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LITERATURE.

Down the Short Hoad.
‘Here le the book,” mid See

Whltton.
A Jenny Here pushed s roll of dress 
■node along the counter, and Sue hid 
Tw novel—with the String picture 
on its back of a woman pursued by 
an armed ruffian—finder it, and 
shoved it back to her.

‘ It is perfectly splendid !’ she 
whispered. ‘ Flora Vernon, the he
roine, was In New York seeing life, 
and there is a Russian prince madly 
in Ibvji with her. He met her in a 
street car, and they exchanged hand
kerchief greetings. Take it to lunch 
with you, and hide it back of the 
eoal-ecuttle when you come down.’

The saleswomen at Ford & Biddle's 
bad an hour for lunch. Each girl 
brought her own sandwich, and tea 
was furnished by the firm. They 
ate in the upper room.

Jenny, who was a shy, delicate 
little girl of fifteen, bid ‘ The Ad
ventures of a Female Free Lance ' 
under her overskirt as she ran up 
stairs, and read it eagerly as she 
sipped her tea and ate her bread.

Such books were no novelty to 
bold, black-eyed Sue, who bad her 
own adventures to tell—flirtations 
with salesmen in the store, or with 
car-conductors ; but Jenny had been 
religiously brought up by her Quaker 
mother, and there had been an inter
diction of all fiction.

This book to the girl, therefore, 
was like the first intoxicating drink 
tog boy. It bewildered, frightened, 
yet maddened her.

Was ,this really * life?' Was her 
quiet, poor home, with its habits and 
teachings, all a dream ?

Two months ago her father bad 
died, and his fortune was suddenly 
wrecked. Mrs. Hare was forced to 
take Jenny from school, and to find 
work for the young girl and for her
self to keep them from want.

Jenny was still poring over the 
book when Sae came up. Her pale 
cheeks were dyed red ; there was a 
guilty fire in her eyes.

•It is a bad book. Sue Whitton I’ 
she cried, pushing jt away. * How 
could thee bring it to me?'

‘What does thee real it for?' 
laughed Sue. ‘ Why, yon ire ten 
minutes behind time. Clear out ! 
Give it to me. Just wait till you've 
read it all, and I’ll show you lhe 
world —a different place from your 
poky Quaker borne.'

From day to day Jenny continued 
her studies of this new life, in which 
Russian princes, California roillion- 

■ aires, shop-girls and daring, flashy 
young fellows, who were forced to 
commit forgery and murder to avoid 
hard work, and who came out tri
umphant at last, all bore a part.

At night, when she went back to 
her mother, shame overcame her. 
She felt as if she was not fit to kiss 
her good night, or hold her baby 
brother in her arms while she slept. 
She would sob to herself through 
the wretched night, and vow never 
to open the book again. But the 
next morning the fever was upon her 
afresh, and she went back to the 
poison.

One day Sue said to her : ‘ I have 
a plan. You know we were yll to 
be kept here to take account of stock 
to-night?"

‘ Yes.’ .
• Does your ntathcr know it?'
‘ Certainly. I shall be detained 

until cloven, and I am to go to Aunt 
Deborah’s to sleep. I have no one 
to take me home to-night.’

• Very well. Now I will tell you. 
Mr-Ford gave notice while you were 
out Just now that he would defer 
taking stock nnlil to morrow. Write 
a note to your Aunt Deborah not to 
expect you. Don’t tell your mother 
anything about it, and come and stay 
with me. Bob, who is my friend and 
a nice fellow, has tickets for Fox’s 
variety show, and we will go.’

‘I? Oh, I dare not ! Lie to my 
mother?*

‘ Who asked you to lie to your 
mother? She will think you are at 
your aunt's—your aunt will think 
you are at home. You will be at 
the loveliest place in the world, 
seeing life, like Flora that we have 
read about. Who knows what Rus
sian prince may see you, Jen?’

It is not worth while to linger on 
the girl’s arguments. She conquer
ed i Jenny went. By eight o'clock 
she was In the dress-circle of one of 
the theatres of the lowest class, 
looking down Into what seemed to 
her fairyland. .

There was a vast glimmer of red 
lights, of dazzling beings in gossa
mer dresses covered with diamonds, 
and wooed by gallant cavaliers in 
trunk hose, satin doublets, swords 
and plumes.

