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es in Jute and Linen, 
small wares. Ladies,
1S& SHOES, worked

UTTAMANS.

YOUNG MARTIN & OLD MARTIN.

Young martin was the non of old Martin. Both 
were black miths, and plied their trade in Tack- 
town, when there was any demand; when there 
was none, they sat among the iron bars in the shop, 
or on the timber threshold, "enjoyin’ themselves"
|—as they informed the passers-by—"most to death 
doin’ frothin’."
|Old Martin lived in Lis flannel shirt-sleeves, and 
wore rusty spectacles; young Martin and a big 
jiek knife were inseparables. He picked his teeth 
with it in his reflective moments, and whittled 
when lively. Old Martin was an everlasting

ence with that of his own son—the gay Edgar her over the fence toward Edgar. Then he 
Willis, the beau ‘par excellence of Tacktown, pick'd up the proprietor, who was thrown ou 
Young Martin was not particularly respectful to b t not nearly so much injured as his carriage 
his father ingwords, but perfectly so in feeling and and horse were Matilda, wondering whethe. 
manner. young Martin had observed his cowardicer

There., old man, ho often said, “dry up your could not hlp altering a proverb for hi- 
.... . , .„ben lit. I have heard, she said, abut peoplesass ; you in ake me sick —accompanying these 1 1 . , . . , I I,, ., , . laughing on the wrong side of their mou h,words witli a pleasant simile, and a tap on old Mar- . ., , 111
tin’s back,   i, ir the old man had been à Athtecerson toughe on the right side
Frenchman, would have made him bestow a kiss I thought the wazonfeNow ail not see us 
on young Martin’s face. Sometimes, when ho nod | sprang over wi bout knowing it hardly 
thought the old man tired, he said, "Go home, dad, Matilda. I could have h: Iped you ; but good 
and tell mother 1 want a short-cake for supper ; gracious, yau never could have expected th

very small, and his dreadful instrument very 
large. It was remarked how very mildly 
young Martin played that night. Somebody 
told Matilda Northwood that be was staring 
his head off at her.

My, exclaimed another, if the musicians 
are going in lor staring, Tilly will have con- 
niptions. .:

By no means calmly replied Matilda, turns 
ing tier full regards, upon Martin, who did 
not happen to be playi g at that moment. Ilie 
quiet, fair face was flushed, and hie fair hair, 
brushed off his forehead was curly with the 
heat. He was dres ed like a gentleman, too; 
she th ught hi- dress as well fitting as that of 
EIgar Willis, though the tailors were not the

Once, when the company was matching 
round the ball, she came with her partner 
close to the 8 'e of the platform and stood for 
a no tent near him. Ile heard her say that 
she was tired, and warm, and didn't think it 
was ko very pleasant after all Martin felt 80 
comforted that a great g- ain his throat 
so loud that the Flute looked at him and 
asked if that ‘ere offelide wasn't pulling him 
down.

Shut up. you fool, answered Martin, or I'll 
pitch you b« adlong into the middle of the next 
dance

Matilda heard this and she f-lt better, too. 
She admire d pluck, and every time she came 
near this Utile fellow be give her instance of 
it.

The second party }< ung Mirtin joined ns a 
dancer. Nobody knew where he bad learned 
to dance at all; bi t no man went through bis 
paces with more grace.

HIe learned on the anvil, and old Martin 
made him dance on the but iron, 1 suppose, 
sneered Edgar Willis.

I wis:, sail Matilda Notthw ol to Edgar 
Willis, that Ma tin Pell heard your speech ; 
but there is no fence for you here.

