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A SKETCH IN «NARROW STREET.
From Harper'» Weekly.

It was so narrow, tbla little back 
<£§et, In the quaint old-faebioned 
CnSkan town, that Hana Gottlieb 
Wold, If he bad eo wished, have 
shaken bands out of hit window with 
his opposite neighbor.

The sun that shone so bravely 
elsewhere was seldom visible here, 
only in the early morning a few 
golden gleams found their way in, 
and gave faint encouragement to the 
two or three flowers that blossomed 
in pots on the window-sill.

On such occasions Hans would 
pause in hie work, knowing full well 
what was coming—bow the case
ment opposite would be flung open, 
and a girl's voice, singing a blithe 
little Freuch sung, would ring across 
the silent street to hi- listening ears ; 
bow a slim pretty figure would for a 
moment stand framed in the blossom
ing scarlet-runners—a pretty figure, 
with dark French eyes, and blank 
hair, drawn up under a white cap. a 
beautiful contrast, se Hans thought, 
to Ills comely yellow-haired country
women. As soon as his vision ap
peared, Hans would pause in Die 
work and tnrn his eyes toward it ; 
would wait till the watering of the 
flowers and the singing of the song 
were alike ended, and then would 
approach bis window.

“ Good-morning,” bis neighbor 
would call across, in that pretty 
foreign German that was so enchant
ing in his ears—“ Good-morning, 
Monsieur Gottleh and then with a 
nod and a smile the trim little fleure 
would vanish into the dark shadows, 
and Have return to his work.

But though life was too busy with 
these two, and bread difficult enough 
to win even when one woiked hard 
for it, so that neither could afford to 
Idle away the minutes in talk, yet 
Hans as be worked, dreaming of the 
days when stone-carving should not 
mean daily bread, but honor and 
glory to those he loved, was pleas
antly conscious all the time of a dark 
bead bent over a table drawn close 
up to llie window opposite—a table 
covered with many bright-colored 
scraps of muslin and paper, which in 
due course, under those deft small 
hands, became summer flowers, at 
this short distance seeming to the 
looker-on the spoils of a June 
garden.

Thus they worked day after day, 
these two, so near together, and yet 
so far apart, abstaining from all con
versation which might have made 
the days pass more quickly ; but 
then an hour's idleness might mean 
going to a supperless bed, so that 
even Rose Confier, dearly as she 
loved the sound of hei own voice, re
frained from making use of it, except 
for an occasional song. But when 
the day was ovei, when the coolness 
In the little close street, and the 
shadowy gray of the atrip of sky 
overhead, gave notice that the long 
summer day was drawing to an end, 
when the small room grew dark, then 
Rose would rise and open the door 
to intetchange greetings and gossip 
with the neighbors—with the wo
men sitting on their door-steps knit
ting in the peaceful twilight, their 
children playing about them; with 
the fathers returning from their 
work ; with the young men loitering 
about smoking—for Rose had al
ways a bright word and look for 
every man, woman, and child she 
knew.

And they were all fond of her—of 
this little foreigner who bad come 
amongst them four years ago. with 
an old mother, since dead, and who 
had earned her daily bread honestly 
among them.

Then as it grew even darker Hana 
Gottlieb would become aware that 
the day and its work were over, and 
would lay aside Ilia chisel, and also 
seek what little fresli air there was 
at the door of his dwelling. Ho did 
not laugh or gossip with bis neigh
bors, as did Rose Cordier ; it was not 
his way ; and this fact was quite re
cognized by the dwellers in William 
Street. Beyond a u Good-evening, 
neighbor," they did not ecek to dis
turb him in i be enjoyment of bis 
evening pipe ; only occasionally 
Rose wtuld step across and ask him 
what be was at work upon, or if ho 
had had a good order, and then poor 
Hans, flushing all over bis fair lace, 
would proceed to describe his work, 
hie prospecte, until Rose, with a 
pretty ehiug of her shoulders, would 
tell him in her foieign German «be 
could not understand him ; he must 
•peak slower, much slower ; it was 
to* late now, hut to-morrow, yes, to- 
W >0W, he must try to explain Itnll 
•gain, for it was interesting, so in
teresting. But for now it must be 
good-night, “ good night to every 
one:” and the slight, trim figure had 
disappeared, and the door was closed.

The neighbors watching Hans aa 
be strolled up and down the little 
street afterward, pipe in mouth, 
mpdded and etailed to one another, 

t fAb, when there is enough for two 
over yonder, there will be a wed
ding r Such was the lorm the 
whispering took.