Were there Indeed such human 
V-iV* *n the world ? She knew it 
s-jEbot a play, but she felt that 
thcll lovely women and princely 
men must be of quite andthor order 
of beings from those which she bad 
known. When Sue and Bob took 
her home, she said little. She was 
stunned, bewildered with pleasure.

gue’e trick was not discovered. 
The girls repeated It once and again. 
Jenny «rent to the theatre and slept 
with Sue, her mother supposing that 
A- was busy at the store, and safe at 

t nfjfit with her aunt.
One day Sue appeared to be labor

ing under unusual excitement. She 
bopped and danced behind the coun
ter, and whistled comic songs, until 
Mr. Ford reproved her sharply.

11 .bavé a plan,’ she whispered to 
Jenny.

• The theatre?
‘ Better than that I - The stage 1

Ogee lew quick I’

Drawing her aside, she conveyed 
her startling news In an eager whis
per.

Twenty new girls were needed to 
appear in a spectacular play, and Bob 
had interceded with the stage mana
ger to admit Sue and Jenny.

' You will not have to say a word 
or dance a step—only to stand, hold
ing torch, while the Queen of the 
Amazons enters. Ycu will see them 
all close by your aide—go behind the 
scenes I Oh, just to think of it I’

Jenny wap terrified and trembling ; 
half with delight and half with re
pugnance. She went home to her 
supper. It was Saturday evening. 
The little house was clean for Sun
day. Her toother had put aside her 
work, and the baby Wally was 
dressed in his pretty new suit.

• Back to the store?' said her 
mother. • I was In hopes thee would 
stay, Jenny. I promised Wally we 
would take him to the park. Thee 
works too hard, my child.'

Wally began to cry, and climbing 
on her lap, put bis fat little arms 
about her neck.

‘ Poor Jenny ! work all a time—all 
a time !'

‘ I—I will slay, mother I' cried 
Jenny, with a sudden sob. ‘ Oh no, 
I cannot 1'

1 No, of course thee cannot. But 
I will speak to John Ford about this 
constant night-work.’

Jenny gulped down her supper in 
silence. There was a certain kind of 
cake, which she knew her mother had 
made to please her. The poor old 
mother I Jenny looked at her mild 
face and wrinkled hands with a ter
rible longing for the old times wring
ing her heart—with a great pity for 
her mother, too. She thought of 
the years which she had sacrificed to 
the child who showed her now such 
black ingratitude.

But she must see that fairyland 
near at band ! After to-night she 
would never go again, never I She 
would go back to the old lime, and 
the old truth and love.

Good-bye, mother ; good-bye, 
Wally. Sister is coming back soon,’ 
she said, as she ran down stairs.

1 She did not kiss me good-bye,’ 
said Wally, fretfully.

1 Never miad ; sister is tired and 
worried,’ said Mrs. Hare. But the 
good woman was startled. It was 
the first time in her life that her 
daughter bad left her without a kiss. 
Could there be anything wrong with 
Jenny?

I cannot sleep while she is at 
work. If I had any one to stay 
with Wally, I would go to the store 
and bring her home,’ thought the 
poor mother, beset with a strange, 
nameless terror.

She sat by the little fire while the 
long dark hours went by, praying to 
God for her girl, as she bent over her 
work.

Jenny, when she reached the thea
tre. was given a scant white dress to 
wear. She would have rebelled, but 
the stage manager ordered her into 
the room where the fifty other girls 
were dressing. If she objected, ho 
would ask who she was. He would 
know that it was Isaac Hare’s 
daughter I

She put on the thin and soiled 
dress, wrapped a mantle of flaming 
red muslin around her shoulders, and 
marched out with the others. As 
she came to the wing a torch and 
spear were given to her.

The spear was of wood, wrapped 
with silver paper. All the other 
apeara were of wood, which she had 
fancied, as she had seen them from 
the audience room, were glitterring 
steel ; all the velvet robes were red 
muslin, with gilt paper pasted over 
them.

But she was coming into fairyland I 
She would see the splendors of the 
hall of the Amazons close at hand I 
The Princess Adaljoga, with her en
chanted train I The knights all in 
armor I The pages in costly velvets, 
plumes and laces !

Torch bearers !’ said the call-boy ; 
and Jenny and her companions were 
huddled on the stage, and ranged in 
a semi-circle at the hack.

She stared around in dismay'. The 
‘ hall of the Amazons ’ was a parcel 
of screens painted on the side toward 
the audience : but towards her it was 
dirty canvas and wood, daubed bÿ the 
painter’s brush.

The Princess Adaljoga was a gross, 
leering woman, her face was smeared 
with red and white paint. The armor 
of the knights was tin foil. The 
knights wore laborers, hired by the 
week. The lace of the pages’ drees 
was cotton, their bands were dirty, 
they chewed tobacco and kicked each 
other as they stood.

