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d Ben, impressively. * Couslnl

fib,’ sai
Reuben hasu'’t been called but twice {

WHISTLING GIRL.

From Harper’s Bazar.

¢¢ A whistling woman and a crow-
ing hen never come to any good end,’’
said Ben, prophetically. ¢ That's the
fourth tune you've whistled within the
1ast half hour, Lute.’

Lute firat finished the last bars of
¢ Kathleea Mavourneen,” and then
retorted calmly, ¢ Thanks for keeping
count, I shall begin the fifth as soon
as I have regained my breath.’

* You can whistle better than any
boy in this town,’ pursued Ben, in a
grudging way. ‘I'd be ashamed to
whistle better’n a boy if I was you.’

i * I'm not as easily ashamed as you,
Mr. Benjamin. Whatever Ido, Ilike
todo well. If I played marbles, I'd
try and do it better than anybody
else”

¢ Well,” remarked Ben, witl the
beautiful candor of boyhood, ¢all I

* can say is, I hope you won’t come to
a bad end. I shculdn’t be surprised
any day to see you in the penitentiary
or married to some rusty old preach-
er.'

+ 0, Ben,’ said his sister, reproach-
fully but laughingly, ¢aren’t yon
ashamed to put penitentiaries and
preacherson a par?’

*No I aren't, quoth Ben, quite
unabashed. ‘I think preachers are
the last of pea-time. Of the twe, I'd

-rather see youin the penitentiary than

married to one of them. Grandpa,
don’t you thiok it’s awful for girls to
whistle?’

* That depends on the way they
whis le,” said grandpa, n his slow,
gentle way. ¢ If they whistle as well
as Lutie, why, let them whistle. I'd
as soon hear her as a lute.’

¢ Lute rhymes to flute, you know,’
said Ben, as thou:h that accounted
for the fact.

¢ I'll tell you how T first learned to
whistle,’ said Lute, softened by these
compliments. ‘You know when I
had that dreadfil colid, winter before
last?’ s

‘You are always having dresdful
colds. First thing you know, old
lady, you’ll go up the spout. You'll
rise- early some morning and fiud
yourself a dead corpse, like those
fellows in the bible.” This cheurful
remark proceeded from Ben.

*You ought to be more careful,
child,’ said grandpa, looking at her
anxiog-ly. * You've got a bad cold
now—giough to put anybody else t-
bed. "And sitting on the steps bare-
headed thislate in the evening ! come
in, child, come in.’

¢Oh, there ain't much the matter
with me nowx,’ said Lute, carelessly,
coming up on the porch and seating
herself beside grandpa.” ‘I only
feel a little hoarse mornings and
evenings. I forgot what I was talk-
ing about. Oh, I remember—abont
my dreadful cold, Well, I could not
speak above a whisper for a month,
and singing was out of the question.
You know how I love to sing, grand-
pa. It seemed to me I never thought
of as many heautiful strains of music
before in my life as I did then. They
used to buzzin my head till I thought
1 shoull go crazy. I do believe they

would have tormented me to death if
I hadn’t lcarned to whistle. I used
to go up into the attic every day and
practise every day till [ had mastered
the art. You don’t know what a
relief it was to me, and is to me yet.
X feel quite independent of col ia;’
and Miss Lute stretched out her feet,
and leaning her head again the wall,
pursed her red lips in a preparatory
way. : i

¢ If youknew what somebody else
thought of your whistling, you would
not be so stuck up about .it.” ob-
served Ben, with a torned-np-nose
expression. It galled the spivit of
Master Lenjamin mightily to have a

" were woman excel him in that manly
art. ‘I bet you'd stop it ina jiffy.’
¢ Who is that dreadful somedody ?’

¢ Guess.’

‘I won't guess.
know.’

‘You do care. It's Cousin Reuben’
-=triumphantly.

*Wihat did e say?’ demanded
Lute, quickly.

¢ Uh, I beard him and Dick Spurr
talking in his room about you. Dick
said be didn't carc how much you
whistled ; whatever you did seemed
pretty to him. I'd be ashamed to
have any fellow as spoony about me
as Dick Spurr is about you, Lute.’

‘1 don’t care if you would. What
did Cousin Reaben say?*

¢ Ob, he said he thought it was un-
Jadylike, illbred, and all that sort of
lhing."l-le said lots about it. I'll
be bound you never whistle before
bim again, Miss Lute.’

*I'll_be bound I do,’ cried Lute,

flushing hotly. ‘I don't care two
fige what he thinks. I'll begin
whistling the minute I see him, and
neyer atop till be goes away. There !’

¢ Will you whistls at meusls too?’

i Ben, charmed at having put

bis sistPrin a rage. ‘ How will you
an.’o about eating?’

