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She was a mere child when Ralph
Ayre firt saw her.in the weedy gar-
den of thit lonely old country house
with her wrinkled, blear-eyed nurse.
He paused suddenly; and coming
close to the fence, beld out to her
two great, ripe peaches.’

¢ Say thank you,” prompted the
old nurse, dropping & courtesy to
the rich master of Ayre.

The child stood silent; clutching
the pesches and looking at him
from under her hent brows,

¢ Thank the gentleman, Miss
Agatha,” commsnded the nurse,
shaking her, by way of emphasis.

Still no thanks.

¢t Mademoisellé will lose her play-
hour if she dosen't eay ¢ thank you ’
directly.’ )

Not a sign of relenting. The
wrinkled crone made her second
courtesy to the gentleman, and poor
little Miss Agatha was marched off
from the garden without further ado.

Ralph Ayre resumed his walk,
shrugging his shoulders with a low
Jeagh. He wondered greatly if the
little eulprit was not glad to forego
an hour among the weeds and
nettles of the neglected place, where
bird and. butterfly never seemed to
come. His gardener stood trailing
up a vine, heavy with flowers, near
by.
‘“ Johnson,” he said, ‘do you

know anytbing of that knew family

at the hall ?”

¢ A very little, sir.”

¢ Who are they?”

¢ A sick1ady and a child.”

¢ The pame?”

¢ Staaford.”

¢ Do they remain long?" ’

“The sick lady has bought th
place sir.”

Ralph Ayre went on his was again.
The hall had been tenantless for a
long tiwe before their coming—-he
had a natural curiosity to know who
his peighbor might be, and that
child was certainly a very odd little
thing—that was all.

A pelting rain sume up at twilight.
The crimson sunset gleamed through
it fiercely, then died nutebehind the
dark, watery clouds. In the west
wing ‘of the Ilall a single lamp
glimmered through the casement.

The Ayre library fuced the west
wing. Some one sat at the grand
piano there playing snatches of wild,

" mystical German melodies. It was

Ralph Ayre.

Presectly, something clambercd
upomr the piuzza, and ran along it,
with sly feet, to the window, where
it crouched down n the rain.

Ayre pluyed on—an hour or
more. Every rose on the sill was
trembling with rapture. There was
no cessation in the weird, wonderfal
sweetness of the music till the last
sweep crossed the polished keys.

¢ Pshaw !" he said, rising from
the music-stool, and actually yawn-
ing.

The something at the window
looked' in, white and immovable, It

life.

4 st

| Ralph Ayre was ill prepared for!

;the scene. He clutched at his mantle,
looking at Mrs. Stanford, as if she

She drself up,
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¢ Agatha I”

i He took the hand she laid out to
ifn.

“ I kaew that it was ‘you,” she
said, in a voice unspeakably sad.

“And I Al

“You did not dream of another
meeting on earth!” ° - .

He sat down. . The child on the
floor looking at hiw with durk, wide
opened eyes. They were silent for
a long time.

She turned at last among the soft
cushions, a red hectic coming out
like a blossom of fire, on her beauti-
ful cheek. -

‘ Ralph, how many years is it
since you and I parted?”

His face was grave and sad, but
he had thrust one band into his vest,
and a drop of blood stained the
white palm where the nails had
pierced it. :

¢ Thirteen, I think.”

“And in all that time have you
learned to forgive a woman’s fal-
sity?”

* Long ago,” said he calmly.

‘“And you have married, Ralph?”

‘ No—1I shall never marry 1”

Her hand shaded her face a mo-
ment ; then she oried out, with a
sharp pain 1n her voice-:

‘ Do you see that I am dying?” I
think I have hungered more for your
forgiveness than for life itself.”

It was a mistake—that is all,”
he unswered; * fifty years hence 1t
will not matter.” g

She pushed back her heavy, shin-
ing hair, with a wild despairing ges-
ture.

** You are happy?”

* Yes,” gravely. J

¢t Thank God for that, at least.”
She fell back among the cushions
—the womun that Ralph Ayre hiad
once loved so madly—and that child
sat watching them, so still and mo-
tionless that neither remembered she
was there. It was her first lesson—
a dark, dreary lesson.

Ralph Ayre broke the painful still-
ness at last by rising to go. The
pale lady held out her hand with
piteous, imploring eyes.