W II, Tilly, if you are going to k ep on 
puns in me I must bear it; a fellow can’t 
always control b a net ves, he answer 4 1 «
til a was 3 ur a 31 uti kep al>cf, and

she understood that the advance mu t come 
from her. Martin was on the alert, and at a 
motion from her, he was bowing, and asking 
her for tie next s t. It was an ordeal for him. 
Matilda was at the head of the ha I above the 
salt which divided tho e who worked fur 
their living, a: d tho e who bed money enough 
to live without actual labor The male and 
female ancestor of tv ry person in Tacktown 
was a laborer or trad amin of some sort ; but 
there was not commun suse enough f r any. 
body to blow tho-e airs a say, till M 4 Ida an 1 
young Martin did that night. Where shall 
.tv take our plac s? asked M irtin.

At the head of the first set.
There they stood, the first couple 07 the 

fl. ur—all eyes upon th m. Matilda kept her 
lace toward him, and smiled resolutely, let 
spirit passed isty lis II grew. She was 
flutteri gbr fan carclessly.

Let me fui you, be sa d, and took ’t from 
is r, and no polite dan ly coul I have flirted it 
wili more grace than our young Martin; be 
twil d it lirst before her face, and then be to v- 
ed a whiff upon his own.

Well, 1 never ! gasped the lookers on. 
Sh arid think his face would burn! Just like 
Matilda Northwood to amuse hers If so.

But Edgar Iillis did not agree to this; he 
felt she was in earnest. They were well 
aware, Matl la and Martin, that th y wer: 
the olj ets of criticism. As the sets slowly 
formed, th y ventured to look into each other’s 
eyes M artin’s face flushed, and he did not 
eel qu te so self possessed Matilda went 
paie, but each knew that the look exchanged 
hapiaes She wore a pretty bracelet.

How world you like to have me large you 
one ? he asked, as she twisted it round Ler

1 will wear it, she answer red.
W hat it it be of iron, and I could give you 

ornaments of no other sort ?
All the same,
O’s, Matilda, be careful, I c n bear but little.
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ON SPECIAL DEPOSITS.
you’ve been in the shop long enough. Wash up, to lift your weight over the fence, 1 am not a

Drafts issued on St. John New York, Boston talker, and drew the long bow with extreme good you are as black as the ace of spaces ; and if you blacksmith.
Portland, also ii Ontario, Quebec, Nova Scotia, nature. With him, a lie was a b. nefit—to please, a n’t whites we a co to Mm WII marte to- That speech killed all the riches and family
time . . . . citaisa.France, Australla, amaze, or instruct. At middle age Ie was seized ngit A Which was a great joke, as they were not Drmi ion ltle Willi- family

with a mission, though he did not call it so—iivited Matilda. She turned ti Anny young Miti
picked his goods, and with lis family moved to Father, I ve a mind to cut into a ham. If is still standing beside her in silence, and. ** 
New London, distant any miles. In five ears bo s.arp to-day i Ine may lave a„ elge to Lis app- nid. I sill 19 in.Nr. Pel, for a wnui 

tite. utes, I think your son must be used up,
Well, Anny, if you'll brile it ; otherwise ‘tain’t trying to put me over the fence. You did it
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return d as unexpectedly as he went, unlocked 
his front door, made a lire of chips, bung over the

JAS. 8. CARNEGY, 
AGENT, St Andrews.tice.

ious accident occurring 
g obstructions on th
The public are hereby 1 
son leaving rubbish 1 
ets or side walks in ti 
ou the penalty accorda g

20th Nov.. 187.2
MAS HIPWELL, 

issioner District No. 1.

;t a-kettle, and sat down before it a happy min; 
and his soul hugged the forsaken Lares and 
l’enates. Anny, his wife, sat dumb in a corner, 
taking a vigorous pinch of snuff.

Anny, said old Martin, declare for’t ; if you can 
tell me whatever we went away for, I forone, shall

worth while to cut into a whole ham.
ISee here, now. My quince jelly —I do believe

like lightn ng, turning her face toward him.
Yuu see, my son strikes when the iron isAlosity.

AT TITE LAST.