Even the hardest workers take a 
holiday now and again, and the feast 
of St. John the Baptist ia esteemed 
In Friedrichlinrg the legitimate sum
mer holiday of all its industrious in
habitants. The happy day ia spent, 
according to an old custom, at a 
•mall village three miles distant 
from the town, where a time- 
honored fair is held.

Lion-tamers, fat women, dwarfs, 
giants, all the hundred sod one 
shew* that are the rightful property

of a fair, are to be found there, 
and later on there le dancing under 
the soft evening sky, and after that, 
home early, eo aa to be up and about 
on the morrow, to work. If possible, 
harder than ever, to make np for the 
wasted day.

To Rose Cordier, with her qolok 
French blond, her yooth, her light
heartedness, this fete was one to 
which she looked forward for many 
weeks beforehand, and the little 
foreigner knew she was never likely 
to want • cavalier; and this was 
looked upon se almost a rine qua non 
of the entertainment.

The neighbors smiled more than 
ever when they saw Rose come out 
of her door the morning of the 24th 
of June, looking as fresh and bright 
as the red rose in her belt, and Hana 
appear immediately afterward, a 
companion rose in his buttonhole. 
They were all standing about in little 
groups, preparing to start them 
selves to the scene of festivity, many 
of them with babies in their arms 
and very little things clinging about 
their akirts, but they had time to 
an admiring glance at this other 
couple first.

“ Before we start,” said Hans, 
suddenly, a little constraint ap
parent in his voice, “ would you 
come into my atelier, mademoiselle ! 
I have been working at something I 
should like to show you.”

“Yes, truly, X should like it. I 
have never been there yet. Let na 
go”

They turned back as she spoke, 
and he pushed open the door.

“ See,” he said : “ it ia not finished 
yet, but it is to be a wreath of roses.”

He led her, as he said those words, 
to where on one side, ont of the way 
of dost and dirt, lay—the half com
pleted circlet of carved flowers.

“ It is pretty," she said. And 
then : “ Is it an order? What will 
von get for it?”

“ No, it is not an order,” ho said, 
a little sadly. “ I have been doing 
it in the spare moments after my 
day's work.

*• It ia pretty," she repeated, 
touching with her smell fingers the 
delicate cnrled leaves, which surely 
bail the stamp of genius upon them ; 
“ hut it wants something" she added, 
afier a pause. *

“ What?” be inquired, eagerly. “I 
have looked at it so often that I can 
not And out whether it le right or 
wrong.”

“ I know,” she exclaimed, triump
hin'ly. “Color! Ah, monsieur, if 
vou could but see the wresth of roses 
I made last week for the Grelinn von 
Adeldorf for a ball, you would know 
what I mean. Oh !"—with e little 
clasp of her bands—“ it waa as per
fect ! Perfect as Love !"

Her thoughts had quite had quite 
wandered away from the delicate 
flowers before her ; indeed, she did 
remember them until they stood 
once more ip the street, with the 
door closed behind them, when it 
came aaross her that she might have 
been rude.

“ They were very pretty," she said, 
softly, “ but you see they they are 
not finished yet. When they are, 
perhaps—who knows?—you might 
sell them."

“ Perhaps,” he said. “ I could 
trv, if you wish it ; lint when I made 
them I thought ”—the color swept up 
into his face—“ that you would like 
them.”

“ Yes, so I sbruld, if you were 
rich enough to give presents, or if— 
Well, vou will not mind mv speak
ing the truth to you? You are 
rather a dreamer, are yon not? That 
is a bad thing,”—shaking her pretty 
bead. “ It does not makes fortune, 
and money, you know, one must 
bave. So take roy advice—leave off 
carving things no oue cares to buy, 
and only do what you can sell. You 
are not angry ?”

“ Angry,” repealed Hana, “ when 
yon are so " kind as to take an 
interest in me. and wish me well ! 
•Why—” But here they had reached 
the merry, laughing crowd, and the 
spot where the omnibus was waiting 
them, and the rest of the sentence 
had perforce to await completion at 
some future time.

And it was a sentence Hsns hud 
not intended to complete. Not yet. 
By-and-by, when there was a little 
more money in bis pocket, and a 
home worthy of offering to a wife, 
then it would he time enough to 
finish that sentence. But on this as 
on other occasions it was a scene of 
‘ man proposes,” at least so far ss 
Hans was concerned, for, the long 
joyful day over, and tired holiday- 
seekers beginning to consider the 
quickest way home, he found him
self under a soft starry sky, walk
ing downward by the side of Rose 
Cordier.