The Princess Adaljoga had a glass 
of whiskey hud water brought to her 
as the enrtain went up.

There was in front the audience— 
a rising mass of staring, curious eyes 
fixed upon her—her!

Jessie’s knees smote together in an 
agony of fear and shame. She turned 
to run off the stage.

* Curse you I stand still I’ said the 
ballet-master from the wing.

And then—she never knew how It 
came—there was a sudden gust of 
wind, a whirling of the gauzy skirls 
of the dancers, which turned Into a 
yellow glare—a swift clinging tongue 
of fire on her face, shrieks and yells 
from the audience.

Threo of the dancers and one of 
the torch-bearers were on fire, and 
that one was Jenny.

It was the man who had sworn at 
her the moment before who wrapped 
her in hie own coat, smothered out 
the flame, and carried her to the 
green-room. The sound of wild tu
mult still cams frdm the theatre, hut 
a few of the actors.gathered around 
her, and It was very quiet as they laid

her on the floor. A doctor was sum- 
rnoned, who dressed her burns.

‘ Take me home—home,” she cried. 
At midnight a carriage stopped at 

the door of Mrs. Here’s little house, 
and poor Jenny was carried in, as 
even the doctor thought, to die.

* I have come back, mother,’ she 
cried, wildly ; • never to leave you 
again—never, never V 

She did not die ; but she came back 
to the old life and the old love. She 
is now a happy wife and mother, and 
she thanks God that she was saved, 
though by fire, from a ruin worse than 
death.—Youth’s Companion.

FOR DEAR LIFE.
New Year’s Eve some thirty years 

eg»—and we were keeping it right 
merrily at the old manor house of 
Stor Aswan, the home of my child
hood, as it had been that of my fore
fathers for many generations. The 
most pleasant spot in the world, I 
thought, and still think, that quaint 
Norwegian homestead, with its buff 
walls and birch bark roof, which suc
ceeding summers had rendered ver
dant with an evergreen thatch of 
moss and lichens. Just now, how
ever, this was not visible, for snow 
lay thickly upon it, as it bad been 
for weeks past, not only there, but 
upon all the country round.

It bad been the hardest winter 
there had been for fifty years—so the 
old folks said—and they foretold its 
continuance for some weeks longer.

All this, however, did not affect 
any of our party, who were all Norse 
men and maidens born, used to cold, 
full of health and spirite. I, Ella 
Bicorn, daughter of the house, was 
the wildest of that mad circle who 
bad assembled at Stor Aswan that 
Christmas tide to do honor to my 
betrothal to Eric Jarl, the lover of 
my youth, ere long to be my husband. 
As soon as the birch trees put forth 
their first green tassels in the eariy 
spring time, I was to leave my old 
home for a new one ; so now, sur
rounded hy kinsfolk and neighbors, 
we were keeping the last anniversary 
of my eplnsterhood in goodly fashion.

So, in dancing, feasting and merry 
making, the week sped, until a few 
hours more would see us all scattered 
In various directions, to meet again, 
wo knew not when or where. For 
the last day, therefore, we bad re
served the chief pleasure, the crown
ing point ot all our enjoyment—a 
sleighing and skating party to Stor 
Aswan, a mountain-encircled lake, 
some ten miles further north of its 
quaint namesake. This was to be 
our vail or greeting to the New Year

our welcome to the incqming guqst.
Brightly dawned the eventful 

morning, clear and fair as the heart 
could desire. Blue as a sapphire, 
whilst the freshly-fallen snow sparkled 
and shone as though strewn with 
living gems. All nature seemed re
joicing like ourselves, at the advent 
of another year, and one already so 
full of promise. Without, the sleigh 
bells tinkled and chimed merrily, 
making the frosty air. ring again as 
the gaily comparieoned horses pawed 
and ebook their heads, impatient as 
their owners to be off. At length we 
started, Eric and I as hosts being the 
last of the party ; for of course he 
was my charioteer.

Of that day I shall not speak ; we 
were all young and in wild spirits, 
and some of ns in love. I, blue
eyed, golden-haired Ella Bieom, was 
the acknowledged belle of the party, 
and Eric, my lover, the most stalwart 
youth of the country side. But all 
things, even the most pleasant, must 
come to an end.- So when the shades 
of evening began to fall heavily, 
merging earth, sky and water into 
one gray leaden cloud, we began our 
journey homewards. When we first 
started I nestled down among the 
soft furs in the sleigh, and, rocked 
by ita easy motion soon fell asleep. 
How long I slept, I knew not ; but 
when I awoke it was snowing fast, 
and the darkness so intense that we 
could not see a hand’s breadth before 
us. I called to Eric who was driving, 
and asked if all was well. To which 
the answer came back, half-deadened 
by the atmosphere : *• All well, but 
for God’s sake try to keep awake.”