Three little words within my brain 
Beat back and forth their one refrain. 
Three little words, whose dull distress 
Means everything and nothingness, 
Unbiiden move my lips instead
Oi other utterance : Ste is dead

you have most forgot the taste of that. Besides, L t said o’d Martin
it is sovereign good to clear the throat. Mother, asked young Martin, can’t you give 

Miss Northwood some r freshiment ?
they tell me
Singing-school to night, you know.

Ob, I am so put by ! What will you have 
—a cup of tea?v

Talking about a Tacktown band, they be.
1 Wher s my old fiddle ?

Sho, old man.
be obleege I to you.

N edn't be under any obligation to me. I ain’t 
the one to calkilate the ways of Provi lence.

Nothing io the world, thank you. Do you 
, , I . suppose that my brother Wiliam will bar
I was going on to say, a lied old Màrtin, testily, from Willis and bring the whe

Those five years of absence, so to speak, were when you must needs put your oar in —that Mar-igen firme? . I expected to ileut Ethe Me. 
.... battle ground of old Martin’s tremendous hair- tin might like it. Miler babout this time, 
breadth stories —concerning the I jans, the Eng- i No, indeed ; be is going to blow un something — | Martin might go round with you, said An 
lish men-of-war, the troubles in the Revolution, an offglid-, I think he sail. _ ny, I am afraid your folks ‘wayadown on th-
and the rise and progress, sin, of the first families Bat the next day oll Martin was afflicted witli iNeek will worry il you are lie. 1 should 
in New London. Young Martin at this time was anotle r mystery, which broke like a boil when the worry if I h d such a dart r out all alone.- 
twenty-two—slight, pale, with thin fair hair and a stage-chiver handed from his box a lingo bundle The sharp old woman looked at young Martin 
beardless chm; but he had kind, honest eyes, and in green flannel to young Matan, who was icand he knew that then and there she divined 
a strong manly voice. Somehow, no one doubt d * siting. It contained an sphicleide— a dreadial his hopeless a CnL Matilda also intercept 
his good sense and good feeling Those who instruuignt _lut it filled old Martin’s soul with 

laughed at him, remmbering his old whittling awe and delight.
tricks, and bis lolling against door-posts, or the What alls you, father? asked young Martin.
fence, began to hear, and believe, that be was.
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Hlere, lingering, we talked of late
Bse side the hedge-grown garden gate ;
Till, smiling, ere the twilight fell
She bade the take a last farewell.
‘I Lose were the final words she said— 
But yesterday —and she is dead! ed these glance 8, and was astonished and dis- 

turbed? 1Old Martin gut up I r his pipe, also 
embarrassed Young Martin, telling him to 
sit still, I and it, and held a match for him t

872. Collector.
I see the very gown she wore,
The color I had praised before :
The sway ing length, where she would pass. 
Made a light rustle on the grass :
There in the porch she turned her head 
For one last smile —and she is dead !

U TEA. You look as il you had eatched something.
Do let it out, Martin, little fellow so gentle, and through goodassa
And Martin did, as full of secret delight as Lis SO efined, Matilda thought, ri-ing to go. She

light it. Well, it was something to see thi
something more than a lazy mechanic. Ticktown 
had advanced ; there was urore work to do, and it 

was soon comprehended that young Martin 
*-bossed" old Martin. About this time he added 
to his vocabulary of wonderful tales —"What his

from London.
Il Cheats good Cosgot

i. W. STR EFT

M

held her hand out to Mis. Pell. and then kissfather was of noisy rejoicing.
The band was formed, and after a summer’s ed her. There were tears in Matilda’s eyes;

practice it played one quickstep, a march, and a why, no mortal couldt guess.
son could do"—1 what they had thought on him i Fisher’s hornpipe ; it then went into severe win-! Shall 1 wait upon you to MIru. Miller’s ?— 
'when they were obiceged to leave New London at ur quarters, to learn cotillion music. Il was a asked Martin, winply.