“ It would be pleasanter to walk,” 
he had said, standing by the crowded 
omnibus, filled with drowsy crying 
children and wearied mothers. “ Are 
yon tired, mademoiselle?"—after a 
second's pause : “ would you rather 
drive?"

“ No ; I will come with yon,” she 
replied : “ it will save the sons."

So they had started homewaid to
gether. And ere very long Hans 
found himself reverting to those on- 
finished words of the rooming.

Love-making seemed so natural, 
so desirable, under these circum
stances, that It was difficult to think 
of waking up on the morrow to the 
hard day’s work, and the knowledge 
that where it is eo difficult to keep 
oue, what would be dune if there 
waa yet another?

“ It is selfish of mo to ask you 
Rose, when I have nothing to offer, 
but I am young, and, strong, and 
willing to work—and I love you, 
Rose.”

Hsns stood still as he spoke, and 
bis voice trembled as he clasped the 
girl’s small hands In his.

Rose was moved too. The tears 
stood In her bright eyes ; her cheek» 
looked pale In the starlight.

“ Yea, dear Hans,” she said, 
timidly, in that sweet foreign tongue 
be had learned to love ; “bat, von see.” |

“ Yea, I see. We could live upon 
nothing. No, alas I no. Bat, Rose," 
the color flushing ap into bis face 
•gain as be said, hesitatingly, “ we 
might be engaged?" Could you—oh,
I know it is asking a great deal, bat ; 
coaid yon wall for me?"

“ Ah, Hans, you must not think 
me unkind, but—it would so long, 
and—” There was no mistaking the 
girl's tones, even if the words were 
a little vague.

“ And there ia Andre Leroux ?"
“ He is from mv country," cried 

the girl, quickly, blushing a bright 
rosy red. “It la natural, amongst 
etrangers, I should like see and talk 
to a countryman of mv own."

“ Yes, dear Rose; I am blaming 
yon. Do not think that. Aa yon 
say,- dmongst strangers, it is pleas
ant to met one who speaks your lan
guage. It must lie often lonely 
for you ?"

“ Yes, Hans," Rose replied, brush
ing the tears out of her eyes. “ If 
it were not for you, I should find (he 
little street but dull and sad since 
the poor mother died. And, ah,” as 
they entered the said street, “ here 
we are at home ! How quickly we 
have come ! Good-night, Hans.”

She stretched out her hand as she 
spoke, and again flans took it in his 
and looked down at the pretty face.

“ It ia such a pity,” she said, soft
ly, “ that yon have no money.”

“ Such a pitv !” he echoed, sadly, 
losing her band as he spoke.

“ Are yon not angry with me?” 
•be went on.

“ Angry? no, certainly not. Why,
I see, of course, you were right. It 
was silly of me to ask yon to wait ; 
you might be an old woman before I 
had enough for us to marry on."

“ Yea, dear Hana, it would never 
do. I knew you would agree with 
me when you thought it over. But 
you will still remain my friend ?"

“ Always your friend. Rose. It 
does not matter, you know, how 
poor »friend is." Thus they parted— 
Rose to weep a few tears, and then 
to fall asleep and dream of Andre 
Leroux ; Hana to ponder over 
whether there waa was nothing lobe 
done, nothing he could do to better 
bis position.

It was so difficult In the prosaic 
light of day even then when dream
ing over it, pipe in month, in the 
soft summer evenings.

Carving the letters of a dead 
friend' name—more often painting 
them on common black wood, for 
the customers who sought out 'he 
little atelier of Hans Gottlieb were 
not often well-to-do—is not a swift 
road to a fortune.

And al though he was not proud, and | 
after Rose's remarks about the time 
wasted over the wreath of roses, ' 
which might perhaps have been I 
turned to better account, he had 
don; what little odd jobs he could 
after working hours, still even then 
the little heap of savings did not 
seem to increase much.

And often and oftener now Hana 
noted a certain M. Andre Leroux 
come up the narrow street of an 
evening, to walk np and down the 
street with bis opposite neighbor.

Back time the eight of the spruce 
flower-maker—for Andre’s trade was' 
the same as Rose's—sent a throb of 
pain to the great honest heart of 
Hans Gottlieb But lie did not re
pine, did not blame Rose. It was 
one of the many misfortunes of not 
being rich, that was all. Bat not a 
cause foi complaining, only a burden, 
like so mnnv others that fall to, the 
lot of the poor man—a part of bis 
day’s work.