¢ There will be an hour when I
shall ask you to come to me again,
Ralph.”

1 will come.”

She dropped his hand.

¢ Then good night.”

He opened the door and went out'
harriedly. .

. She ‘had been the only love of his
How the past years came
back! How utterly be had loved
her—how false she had been to him !
Well, it did not matter now—he
went on and on, through the rain,
and some of the old re-
proach went out of his heart, and
some of the old love turned to pity
and came in.

After that the days passed swiftly,
deepening towards antumn. Ralph
Ayre sat in his lonely, sumptuous
home, and looked off to the shadowy

caught his astonished eyes at once. | blue mountain in the distance, and

He went up to it. It was a small,
white face, pressed close to the pane,
with a Quaker bonnet pushed back
oa loose, light hair, and two great
black eyes staring into his. with the
most prefound adnfiration and awe.

Mr. Ralph Ayre recognized the
black eyes. Hs raised the window
and held it up.

*“Come in!”
dryly.”

Miss Agatha stepped throngh,
looking very sober, but in no way
disconfited. There was a pretty child
with those wonderful eyes, and a
peculiar blackness of eyelash and a
pureness of the skin, and her figure
was exquisitely petite, though she
was eleven or twelve years old, cer-
tainly. :

** What in the world are you
doing here?" he began.

““Never heard anybody sing like
you,” she said. “ 1T had to get up

. and come when Nurse Bernard went
away, and I dressed myself.”

He did not doubt it—her clothes
looked literally flunz upon her.

¢ Grive me your hand he said, im-
periously. |

They stepped out on the piazza.
It was quite dark and still raining.
He dropped the little hand there,
and lifted her in his arms,

“1 shall carry you. Now be
quiet !” :

She clung to him as he lifted her

he commanded,

p.

¢ Don’t let me fall,” please,” said
the little voice.

' His arms enclosed hers, strong as
iron. He crossed the grounds with
long strides, leaped the fence at &
bound, and went through the weedy
old garden of the Hall. °

¢ Nurse Bernard will whip you for
this, Miss Agatha.”

Her little head lay on 1'a shoulder.

. % Oh, no, mamma won't let her.”

He sat her down on the broad
stone step. Nurse Bernard opened
she doot.

" “*Mon Dieu!” she cried out.
. %I advise you' to put this child to
bed,” said_ h Ayre. ;i

A soft voicedcglled to the murse
from an inner room.

* Will monsicur ‘come in?” said
narse Bernard. ¢

t»g-th: writhed out of her clutch.

“ Come in and sce my mamma—
my pretty mamma! Oh, come—
she wants you?” cried Agaths.

She tried to draw him in. He
stepped into the wide, dark hall, al-
most mechanically. Nurse Bernard
led the way into that inner room.
A low couch .way drawn up to the

_ fire—Mrs, Stanford’s,
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waited for his summons.
It came one night in early Octo-
ber. . He crossed the garden once
more, and entered that still room in
the west wing.

She lay on the same low couch by
the fire, propped up by pillows, the
large eyes wild and ‘glassy, the
beautiful brow damp with dew. He
knelt down beside her. -
¢“ My little Agatha,
leave her all alone.”

And Ralph Ayre took the thin,
white band, and answered: _

¢ No, not all alone!”

Her lips moved eagerly.

¢ Q, for the sake of the old, dead
years, will you take her—will you
care for her?”

¢ As God hears me, yes, Agatha!”

“ For the sake of the old, dead
years, Ralph Aygp?"

She fell back] closing a smile up
in the sad, dark eyes. A little cur-
rent of blood bubbled through the
white lips—she had gone with the
echoes of his name.

So the old hall among the poplars
was sold, and that was how little
Agntha Stanford came to find a home
with the grave master of Ayre.

And =0 six years went by.
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“ My dear uncle!”

The tall, grave gentleman, pacing
back and forth across the library
floor, paused quietly, and said :

“Well?”

**Is Miss Stanford to arrive in the
next train ?” .

“Yes.”

¢ Then I beg to inform you thaf it
is due in fifteen minutes.”

“I have sent Robert for the
horses,” said Mr. Ayre.