I wish to goodness, grandpa,’

she continued, not noticing Ben's re-

D ’g ¢you'd never tuken him to

board

1 con't care to

with us.’

y, child, he hud to board
re; a young man like him
~keep house,

idn't let my ncphew’s son board
else. [ did want him to
without paying any boar.,’

r ndps, in his slow way,
ldn't hear to it.’

bave a hottentot in the

& doctor. Somcbody is
jag bim up-in the mid-
and waking the whole

Of course I}

in the night since he came here; but '
what if you do get waked up? Can’t
you go to sleep again?’

‘I nover counld bear doctors,’ said
Lute, snappishly. 7

¢ It’s the finest profession in the
world,” retorted Ben. ¢You don’t
know what you do like.!

¢I like merchants.’

¢ Heaven deliver me from a coun-
ter hopper ! * said Ben, piouely. ¢ Be-
fore I'd make my living hy skipping-
round a store wigh a yard stick in my
hand, I'd—I'd dance the tight rope.’
Ben seemed to think he was uttering
s heroic sentiment, and put on his
most virtuous Jook. ¢But I bet I
knew what you like merchants for.’
Lute'’s only response was to purse
up her lips and elevate her chin.
¢Ivs because Dick Spurr’s in a
store. - What you can see in that
little whipper-snapper is a wmystery
to me. His beard.ain't one tenth ss
long as cousin Reuben's.” Ben valued

their beards.

* Yonder comes Reuben now,’_said
grandpa, looking up from his paper.
¢ And your everlss:ing Dick Spurr
with him. If I was that fellow, I'd
take up my board here at one. It
would be more decent than spending
half his time here free gratis for no-
thing.’

The two gentlemen came up the
steps as the candid Benjamin finished
his remark. Cousin Renben was tall
and reserved looking. Mr. Spurr was
small and talkative. Both were mo- |-
derately good looking.
¢ Good evening, Miss Lutie; good
evening, Mr. Farra,” cried Mr. Spurr,
n hie sprightliest manner. ¢ How
are you,” Ben? How is your cold,
Miss Lutie?’

¢Oh, my cold don’t amount to
anything,” said Miss Lutie, smiling
up in his face and making room for
him on the seat beside her. *You
all make a mountain out of a mole-
hill. Yeu are determined to have me
an invalid.’ = =
‘It's because we love you so,’
said Mr. Spurr, in a tender under-
tone, and pulling his moustaché with
a sentimental air. “Mr. Spurr was
much given to tugging at his mous-,
tache, which was weak and whitish~
looking. Ben said he pulled it to
make it grow fast ; but so far bis ef-
forts had not been crowned with
success.

Lute’s only reply was another dan-
gerous smile,

Cousin Reuben, who had seated
himself off at some distance, now
looked up and said gravely, * You
have a very bad cold. You are quite
hoarse this evening. You must let
me mix you some medicine before
you go to bed.’

¢ Thanks, no,” returned Lute,
coolly. I prefer a bad cold—to
somelhing worse.”

* Yon needn’t fear my giving you
disagreeable medicine,” he replied,
smiling.

¢ I wasn't alluding to any had taste
in your medicine ; I was thinking of
the effects of it; it might make me
worse off than I am now,’ she said,
looking studiously away from him,
and whistiing a little under bLer
breath.

He looked at. her in surprise as he
caught the sting of her remark, and
his dark face reddened ; but he an-
swered gnietly, * You will do as yon
please; I press my services on no
one.’

Grandpa had fallen into one of his
reveries, and had heard nothing that
passed. Mr. Spurr was too well-bred
to show any Wurpri e at this little
passage of arms; hut Ben wasn'l.
He stared at bis sister a while in a
markedly surprised and indignant
manner, and then said, in good strong
Eng'ish, * Lute, you're a brute, and
deserve a good whipping.’ With
that young Master Farra went his
way in disgust.

¢Abem! it's a very delightful
evening,’ said Mr. Spurr, anxions to
change the subject, and saying the
first thing that popped into his head,
¢*do you like the spring, Miss Lutie?
¢*I do,’ replied Miss Lutie, taking
her eyes from the tree ‘at which she
had been looking and dropping them
on him. * Likewise summer, su‘tumn
and winter—I like them all.’

¢ But which do you like the best?’
arged Mr. Spurr, as though he took a
vital interest in her acswer.
*Ihaven't the remotestidea. This
has been such a delicious spring that

¢ Most ladies like the spring,’ said
Mr. Spurr, gallantly. - ¢’Tis the
season of flowers and buiding leaves
—and—’

¢ Fresh onions and green peas,
said Lute, laughing. ¢It's a good
time for fishing, too. Db you ever
2o fishing, Mr. Spurc? I'm devoted
to it.