It waa not ai) often now that Rose 
Cordier ran across in the gloaming 
to ask how his work progressed, and 
the neighbors ceased to gossip and 
nod their heads when they saw them 
speak to one another. “ It waa 
changed all that, that . they bad 
thought likely to come to pass ; the 
wind waa In another quarter now ; 
they could see, ah yea, it was not 
difficult to see what was coming."

Only the children did not forsake 
Hans, but were just ns eager to talk 
to him and run after him as in the 
days when there was no spruce 
Frenchman to share with him the 
honor of the narrow street.

Then came a morning when Hana 
as be worked saw a. couple issue 
from the opposite house, followed hy 
aa many neighbors as could spare an 
hour’s holiday ; Rose with a late 
Gloire de Dijon in her belt, and a 
bright color on her cheeks, and her 
dark eyea shining with pride and 
bapplneaa, her band on Andre’s arm.

“ Good-morning, Hana,” she cried. 
In her sweet voice, aa sue passed bis 
open door, “I am going to be 
married this morning, but we shall 
not take the wedding holiday till 
Sunday. It yon can come, do.* 
And then passed on before there was 
a chance of saying more than a 
happy future 1“ That evening, as 
ss Hana worked at the rose wreath— 
it was nearly completed now—he 
chanced to look across to the window 
where he bad so often seen the bent 
bead and the trim figure. But to
night the lamp was fit, for it soon 
grew dark now, too soon for work to 
be relinquished with the twilight, 
and on the blind waa the reflection of 
tun heads and four busy hands,

Hans did not look again ; he draw 
down his own blind then, and with » 
sigh went back to the carving of his 
delicate rose leaves.

Bat after that evening he gave up 
ilia little room, peeked his few goods, 
snd made np hla mind to go away—. 
to go to Rome, that haven of am
bitious minds.

Now that the little savings were 
not all to he hoarded against the 
day when they might be wanted for 
another, it was no use guarding them 
any more. Better, so Hana decided 
nee them in going away to where 
daily bread might perhaps he easier 
by than in this narrow German 
town ; where perhaps even the 
carving he was so fond of might 
gain him congenial work, and allow 
him to put In one side this other 
work that occupied him now.

Besides if the worst came to the 
worst, and he did drift into utter 
poverty, it did not matter so much 
now.

And with that “ now " Hans buried 
the past, and started forth on his 
travels.

First, however, he went across the 
street, and for the first time entered 
Rose’s domsin—Madame Leroux, 
as he had to call her.

“ 1 have come to wish yon eood- 
hy, madame,” he said. “ And see, 
I have brought you, as n parting 
present, the little wreath. It is 
finished now."

He laid it down as he spoke 
amongst the colored roses on the 
table, between monsieur and mi 
dame as they sat at work.

“ Oh, that is good of you, very 
good !" cried Rose, the ever ready 
tears coming in her eyes. •• And so 
you sro going away? Ah, my hus
band," turning toward spruce, neat 
flngured M. Leroux, “ thou must 
aise wish Monsieur Hans ‘godspeed, 
for In the old days before I was 
married he was always a kind friend 
to me. And see, also, what a 
beautilul present he has brought us !"

At Ilia wife’s words M. Andre 
stood up.

“ Monsieur ia amiable, most 
amiahla I Any friend id madame’s 
is dear to the heart of Andre Leroux. 
Let me wish you ‘ lion voyage ’ and 
much prosperity." Then there was 
a brief farewell from Hans, a few 
tears from Rose, another bow from 
M. Andre, and Gottlieb bad de
parted, and the husband and wife 
were left alone.

“ It is graceful, very graceful," 
Slid the.Frenchman, lilting the part
ing gift of Hana. “ One would 
scarcely have thought that his great 
hands could have fashioned such a 
thing. When it grows dark, dear 
wife, if you fetch a nail and a piece 
piece of cord, I will myself attacli it 
to the wall."

“ It is pretty, said his wife. " I 
always thought so, but now, Andre, 
that I see it amongst all these red 
roses, I am sure that what I said oi 
it at first is quite true—it wiinlf 
color I"

" You have it exactly, my wife,” 
replied M. Leroux, with Ion,I appre
ciation of Rose’s cleverness. “ That 
is just what it needs—but then we 
can not have every thing." And M. 
Andre’s gaze returned with much 
satisfaction to the crimson roses be
fore him.

It would have surprised this couple, 
perhaps if they could have seen on 
into the coming years—if they could 
have listened to the won I - of a wm Id- 
renowned collector of the beauties of 
art.