Barclay Ayre, nephew and heir
presumptive of the speaker, and as
handeome a young lawyer as *le
beau monde” could boast, laid down
bis paper and cigar, languidly.

* Country life is a-bore: I am
glad she is coming—it will help to
eave us from compiete stagnation.”

Mr. Ayre drew on his gloves—his

rave eyes opened-a-little. 3
~“-Do you knrbw. Miss Stanford ;"

“ A trifle.” .

“ How do you know her?”

‘I saw her at New York with the
Alfords—she spent u vacation wit!
them.”

Mr. Barclay Ayre strelched his
hn?daome length upon the velvet
sofa.
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“ Well ?” said Mr. Ayre.

‘“She is ha me as a hourf—the
handsomest woman I ever saw, and
in the matter of accomplishments,
cannot be surpassed.”

had been & specter from the dead. i

“Ah” dryly. =~ o
i Barclay lay back umong the sofa
pillows, and looked up at yhc ceil-

ng. '

?, Poor Jack Clifford turned Zou-
ave, because she frowned on him at
the Alfords. ’'Pon my soul, good-
looking young ladies, one and all,
seem to be the natural enemies of
the peace of mankind.”

Mr. Ayre went out quietly, and
taking the reins of the gray horses
from Rebert, léaped into_his buggy
and drove away to the station.

A slender figure in a gray travel-

She raised ber veil—two large, durk
eyes scanned him one mowent from
head to foot; then a little, gloved
hand was held out to him.

¢ Mr. Ayre?” S

¢ Agatha?”

Nothing more. He took the little
hand quietly, and assisting her into
the buggy, gathered up Lhe reios,
and dashed rapidly off down the vil-
lage street.

Madge Lyon, s pretty little blonde,

.| with blue eyes and pale golden hair,

came running down the staircase
with a rustle of pink silk and = clat-
ter of high-heeled French slippers,

‘| and met Miss Stanford in the hall,

with a rapturous school-girl em-
brace.

+ 0, vou darling!
to tell you—O, 0—"

Barclay Ayre's handsome, envious
face interposed. He took Miss Stan-
ford’s hand, looking down into her
face with great, sparkling, blue eyes.

¢ Welcome to Ayre—a thousaud
times welcome !”

+ And did you leave New York to
say that to me?” wickedly.

¢ That, and more.”

« How very good of you !”

He flushed.

« I left New York because after
you were gone there could possibly
be no attraction for oce there.”

Her black, dangerous eyes lauvghed
at him. :

¢ Unfortunate Gotham !”

‘“Agatha!”

She would hear no more. Ralph
Ayre was coming up the steps be-
bhind her, and Agatha ran up the
broad staircase with Madge Lyon,
and was seen no more till tea time.

An hour or two later, when she
sat on the broad piazza amid the
summer moonlight, with Madge
Lyon leaning over her chair, and
handsome, dashing, Sydney Faxon
singing with her an old Scotch
melody, Barclay pushed forward a
Turkish cushion from the bamboou
settee under the vines and sat down
at her feet. Her voize was not
powerful, "it was only sweet and
clear.
¢« Made for one fireside and one
ear only,” Barclay said to himself.
She looked like a spirit in the
moonlight. Rase Faxon, a stylish
brunette, was fondling s little King
Charles spaniel in the window, threw
a white rose into her lap.

* Don’t fly away, ma belle!”
Agatha laughed.

“Fly away from all the riding,
rowing aud bowling that Madge has
prepared for to-morrow? Oh, no!”
And Barcliy - Ayre whispered
over the white hand:

**And from the hearts at your
mercy Agatha.”

Did she understand? Rising care-

leassly, she took Sydney Faxton's
arm, and went sauniering down the
gravel walk, with the moonlight
siriking iu flecks on her soft bronze
hair, and every fold of her dress
shaking out perfume.
The ensuing weeks went by like a
dream. Country life did not prove
to be so much of a bore to Barclay
Ayer, after all. Riding with Agatha
Stanford through purple clover lanes,
walking with her up the sides of the
mountain, reading “Owen Meredith”
at her feet of hot noons in the dim
conservatory, and listening to her
low voice among the viues in still,
moonlit evenings, were rather plea-
sant than otherwise. Sydney Faxton
salked, then msde fierce love to
Madge Lyon, and the long bright
days-sped on, and Ralph Ayre held
aloof and went on in his quiet, sober
way, watching them quietly.