*N-no; I'm not especially attached
to it. " But I believe Reuben there is,
aren’t you, doctor?’

‘Yes I like to fish when I have the
time for it, whici I very seldom do,’
‘ replied the doctor, coming out of a
brown study. . ¢ Not that I have sunh,
an immense practice,’ he continued,
hastily, seeing a slight curl on Lutie's
lips; *But what leisure I have, I
think I ought to devote to study.’

L& wonder you are wvot studying
now,’ said Mr. Spurr. I pever saw
such an old book worm as he, Miss
Lutie. He looks as if he grudged
stupping study to talk me when I drop
in tosee him.” The doctor drew his
long beard up over his lips to hide the
smile on them. * I'll be bound, now,
he doesn’t waste mach of his Precious
conversation on you all here.

e ' you know that's &

-

* We rarely see him except at s
meals,” said Lute, indifferently. -* I

2o

men according to the abundance of |

just now spring is rather a favorite.”|jectives.
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feel like taking s walk. Would you
like to go, Mr. Spurr?*

¢I should be delighted,” replied
that gentleman, gallantly, twirling
his moastache. - ¢ You had better
put something sround ' you, Miss
Latie.” g

¢Bring me my shawl out of the
hall, then,’ said Lutie, rising and
shaking out her draperies. *Grand-
ps, you had better go in ; it is getting
quite cold out here.’

¢ Child, you oughtn’t to go out this
late in the. cvening, said grandpa,
anxiously. ¢ Reuben, it is too cold
for her to go out, is it not?’

¢ Cousin- Lute thinks she knows
what is good for her,’ said the dootor
distantly.

¢ I'm going to wrap up well, grand-
pa, said Lute, taking the shawl—a
fleecy, white thing—from Mr Spurr’s
hand, and arranging it around. her
vecomingly. ¢Please, let me go;’
and she kissed him and hung round
him in a way that that came near
making Richard Sparr crazy.
¢ Well, go along then,’said grand-
pa, fondly. ‘I don't see why she
lets that young Spurr go with her so
much,’ he continued, as they walked
off arm in arm. ‘I hope she won’t
fall in love with bim.’

¢I don’t see how she could,’ said
Reuben, watching them rather grimly.
*She has too much sense to fall in
love with such a rattlebrain as he.’

¢ My dear boy, did you ever hear
of a woman using her sense when
she was in love? The smarter they
are, the greater fools it makes them,
The loveliest woman I ever knew
made herself an idiot over an ugly
little high-tempered wretch—and she

‘married him, too. Never be surprised

at anything a woman may do when
she is in love.’

The doctor lit a cigar and puffed
away in thoughtful silence. He fin-
ished the cigar, and grandpa went in
to bed, and to sleep, and to snore;
but the promenaders did not return.
He tossed the blazing stump away
with a muttered something that ‘was
not exactly a benediction, .and then
marchied off to bed with a very re-
solved air and a much-ronghened
forehead.

The next afternoon was 8o tempt-
ing that Lute found it impossible to
stay in the house and work. Itseemed
& sin to stay in-1oors while there was
such sunshine and such fresh green
outside. So she put on her bonnet,
and with ** Endymion” in one bhand
and ber tackle in the other, set out
for the pond, to spend the afternonn
in a way after her own heart. Far-
ra’s pond, as it was called, was the
admiration of the whole county. It
was & deep hoilow, shaded by beauti-
ful trees, and was so large that it was
often mistaken for a lake, much to
old Mr. Farra’s delight. It had been
dug by tbe present owner's father
when the adjoining city was but a
humble village. It was a favorite
resort of Lute's, partly on account
of the fine fish in which it aboanded,
and partly on occount of its own
lovely quietness. She soon arrived
at it, and, softly whistling to herself,
laid her hookand lines in the little
boat, and glanced around for signs
of fishing worms.- Her experienced
eye soon decided on a place, and she
began industriously digging for them
with ar old shingle.

*Bah!’ sbe said, as she deposited

half & dozen squitming red fellows.

in the rusty tin can kept there for
the purpose. ‘¢ What nasty, ugly
things-worms are! I wish one could
fish without bait. I‘takes away half
my pleasure to have to put them on
the hook. There, that’s enough. O,
mercy ! I've get my foot damp in this
horrid dampplace ; but, no matter,
I'll stick them up on the seat in front
of me, and the eun will soon/make
them dry.’ . :

She went back to the skiff, put her
bait in, and then got in herself, un-
loosed it, aud paddied out beyond the
shadows of the trees into the warm
sunshine. She took in the paddle
and laid it across Rer lap, baited her
book and dropped it gently into the
water, elevat~d her feet on the seat
in front of her, and began to enjoy
herself greatly.

