money’s worth when you use them.

After the beautiful Sermon

“You ought to have goue to church this
morning, Billiger,” said Mrs. McSwat,
removing her wraps “‘It was such a
besutitul sermon. The preacher shcwed
that everything has its place in the plan of
creation. Even the snakes, mice, lizards,
caterpillars, fleas, and thing ot that kind
that we consider nuisances, fill some im-
portant and useful mission in life, he says,
it we could only know what it is "

*Did he say anything abou! that freckle-
faced Stapleford boy next door?"” asked Mr.
McSwat

““Don't scoff, Billiger. It wassuch an
uplitting discourse. It reconciled one to
the—O, look! Look!”

“What's the matter, Lobelia?”

“That nasty cockroact! Oob!
quick!”

Kill it

o
For Easy Wiiting on Traiwns,

The rolling stock of German State rail-
roads have been provided with an appli-
ance which will enable passengers on board
a frain to write without difficulty and re-
guardless of the motion of the train- The
new appliance consists ot a board suspend-
ed from the ceiling of the car by a strong
but elastic cords, which will prevent the
vibration of the moving frain trom inter-
fering with the writer. At the present time
only the first class compartments ot th) ough
trains are furnished with this appliance,
and a small charge is made by the conduc-
tor for its use.

HAS STRONGLY INFLUENCED THE
CUMMONS,

Not Less than Fify Members of the House
United on the Question,

It is a fact worthy of record that at least
fitty members ot the House of Commons
are able personally to bear unired and con-
vincing testimony to the good effects of
Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal Powder in case of
cold in the head or catarrh in its several
different shapes. These columns have
recorded the testimony ot members re-
presenting constituencies in every corner
of the Dominion. At this writing we have
before us the words of Mr. Arthur A Bru-
neau, M. P., of Richelieu, Que., and Hugo
H. Ross, M. P., of Dundas, who join with
their other members in telling what this
remedy has done for them in cases of ca-
tarrhal trouble. At the present time, when
so many are suffering from influerza in the
head it is a friend indeed. Sample bcttle
and blower sent by S. G. Datchon, 44
Churcb street, Toronto, on receipt of ten
cents in ailver or stamps.—Sold by H.
Dick and S McDiaimid.

The Convent of Hochelaga, Montreal,
has selected and purchased a Pratte Piano
for the use of its advanced pupile.

Mr. George McSweeney,

Proprietor of Moncton's Wel I-
known Hostelry,

—_—

Permanentiy Cured

OF A(UTE RHEUMATISM BY DR. MAN-
NING'S GERMAN REMEDY.

A Great Endorsement,

Mr. Geo. McSweeney, proprietor ot the
Hotel Brunswick, Moncton, writes to the
Hawker Medicine Co. (Ltd) as follows ;—

‘'l take great pleasure in stating to you
and the puolic that you are the proprietors
ot the greatest rheumatic cure 1 bave ever
come 1n contact with or used.

“I suffered for a year with acute rhea-
matism and atter trying everything I could
get at the drug stores without deriving any
venefit, I triea Dr. Manning's German
remedy and tound in it & complete and
permanent cure. :

*I heariily recommed it as the best
liniment in the market,’

Dr. Manning’s German remedy is sold
by all druggisis and dealers at 50 cts., per
bottle, and 18 manutactured only by the
f\!aléker Medicine Co. (i.td) St. John,

JAu Laquiry.

Jack—Didu't Links dine at yoar house
last might ?

Tom—Yes ; [ met bim on the way home,
and be came up and took pot Inck with me.

Jack—Was it anything like jick-pot luck
[ had the night betore ?

Sarcasglc.

““What does it remind you ot when these
homely Muglet girls wasn their taces "

“I don’t know. What ?”

*‘Irrigatiop of the p'ain.”

Consistent Fatality.

“I was just dying to see it.”

“Ir:

*‘Yes ; and when I saw it it was perfect-
ly killing,”

Trifiing With Science.
“What made that X rays lecturer so
mad ?”
‘**Somebody worked him with a piece ot
boneless codfish.”

The owner ot an ostrich farm at Anah-
eim, Cal., is trying to break ostriches to
drive in single, double, and tandem har-
ness. His efforts are meeting with a great
measure of success.

| S & ’

Is No Better

than Dr Humphreys’ Homge-
pethic Specifies for other

Diseases
No. 1 Cure Fever.
N 2 “ Worms.
No. 3 ¢  Infants D'seas s.
No. 4 “  Diarrhea.
No. 7 “ C(ougbs.
No. 8 Cures Neuralgia,
No. 9 “ Headache.
No. 10 “  Dyspepsia.
No. 11 “  Delayed Periods.- B
No. 12 «  ILeichorra.
No. 13 Cures Croup.
No. 14 “  Skin Discases.
Ne. 15 ¢ Rheumatism.
No. 16 * Malario.
No. 19 ¢«  Catarrh.

No. 20 Cures Whoop'ng Cough,

No. 21 “  Asthma.

No. 2¢ “  General Debility.
No. 26 “ Sea-Sickness.
No. 27 “ K dney Diseases.

No. 28 Cures Nervous Debility.

No. 30 “ . Uainary Diseases.
No. 32 «  Fore Throat.
No. 77 “  Colds and Grip.

Sma'l bottles of pleasant pellets fit the]vest pocket® .
Sold b;'dnglun or sent prepaid upon receipt of
price, 25 cents,except Nos. 28 and 32 are made $1.(0

8ize only, Humphreys’ Medicine Company, 1)1
William 8t., New York. —
will show you how to make 3 a
day absolutely sure;we furn
work in the locality where you
Send us your address and we willex-
we guarantee a clear profit of$3 for em.y'lmt

A DAYSURE =
*us your

add and we

the work and teach you tno"you

live.

plain the business fully; remember

Muu&mn: write at once, Ad
IMPERIAL SILYERWARE CO., BOXP 8,

il
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