sight to behold young Martin with his oplicleile; Adthe pair walked down the yard. Old 
as he was a slight, pale creature, the effect re- Martin pound-don his knee with his fi-t, and 
minded one of a little girl toting a big dull. He broke his pipe
was very industrious with his practice, playing Lord, I used to smash pipes in New Lon 
off-nights at home, in his little room up-stair. don. But it’s no use, Anny, we ain’t high 
The groans of the instrument were fearful. Its enough up in the world for them N rthwoods

Could I have known what was to come, 
‘I Lose hours had not been blind and duab ! 
1 we uld have followed close with Death, 
Have striven fur every glance and breath ! 
But now —the fit al word is said, 
‘I be last look taken—she is dead.

MACHINES.
dead o’ night. Martin was in such demand— 

plague on them New Londoners." Anny alsoMILY SHOULD HAV 1 
nal W eed Sewing 
hines.
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eniseives.

doled her praise day and night. She ll ited from 
neighbor to neighbor after dark, like a fat, gray 
.owl, or stood at her porch door of mornings clack- 
'ing like a motherly hen. "As good a eretur as 
.ever trod in shoe I ather" was Martin ! She toll

We were not lovers—such as they
Who pledge a faith to last lor aye;
Yet seems the Universe to me 
A riddle now without a key;
1 hat means the sunshine overhead.
1 he moon below — now she is dead ?

boom was so dreadful to Anny that she tied a thick M irtin must hev blown out his brains wi b that 
the man that came along with quinces and fall handkerchief over her ears, pretending she had darned offelide ; he has gone from one big
I.—:.:. .i...,i... ‘...... - 1...—.. --------------------- the earache ; but oil Martin was game Io the 1 thing to another, and now if he ain't trying In

a kbone ; lie kept time with a triumphant mien, reach up to that six foot gal 
although he could not tell one tune from another. I I’ll tell you what he’s get to. He put that 

A , . , , . gal over our fence when he thought she wasAnny noticed that Le was apt to go to bed in a io danger, when that Elgar Willis jumped
hurried way on the nights young Martin played at over, and let her behind him
.home, and, contrary to his wont, buried his head 9 Mati da shook bands with ung Martin at 

sid- and making inysterious grimaces, as it some , beneath the bed-clothes, which proceeding mile the Millrs‘ door, and saying thc simplest 
montent was at hand when everybody would be I him st ore so, that one night, Anny, driven wild, ex- thing she e uld just conjure up, told him

MES STOOP, 
Agent.

turnips that she knew be wasn’t as pretty as a
picter, but he marrer on him was good.

People were attracted by old Martin’s manner.
See no w my grief, its sudden haze 
Bewilde rs my accustomed ways; 
At d yet so old, it see is my heart 
Was never from its pain apart : — 
1 hat was and is and shall be, wed 
With that one sentence- She is dead.

—[From "The Aldine" for June.

.rm for Sale. He was strangely silent, yet he appeared on the 
point of bursting ; he winked and nodded, went
from store to store, movig his head from side tors f< r tale hit Property at 
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astonished. His secret was revealed the day the da med, "W by, father, you beller like the off- — that but for his impulse that night she might 
pigs, and I wish you wouldn’t.” have been much farther off—and showed him

It seemed to her then as if the be -clothes shook th- skirt of her dress ; there was a rent in it 
—or was it the vibration of the walls ? for that which turned him cold to lwk at.
night it was a dreadful "storm and stress” period 1‘8* he replied, I thought the horse was 
with young Martin, lie was overcomi g .11 all’s bearing down you when I eaupl 1 y u. Oh- 
y h avens ! and be clapped his hands together

’Little d, be know mb wwas outsib„ Time girl' mown thark bY Sothy ^ only 
he adored, but of whom he had no hope,—MIutilda did what I ought to bive done lor any help 
Northwood, the tallest girl in Tacktown, with a less person.
brilliant complexion, an aquiline nose, bright, dark And Edgar Willis?
Pyes, a clear voice, and a gay laugh; a violent lie is not a bliksmich. and is to 3- excus-

frame of a new shop was raised below the ship 
yard on the shore.
‘My son did that,’ he nude everybody hear, 

pointing to the frame. How New London his 
missed it ! But, Lord, they couldn’t keep him ! 
And Tacktown is going to be a lig place. Old 
Martin’s spectacles were dim with pride and joy.