¢ What a sweet thing sunshine is,’
she said, meditat.vely watching the
flying cloud shadows aud trembling
tree shadows. Lute was a great lover
of nature, but she kept it carefully
hid. She had an idea that it looked
seotimental und weak to go info rap-
tures over birds, flowers, etc., and she
had a great horror of both those an-
¢1 do believe I had a bite.
Pshaw ! no, Ididn’t. Well, I'll read
alittle. I like to read Keats out of
doors on a day like this,’ she’ went
on, slowly turning the leaves. *It
gives a fresher flavor to his ¢lush
green leaves’ and his ¢ dew-dabbled
poppies.’ I believe I'll begin at the
beginning. The first of * En.lymion’
is the best anyhow.’

She began to read, at first with her
attention divided between her bobb-
ing cork and her book, but the book
got the best of it. The venturesome
fish nibbled away at ner bait without
her noticing it; but finally a big one
got the hook in its unfortunate mouth,
and gave the line such a jerk as to
bring her back abruptly from the
classic shades of Mount Latmos. It
did not bring her back without a start
and that start sent the paddle in her
lap spinning in the water, and come
near sending ber book affer it, but
it fortunately fell in the bottom of
the boat instead. Lute was toe keen
a fisherwoman to wasle a thought on
such trifling things as paddles aud
books at such a moment as this.
Her whole heart was on the end of
the line. Alter a dozen aboriive
efforts, in which she nearly capsized
ber little akiff, she brought the fish

out of. the water, panting and wri
gling, and regarded him in triumph.

¢ What a beauty !’ ehe said, disen-
gaging her hook from his mouth.
* He s the biggest one I ever caught
here. He must weigh at least five
pounds.’ Lute's ideas of weizht
were defective. * Won’t Ben be
jealous? There, old fellow, lie there.
Now I must get that plagued
paddle.’

But that plagued paddle was far
beyond her reach now, and was float-
ing tranquilly off to shore. ¢It’s a
good thing there’s another in the
bottom of the boat, or I should
in & bad fix,” soliloquized Lute,
she threw out her line again. *‘I's

| glad my book didn’t fall in the water.

I don’t think I'll'read any more ‘now ;
I feel in a fishing humor;’ and the
lately caressed book was allowed to
lie reglected in the bottom of the
boat—a touching example of the
fickleness ot human favor.

She fished on till nearly dark;
even then the fish were biting so
well that she could hardly prevail on
herself to stop. But the air was
growing chilly, and she knew she
ought to be in the house. So she
resolutely drew in her line and
wrapped it around the pole, lowered
her feet, reached down in the hoat
for the remaining paddle—

The paddle wasn’t there!

She felt nervously in every pob-
sible place for the missing paddle,
but it was nowhere to be found.

Well, she was a fix! Oat in the
middle of the pond, with no possible
means of getting to shore! Night
was coming on rapidly, and she was
already shivering with co'd. Nobody
at the house knew where she was;
they would think she was in town
visiting some one.

But the house wasn't very far off
—may be they could’ hear her it she
called out very loud. She rose to
her feet, and opened h2r mouth to
to give a prodigious yell ; but she
couldn’t spesk above a whisper.
Her damp feet and the chill night
air had brought her cold to this
climax. B0

Lute sat’ down, overwhelmed.
There was nothing she could do—
absolutely nothing. She would have
to stay out there all night, and she
knew—there was mno use mincing
matters—it would be the death of
her. She looked tragically into the
growing darkness, and thought, even
if they came there to look for her,
they couldn’t see her from the shore,
and she wouldn't be able te utter a
sound to let them know she was
near. She forgot there was such a
thing as a moon at night.

But stop ! she counld utter a sound
—thank Heaven, she could whistle.
Her face brightened as she thought
of this despised accomplishment-of
hers. With rising spirits, she drew
her overskirt over her shoulders to
keep herself warmer, and began to
whistle Schubért’s ¢ Serenade’ in her
finest style. The birds started in
their nests as the strange sweel notes
floated toward them, then dropped
their drowsy little heads and slept
more soundly than ever. Music isa
good thing, but sleep is a better —at
night.

Whistling is proverbially good for
keeping up one’s courage. Lute
found her courage mightily refreshed
by it. She sat there for nearly an
hour, whistling everything she knew ;
she even began to enjoy herself,
after a fashion. The moon soon rose,
and filled every place with subdued
shadow or soft light. There was a
sweet stillness on every thing. She
stopperd whistling a moment Lo enjoy
it more fully. Every now and then
the lazy breeze brought her a faint
mingled odor of apple and lilac
blossomsr How lovely, lovely it was !
She felt as if she was enchanted,
sitting there all alone at night ia her
little boat. ‘I'm the lady in the
Dismal Swamp,’ she thought, smil-
ing, ‘only this plac is far from
dismal or swampy either.’ :

Just then she thought she heard
distant foot-steps coming toward the
pond. She hastily resumed her
whistling to direct them to her : she
had no wish to stay out-of-doors all
night, no matter how beautifal it
was. The footsteps grew nearer;
they came hurrying dowa the slope,
and in a few moments Cousin Rueben
8t@bd in a narrow etrip of moonlight
on the ed ze of the pond.