Oae dreadful Joly day, the news
of a bloody and disasterous defeat
thrilled across the wires—the battle
of Manassas.

¢“Jack Clifford’'s company: has
deluged itself with glory,” ecried
Sydmey Faxon, who had returned
from town with the latest papers;
¢ poor Jack’s got a shot in the arm,

on h »”

I've so much

gh.

* And Gus Lyon—"

Barclay paused abruptly. Poor
Madge! it was her only brother,
badly wounded and not expected to
survive. A sad termination to so
many days of pleasure.

She must start for New York that
night. Sydoey Faxon would accom-
pany her-—they had been betrothed
s week. Agatha stood, pale and
shivering, in the hall door, lookirg
out on the departire. %

0, Mr. Ayre,” said Madge, very
piteously, * what a dreary night—it
is raining fast!”

He wrapped his great blaaket-
shawl quietly about her. His grave,
strong manliness made her cling to
him thes, in spite of Sydney Faxon.
He lifted her to the carriage. A
gust of wind swept through the rose
‘thickets, & peal of thunder rattled
above the wountsia. Ralph Ayre
drew Agatha gently into the hall as
the carriage rolled away.

QOane quiet afternoon, just succeed-
ing Madge's departure, Agatha sat
in the library, leaning back in
Mr. Ayre's easy chair, with half
closed eyes, and her white hands
listlessly hanging by her side. The

air was heavy with perfume—a

ling~dress camne across the platform. |
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langmd, slumbeérous lheaviness, and
‘not a breath of wind sifted the scarlet
creepers over 'thie window. Rose
Faxon lay asleep in her own roor.
Somebody ‘crept suddenly up to that
easy chair, and dropped a spray of
jasmine on the soft brown tresses of
the dreamer.

 Dolee far nients,” said the low,
mellow voice of Barclay Ayre.

Her white lids fashed up.

¢ Was it your wraith or yourself,
sir, that I saw riding from Ayre not
half an hour ago?” %

¢« It was myself.”

¢ You 1eturned in haste,” dryly.

¢ Yes, I am tired of by-play.”

nervously, snd a dash of scarlet came
and went on her pearly cheek.

¢ There is no reason why we shouid
not understand each other now,
Agatha!”

* Don't,” she said, warninogly.

He started up, eager, desperate.

“ 1 must—I will!™

She held up her hand, as if to
ward his words away.

* Spare me—spare yourself!"”

He caught her hand, covering it
with passionate kisses.

““One word of hope, Agatha

“I caonot. You know it—you
must have known it long ago.”

She pitied himso! Her eyes filled
with tears.

“ Bat I thought you would learn
to love me.”

¢ Never, Barclay.”

Her calm voice told him how use-
less it was to mulliply words. He
looked hopelessly into that pale,
exquisite face, then dropped her
hand and went out, closing the door.

She drew a long, deep breath.
She had lived in dread of this for
weeks. It was a relief, at last, to
kcow that it had passed. He was
wise enough to spare her another
meeting. Miss Faxon and the house-
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The white fingers closed together |

By
ceived

.| the cabin.

Manuel Enos was on the look-out.
The latter was to have been relieved
by one’ of the two Greeks, Nicholas
Peter,. and on seeing bhim ap-
proach him, Enos asked bim if he
had come to relieve him, but
Nicholas replied in the negative, and
without saying more he dealt Enos
a heavy blow on the head with the
axe, causing him to fall on the deck
insensible. Nicholas then, from the
forcastle, announced to the mate
that there was a light ahead. The
mate went Lo see where the light
was, but could see none, and on
turning to come awayv Nicholas
felled him by several blows with an
axe on his head, saying, ¢ There is
the light.” The man Manuel Margip
then appeared, and he also struck
the mate several timnes on the head
with an axe. The mate was left on
the deck quite insensible. Nicholas
and Manuel went next to the cabin
where the boatswain and cook were
sleeping. On hearing o disturs
bance on deck the boatswain opened
his cabjp, and on coming out re-
wo blows on his head with
an-axe, which felled him. On rising
he attemp! to lay hold of his
asaailant, and on doing so he was
stabbed in the face, and in several
parts of the body. He then ran for
refuge towards the captain’s cabin,
pursued by the two men, who
pushed him down the ladder into
The cook was also at.
tacked, and as he, too, ran for
refuge towards the after part of the
ship, he was wounded on the head
by a blow from an axe. The Capt.
was aroused by his wife, who told
him that ske beard cries of ‘Murder !’
on deck. He rushed on deck, but as
it was very dark, he could see
nothing. However, ho heard the
boatswain’s cries of ¢* Murder !” apd
he retarned to his cabin for his re-
volver. On coming out aguin, he

keeper sat alone at the tea table that
night, and Rose greeted her with a
good natured laugh,