“ He only did two of them ”—he 
was addressing some three or four 
eager listeners in a London ball
room—“ the one that he did for 
Lewison, and which first made him 
famous. You never saw it? Why, 
it is a marvel I The curl of the 
leaves, the very dew on the fresh 
petals, it is wonderful. I would 
have given him any thing lie askrd 
for one like it. But, poor fellow, as 
you know, he only just lived long 
enough to know he was famous.

“ However, when I was last in 
Friedrichburg, his native town, and 
striving to find out all I could about 
him—if lie dad done any thing be
fore he went to Rome—there in that 
wretched, narrow street, as I was 
telling you before, I found this lac 
simile of his greatest work, a present 
to a eweethheart, I suppose. They 
bad told me she knew him, that be 
used to live opposite her, so I called 
to see if I could glean any thing 
about him, and there, hanging up on 
the wall, I saw that very wreath that 
bad heyn haunting me for months."

“ How did you persuade her to 
part with it?”

“Ah, Lady Grace, that was not 
very difficult—honest English gold. 
How her eyes glistened at the sight 
of it ! Very pretty eyes they were, 
too. She cried when I took It down, 
cried when I told her Hana was dead. 
But her husband comforted her,
‘ See my wife,' he said,11 will make 
for thee a wreath ,of these lovely 
roses of just the same size ’—did I 
say they were artificial-flower 
makers ?”—1 and we will hang it up 
in its place,.so that you will not 
misa the other. And aa to him, 
poor fellow, life, is difficult, and per
haps he is well out ol iV

“ So madame dried lier tears.
“ * Ah, that will be lovely,’ I heard 

her say, aa I carried my treasure 
••ay ;1 and I like the colored ones 
best. And the money, you see, my 
friend, is lar better ; it will feed and 
clothe the children, whereas the 
wreath—we could only look at It !’

“ Yon are interested in it now, are 
yon not; Lady Grace ? You will all 
come and have tea in my rooms to
morrow afternoon, and see the 
wreath of roses ? Poor fellow, what a 
sad pity it was that he died so 
young !” _____

A press of business—The p luting 
press.

Something about Zulus.
The/Zulus live in a beautiful and 

fertile land in which they have two 
harvests every year, and need scarce
ly do more than scratch the roll and 
sow their seed, to secure an abon
dance of vegetable food. There are 
rich pastures on which large beards 
of cattle feed, so "that beef is plenti
ful, and as the bosh, or “ hlanzi,” as 
they call It. is full of antelopes, wild 
boars and buffaloes (to say nothing 
of larger game), and many of the 
men are keen hunters, they are par- 
tlenlarlly well off for meat. They 
ans also gieat lovers of beer, which 
h** been compared to thin gruel 
mode with weak hock, and though 
this beverage is not very intoxicat
ing, they drink snob quantities of it 
in the course of the day that they 
are sleepily stupid by night. The 
Zulu idea of perfect happiness is 
plenty of beef, beer, and nothing to 
do but Just to sit still, eat, drink and 
listen to whatever news and gossip 
sny one may be able to tell them. 
The women do all the field and gar
den work, with the exception of hoe
ing tile King’s corn, which Is done 
by the men, who present themselves 
at-the royal kraal every spring for 
this purpose. There Is however, one 
particular office which women are 
forbidden nnder pain of death to per
form, and that is, milking the cows, 
which is always done by men or 
Iroya. They are a remarkably super
stitious people, and believe devoutly 
in signs, omens, and dreams. A man 
will not. go out hunting if he has had 
a dream of ill-success on the previous 
night ; and if he has a wonderful 
eycapc from danger or accident, at
tributes it to the care of his 
“ Bliloso," or guardian angel. Their 
Ideas ol a Creator are very indistinct, 
and consist merely in a tradition that 
the “ big one of all ” brought their 
nation originally “ out of the reeds." 
and missionaries have not been wel
come among them, because King 
Cetéwayo has always thought that if 
he once admitted them, a foreign 
army would soon follow, and, to use 
his own expression, “ eat him up.”— 
Little Folk.

One Lucky Bullet Saves Hundreds 
of Lives.