*Good God! Lute.’ he cried, mn
an agituted voice, ‘ what are you
staying out on the water this late at
night tor? Don't you feel how cold
itis? It js enongh to kill you.’

Lute had stopped whistling abiup*-
ly, and now notioned tothe paddle,
which was lying near his feet. He
did not understand, and cried im-
patiently, * Why don’t you come to
shore? Ob, yon rash girl, to be
sitting there, with your bad cold!
Make haste, and paddle back.’

Lute kept motioning so persistant-
ly at his feet that le looked down
and saw the paddle. He picked it
up, and asked, quickly, * Did you
drop this out of the boat? Haven't
you the other oue in there?’

Lute nodded at the first question
and shook her head at the last.

*Why don’t you speak? Have
you lost your voice?’

She nodded vehemcatly, and touch-
ed her throat and cuest,

¢God!' he repeated, tearing off
his coat and overcoal ‘8heé is o
hoarse she 2an’t speak. Oh, child,
you'll kill yourself!’ -

He jerked up the paddle, and was
in the water, swimming toward her,
before she knew what be was doing.
When be oame to the boat he lifted
himself in lightly, and sst with his
back to her, so his wet kuees and
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feet would not touch her. Lote

Jri e
‘

as low as hers, ‘look at me.’

she said, presently ; ¢ Don’t you think

HQ"H of Worke

Sncress and gou shall Gopwmand if.

watcbed hitn with a peealiar look '
during the few minutes he was pad--
dling back to shcre. He did not
till he had fastened the boat helped
her out. Then he took up his over-
coat and said, ‘ You are shivering;
let me put this around you.'

¢ Oh no { you are wet, ' she whisper-
ed. ¢ You must put it on.’-

¢ A little wetting won’t hurt we,’
he said; ‘I'm as tough as a pine.
You must let me put it around you.
Will you put your arms through ‘the
sleeves? Well—there! Don't touch
me, or I'll get.you.wet. ..

*I will touch you ; I don't care if I
do get wet;’ she said in a sobbing
whisper, laying her hand on his
dripping sleeve. *I was so rude to
you yesterday, you ought to have let
me staid out there all night in the
cold.’

‘Oh no,’ he said, smiling, and
wrapping the overcoat more tightly
around her.

¢And 1t. was all about nothing,’
she said. ‘It was all because Ben
sald that yon—you—' ]

‘That I what? asked Reuben.
bending his head closer, so he could
hear her.

‘You thought it was unladylike
and—acd ill-bred in me to whistle.
Do you think it is so bad?' she
asked, looking humbly up in his
face. *If you do, I'll never whistle
again.’ Poor Lute was completely
subdaed by Cousin Reuben's re-
turning her evil with good in such a
magnanimous way. * He's not only
given himself an awful wetting,’ she
thonght, remorsefully, ‘but he's
spoiled his best business suit. [Ilis
pantaloons will never be fit for a dog
to wear again.’

‘I don’t think I ever ueed such
strong words as ill-bred and unlady-
like 1n regard to your whistling,’
answered the doctor, smiling in her
troubled face. ‘Ben exaggerated a
little.” Bat I must confess I used to
dislike to hear a lady whistle, but—’

*I'll never whistle again,’ inter-
rupted Lute, witlr as much decision
as her voiceless condition would
atiow: S

¢ But,’ he continued, still smiling,
Idon’t dislike it now. I love to hear
you whistle. Besides, it .was your
whistling directed me to you to-
night. Perhaps I shouldn’t have
found you without it. So take back
your rash vow, Cousin Lute.’

¢I wish you would so something to
punish me for my rudeness,’ she said,
hurriedly. *Give me as much medi-
cine as you want ; I will take a whole
barrelful if you say so.’ ’

*But I shan't say so,” he sail.
There was stil! a smile on his lips,
but none in his eyes; they shone
strangely.

‘I don't know what made me so
cross,’ she wont on. ‘I know I am
spoiled and wilful. I never had a
mother to show me how to be gentle
and good; but I am not often so
dreadful as I was to you yesterday.
Ob, Cousin Reuben, can you forgive
me? :

¢ Lute,’ he said, in & voice almost

They were standing in the narrow
strip of light, and the moon lit up
both their faces. She raised her wet
eyes obediently, but thé strange look
in his made her drop them snddenly,
while a startled painful flush bathed
her face.