Pooh, sir, be cried into any body's face that w s 
nearest, I ain’t going to give up yet. Martin, says 
he to to me, says he, ‘Father, ‘taint necessary I r 

you to give another blow to the anvil. Cut up 
your leather apron to mend the jints in the hen 
house door, or the pig sty." But I’m as capable 

as ever ; I won’t eat my son’s earnings yet.

6Ie§tandarK
The ALDINE for June shows what the 

I. ndscape painters of America can do, when 
the y have a mi d to work, in black and white. 
TLey paint pictures which are seen for a short 
time in their studies, and then are been no 
more, except by their purchasers; being, in 
fact, ns much r< moved from the actual world 
of ail ns if they did not erist. It is otherwise 
with them when they are drawn ou wood, a di To describe Anny’s »ati faction over the new 
seen Ly the thousands if readers of THE shop would be iupx s ibe —that new sh p wil 
ALDINE in every section of the country, who stone walls and a belfry on top! She per-pired 
consti ute n powerful art constituency, and in a | with acute j y, and wiped her face till she be-

contrast to him every way. She was tho dangh- ed This was Martin a first sarca-m 
ter of a rich farmer, who lived on Tacktown Neck. W ell, g od night—and M itild) pu- out her 
1 oung Martin had always known her, or thought hand ag via : she only felt th • very tips of his 

fingers, and could not decide whether his hand 
was rougher than her fathers.
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St Stephen-

so, till she burst in upon all his awakened senses 
one night at the singing-school ; but he l id never 
addressed a word to her. She knew him quite as 
well, and had never bestowed a thought upon him, 

1—but many a laugh, and alas! did he but know, 
she was now laughing at him.

The side street was a dark, crooked road, with 
houses scattered along it, an I ending in a broad 
field which had that very afternoon been the

The world went on the same afterward — 
Martin drove work like the very OLD CHEPI.

Sue t ok the fan no s, a id somehow theirod Man in rem irked to Anny ; but he fell off 
on his musical evenings, appearing restless ol ! lia ids to eh: i. 

nights, and went about mre. (ie right he

certain sense represent l’o-terity. Mr K u-lieved she had the ‘chaps.’ No matter who went 
seman Van Eten s oil pictures are W I known by, she was ready ; with the air of an orator who N t from ine, M artin ? I might ask you to 

bear a great deal from the.
The tend r ar cent oi her voice was unmis- 

takable. She kept h r face core aled from 
the crowd wth her fan and handk-rehiel, and 
Martin sro d very near her, almost face to 
face; in fact, they were as much a one as if 
they were in the wilderness which blossomi as 
the rose. The heart alone knows how odis- 
cuv r th il ira chiles- solitude where hv. i» fi st 
revealed Again he began, and bu did the 
viol as a d flutes.

The other day when I went over to B g 1411] 
for this suit of party elo hes, 1 mele a resolu• 
t on, 1 put Son thing in th s Voi p - ket, and 
determine I that if € v r you would dance with 
in , I would offer it to you, and thni ii yu re. 
fused me, 1 would never wear the suit nor 
dace- again.