(Edinburgh Scotsman's Durham Letter.)
In the middle of the fight at Rork’s 

Drift, where the Zulus had fired the 
hospital, a rush was made by a band 
of the enemy to fire the storehouse, 
the other building which outlasted 
the defence. As fast as these Zulus 
came on with firebrands thèy were 
shot down, but one managed to 
escape the fire and got in dose to 
the wall of the storehouse. These 
defenders, with their rifles through 
the loopholes, could not slope their 
weapons to kill him, and it seemed 
as if his purpose of firing the thatch 
on the roof of the house should suc
ceed. Fortunately; a young corporal 
of the Army Service Corps, named 
Atwood, bethought himself of a plan 
to rid the Camp of the Zulu. As luck 
would have it, there was a small 
squnre hole in the wall which had been 
used as a window, and the Zulu hap
pened to get below this. Atwood, 
with his carbine, made his way to 
this hole, and pushing out his weapon 
let it hang point to the ground. It 
was impossible to take aim in his 
awkward position, so he trusted to 
fate. The Zulu had by this time 
stuck a firebrand on the end of his 
assegai and was in the act of rising 
up to set fire to the thatch when At
wood, not seeing the Zulu at all, but 
knowing about his position, fired the 
carbine with his thumb. The shot 
probably, in f«ct, saved Natal from 
an invasion of the Zulus. The Zulu* 
at daylight was found at the spot 
with his skull smashed in and the 
assegai, with the firebrand stuck on 
the end of it, held tightly ih his dead 
hand.

The Congress held at Paris with 
reference to the projected ship canal 
lhrough the Isthmus of Panama has 
decided in favor of a level canal 
from Panama to the Gulf of Limon ; 
and it appears that the cost of this 
would be little short of $250,000,000. 
This is a'* very large sum to invest 
in such an enterprise, when in the 
course of the next few years there 
will be not fewer than three compet
ing lines of railway across] 
America. Without 
engineering questions, 
bear in mind that 
was constructed by forced labor, that 
no forced labor is to be obtained in 
this case, and that the inhabitants 
of the isthmus are by no means 
given to bard work, even when 
tempted hy high rates of pay.

A woman in a Kansas Pacific rail
road car sat facmg a man who, with 
one eye at least, seemed to be star
ing fixedly at her. She became indig 
hant, and said, “ Why do you look 
at me so, sir?" He said ho was not 
aware of having done eo, but she in
sisted. “ I bog your pardon, madam, 
hut it’s this eye, is it not?” lifting 
his finger to his left optic. 11 Yes, sir, 
it’s that eye." •• Well, madam, that 
eye won’t do you any barm. It's * 
glass eye madam-only a glass eye. 
1 hope you’ll excuse it. But. upon 
my soul. I'm not surprised that even 
« glass eye should feel interested in so 
pretty a woman.” The explanation 
and compliment combined put the 
woman into a good humor.

Life is full of disappointments. We re
cently offered to cur; a bad ease of 
Rheumatism for a year’s subscription in 
advance, but just as we were on the point 
of lifting the shekels, a sympathising friend 
saggested Johnson's Anodyne Liniment. 
and the .money and the patient vanished 
iustanter.
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of Debts in all parts of the Dominion and 
the United States. may7

Business Cards.

Park Hotel,
DORCHESTER, N. B.

T. W. BELL. - - - Proprietor.

EMMEB80N ft READ,
Attomoyg-at-Law, Solicitors, See.

Office of late Albert J. Hickman, Esq.

DORCHESTER, N. B.
Henry R. Emmbrbon. Bdbton S. Read.

LANDRY ft TRUEMAN, 

Attorneys-at- Law, Ac.
DORCHESTER, N. B.

?. A. Landry. W. A. Trueman.

A. E. OÜLTON,

BARRISTER-MT-LAW. SOLICITOR, 

ffotsry Public, Conveyancer, Etc.

■l.rio.* - - - A. L. Palmer's Building,

Dorchester, it. B.

~wJ.coLiia m.d.. m.r.c. moT
Formerly Surgeon to Toronto Eye and 

Ear Infirmary,
OCULIST AND AURI8T
To St. John General Public Hospital. 
Practice limited to Diseases of the Eye 
and Ear. Office : 32 Germain Street, St. 
John, N B. juneS

L. WESTERGAARD k CO., 
Ship tgriil, A Ship Brokers,

(Consulate of the Netherlands,) 
(Cn.iaulate of Austria and Hungary,)

Ho. 127 WALNUT BTBBBT, 

";d |l. WKSTEROAARD, ) Philadelphia.
obo. a. TOWN8HKND. ) july 24

W. II. OLIVER
I. C. K. TICKET AtiKilT,

Forward'ng Agent end Custom 
House Broker,

€tT Prince Wm. St.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

W. TREMAINE GARD,
Golismltb aad , Manufacturing Jeweller,

78 Geriri&in Street, a few doors South 
of King Street,

ST.JOHN, N. B.

WATCHES, Clocks, .Spectacles, Jet 
Goods. Precious Stones and Fine 

Gold and Silvc- Jewelry just received for 
the Christmas and New1 Ye,if~Trade, 
marked at very lowest cash prices to suit 
the times.