** Two forlorn belles, with not a|
beau to quarrcl with, just think of |
it! I sha'n’t live a week.” |

““There’s Mr. Ayre, I'm sure,”’
said the housekeeper, as she poured
Agatha’s tea, ““ and to my taste he's
the handsomest man of all.”

‘ Angels snd ministers of garce
defend us!” cried Rose, ‘¢ the idea
of calling him a beau! I shouid as
soon think of flirting with a marble
statue,”

A footstep came along the plazza
to the window. Agatha looked up. !

The dusk was fast gathering. At
first she thouglit it was Barclay re-
turned, but a second glance un-
deceived her. Ralph Ayre stood
there, holding back the honey-
suckles.

¢ Shall I come in?" he said.

¢“If youn haven’t been eaves-
dropping,” answered Rose.
¢ Won'c you scream?”’

He stepped throngh. Rose cried

met the boatswain, bleeding all over,
being pushed down the ladder by the
two men, Manuel Margin and
Nicholas Peter. The boatswain
cried out that he was being mur<
dered, and the two men attempted
to come down into the cabin, but the
captain fired at them and they re-
treated. ‘The boatswain then told
the captain that the mate was lying
ydead on the deck forward. The
The captain took the boatswain, who
was very severely wounded, into his
cabin and fastened the door. Ber-
nard Peterson. who was at the wheel,
called out to Nicholas and asked
him what he was doing, and be was
told in a threatening manner to keep
quniet. The captain was about to
return on deck, when he saw the
head of a wan just outside the cabin
door. He fired at the head; but
withount effect. He then rushed on
deck, and met the cook Love coming
aft covered with blood. The two
men Peter and Margin where then
about to attack the captain. The
former had in his hands a large knife

out, shrilly. The tall figure had a
gleam of gold upon it from head to!
foot. There were two silver eagles |
fastened to the broad shoulders.

“Oh, Mr. Ayre, what have you!
done?” cried Rose.

He was deaf to her voice then.
Agatha had arisen, and stood beside
him, dumb, colorless ~!ooking at
him with great, dilated eyes. He
held her off, not daring to trust him-
self. One of those quick, intuitive
perceptions that come to all of us
sometimes in our changeful lives
made Ralph Ayre pause.

“ My God, Agatha!”

He caught her two hands in his,
searching her face one moment.

¢+ It is true !” he cried, passionate-
ly, ¢ speak to me-—tell me you love
me!”

In the very face and eyes of Rose
Faxon and the housekeeper, figura~
tively speaking, thongh both were
sobbing behind their handkerchiefs,
Agatha Stanford raised her white
arms and twined them round her
guardian’s neck. Then she answered :

¢ More than all the world beaside !”

The beautiful head sank guickly
on his heart. And in that one
moment, a8 he held her there in all
her youth and beauty, Ralph Ayre
stood repaid for the losses of his
life.

Tragedy at Sea.
Attempted Massacre by Greeks.—
Captain’s Wife Loading the Guns.

From Liverpool, Eng., Albion.

A Malta correspondent writes
under date of August 8th :— On the
3rd inst., the bark ** Onaway,” under
British colours, hailing from Sack-
ville, New Brunswick, put into Malta
harbour, and the Captain, Jaraes W.
Wilmot, reports a most tragic event
to have occurred on board of his
ship on the night of the 1st of
August. The ¢ Onaway” was bound
direct, to Trieste from New York,
which she left on the 14th of last
Juse, with a general cargo. Her
crew vonsisted of ten men, sll told—
namely, James W. Wilmot, master ;
George Lyons, mate ; Peter Nelson,
boatswain ; William Love, cook and
steward; Nicholas Peter, Manuel
Margin, Oscher Johason, Bernard
Peterson, Manuel Enos, able sca-
men; and Norman W. Mowbery,
boy. The captain’s wife and two
infant children were also on board.
All went well from the commense-
ment of the voyage, the whole crew
appearing (o be on very good terms
with one another. Among the crew
were Lwo Greeks' who shipped in
New York as Maltese, and who
gave their names as Nicholas Peter
and Manuel Margin. On the night
of the lst inst., about 11 o'clock,