Ise was so nervous that he put is hand to 
neck tie, as if he would denude hi n-cli of th-s 
Nessu: apparel at once. Ma lid. was never 
so moved. Every de monstration that this ob 

(conclusion on last page )

to com oiseurs of art ; his "Vi w in ar 
Grat by. Conn.," in the June ALDINE, makes 1 
his talent know n throughout the United States

Mr. Peter Moran contributes two charming 
ri imal pictures. "The Bull Calf,” a barn yard 
study, and a "Group of Sheep," which are 
better than any that Verboechoven ever paint-

fixes his eyes on a distant audience, she began a: 4/ 
!continued, the motto in her mind, or rather its 
spirit, be ing that M irtia must be a living remeur- 
brance to everybody.

"Sever did I consider Martin a forrard child; 
but I ain’t surprised that he should come out al the 
big end of the horn at last. He ain’t a bright and 
shining light anywhere, as I knows on; but ha’ 
massy, do you think that there Edgar Willis can 
bold a candle to him, for vartu and goodness to bis 
parents

Thu shop was finished. Old Martin tied on his 
apron daily, and hectored the two apprentices 
with great comfort to himself. Young Martin 
busied himself with greater things. Hu was lor 
tunate enough to please the first merchant in 
Tacktown, who had had his ship-work done els.- 
where fill now Chains, bolts, and all a ship’s iron 
gear, he engaged of young Martin, considering old 
Mart n a deosed fool, and quite in the young

brought home a bran new suit of el thes, with 
a blue neck-tie, anl told his mother that he 
had j ined the Cotillion party. Every week 
there was to be one, and he had engagd to 
play in the band alternate week-; the other 
nigh s he sheul I go on the 11 or,

N/w who was that plaguy chap in New 
London, said old Martin musingly —who used 
to cul such tremenjis pigeons wings?

Mar i", said his m then, sadly, I almost 
wish father and I had stayed in his New 
London; it might have ferraded your plans, 
and you been the better for it.

You see, interp lated old Martin, he has go 
stamini, and status, and a sinking fund ul 
character, which we have nt.

Never you mind, old min—got bieen, 
haven't you?. Smoke it Mother. j st go right 
on li ling me. It’s all right, I tell you. 
Where's my biled shirt?

NGE HOTEL, 
g Street.
phen NT. E
I. NEILL, Proprietor.

SC ne of the, performance of a travelling circus, 
attended by Matilda. There had been some fight- 
lag among the men, and much savage swearing 
over the heavy loa ling of the wagons, till the pro- 
prietor, who happened to be partially intoxicated, 
lost patience. He struck with his whip at one of 
the drivers, who instantly jumped into his seat, 
and, swearing he would take no more on, lashed 
his horses into a gallop along the road.

The proprietor Sprang into his buggy, and 
dashed after him, with the intention of stop- 
plug his wagm. Martin heard the noise, 
opened his window, and ran down stairs. A 
wagon lurched round the corner, and rolled 
by. He heard a scream, and saw a figure 
flying « ver the fence,—safe in-ide,— Edgar

ed. From Mr. W. M. Carey we have a 
Stamps de of Wild Horses, which is a vigorous 
composi ion. Then there is—In the Park — 
The Old Mill of Ko-sler, and a View in Old 
Amsterdam. The literature of this number is 
temarkable for its excellence I here are two 
stcries ol New England life, either of whieh 
would be the literary feature of the mon h in 
any other magazine. The first, Turning the 
Wale, by Francis L-e, is a cap’al study of 
Yankee character and conversation ; the se 
enud Young Marin and Old Martin (pub 
Misled in our columns) is also a line d-linea- 
tion of character. Subscription price $5, in
cluding Chromos -Village Belle* and ‘Crossing 
the Moor’. James Sitton & Co., pullishers, 
58 Maiden Lane, New York.
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v given, that Ilia Excellent y 
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Willis,—then be saw a buggy swaying towards Unfortunately, at the first party Martin 
play 4. pe rebed upon the little plat form behindman’s way. But he was compelled, in spite of him, and toward Matilda; he cried out io

himself, to compare young Martin's filial obedi terror, seized her in his arms and almost threw one GlJle, a clarionet, and a flute, be looked
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