Please call and examine.
Solid Gold and Silver Jewelry, &c., 

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

MILL SUPPLIES.
THE attention of Mill owners is direct

ed to our Stock of
BOBBER BELTING. LEATHER BELTING,

LUBRICATING OILS,
Disslcn's Celelralel Gang anl Circular Saws,

Silk Bolting Cloth,
Files, Lacing Leather, Emery Wheels, 

Steam Packing and Steam Fittings, 
House& Yard Pumps—a specialty.

ESTEY, ALLWOOD A CO.
■ Successors to Z. G. Gabel,

Prince Wm. St., - - - St. John, N. B. 
marl 2 3m

Salisbury House
Opposite Railway Station, 

Saliiibnry, - - - N. B. 
A. F. McDONALD, Proprietor.

^“•Permanent and Transient Boarders 
accamodated with first-class fare on reas
onable terms. Stabling on the premises.

Waverley House,
ACADIA MINES, N. S.

James H. Bigney, - - - Proprietor.

PASSENGERS conveyed to and from 
Londonderry Station.

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

Business Cards.

CARRURE FACTORY
DORCHESTER, N. B.

['HE Subscribers have this day entered 
L into Co-Partnership in the

Cinlige Bailing and Blacbiitiiig
business, which they will carry on at the 
stand heretofore occupied by Mr. Allan 
McDonald. They respectfully solicit a 
share of public patronage, and guarantee 
that orders left with thorn will be executed 
in the most workmanlike manner, at rea
sonable prices and with despatch.

LAMY’S HOTEL
AMHERST, N. 8.

Ssnovstsd sud Bsfaralihsd Throughout. 

DAVIS * CAURM.JPROPRIETORS.

THIS popular Hotel has been recently 
opened under a new management, 

and has been refitted, refurnished, and 
otherwise improved.

It is situated in the centre of the busi
ness part of the town, is provided with all 
the modern conveniences, and is first-class 
in every particular.

The best attention shown to guests, and 
charges moderates.

Free Coach to and from all Express 
trains. Special attention given to Com 
mereial Travellers. aprlO

BEFORE buying or renting a 
Cabinet or Parlor Organ, be 

sure to send for our latest Cata
logues and Circulars with new 
Styles and reduced prices. It 
contains much information. Sent 
free. MASON A HAMLIN OR- 
GAN HO., Boston, New York, 
tml Chicago ; or, G. C. FAW
CETT, Upper Sackville, N. B., 
sole and exclusive Agent for West
morland County. *

GO

o

at it Prices
For Cash or a three month Note.

I WILL NULL IIAHNKSSKS at my 
Wholesale Prices for the next three 

months, and all other work at same rate. 
Please call ai)d( get prices at either shop.

.STEPHEN AYEB. 
Sackville. April 2, 1879.

S. It. FOSTER & SON,
MANUFACTURERS OF

CUT NAILS AND SPIKES,
ffftitr

Sloe Nalls, TA"C KS.111 6rals’
illGua

Horse Shoes, Horse Nails,
Clinch and Pressed Nails.

Office, Warehouse and Manufactory :

Georges Street,

ST. JOHN, KT. B.
Notice.

Now on hand, for sale cheap,

Truck Watfbns & Light Carriage*.
ALLAN MCDONALD. 
DUUULASBUCHANAN. 

Dorchester, April 8, 1879.

SACKVILLE RADE

FURNITURE
American Importations!

MY FACTORY, now in fhll 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. 
LOWER than .he 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, 6c.

Pictures Framed lower than ever.
Bring along your orders. Satisfaction 

guaranteed. «

J. W. DOULL.
Sackville, Nov. 18, 1878.

NEW REMEDIES
AT THE

Sackville Drug Store.

STIMPSON, WALLACE ft CO.,
MANUFACTURERS OF THE

Improved Mew Dominion

ORGLAJSTS.
ST. JOHN - - - - N. p.
This is the most popular Organ' manu

factured in Canada."
Sales have doubled in six months. 

Manufacture six per week. 

8£ÿ**Send for Circular and Price List.

"AVE REBUILT and are now run 
ning the

RHODES, CURRY & CO
AMHKH8T, IV. N.

H
Amherst Wood-Working Factory,
And with the aid of good men and good 
machinery arc prepared to fill orders at 
short notice for
Doors, Sashes, Blinds, Window and Door 

Frames, Brockets and Mouldings of 
all Descriptions. Kiln Dried Lum

ber and Building Material, 
Planing, Hawing, Ac.