¢Shail I tell ycn why you were so
cross to me?’ he asked.

¢ No, no,’ she murmured, hiding
her face in her hands.

¢ Was it because you cared for my
opinion, because you—loved me?’

His wet arms were around her now
—it was well she had on his thick
overcoat—and were pressing’ her
closely to his wet breast.

* My innocent darling,’ he whispar-
ed, ‘ you know why you were so cross
with me.’

¢ llgw long have you known? ' she
said, her voice coming smothered
from s 8hirt bosom.

¢ Known what, dear love?’

* Why I was 8o cross with you.’

‘Not five minates. It flashed to
me just now, while you were asking
me to punish you.’

‘Iam glad,’ she said. ‘I didn't
know myself, or I should have hid it
better.’

¢ I'd defy you to do that,’ he sad,
with a low laugh. ¢Ob, my sweet
dumb darling, look up and give me
one kiss.”

She raised her fair smooth face,
and his dark bearded one came in
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Hopewell Corner, A. C.

T. W. BELL & Co.
Sop Muuficturers, - - Stedias, N. B.

The best and cheapest Soap in the
: < Market.

{BLAKSLEE & WHITENECT,

DEAIFRS IN

Paper Hangings, White Lead, 0ils. Varnishes, &e.
22 Germain St., St. John, N. B.

L. WESTERGAARD & CO.,
Ship Agents & Ship Brokers,
(Consulate of the Neth )
(Cousulate of Austria and Hungary,)
¥o, 127 WALNUT STREET,

L. WESTERGAARD, } Phﬂldeyﬁhh.

GEO. 8. TOWNSHEND, july

paid to the collection of
of busi lly

debts and tr i

W. F. COLEMAN, M.D., M.R.C. 8. EN&.

ORMERLY Surgeon to Torontc Eye
and Ear Infirmary.

Practice limited to diseases of the Eye
and Ear. *

Orrice—32 GERMAIN STREET, corner,
North Market Street,

‘SAINT JOHN, N. B.
Hours—10 to 12, and 2 to 5. (apr19)

T. 8. SIMMS & CO.,

Manufacturers of all kinds of Brushes
and Corn Brooms,

No. 208 UNION STREET,
June 14 8T. JOHN, N. B.

A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF

Lnng and Short Lumber

CONSTANTLY ON HAND.
Orders Solicited. Address—

Petitcodiac Lumbor Company,
may 17 Petticodiac, N. B.

MARBLE,

e

H. J. McGRATH,
Dorchester, N. B.

—0
AVING purchased the entire Stock in
Trade of Mr. Perer Hacaw. and

with his previousiy large Stock of

ITALIAN, SOUTHERN FALLS, AND
RUTLAND MARBLES,

the Bubscriber has now one of the largest
and best sclected stock of Monumental
Marbles to be found in the country. All
Stock is guaranteed.

§GF™ Prices twenty per cent. lower than
any other Establishment in the Provinces.

Andres’ Marble Works,

Amherst and Wallace, N. 8.

'FIIE Subscriber having a large amount
of superior ITALIAN and AMERI-
CAN MARBLE on hand,is prepared to sell

Gravestones and Monuments
Of Either Quality,

At greatly reduced prices. He has
also a large smount of MARBLE and first
quality FREESTONE at extremely low
rices. Alio, Italian Marble Table and
ounter Tops.
Pcrsons are cautioned agaitust buying
Southern Falls American Marble for the
Italian,as on t of their bl

BO-PAﬁ'lIEIﬂP CARD.

HAVE this day associated Mz. H. R.
Euuerson with me in professional
Co-Partnership, and the business hereafter
will be conducted under the name, style
and firm of

Dorchester, N. B., A.J. HICKMAN.
Nov. 2nd, 1877.

Mispeck Mills,

Office and Warehouse :

PARADISE- ROW, NEAR L 0. R
STATION,

ST. JOHN,

J. L. WOODWORTH,
Agent.

George Nixon,
‘WHOLESALE AND RiTAlL DEALER 1N
PAPER HANCING,
Brusues and Window Glass.:
King Sr. St. Jonn, N. B.
VICTORIA
STEAM CONFECTIONERY WORKS.
Waterloo st. St. John, N. B.

junel8

E call the attention of Wholesale deal
ers and others to our Stock of Pore
Coxrecrions. Wholesale only.

J.R. WOODBURN & Co., ;
Victoria Steam Confectsonery Works.

J. R. WoopBURN.

New Harness Slgop.