So I aroused myself and sat up, 
knowing that sleep in that bitter night 
ait might mean death. Of any other 
fear I had no thought, when suddenly 
I heard another soon I come up with 
the wind—a long-drawn hollow moan. 
Twice or thrice It came at intervals, 
this weird noise, each time nearer 
and more distinct. The third time 
the ponies also beard it, for they 
sprang forward with an impetus that 
almost shook me out of the sieigtp 
Frightened, I said to Eric : “ Whaft 
O! what is that?” And the answer 
same hack short and stern, “ The 
Sal ten wolves I"

Then began that terrible chase “for 
dear life,” which, though we should 
both live for twice our allotted span, 
we could never forget. Swiftly we 
sped along, our steeds impelled by a 
terror as great as our own, until they 
appeared almost to fly. Breathlessly 
we hearkened, hoping even now to 
leave the enemy behind. But no, 
they travelled with us, gaining upon 
us, nearer and yet nearer—their cry 
growing peRteplibly from an uncer
tain vague voice of the darkness Into 
the unmistakable wolf-like note. We 
knew by the direction from whence it 
came that they were tracking us by 
scent ; so now our last poor chance 
lay In the darkness of the night and 
our nearness to Stor Aswan. Eric 
still held the reins, and 1 cowered 
down In the bottom of the sleigh, 
and prayed more esruwtly than I had 
ever yet done in my life “ for an in
crease of the snowdrift or aught, even 
a miracle, if it might only earn ns."

On, and on, for a time that seemed I 
Interminable, yet might in -truth I 
have been but a few moments. Then 
the storm ceased, the moon emerged 
from her shelter, and we saw half a 
mile In our rear a dark line coming 
swiftly and steadily upon ns. In 
the middle of a white plain, with no 
nook or corner visible wherein we 
could take reftage, and still nearly a 
league from home, our case looked 
hopeless enough. So our pursuers 
seemed to think, as they now caught 
eight of us for the first time, and 
lifted their black muzzles from the 
ground, gave vent to a howl of sav
age exultation—I could have scream
ed too when I heard it, for fright was 
driving me half wild ; It was so un
utterably horrible to perish thus. 
But a glance at Eric, so calm and 
steadfast, gave me new courage. T 
resolved that, come what might, we 
should at least die together.

Faster and faster we flew, like 
bunted animals. Death behind us 
coming on apace. A few yards more 
and he would claim us for his own. 
Already I coaid hear the rapid 
breathing of onr foes, see their fierce 
eyes and white teeth glittering and 
gleaming in the moonlight. Prompt
ed by Erie, I threw out the bearskin 
rug which protected roe from the 
cold. For a moment they paused, 
smelt at it, then on with fresh fury 
at the old prey. One by one, cush
ions, wraps, all went over to the 
hungry pack, each gaining us an 
instant’s precious delay. As the 
last fell from my hand, the foremost 
wolf bounded forward, jest missing 
my arm, whilst his strong cruel jaw 
met with a painfully-audahle snap.

Then Eric turned and looked at 
me—a loving glance—and began 
knotting the reins to the iron side of 
the driving seat, Inatinctly divining 
his purpose of giving his life to save 
mine, I sprang forward and clinging 
to him frantically, whispered :

“ Dearest, remember we stand or 
fall together!"

A sudden thought, justified by our 
dire extremity, flashed through my 
brain—it was a forlorn hope. 
Quickly I bent, Eric snatched the 
hunting knife from his belt, and cut 
loose the nearest pony. With an 
almost human cry of pain the poor 
animal galloped off with the raven
ous pack after it. A few strides 
only and be was surrounded, over
powered, down, antj the last sou ride 
we heard ere the welcome lights of 
Stor Aswan came in sight where dur 
baffled enemies growling and fighl ing 
over the remains of our gallant little 
steed. It was a cruel sacrifice, but 
necessity knows no law, aud by it we 
were saved.

Mrs. Murphy's Adventure. Business Cards. Business Cards. less Cards.
New York Sun.

“ Judge, my husband has—” and. 
having said that much. Kate Murphy 
interrupted herself with laughter, as 
she stood in front of Justice Kil- 
breth in the Tombs Police Court 
yesterday. She wasqhysterical. The 
Justice asked her what was the 
matter, ar.d she handed him the 
following letter :

To tub Coroner : This night being 
our last on earth, I having made up my 
mind to kill myself find what was roy wife, 
once Kate O'Connell—that I may not live 
to see her leading.a life of shame, I hav
ing s<*en her kiss a man and bid him good 
night—so I cannot live happy any longer. 
I wish all that is in this room be given to 
my aunt, Mrs. Nagle, and her cousins in 
Fordham, to be distributed among them. 
What money is owing me from the Street 
Department to he used to pay my debts.