K8**Stores and Offices fitted out. All 
orders promptly attended to. may?

MARBLE

AND

FREESTONE

WORKS.

H. J. MoGHATH, 
Dorchester, N. B.

HAVING purchased the entire Stock in 
Trade of Mr. Prtrr Haoan. and 

with hie previously large Stock ol

ITALIAN, SOUTHERN FALLS, AND 
RUTLAND MARBLES.

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

Prices twenty per cent, lower than 
any other Establishment in the Prov'aees.

rnHE CO-PARTNERSHIP BUSINEsSS 
1 which existed between the Subscriber 

and his late father, Thomas Baird, Esq., 
is now continued by the Subscriber John 
Milton Baird alone under the old style 
of Firm ot

THOMAS BAIRD 4 SONS,
Pursuant to the provision of his father’s 
WU1.

JOHN MILTON BAIRt). 
Sackville, Oct. 22ud, 1877.

CARBOL1NE—the new Hair Restorer ; 
Sandford's Radical Cure for Catarrh ; 

Phosphozone—the new Nervine Tonic; 
Johnston’s Fluid Beef;
Hanington’e Quinine Wine and Iron ; 
Dr. Pierce’s Medical Discovery and 

Pierce’s Favorite Prescription ; 
Empress Relief ;
Clarke Johnson’s Indian Blood .Syrupi; 
Essence.Jamaica Ginger;
Gray's Specific Medicine;
Green’s August Flower.

ALSO JUST RECEIVED:

6 dozen Robinson’s Emulsion 
12 “ Johnson's Liniment 
12 “ Eclectric Oil;
2 “ felioshonec’s Remedy ;
1 “ Campbell’s Quinine Wine ;
1 “ Pure Norway Cod Liver Oil;

‘ Chemical Food ;
3 “ Peristaltic Lozenges,

Capsicum and Belladonna Porous Plas
ters, Shoulder Braces, Lung Protec

tors, Fluid Magnesia, Honey, 
Tamarinds, Flavoring- Ex

tracts, &c., Ac., &o:

our Usual stoct or Toilet Articles, Ac.
Oranges, Lemons,

Confectionerv, &c-

REMOVALI

SINCE the fire, the subscriber has re
moved hie entire Stock to his Store at

CHIGNECTO BEAr.lL,,

where he will continue the

•*•,**:> ye»-*

Fridays, at 8.30 p m.
to Second Westcock, Fridays, at

3.40 P m
Mails to Upper Sackville, daily, at 8.80

JOS. DIXON.
March 12, 1878. Post-Master.

English Mall
NGLISH MAIL closes at this Office 
to-morrow (Friday.) at 1.25 pm.

JOS. DIXON,

BOAT SAILING
ON MOUICE’8 LAKE.

fTIHE Subscribers having placed a large 
A BAIL BOAT In the above Lake, are 
now prepared for 11c- N ic Parties and Ex
cursions Seats about twenty pursues. 
A curetai man in charge. Terms season- 
able.

W. BOÜLTBNHOUS1. 
mnyl JOHN MORICE.

Wholesale and Retail,

as heretofore. $gF*Orders solicited, and 
promptly attended to. A targe Stock of 
Harness and Harness Goods on hand.

STEPHEN AYER.
Sackville, June 4th, 1879.

A. B. Osborne. Q. A. Morse.

AMHERST

Music Store.
THE Subscribers have in Stock a large 

lot of

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

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

and Covers, Violins, 6c.

Pianos and Pipe and Reed Organs 
tuned by the yea>. All orders by mall 
promptly attended to.

OSBORNE A MORSE,
dsclO Amherst, N. S.

Orders for Tuneiug and Repairing, left' 
at Mr. Qeo. K. Ford’s Store, Sackville, 
will receive o rompt attention.

fâf— Prescriptions carefully filled.

febis a. DIXON.

Despatch of Mails
At Post Office, Sackville.

MAILSJjor Nova Scotia close daily 
1.25 p. m. Mails for Halifax clo 

daily at 7.20 p. m.
Mails for Rockport, Mondays and Fri- 

lays at 1.25 pm.
Mails for Westmorland, at 1.25 p m. 
Mails for Midgic and Shemogue. Thursj 

days, at 3.80 p m.
Mails for St. John and United States, at 

2.40 and 7.20 p m.
Mails for North Shore, Ontario and Que

bec, at 7.20 p m.
Mails to Port Elgin, daily, at 1.25 p m. 
Mails to Botsford, via Port Elgin, tri

weekly, at 1.25 p m.
Mails to Wood Point, Tuesdays and