E Subscriber has openied a Harneas
Shop opposite the Lawrence House,
where he interds to

H. P. Kezrr.

Manufacture Harnesses

rates. :
. NATHAN G. BULMER.
Sackrille, Sept. 9th, 1877.

GEO. CONNERS,

Mdnufacturer & Builder,
Petitcodiac, N. B,

Estimates made of Buildings
Doors, Sashes, g;;m’ Coffins Furnished,

tad

All kinds of plaining and sawing

and do general repairing, at moderate ‘

is now iber Jouw
Miuron Baiep alone under the old style
of Firm_of :

¢ THOMAS BAIRD & SONS,
;ymunt to the provision of his father's

5 JOHN MILTON BAIRD.
Sackville, Oct. 22nd, 1877.

Notice of Removal.

————

G. H. VENNING,
Clock and Watch Maker.

WOULD respectfully informa the in-.
habitants of Sackville and vicinity
that he has removed his Shop to Mr. Jchn
Bell's NEW BUILDING, where he will
be happy to attend to his old customers
and as many new ones as will favor him
with their patronage. §c@=He can promise
strict ién and ble d h

Plain Gold Rings made to order. Jewel-

0,

ry neatly repaired.  sep26

Wilson, Gilmour & C

204 UNION ST.,
Capt. MoLean’s Brick Building, -
ST. JOHN, N. B.

Marbleized Mantles and Grates, ,
PORTABLE RANGES,
TaDWWECSS,
Tinware, ete., ete.,

REFRIGERATORS,
GRANITE IRON WARE
july 19 W., G. & CO,

Adminlst atrix Notice.

ALL PERSONS having claims against

the Estate of EDWARD CAROLL,
late of Elgin, deceased, will present the
same duly attested within three months,
and all persons indebted to the sgid Estate
will pay the same forthwith to

ADAMINA CAROLL,
Adminisiratriz.
Elgin, Oct. 17th, 1877. , 8m

PER WEEK ar HOME.
1 Bamples and Watch Free
to all. Address, 4
MONTREAL NOVELTY CO.,

236 St. James Street, Montreal, P. Q.
For 50 Cents we will send to
any address, 1 elegant Gent's
Watch Chain with Seal, 1 pair
Sleeve Buttons, 1 set Shirs

M slmd.iil Colllll;Buuon, 1 heavy
plain Ring, 1 Parisian diamond

“'Tn" Pin, Retail price 83. 8100,

~80LD 000 stock must be sold. 1llus-
JEWELRY

trated catalogue of jewelry,
‘Watches, &cr, sent with every
lot. Silver Watch, good time
kecper, 8¢. Watch free to
all agents. v

MONTREAL NOVELTY CO.
Importers, Montreal, F. Q.

» sequence of Belf-Abuse;
as Loe of' Memery, Tniver- 4

b &l Lasgitude, Pain in the
G nees of Vision, -

BeforeTaking, Premature (2 Age, and Afte:
many othef tiseascs that lead % Tnsani 01;'3&‘:
suwiaplion and & Premature Grave. &w~ Price, $1
per mckn{e. or six packages for 5, by mail free of
. Kull particulars in our pamphlet, which
we desire to send free by matl toevery one, Addrosm
WM, GRAY & CO., Windsor, Outarie, Canada.
@™ Sold in Sackville by Amasa Dixon,

and all Druggists everywhere.
dozen of the most beaun -

WE W|l tiful new Chromos, in

French oil color. ever seen, for $1.00.
They are mounted 8 x 10 black enamel and
gold mats, oval opening. and outsell any-
thing now_bdnm the public. Satisfaction

mail one and one-half

at the shortest notice.

The facilities for filling orders cheaply
and promptly are unsurpassed. oct20

it is frequently sold for the latter.

Persons wishing to purchase will find i
decidedly to their advantage to_call and
exsmine for themselves befors buying
elsewhere. 5

All orders promptly attended to, and
finished in & workmanlike De-
signs sent freeswhen required.

8. B. ANDRES.
Ambherst, N. 8., Dec. 12, 1876.

&=D. LUND, A;;t for taking orders
in Sackville and vicinity,

DRESS-MAKING

A
MILLINERY!

HE SUBSCRIBER wishes to intimate

to the ladies of Sackville and vicinity,

that he has added to his business a DrEss -
MAKING and MILLINBRY DEPARTMENT, each
branch of which is under the supervision

immediate and close contact with it.
She muraared, on the divine breath
of that first kiss, * You have not
said whether you love me or not.’

¢ Does this feel like it?’ he whisper-
cd, crushing her closer to him. *Oh,
my darling, I love yon 8o much! I
have been so mad ahout you as to be
jealous of poor Dick Spurr. Last
night I felt like killing him when you
sxiled on him so.’