“ Yea, Judge, yes,” ehe replied ; 
“ look at my hand—see this cul. I 
clutched the knife this morning juat 
as he tried to kill me. He came 
home late last night and then charged 
me with doing wrong. I told him 
it was false, but I thought it was 
lime for us to separate. He got a 
pistol and said he was going to kill 
mo and himself. He locked the door 
and pointed the pistol at me. He 
said if I screamed he would shoot 
me at once. I could not escape un
til an hour ago, when I left him sleep 
ing and took this letter. I am afraid 
to go' home. For heaven's sake 
protect me.”

The Justice issued a warrant for 
the arrest of James Murphy, who 
was soon brought in. He was pale 
and nervous. He acknowledged til 
letter.

“ I am driven crazy by that wo
man,” he said. “ I’ve come down 
in life, and I am not ashamed of any 
kind of work. When I got a chance 
to drive a street department cart I 
took it. I hail to be out all night, 
and one day I found out that mv 
wife was misbehaving. I proved it. 
Only laat night. Judge, I saw lier 
kiss a man a lew doors from my own 
floor. I couldn't stand it, and I 
wrote this letter in desperation."

“ You will have to procure $1,000 
bail to keep peace for six months," 
snid his Honor.

Murphy went to pi icon, having no 
bondsman ready.

A good story is told of the Mir- 
quis of Lome and two Glengarry 
lli.............................................

A story is told of a footman to a 
lady of rank, in the days when 
lotteries were in fashion in England, 
who disposed of all his savings in 
order to purchase two lottery, tickets. 
So sure was he of success that he drew 
up the following plan of the manner 
in which he intended to spend the 
five-thousand-pound prize : “ As 
soon as I have received the money 1 
will marry Grace Towers ; but, as 
she has been cross and coy, I will 
use her as a servant. Every morn
ing she shall get me a mug of strong 
beer, with a toast, nutmeg, and 
sugar it ; then I will sleep till ten, 
after which I will have a largo sack 
posset. My dioner shall lie on the 
table at one, and never without a 
good pudding. I will have a stack 
of wine and brandy laid in. About 
five in the afternoon I will have tarts 
and jellies, and a gallon bowl of 
punch at ten ; a hot supper of two 
dishes. If I am in good humor and 
Grace behaves herself, she shall sit 
down with me. To bed about 
twelve." Fortune proved fickle ; and 
after a few melancholy days the un 
happy man put an end to his life.' 
In those days, too,, persons look con
siderable trouble to insure success. 
An instance is recorded of a lady 
who held a ticket In a lottery having 
the following prayer offered up in 
church the day before the drawing : 
“ The prayer of the congregation are 
desired for the success of a person 
engaged in a new undertaking.”

An Indignant Subicuibbu.— A 
gentleman came down from Lexing
ton the other day was asked how the 
limes were in that section. He said : 
“ About all I have heard of lately Is 
a joke oq an editor, who, going away, 
left hie paper in charge of a minister. 
During the minister’s stay iu his 
sanctum the following letter came 
from a mountain subscriber : “ You 
know d—u well I paid my subscrip
tion to your paper I he I ast time I was 
la Lexington. If I get aay more 
letters from you as I received last 
week, I will come to Lexington and 
maul b—II out of you I "

The minister answered :
“ I have been trying to maul that 

thing out of the editor for ten years 
past; aud if you will really come 
down and raaol it out of him, then, 
my dear sir, I bave twenty of my 
church I wjll also get you to operate 
on.”

Tub brighter lights of StrakoscV* 
Opera troupe gathered around them 
a few friends one evening for q quiet 
little eupper. The talk turned on 
k^ax Strakosch’s new baby.

*’ He's got a tooth," said a gentle
man at one end of the table.

“ Max is very proud of Ills baby," 
said Miss Kellogg, wb > was sluing 
at the othei end.

“ Yes," said the gentleman, still 
carrying out bis own train of thought, 
" and he’s got two more coming."

Miss Kellogg shrieked and dropped
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ghlaiiders who called on him the' 
other day. Ever since the massacre 
at Glencoe, in which the Campbells 
did the bloody work of the Crown, 
the clan Campbell has been in bad 
odor with the clan MacDonald and 
other septs ; indeed, it is a proverb 
that that the MacDonalds and Camp- 
hells “ canna eat out o' the same 
kail-pot." The Glengarry men, 
MacDoualds to the backbone, were 
in Ottawa on business, and after 
much debate resolved to pay their 
respects to the Marquis of Lome as 
Governor General, not as the son of 
the Callum Mor. On their way to 
the Hall they talked the matter over 
again, and one of them suggested 
that perhaps the Marquis, being a 
Campbell, would refuse to receive a 
MacDonald, in which case their 
position would he humiliating. At 
the gate they met the Marquis, with 
Major de Win ton, and taking them 
for servants, liielandmcn asked if 
the Marquis would care to meet 
“t va MacDonalds" to call on the 
Marquis. Hi* Excellency replied 
that the Marquis bore no malice to 
tile MacDonalds, and that Sir John 
MacDonald being his first Minister, 
it was clear the MacDonalds had 
forgiven the Campbells. “ Forgiven 
the Campbells I" cried one of the 

I Ixjpitors, “ forgotten - Glencoe I Sir 
iV John is paid for that, mon ; lie has 
' eight thoosan’ dollars a year for it; 

but the dell take me ’gin we forgie 
or forget !" and with this the choleric 
Gaels turned their faces towards 
Ottawa. The Marquis, however,, 
disclosed himself, and after a hearty 
handshaking the feud was tempora
rily healed. The visitors were turned 
over to the Argylesbire piper, who Is 
a prominent member of the house
hold, and hy him treated so hand
somely that on their departure they 
frankly acquitted the Marquis of all 
responsibility for the massacre.

“ Tub boss liar on wheels ” the 
Madison ville (Ky.) Times calls some 
one, while the editor of a Georgia 
paper is exceedingly anxious to 
make the acquaintance of the flabby- 
hearted, flop-eared ping who flung a 
brick through one of the office 
windows last Sunday night,” and the 
Baltimore Gazette speaks of “ those 
distinguished yellow cure, Hale, ol 
Maine, and White, of Pennsylvania;" 
also, of “ Townsend, of New York, 
that venerable, smooth-bore cross 
between a virile Punch and an apple- 
women with the delirium tremens."

A railway employee in Franee, 
by way of a piece of bravado, lit his 
pipe with ticket No. 955,089 in the
great French lottery, and that there ...
might he no doubt on the subject, he UClAf Il ft QUCÇQ QUAD 
chalked the figures on a wall in the IH.fl IHiniltWO VllUr 
presence of several comrade*, who 
stood all agape at the eight. Now, 
chance has so willed that the 
number in question has turned out a 
famous prize, and had the employee 
only been able to produce hie ticket 
he would have received In exchange 
the sum—to him a fortune—of 
24,000 francs.
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Attorneys-at-Law, Ac.,

DORCHESTER, K. B.
A. J. Hickman. H. R. Emmkkron.

A. E. OULTON,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW, SOLICITOR,
Notary Public, Conveyancer, Etc.

Ornos • - - A. L. Palmer's Building,

Dorchester, N. B.

W. F. COLEMAN, H. D., M. E. C. S. EN8.
Oculist and Aurist to St . John Gen- 

eral Public Hospital.

Practice limited to diseases of the Eye 
and Ear.
Office—32 GERMAIN STREET, corner 

North Market Street,
SAINT JOHN, - - - - N. B.

Hours : 11 to 1, and 2 to 5.

W. H. OLIVE,
1. C. It. TICKET AGENT,

Forwarding Agent and Custom 
House Broker,

67 JPrtnce Wm. St.

ST. JOHN, N. B.
YhEFORE buying or renting a Ina^J 
D Cabinet or Parlor Organ, be. JJjSgjl 
sure to send for our latest Cata- 
logo us and Circulars with new
Styles and reduced prices. It ^ 
contains much information.1 Sent 
free. MASON & HAMLIN OR- VA* 
GAN <70., Boston, New York, |aaBaaJ 
end Chicago ; or, G. C. FAW- " *
CETT, Upper Sackville, N. B., 
sole and exclusive Agent for West- ■
mjrland County. , -m

W. TREMAINE GARD,
Boltott ail Mannractoring Jeweller,

78 Germain Street, a few doors South 
of King Street,

ST, JOHN, N.B.
VITATCIIES, Clocks, Spectacles, Jet 
v v Goods. Precious Stones and Fine 

Gold and Stive- Jewelry just received for 
the Christmas snd New Year Trade, 
marked at very lowest cash prices to suit 
the times.

Please call and examine.
Solid Gold and Stiver Jewelry, Ac., 

made to order. Orders from the country 
promptly attended to. W. T. G.