{him, and he foll from thr poop to

and and an axe, and the latter a
koife and an iron bar, Margin ap~
proached the captain, who fired at

the deck. The other man fled and
Margin also retreated, leaving marks
of blond behind, which showed that
he had been wounded. The captain
called to the cook to come to his
assistance, but the latter replied
that he cou!d not come as lhe was
badly wounded. The captain was
helped to re-load his revolver by his
wife, who also took a musket to the
cook. The sailor Johnson, who was
sleeping forward, taen came forward
and assured the captain, who was
pointing his revolver at him, that he
had nuthing to do with the distur-
bance, but that he had been rounsed
by the two. men Nicholas Peter and
Manuel Margie rushing down for
their chests, which, together with a
ladder, they threw overboard and
then jomperd overboard themselves.
This information was confirmed by
the boy Mowbery, who was seat for,
and the captain then went forward
and found the mate mate, Lyons
lying insensible on the deck and
bleeding all over. The captain
then made for Malta, in the mean-
time doing all he could for his men,
who bad been so severely wounded.
On the arrival of the vessel here the
decks were id several places covered
with blood. The wounded men were
taken to the hospital, where the
mate lies in a very precarious con-
dition, his skull having been badly
fractured, and there is little hope of
revovery. The boatswain Nelson
and the seaman Enos have also had
their skulls fractared, but hopes are
entertained of their recuvery. The
boatswain has also nine knife
wounds in his body.

Earl Dufforin’s Administration.

The years of Lord Dafferin’s rule
in C a have been big with politi-
cal ts that will always attract
the attention of, the writer of our
annals, and furnish him themes for
Linteresting chapters.  The hook
which the Rose~Belford Publishing
Co. have in preparation, entitled
“ Canada Under the Administration
of Karl Dufterin,” will desl fully with
the Parliamentary battles and other
interesting occurrences of the period.
The author Mr. George Stewart, J.,
has had access to all the publi
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Park Hotel,
King Sq:unre, - - st John, N. B.

FRED. A. JONES,
(Of the late Barnes Hotel,) Proprizronr.

UNION HOTEL,

Hopewell Corner, A. C.

|__S. B, OLLTON, Proprietor,
Park Hotel,

DORCHESTER, N. B.
T. W. BELL, - = = Proprietor.

T. W. BELL & Co._
Sop Mowacturers, - - Shedic, . B.

The best and chéapest Soap in the
Market. -

BLAXSLEE & WHITENECT,

DEALERS IN

Paper Hangings, White Lead, Oils. Varnishes, &c.
22 Germain St., St. John, N. B.

SACKVILLE

BOOK STORE,
OPPOSITE THE

¢ Brunswick Flouse.”

' “R. C. CHAPMAN.

W. H. OLIVE,

1.C.R. TICKET AGENT,

Forward'ng Agent and OCustom
House Broker,

67 Prince Wm.
ST. JOHN, N. B.
New Harness Shop. .

[R—

augls

St.

Tm: Subscriber has opened a Harness
opposite the Lawrence Houss .
where he interds to

Manufacture Harnesses
and do general repairing, at moderate

rates.
NATHAN G. BULMER.
Sackville, Sept. 9th, 1877.

T. 5. SIMMS & CO.,

Manufacturers of all kinds of Brushes
and Corn Brooms,

No. 206 UNION STREET,
Jjune 14 ST. JOHN, N. B.
George Nixon,

WHOLESALE AND RetaiL DEALER IN
PAPER HANCING,

Brusues and Window Glass.
Kixa Sr. Sr. Jomn, N. B.

W. F. COLEMAN, M.D., M.R.C.S. ENG.
ORMERLY Surgeon to Toronto Lye
and Ear Infirmary.

Practice limited to diseases of-the Eye
and Ear.