She was too happy to feel a passing
pang for poor Dick. How could she
think of any one but Reuben, with
bis cheek against: hers and his eyes
on her?

¢ You told me not to touch you,’

you sre acting inconsistently, Sir?’

¢God forgive me I’ he said, looping
her. ‘I am a seifish brute to hold
you against me, wet and dripping-as I
am. I forgot everything but myself.
Do you feel cold? anxiously.

¢ Not & bie.! - T

¢ Maybae the overcoat kept you from
getting damp. I nevegthougit that
I should bug that old Ulster with as
much zest as I have done to night.
Come, let's burry home, and I'll be-
gin giving you that barrel of medicine
you were 8o anxious to take.’

¢ You must take part of it yoursell,’
< Continued on fourih page.

, having had experi-

AMHERST FOUNDRY

—AND—

MACHINE SHOP,

Kill & othr Nachinery,

Ship’s Castings, Stoves,
HOLLOW WARE, TIN WARE,

PLOUCHS, &C.
AMHEEST, i llthA SCOTIA.

NEW BRUNSWIOK |
PARLOR & VESTRY

Organ E_nmtory.
PETITCODIAC,--N. B

ABIN:v [ ORGANS of all deacriptions

on ha:d, and manufactured to order,

l’h‘nlr Stools, Conn{ &c., always on ﬁ

Instruments o man

ranted to yrive satis| n. A liberal dis

couut o to churches. g
WM. MURPHY,
mayl6 : Pn.fhl.a.

SRS

ofa p P

ence in first-class establishments in St.

John. A good stock of

and MILLINERY will be k

be made up in Fashionable

reassnable prices. :
B Patronage respectfully solicited.

July 26 J. F. ALLISON.

tyles and at

g Two les for 25 cents, or
six for 50 cents. Send 10 cents for grand
illustrated catalouge, with Chromo of
Moonlight on the ft'hinc. or 20 cents for
two Landscapes and Calla Lilies, on black
ground. W. H. HOPE, 26 Bleury Street,
Montreal, Canada, Headquarters for Chro-

mos, Engravings
and Art works. »
By reading aud practicing

K No w the inestimable truths con.

aincd in the best wed|
;):\:k over l-ruu{,’enﬂt‘llk%

SELF-PRESERVATI
T“stlFPﬁm onl‘y #1. Bent by mail
1Vl Poematurt Decline;
s of Exhausted Vitality, mature Decline,
'l}:::'oul and Physical Debility, and the endiess
concomitant ills and untokl miscrics that result
therefrom, and wore than 60 origival pre.
scriptions, any one of which is worth thc price of
"ook. ‘This book was written by the most ox-
skilful practitioner
Al el by the Mattoney Mecic. | Aséaciation.
medal 7
A |}|| %4 'n':‘ﬂxovuy finest
Btecl K

1 of art beau!
:c‘ntruilodl.sm

{o; l{t ut once. %
B e THY SELF

5t., Boston, Mass.

NEW HARNESS SHOP

HAVE OPENED, in connection with
the old stand, a

Retail and Repair Shop,

In CHIGNﬁO HALL, Lowor Sackrville,
where all my customers will be att nded

.BP. rom?'uy “l: at ohup rat2s,—Me. O,
STEPHEN AYER.

HARNESSES at either establishment
will be sold for prompt pay or cash at
three months, Chheaper zhan at any
other establishment in the Provinoces:
Call and obtain-prices. 8. A.

The Great canse of Human Misery

WE have recently published
& new edition of Dr. Oul
's ted
the ical and permanent cur
glﬂwu medicine) of Nervous
Debility, Mental and Physical Incapacity,
Impediments to Marriage, &c., resulting
from excesses.
. BEF™Price, in a sealed envelope. ouly 6
cents, or two postage stamps.

“The celef authot, in this admirable
Essay clearly demonstrates, from thirty
years’ successful that alarming
consequences may be radically cured with-
out the dangerous use of internal medi-
cine or the nmuoulon of the knife; Poht—
ing outs of cure at once simple,

Ain - and effectual,- by means of which

spm_g_m Coal.

r E Subscriber has been appointed
l\ﬂ Aoyt for the , and will
receive orders for Spring Coal.
Pronipt attention to-onders.
BLAIR ESTABROOKS.

z:ry sufferer, no -.m.h‘i'mllf“'h'“nﬁ-
mey cure himself cheapl
pri wun‘ n]o'nay. ;
is Loc:‘u should be ||- Ql‘o. hands
of every youth every maa in the land.
Address—

TEE CULVARWELL MEDIOAL 00.,

41 Axx Sv., Nzw Yoax.

Sackville, Nov. 8th, 1877.

e

Post Ofice Box, 4586.  (febl)  auglé