STIMPSON, WALLACE ft CO.,
MANUFACTURERS OF THK

Improved New Dominion

ORGANS.
ST. JOHN - - - - N. B.
Tills is the most popular Organ manu

factured in Canada.
Bales have doubled in six months. 

Manufacture six per week.

fâHScnd for” Circular and Price List.

MARBLE É j| FREESTONE 
AND ffiljl WORKS.

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

TTAVING purchased the entire Stock in 
XL Trade of Mr. Pktkr Hagan, and 
with his previously large Stock ot

ITALIAN, SOUTHERN FALLS, AND

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

Prices twenty per cent, lower than 
any other Establishment in the Provinces.

AMHERST FOUNDRY
------ AND------

MACHINE SHOP,
UKVFACTOBY Oi

Mill & other Machinery,
Ship’s Castings, Stoves,

HOLLOW WASH, TUT WASH,
PLOUGHS, SC.

AMHERST, - - - NOVA SCOTIA.

UNIONJH0TEL,
Hopewell Corner, A. C.

S. B. PULTON, Proprietor,

Park Hotel,
DORCHESTER, R. B.

T. W. BELL, ... Proprietor.

Salisbury House
Opposite Rsilwsy Station, 

Salisbury, ... Pf. B. 
A. F. McDONALD, Pbofristor.

Ki**Permanent snd Transient Boarders 
accomodated with flrst-elssi tare on reas
onable terras. Htabling on the premises.

WaverJey House,
ACADIA MINES, N. S. 

James H. Bigney, - • - Proprietor.

PASSENGERS conveyed to and from 
Londonderry Station.

Quests staying at this Hotel will receive 
every attention. A carefol Hostler al
ways in attendance. feblS

New Harness Shop.
ITIHE Subscriber has opened a Harness 
X Shop opposite the Lawrence House, 
where helntetds to

Manufacture Harnesses
end de general repairing, at moderate

NATHAN G. BULMER. 
SackvMe, Sept. 9th, 1S77.

S M O KERB
FOR A GOOD SMOKE USE

■ÏKTLE NAVY TOBACCO.

CAUTION.

EACH PLUG 18 STAMPED

In gtlt letters. None other is Oeeuiae.

For tale, Wholeeele, in St. John, by 
Meeere. Logon, Lindsey A Co., 8ter.ee 
Broe , Jardine A Co., uoo. S. DeForeet, 
D. Breeze and Nothin Green. j27

SACKVILLE MADE

T. W. BELL AC. FURNITURE
) MiiiMrm, - - skeliic, K. B.

VERSUS

American Importations!
The best and cheapest Soap in the 

Market.

BLM8LEE ft WHITEIECT,
DEAIBRfl Of

Piper Huciigs, While Leit,0ili. Yirintn, ftc.
22 Germain St., St.John, N. B.i

M

<2 0» for 15 Cents !

INSTRUCTIONS which will en- 
able any one to paint le 

oil PORTRAITS of self or friends 
sent for 15c. Dont pay Agents f8.

U3 Addrc“ HUTCHINSON,
J^ABBSBOBO , N. 8.

L. WESTERQAARD à CO., 
Ihlp Agents St Ship Brokers,

(Consulate ot the Netherlands,) 
(Consulate of Austria and Hungary,) 

NO. 127 WALNUT STREET,
.. westerqaard, > Philadelphia. 

d,j

Y FACTORY, now In foil operation,
_ is fitted up with all kinds of 
Machines calculated to do work in a quick 
and substantial way, thus enabling me to 
manufacture as CHEAP as the CHEAP
EST, and for cash to sell 20 per cent. 
LOWEtt than the same article can be sold . 
for when imported.

A call at my Establishment will prove 
this. I am also fitted up for the manu
facture of

BLINDS, SASHES, DOORS, SHUT
TERS, OUTSIDE WINDOWS, Ac.

Pictures Framed lower than ever.
Bring .long your order.. Setiifaction 

guaranteed.
J. W. DOULL.

SnckrUle, Nov. 18, 1878.

A. B. Oiaoaaa.
ono. e. Towneenen, July 14

S. 1Î. FOSTER & SON,
MANUFACTURERS OF

CUT MAILS AMD SPIKES,

fffmr
Shoe Nails, ta c KS. ul Bral8’ 

Horse Shoes, JMorse Sails,
Clinch and Pressed Kails.

Office, Warehouse and Manufactory : 

Georges Street,'

ST- JOHZNT, 3ST. B

EXCELSIOR

Roofing Felt Mamfactmiii Co.
J. W. PATISSON, - - XANASIB.

Pitch, Tar, Asphalt, Dry 
and Tarred Paper

Always on Hand in Large Quantities at 
Lowest Market Prices.

a.p.McDonald & co

Sole Agents fir Maritime Provinces,

No. 17 Aloiiin Boildiifi North Whirl,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

NOTICE.

Q. A. Mouse.

AMHERST

Music Store.
THE Subscribers have in Stock a large 

let of

PIANO-FORTES AND ORGANS,
By the best known Manufactors Also,

Sheet Music, Instruction Books, Music 
Books, Piano and Organ Stools 

and Covers, Violins, Ac.

Pianos and Pipe and Beed Organs 
tuned by the year. All orders by mail 
promptly attended to.

mHE CO-PARTNERSHIP BUSINESS 
X which existed between the Subscriber 
and his late frther, Thomas Baird, Esq., 
is now continued by the Subscriber John 
Milton Baird alone under the old style 
of Firm ot,

THOMAS BAIRD A SMS.
Pursuant to the provision of his father’s 
Will.

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

Andres’ Marble Jerks,
Amherst and Wallace, N.8.

f pHE Subscriber having a large amount 
1 of superior ITALIAN and AMERI

CAN MARBLE on hand,is prepared to sell

Gravestones and Monnments
Of Either

At greatly reduced prices. He has 
also a large amount of MARBLE and first

7 A------------------- *

OSBORNE ft MORSE,
declO Amherst, R. 8.

Orders for Tuneing and Repairing, left 
at Mr. Geo. E. Ford’s Store, Sackville, 
will receive prompt attention.

Special Notice I

IN order to meet the demands of our nu
merous customers, we beg to announce 

that, we have added to onr extensive

Slipper and Larrigan Factory
the necessary Machinery for the Manufac

ture of
Hen’», Women'», kino' * Children’»

Boots & Shoes,
In all the Leading Styles.

By continuing, as in the past, to use 
first quality of material, we hope to merit 
a liberal share of public patronage in our 
new branch of business, as well as a contin
uance of public favor in our old business.

VINCENT A McFATe,
MO Union St., St. John, N.B.
SACKVILLE

and Shoe Store.
JUST RJBCEIVKD:

90 0 PAIRS
Ladles', ICaseo’ and Childrens'

loots, Shoes and Slippers.

PRICES AS FOLLOWS*

Ladies’ Sise, at 80c., 75c., #1.15, #1.50, 
#2,25,and #8f0j

Ladles’ Sise Kid and Patent Fixings, from

I HAVE OPENED, In connection with 
the old stand, a

Retail and Repair Shop,

Ae a note of travel—on foot—the 
remark of a tramp who was hogging 
something to eat le the beet on re

lier napkin aud her knife and fork, cord."1 He woe so thin#he said, that 
while the gentlemen .till farther en-1 when he had a pain he couldn’t tell 
livened matters by insisting that hie I whether it wee a stomach ache or n 
reference was solely to the teeth.

InCHIGNBCTO HALL, Lower SmakvlUe, 
where all my customer, will be att nded 
to promptly end at cheap rote*,—Mr. O. 
B. Eitabrook. in charge.

STEPHEN AYER.

HARNESSES at either eetabUaUment 
will be «old for prompt pay or ooeh at 

three month., Cheaper than at any 
.............................In the Frovtoeae.

quality FREESTONE at extremely low 
price.. Alia, Italian Marble Table and 
Counter Tape.

Ferions ore cautioned against haying 
Southern Fill» American Marble for the 
Italian,a. on account of their resemblance,
It l. frequently «Id for the latter. _ Tweed Slipper., TO 'em 

Penan, wishing to puraheae will And fo CMld., 8h?M, from 48 
decidedly to their advaaU*e ta call and 
examine for themselves before buying
elsewhere.

All orders promptly attended to, aud 
finished in a workmanlike manner. De
signs sent free when required.

other establishment
Call and obtain gitaee»

S. B. ANDRES.
Amherst,*. 8., Dee. IS, 1876.
(W-D. LUND, Ag«tfcf taking orders

• A. J in Seekrille and vMnhy.

8140 to *t.IS;
Ladles' American Kid Button Boots, from 

•SAB to #8.00:
French Kid, from #8.50 to #4.75;
Kid Button Shoes, #8.00 ;

ta;
cents to #1.80;

which, with all the lines manufactured by 
me, makes the BEST ASSORTMENT 
ever offered ta this place.

hw, am» ai style m sut ilL
Con end Exunin. for Transires.

lé flaskriUs, Msnh 87, U7*. ’

7