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

SAINT JOEN, - - -
Hours: 11 to 1, and 2 to 5.
L. WESTERGAARD & CO., -

Ship Agents & Ship Brokers,

N.B

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

No. 137 WALNUT STREET,

L. WESTERGAARD, } Philadelphia,
GEO. 8. TOWNSHEND, july 24

STIMPSON, WALLACE & GO,
MANUFACTURERS OF THE
Improved New - Dominion
ORGANS.
ST. »JOHN_:_-_- - - N. B.

This is the most popular Organ manu-
factured in Canada.

s;les have doubled in six months.
Manufacture six per week.

"p@=Send for Circular and Price List.

J. McGRATH,
Dorchester, N. B.

TS
AVING purchased the entire Stock in

Trade of Mr. Peter Hacawx, and
with his previousiy large Stock ot

ITALIAN, SOUTHERNHFALLS. AND
RUTLAND MARBLES,

the Subscriber has now one of the largest
and best sclected stock of Monumental
‘bles 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,

MANUFACTORY OF

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

PLOUCHS, &C.
AMHERST, - - - NOVA SCOTIA.

Andres' Marble Works,

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

Gravestones and Monuments
©Of Either Qunlity,

At greatly reduced prices, "He has
also a large amount of MARBLE and first
quality FREESTONE at extremely low

i s

Pcrsons aré cautioned against buying
South alls A

sources of information, and been
favorel with the use of private
papers and memoranda bearing on
the secret history of the time.
Agents are doing.a big business
with this book. 'Territory can be
secured by applying at once, per-
sonallyor by letter, to J. L. Stewart,
89 Prince William street, St. Jobn.

“ Tnar's my impression,” as the

i Marble for the
Italian,as on of their bl
it is frequently sold for the latter.

Persons wishing to purchase will find iv
decidedly to their advantage to call and
examine for themselves before buying
elsewhere.

All orders promptly attended to, and

ished in & workmanlike De-

fi .
signs sent free when required.

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

the ship was off Cape Passarcl. It
was the mate’s watch, and the sailor

printer sa.d when he kissed his sweet-
heart. :

Nill & other Machinery, | "

€|  $5 for 15 Cents!

| —_—
@l || TNSTRUCTIONS which will en-
il able amy ome to paint im
oil PORTRAITS of self or friends
| sent for 15c. Don’t pay Agents §5.
‘ Address ], BUD

CHINSON,
PARrsBORO, N. S,

—

JEWELRY, WATCHES, CLOCKS, %c.

EDDING, RINGS, made to order
at W. TREMAINE GARD'S.

FINE GOLD and Silver Waiches and
Jewelry at W. TREMAINE GARD'S.

P@™Orders from the Country solicited.

Jewelry Made and Repaired and Satis-
faction Guaranteed, at =

W. TREMAINE GARD'S,
78 King Street; St. John, N. B,
A few doors South of King St.

EXCELSIOR

Roofing Feli Manafactaring Co.

J. W. PATERSON, - - MANAGER.

Pitch, Tar, Asphalt, Dry
and Tarred Paper

Always on Hand in Large Quantities at
lowest Market ['rices.

A.P. McDONALD & CO.,

‘Sole Agents for Maritime Provinces,
No. 17 Alexandra Buildiog, North Wharf,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

EFORE buying or renting a
Cabinet or Parlor Organ, be
sure to send for our latest (‘sta-
logues and Circulars with new
Styles and reduced prices. It
ins much information. Sent .
free. MASON & HAMLIN OR-
GAN €0., Boston, New York,
tnd Chicago; or, G. C. FAW-
CETT, Upper Sackville, N. B.,
sole and exclusive Agent for W‘1¢-
morland County.

NOTICE.

PWHE CO-PARTNERSHIP BUSINESS

which existed between the Subscriber
and his late father, Tnomas Bamep, Esq.,
is now tinued by the Subscriber Jonx

| MiLron Baiep alone under the old style

of Firm ot
THOMAS BAIRD & SONS,
Pursuant to the provision of his father’s

Al ‘
JOHN MILTON BAIRD.
Sackville, Oct. 22nd, 1877. ;

O LONGER AGENT.-Our
Agreement with W. H. Ouivs, of St.
John. N. B., has this day terminated
:{I‘ﬁ d.uidn 'ln |=.l

es achine
obtain infnmufon from "

AMO3 FISHER, Truro, M. 8., or
JOREN WELSH, 8t. Martins, . B.’

_Both practical men whose judgment
and advice can be relied on.

Prices Reduced!?
Great Improvements in our Saw Inoxs,
PorrtanLe Grist MiLus, Porranie Saw
Miris, Address e
WATEROUS ENGINE WORKS CO.,
Brantford, Canada.
February -1st, 1878.

:

=i NEW HARNESS SHOP

HAVE OPENED, in coauection with
the’old stand, &

I :
Retall and Repair Shop,

In CHIGNECTO HALL, Lower Sackville,
where all my customers will be att-nded
to promptly and at cheap rates,—Mr. O.
B. Estabrooks in charge.

STEPHEN AYER.

HARNESSES at either establishment
will be sold for aml_npt pay or cash at
three months, Cheéaper than at 'any
other establishmeat in the Provinces,

B™D. LUND, Azent for taking orders
in Sackville and vichfty,

Call and obtain prices. 8. A,

Wilson, Gilmour & Co.,

204 UNION S8T.,

Capt. MoLean’s Brick Building,
'‘ST. JOHIN, N. B.

Marbleized Mantles and Girates,
PORTABLE RANGES,
[_“Ja nl' 0 B Vg Df — P8
Tinware, etc., ete.,

 REFRIGERATORS,
GRANITE IRON WARE

W., G. & CO.

PER WEEK ar HOME
! Sawmples and Watch Free
to all. Address,
MONTREAL NOVELTY CO.,
286 St. James Street, Montreal, P. Q.

Wide Awake Agents.

.GOOD THING FOR YOU—entircly
new—very profitable—sells like fury
—Nend 25 cents for sample, or a 3 cent
stamp for sealed particulars. ‘ Wide
Awake Novelty Agency,” BROOKES &
BON, Moncton, N. B. P. 0. Box 59.

DIPHTHERIA!I

OHNSON’S ANODYNE LINIMENT
?) will positively prevent this terrible
disease, and will positively cure nine cases
in ten. Information that will save many
lives sent free by mil. Don't delay a
moment. Prevention is better than cure.
I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., Bangor, Maine.

WANTED.

COOI) LIVE' BUSINESS MEN ‘to

X sell the Excelsior Improved Letter
Book. No, Press, Brush or Water uscd,
copies instantly. Agents  outfit $2.50.
Agents make from ‘$10 to $15 per day.
Only necessary to show sample to make
sales and money. All business men, pro-
fessional men, real estate and insurance
agents, bankers, railroad and other corpo-
rations huy it. Exclusive territory given.
Withthis and our PATENT INK ERASER
you can make $500 per month. EXCEL-
SIOR MANUFACTURING CO., 47 La
Salle St . Chicago.

Incorporated 1876, Capital $100,000.

CARIDI

THE Subscriber hereby begs leave to
return thanks to the inhabitants of
Dorchester and vicinity for their liberal
patronage in the past, nnd‘opel to merit
a continuance of the same.

He has imported direct from England an
assortment of 2

Gent’s Boot Tops

of the best quality; and has sccured the
services of first-class mechanics, and is
prepared to attend to all orders in his line
with neatness, durability and despatch.
He has aleo on hand an assertment of

Ladies’ and Children’s Wear

suimble for the summer trade, which will
be sold at prices to suit the times.

8. McDOWELL,
Boot and Shoemaker.
Dorchester, May 15, 1878,

U. S. Piano Go,.
$290.

YOIJ ask WHY we ean sell First-class
7 1-8 Octave Rosewood Pianos for
$300 1o make sny 9600 Fiano sold
! to make an! no sol
through Agents, all of whom make 100

oent. proﬂ.t. We have no Agents,
muu pikeor to Families at Factory
price, and warrant five years. We send
our Pianos everywhere for trial, and re-
quire no payment unless they are found
satisfactory. Send for Illustrated Circulsr,
which gives full particulats, and contains
the names of over 1500 Bankers, Mer-
chants and Families that are using our
Pianos in every State of the Union. Please
state where you saw this notice.

ADDRESS:

U. 8. PIANO CO., 810 BROADWAY
New York:




